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Chapter 1 Breaking Point

The night sky was dark; a few stars could be seen through the clouds, but soon all that would change. There was a feeling in the damp air, a cold shiver that melded with the dew of the cold night. Two figures were racing toward a castle, a smaller one leading a much taller and older wizard. Their eyes fell upon a terrible sight that lit up the sky: a terrible skull with a snake coming out of its mouth.

A flash later, Harry Potter was paralyzed with words screaming to get out; his muscles frozen, his eyes fixed on an old wizard, one he cared about more than he would know. Suddenly a blonde boy stepped onto the cold roof and pointed his wand at Dumbledore; words were exchanged and Harry could see the boy lose his nerve. Soon three more wizards in dark cloaks joined him, and one sniveling, sorry excuse for a man stepped forward. The traitor, the half‑blood prince, Harry could feel the anger, a pure boiling hatred swell up in his heart and mix with a fear, not for his own safety but for that of his beloved protector, his friend. Snape lifted his wand and uttered the Avedra Kadavara; his eyes followed the old man, a powerful figure, now so fragile looking as it flew through the air and fell to his final resting place. Harry’s eyes were locked on his, he could see the sadness of a betrayal and the hands of death choking out the final twinkle in his eyes, and he heard the words that he had been hearing in his head since he came back from school, “Live, Harry, live”.

Harry awoke to find himself drenched in sweat, his face covered in tears. He had been having this same dream since he came home from Hogwarts, every awakening to the same set of mixed emotions. He was angry above all else, angry at Snape and Malfoy for betraying Dumbledore’s trust, angry at Voldemort for ruining everyone’s life yet again, and angry at himself for not being able to avenge his headmaster that night. He had Snape in his sights; he had tried his best, and he had failed miserably. How could he hope to defeat Voldemort if he couldn’t even take out a worthless piece of garbage like Snape? He had made an oath to focus all his energy into ending this once and for all. That morning when they buried Dumbledore, Harry buried all his hopes, dreams, and joys along with anything else in him that wasn’t focused on defeating Voldemort and his Death Eaters. That morning he drew the lines separating himself from Hogwarts, the Order, and the Ministry of Magic; he would rely on nobody anymore.

Hermione and Ron had sworn to help him, to abandon love and life to focus on fighting with him. At the time he had graciously accepted this, but now he wasn’t so sure he could let them. He had given up on love too that day; he had told Ginny it had to end, and this now hurt him more than words could describe. She had given him joy, happiness, and companionship of a kind he had never felt before, and now he was sure he would never feel like that again. He couldn’t ask his friends to give up on love just because of him; even Dumbledore had once made it clear to Harry that love was the most powerful force on the planet. He would have to do this alone.

The summer had been difficult for both Harry and the Dursleys. Harry had come home for the last summer, they would have to tolerate each other, and he was a very changed man. Harry had a frightening aura to him, bitter, dark, dangerous. From the moment he stepped in and Vernon had told him to clean his ruddy shoes so as not to filthy the house. Harry put down his things gently, walked over towards his uncle very calmly until his nose was an inch away from Vernon’s, he stared into his eyes, his look was frightening, and it went through Vernon and chilled his bones. “Vernon, I will make this short and simple, I will stay here until my birthday, on that day I will leave and never come back, and we will never have to deal with each other again, ever. Until that day I will stay out of your way and I hope you can extend me the same courtesy,” Harry had said in a very soft, yet commanding voice. Vernon was taken aback, his nephew had never given off such an intimidating vibe, he had never called him by his name, let alone with such a forceful tone, besides the fact that he could have sworn the room had shook ever so slightly. He could only muster together one word, “Ok”, his wife and son stared with him at Harry, whatever had happened during school had changed him, and the change was unwelcome. Harry suddenly seemed to be the dangerous person they had made him out to be his entire life to all their neighbors and friends. Harry simply turned around and took his things up the stairs and closed his door.

Since then, they had avoided him as much as possible; Harry was glad for this, even slightly amused. Sometimes he could tell they were kind of running away from him. That feeling was somewhat intoxicating, the feeling of being feared; for a moment he could understand why people like Voldemort enjoyed being who they were, but the moment passed and it was replaced with a hatred and determination like Harry had never felt before. The prophecy was true: while both he and Voldemort existed, neither could truly live.

Harry had received quite a bit of mail this summer. Besides Ron and Hermione, a whole bunch of other people had been writing him. A few he knew—like Mr. and Mrs. Weasley, Hagrid, a few Order members, and some of his classmates who wrote to make sure he was alright, to try to comfort him since they knew he was close to Dumbledore. A few were letters from the Ministry trying to convince him to join their side and endorse them in the war against the Dark Lord. Harry hated the Ministry; he could still see the scar on his hand and feel the pain of Umbridge’s magic quill, he would never join them, never. The rest were from random people in the wizarding world who now saw him as the only chance to defeat Voldemort; they wrote of their fears and hopes. Harry hated being the center of attention, but these letters made him more determined; he felt the weight of his responsibility, but he swore not to crumble under the pressure. He knew it was his job and his job alone to take out Voldemort once and for all. He would find the horcruxes and he would destroy them. Then he would destroy their creator and as many of his followers as he could.

Harry had a feeling he wouldn’t come out of this alive, but he wanted to make them pay. Even if he only managed to destroy one Horcrux or kill one Death Eater, he knew that even that would be a small victory against Voldemort, and that someone would finish this. He had hope that if he fell then someone would be able to finish what he started. It had been on his mind for a while now; Dumbledore had made him swear not to share his knowledge of Voldemort with anyone, but it would be pointless if that knowledge died with him. Ron and Hermione knew that he was sworn by him to secrecy, so he had told them over the summer that if he were to fall, they would tell the Order of the Phoenix. He was laying in his bed like he had done all summer long, in his room in almost total darkness, reading his friends’ letters and a bit of his “fan mail”.

Harry,

Mate don’t talk like that; you will live through this. One day we will be watching a Quidditch game and we will laugh about this over some butterbeers. Me and Hermione will be with you all the way, and together I have a feeling that nothing, not even You Know Who, will be able to stop us. With my strategy and Hermione’s brains we will surely come up with something. I have been going to the Ministry a lot with my dad. Trying to pick up some tips from the Aurors, the blokes are rather secretive though; I’ll have something useful by the end of summer hopefully. Hope the Dursley’s are staying out of your way, I am looking forward to you seeing your Birthday gift; you’re going to love it.

Ron

PS Ginny can’t stop talking about you; she misses you a lot. I have a feeling once this is over you two should get back together, because she really cares for you and I don’t think anything will change that.

Harry hadn’t heard from Ginny and he hadn’t written her either. He guessed it was too painful for either of them to be friends. They both cared about each other, but he couldn’t bring her into this, not now; maybe if he lived through it, maybe.

Oh Harry,

Please don’t ever say that you are going to die again, you are one of my closest friends, and I can’t believe you would be this pessimistic. Everything will work out. I have been researching all I could about Voldemort’s past. The truth is there isn’t much out there about him as Tom Riddle; I will keep in touch if anything comes up. Hang in there Harry, hope that you aren’t getting into any trouble with your family. Try to enjoy the summer and let me and Ron work out how to help you.

Love,

Hermione

“I wish I could be as positive as you two, I really do,” he thought aloud. Harry knew the risks better than anybody. He had seen enough death to know that this would not be simple or safe in the least. All the deaths didn’t haunt him so much anymore; he used to blame himself, now he placed blame squarely where it belonged, on Voldemort. Still he felt slightly guilty about them, Cedric, Sirius, now Dumbledore, he would avenge them, he would make sure that they could rest in peace knowing that Voldemort was burning in Hell. If not by his hand, then by someone else’s.

He got up and went to place the days’ correspondence in the cardboard box he had taken from the side of the trash cans; it used to belong to one of Dudley’s many toys, now it was a trash can for words that he no longer cared to read again. Ron and Hermione’s letters he put in his trunk with all the mail he did want to keep around. He heard Hedwig hoot and went to her cage to pet her head as she nipped at his fingers lovingly. A flutter interrupted his thoughts; a dark owl rested on his windowsill, in its beak was a letter. “Great more fan mail” he sighed, and went to take it from the owl. As soon as he did the owl hooted happily and went on his way. Harry was tired, he had a big day tomorrow, he really didn’t feel like reading anymore about how he is the only hope this world has now, etc., etc. So he went to discard the letter in the box of garbage; just as he was about to let go, he noticed something that made him stop. It was the seal of Hogwarts; Harry sat back down on the bed and opened the envelope. There were two sheets of paper and a smaller envelope inside; he looked at the first page:

Dear Mr. Harry Potter,

I hope this letter finds you well. I am delighted to inform you that you have approved all your courses in your 6th year and that we will be open for your 7th. The Ministry feels that despite the tragedy and the danger, life must go on in these troubled times. We share this view as well; Hogwarts will remain open and will continue to educate the new generations of wizards. Our halls will be a safe heaven, as together with the Ministry, newer and better security has been added. Enclosed you will find your supplies list for the new year. We look forward to seeing you here for your final year and wish you luck in your studies and your NEWTS,

Minerva McGonagall

Headmistress Hogwarts

The second page was indeed a booklist; Harry ignored it and went on to the second envelope. It was addressed simply to Harry, he opened it:

Dear Harry,

I know that it has been a while since we last spoke; Albus’s funeral was hard for us all. You told me that day that you didn’t wish to return to Hogwarts and that you would seek to fight the Dark Lord on your own. I have a strong feeling that you and Dumbledore shared many secrets, secrets that not even the Order is privy to. I also know that if Albus told you to keep it secret from the Order than that is the way it must remain. I only wish that you come to your senses and return to Hogwarts for one more year, the Dark Lord will still be there when you graduate. You on the other hand will be one year wiser and stronger; I know Albus would agree with me that it is foolhardy to jump into a fight unprepared; you still have much to learn. Come back and let us help you become a stronger wizard, please Harry, if you must then do it for no other reason than to honor your fallen mentor and protector and to give an old witch some peace of mind.

Sincerely,

Minerva McGonagall

Harry lay there in his bed thinking about what the letter said, deep down he would be greatly relieved to be able to spend on more carefree year at Hogwarts with Ron and Hermione. On the other hand he knew that he wouldn’t become stronger there, Dumbledore was gone and he knew of no other wizard that could possibly teach him what he needed to destroy Voldemort. For that he needed to travel the world and search for the Horcruxes and the means and power to destroy Voldemort. Harry made his choice; he had made it long ago. He grabbed the letters and threw them into the box of trash. And he went to bed, for tomorrow was a big day.

Tomorrow was indeed a very important day, his birthday; at 17 he would be considered an adult in the wizard world, which meant that he could do magic whenever he wanted, take his Apparating test, and it also meant that the Dursleys could no longer protect him so he had no reason to stay there. He was a bit sad about having to leave the home he had lived in for nearly 17 years, but mostly he was glad to get out of this hellhole forever, and filled with anticipation to get on with his mission. He would move into Sirius’s home and work from there. Tomorrow would be the first day in his adult wizard life, a life that was dedicated to the pursuit of Voldemort’s death at any cost; a life that had started the day an old loving friend had been killed and fell to the bottom of a lonely Astronomy tower right in front of Harry’s eyes.

Chapter 2 The Birthday

Harry awoke the next morning to the sound of Hedwig’s hooting; for a moment he felt angry at her, but then the realization dawned on him. He was free; finally he was his own man, his own wizard. Harry reached for his glasses with a smile on his face, the next thing he went for was his wand, he would finally be able to do a couple of things he had been waiting for a long time.

“Better start small just in case,” he thought; Harry pointed his wand at the cage and opened it with a swipe of his wand.

“Ok, no lightning, no thunder, no threatening letters from the Ministry, seems like we are in business,” he concluded. With another wave his room was cleaned of all the clutter and with a few more he picked out his wardrobe for the day from his trunk.

He opened the door and exited his small room; he walked up to Dudley’s bathroom, the door was locked. “Oh, Dudley, will you be taking long?” he whispered.

Dudley was still half‑sleepy, so he reacted on instinct, the instinct to be a total prat to his cousin, “I will take however long I want to weirdo,” he shouted.

Big mistake; Harry had expected such an outburst though, he was used to them, but today it was time to do something about it. “Alohomora,” he shouted, the door slammed open, his cousin was in the tub and now looked at Harry with frightened eyes, it dawned on him that Harry had just used magic.

“You can’t do that; it’s supposed to be illegal,” he shouted.

“Wingardium Leviousa” was Harry’s response, with that a big fat whale‑of‑a‑boy flew out of the bathtub and into the hall landing on his rather large rear.

“You are partially correct, you see yesterday that would have been illegal since I was magically underage, today on the other hand I am 17 and from now on can do whatever I bloody well please” he paused for a moment and contemplated the frightening sight of his naked cousin, so he waved his wand and a towel was thrown out of the bathroom and onto a very frightened and confused Dudley.

“You really shouldn’t go prancing around the house naked Dudley, you might catch a cold” with that he closed the door.

Harry was for once enjoying the first warm water bath he had ever enjoyed in the Dursley household. Although technically there had been no warm water left since his family had finished it all, that was not a problem for a wizard with a wand. Harry summed some bath oils from his cousin’s cabinet and had them pour themselves into the tub. This was really not that big of an issue considering his cousin never actually used them, they were given to him over several occasions since some of their relatives had a particular dislike for the way the fat boy tended to smell. In any case Harry had always been curious to try them out and see what the big fuss was about. The bath was lovely but something was missing, he remembered the Tri Wizard tournament when Cedric had let him use the Prefects bathroom for a night, then it dawned on him “Ebullio” he said pointing his wand at the water, suddenly bubbles started to surge from the bottom of the bathtub making the tub a sort of Jacuzzi of sorts.

“Ah, much better, this is the life” he said as he leaned back, he closed his eyes and relaxed.

A sudden angry knock disturbed him quite abruptly, “Boy get your ungrateful freak hide out here this instant” screamed a livid Vernon through the door. Harry sighed and waved his wand at the door making it open abruptly, outside where standing a rather red faced Uncle Vernon, a purple faced Aunt Petunia, and a very frightened Dudley hiding behind his mother. Harry looked at this at found it rather amusing as Dudley’s circumference went way beyond the sides of his mother like a hippo trying to hide behind a twig. Vernon composed himself as he realized that Harry had used magic to open the door, and evil smile dawned on his face

“Oh you are in trouble now, you broke the law and now you will be dragged away by those freaks of your kind, I hope they lock you away for a long time” he said as he approached Harry with the intent to drag him out of the tub and throw him out.

Harry just smiled and pointed his wand at Vernon, “Immobulus” Vernon was frozen midstep, and he tumbled forward smacking his face into the toilet.

“Now uncle if you were thirsty you could at least have the decency to bring a glass, I would have happily filled it up for you” Harry said calmly.

His aunt soon joined in Dudley’s fear and took a step back, “You are a devil, your possessed, I knew your abnormality would someday mix with the criminal in your blood, I knew you would be no better than your useless father” she shouted at him.

Harry suddenly felt very, very angry “Obscurie”, the Dursley world became dark as they where completely blinded, Harry got out of the tub and magically moved his Uncles head out of the toilet and levitated his body into the hall.

“Ahh, I am blind, I am blind” screamed Petunia.

“So am I mum, the freak has blinded us, please help me mom, are we going to die?” Dudley whimpered. Vernon was also blinded but he could say nothing as he was paralyzed and was still wishing desperately for the ability to spit out the toilet water in his mouth.

Harry stood fuming over his family, “First of all how dare you speak about my father that way, how DARE you. Secondly, as I explained to Dudley today is my 17th birthday and as such I now have not only the ability, but also the right to use magic wherever the bloody hell I desire, so I hate to disappoint you uncle but I am not going to jail. Thirdly, I have temporarily blinded you, for while I have done nothing illegal today, you ARE peeping on a minor which is not only illegal Aunt but also rather unladylike.”

Harry was interrupted by his families cries of outrage “If your do not wish for me to make it permanent you will shut up” he shouted, and soon his families whimpers were hushed and Harry paused for a second.

“Now while I am not going to jail, I will be leaving this house and never coming back, as such I think that calls for a celebration. When I finish with my bath I will come down and we shall all eat breakfast which I will take care of personally. Then I will leave you to go shopping, when I return I’ll make a grand farewell lunch for us after‑…….

He stopped again; his rage had subsided. “Now if we can all behave civilly with one another, I will reverse the curse and finish my bath. Are we agreed?” he waited for all to nod, yet remembered that Vernon was paralyzed, so he reversed it and soon his uncle was spitting.

“Agreed, Uncle?” his uncle nodded.

“Good then, Illuminata.” They saw a blinding light and saw that the bathroom door was now closed. They got up and went downstairs, frightened to even leave the house.

Half an hour later Harry emerged from the bathroom refreshed; he headed to his room and put on his clothes. Then he headed downstairs to find his family all sitting in the living room, his uncle’s hair was still damp and messy. Harry waved his wand as he passed his uncle and dried it much‑to‑his‑uncle’s shock. He then proceeded to cook, or more like wave his wand and make things cook; pans, utensils, and food were flying through the air and 20 minutes later a lavish breakfast was set at the table. Harry turned to see that his family were still glued to the seats and were staring at their kitchen with looks of horror on their faces. “Breakfast is served,” Harry said with a grin.

His family moved to the table and took their seats yet refused to eat. Harry dug in and after a while noted his family’s lack of hunger. “I didn’t poison it, I swear,” he said in a comforting voice and chuckled. His uncle slowly began to eat; Dudley on the other hand was eating like a pig, the sight reminded him a bit of Ron, only messier and faster.

“He has to have some pig DNA in there somewhere,” Harry thought.

“Well, at least I don’t think I did,” he said in a lower voice and then watched as they gagged for a bit, but soon they realized that Harry would be dead too and that he was joking. Also the breakfast was one of the best, if not the best they had ever had, although they would never admit it. There were pancakes with fruit toppings, eggs, bacon, and juice. Simple, very good.

When Harry was done he got up and went up to his room; the Dursleys were still eating and didn’t look like they would stop until it was all gone. They appeared to be in a trance, maybe they ate to try to cope with the shock of the morning, or maybe they were just gluttons. In any case Harry was full and feeling guilty for scaring them, well not that guilty. Harry laughed at this thought and looked at himself on his bed; it was then that Harry noticed the presents that were next to his trunk. Harry leaped off and headed towards the pile. It was a rather larger pile than he expected; there were 12 presents in all. He wondered if he knew that many people. Harry grabbed the first, it was from Ron; he ripped through the paper, it was a small box and a note. He opened the box first, inside was a small crystal just big enough to fit in your closed fist. “What is this, better read the note,” he thought. He opened the note and read:

Hey Harry,

Happy Birthday mate, congratulations on becoming an adult. I can tell you it’s not all that glorious, but you are free to do magic now and take you Apparating test, maybe you and me can go together since I still haven’t passed mine.

Anyways the crystal in the box is very special. I have to confess I had to borrow money from Fred and George to buy it. It’s a “Quidditch Vision”, with it you can follow all the England league games from wherever you are, just grab it close your eyes and you will see and hear everything like if you where at the stadium. But remember to keep your eyes on the schedule; you can only watch a game up to an hour after its finished. The first year is a gift, after that its only 5 galleons a year.

I wanted you to have this cause I know you love the sport more than me, and given what you are about to head into I think you need something to look forward to on your free time. My parents have talked me into returning to Hogwarts so I will be playing on the team. I am sorry Harry, but I couldn’t talk my mom out of it, I will help you in any way I can from school. Anyways I think I need to get a bit stronger before I can join you out in the real world.

I hope you aren’t too mad,

Happy B day

Ron

Harry was a bit disappointed at reading this, but at the same time he liked the idea of Ron being safe, even if it where for just a year. “The farther people are from me, the safer they are” he thought. Besides the gift was wicked, and if he couldn’t play Quidditch at least he could see some really cool professional games every once in a while.

Harry moved on to his next gift, it was a pair of mismatched socks, a hand made tablecloth with the Gryffindor shield in the center and lightning bolts on the sides from Dobbie, and a small piece of cardboard that said “Good for one favor to the greatest wizard ever, signed Dobby”.

“This is perfect for my dinning room at Sirius’ house” Harry thought. Next up was one from Mr. and Mrs. Weasley; it was a bottle of Wizard Whisky and a set of 24 magic drinking glasses that made the users name appear when you grabbed them.

“I guess it’s to say welcome to adulthood”, Harry said, also noting that they had really gone out of their way since this was not a very cheap present and they could hardly afford it. Then came one from the Weasley twins, it was a box full of all the new jokes and a few of the old ones, it also brought a note

Dear Partner,

Business is booming and we thought you might want to see how your investment was going on your birthday. Like always anything from our shop is free to you anyways, but we thought these would liven up your day, and maybe mess with your family a bit.

We didn’t send you anything else since we all contributed to the big gift from all of us older brothers.

Hope you have a jolly good birthday,

Fred and George

PS We are now sending regular deposits to your Gringot's vault; we figure you are an equal partner. And you can’t give it back; trust me we are doing very well so money is not a problem for us.

Harry was happy that business was going well, but was upset that the Weasleys were making deposits; Harry wasn’t working so he should have no share of the profits. Yet Harry knew better than to argue with a Weasley. Harry thought he might try some of those jokes out this afternoon, just as a suiting goodbye to his family. He chuckled at the memory of the Ten Tongue Toffee they had given Dudley a few years back. “Now let’s see about this big gift they were referring to” he said as he approached the larges of his gifts figuring it was the one the twins had referred to. It was indeed the one; it was from all of Ron’s older brothers, even Percy. He opened it and inside he found several sets of dress robes and under those were two large boxes with a note.

Hey Harry,

Happy Birthday from all of us to you, welcome to the big Leagues.

Sincerely,

The Weasley Brothers

He opened the box; inside was a set of professional Quidditch gear, the best of the best. Very strong and charmed to withstand powerful blows and some magic curses. “Figures, considering how dirty some teams play,” he thought. He opened the second box and found a very interesting set of robes, a helmet, and a cloak. They brought a small certificate that described what they were. Apparently this was a set of magical armor, made out of dragon hide with sphinx linings, bathed in protective potions that made them strong, self‑regenerating, and they warmed or cooled to comfortable temperatures. They were also charmed with an even heavier amount of protection against several curses. The set was apparently very old, despite looking brand new, and was rumored to have been made and used by Godric Gryffindor himself. Harry guessed that Ron had shared his plans to fight Voldemort with his brothers. Still the gift was something that Harry was very grateful for and he promised to thank them all in person once he learned how to Apparate.

Next up was Hermione’s; he pulled out the card and read,

Dear Harry,

I hope you are enjoying your birthday, and that you are ready to move out to your new home at the House of Black. By now I hope you have read Ron’s card and know that he will be spending this year at Hogwarts. I will be joining him, Harry. I know you must be disappointed; you must feel like we both betrayed you. But the truth is that we will do you more good at school than in the field, at least for now. At Hogwarts I can research and look into You Know Who, into how to find the “relics,” and into how to ultimately defeat him. The library of Hogwarts has many a book I haven’t researched, and McGonagall has already promised me that she would let me spend my time in the Restricted Section. In the meantime I am sending you a book that I thought might get you started on your dueling skills.

Harry, after corresponding with McGonagall I think you should come to school too. I mean what’s one more year. Who knows? Something they teach you might be useful; besides, you can’t become an Auror unless you graduate. What will happen if it takes you years to defeat “him”? Do you really want to be going back to school at that age just so that you can move on with your life and get a career?

Think about it please,

Happy Birthday again,

Love,

Hermione

Harry thought about what Hermione was saying; once again there were some valid points brought forth. If he lived, he would be old, and it might be somewhat cumbersome to try to graduate at that point. What if he was as old as Dumbledore at that point? “No, my mind is made up, I have to fight, and I have to start as soon as possible,” he said to himself. Besides, if Harry went back to Hogwarts he could endanger the school, and now there was no Dumbledore to protect the students; despite whatever the Ministry and McGonagall said, if Voldemort wanted it he could get in, and having him there would only attract that snake.

Harry sighed and looked at his gift. She had given Harry a book titled “The Duelers Almanac: A compendium of the best duels, legal or otherwise.” It contained records of many very powerful duels and included what spells had been used. The pictures of each duel played like movies so the viewer could see how the duel progressed. Hermione had guessed that Harry would need to get some practice in this area for when he faced Snape or Voldemort, for that matter. He would get to reading it as soon as he had settled into his new home. Harry put the book down and moved to his next gift, realizing his was half done; this time it was Hagrid’s.

Thankfully there was no rock‑hard food this time; instead Harry found a rock‑hard mug. It was made from something that looked like glass only stronger, it seemed to be carved by hand and bore the inscription “Harry Potter” and under it “Tri Wizard champion, hero, and friend” and was a bit large for Harry to use, well not unless he wanted to get plastered fast. Still it was a nice mug, very manly; the inscription was a bit much, the only part he liked was the Friend part. Harry reached for the next package, it was from Professor Lupin. Harry notices that it was attached to another package; he tried to open both and couldn’t get the paper to break. Finally, Harry gave up and went for the card on top, thankfully this one did open.

Harry,

You might be wondering why you couldn’t unwrap your gifts. The truth is you need to know something first. The first one is from me, but the second one is from your Godfather. Before you opened it I wanted you to be prepared for this, I know his death caused you great pain, and with recent events this pain might have returned. So please don’t open it until you are ready. He made me buy it and then help cast the spell inside.

Harry remember I will always be there to help in troubled times.

Hugs,

Mooney

Harry stared at his gifts now; last year opening a gift from Sirius would bring back some very painful memories, now he was a different person, much stronger. The memories were still there, but they mixed with happy memories and with the determination he had to make things right and avenge his fallen loved ones.

He opened the first parcel; inside was a book, “Guide to becoming an Animagus.” Harry couldn’t help but smile; he had always wondered if he could become one just like his dad and his godfather. He opened the book, and there was a small inscription inside: “Cheers to the newest Marauder, we hope you join our ranks soon, Moony.” A tear crept into his eye. Moony was Harry’s new godfather now that Sirius was gone. He was glad; Moony was a good and wise man, and Harry loved him almost as much as he loved Sirius.

Harry put the book down and moved to what he deduced was Sirius’s gift. The paper tore just as easily as the books, and inside was a box. Harry opened it, and despite what he thought he was not prepared for what was inside.

A flash of red light shot out, and Sirius’s face materialized in the air. “Hello Harry,” it said. Harry was now in shock. “Happy Birthday, my how quickly time flies. You are now a grown wizard; I still remember when you were born and your father put you in my arms, how small and frail you were. Now here you are an adult and a hero to all good wizards. I am sorry I missed so much of your life because of circumstances. But I am proud of who you have become, and I wish you all the happiness in the world.”

Now as to your gift, I have arranged for you to pick it up at The Broom Closet in Diagon Alley. You are a grown wizard and one bloody good Quidditch player, and as such you need a grown‑up broom. Inside this box is a certificate for an upgrade on your broom; just hand it in with your old Firebolt and they will give you the newest model. I really have no idea what that is since, well, I am on the run, but I told Moony to make it happen and he will have paid the price difference by now. Once again Harry, Happy Birthday and I hope I see you soon at my house,” and with that his godfather’s face disappeared and in its place appeared a coupon for the new broom. Harry didn’t move; silent tears were rolling down his eyes. Indeed he was going to his godfathers’ place to live, but he was not going to be there to welcome Harry, and that feeling of loneliness and pain invaded him.

It took a few minutes, but Harry finally calmed down enough to continue. He then lifted one of the last three packages; it was a small box. He read the tag, it was from Ginny. Harry waited a while as he soaked the fact in; Ginny had actually sent him a gift. I mean they had ended on good terms and all, but this was still unexpected. He opened the box and pulled out a simple gold pendant shaped like half of a broken heart; on the back it said “Two hearts separated, destined to reunite.” Harry felt a tingle when he read it; he pulled out the note and read

Harry,

I know that we broke up, but that doesn’t change the way I feel. I know that you have a dangerous task ahead; I just want you to know that I will be here when you get back.

This pendant is half of a magic set, when apart then transmit the other user’s feelings to one another, when together they perform a spell. While you wear this we will always be close to each other hearts until we can be together again.

Love,

Ginny

Harry reread the note, the truth is he felt the same way, he cared deeply for Ginny. For a moment he thought about whether or not he should put it on. Then he realized that Ginny understood that despite these feelings, Harry had a mission and that she couldn’t be with him as long as Voldemort lived. This would have to be enough for the both of them. He put on the pendant and as it touched his skin he could feel Ginny’s heart on the other end, and he knew she could see his, in a sense they strengthened each other.

Finally Harry was down to two gifts. He picked up the one of the left, it had no tag. “Guess I will just have to open it and find out” he sighed.

He quickly unwrapped the gift and found a small box inside, it was labeled with gold letters “The King of Twilight’s Deluxe Broom i…

It read “Welcome my great and powerful kit on broom modification.” This kit has been reduced for convenient travel; whenever you need to use it, just restore it to normal size and open. The book and kit includes all knowledge, tools, and technique that I learned in my life as to how to modify a broom. Many men would kill for this knowledge, and if you hold this kit it means you have earned it. I have lived well and fought better, and I gladly leave this legacy to you Great Rider. I only hope that the sport lives on.” Harry still didn’t know who it was from; he guessed it must have been Sirius or someone else. In any case, it was very interesting and he was looking forward to figuring out what it did. Although first he would probably have to figure out what the hell broom modification was.

He was down to his last gift; he moved to unwrap it, but once again the paper would not break. This time Harry had caught on, but he was still troubled; if this was what he thought it was then it might not be a good idea to open it yet. “What the point, whether I face my pain now or face it later I still have to face it,” he said aloud. With that he opened the card and started to read; soon his fears were confirmed,

Dear Harry,

Enclosed is a gift that Albus had already set aside for you. I stumbled upon it while I was cleaning out his desk. I have charmed it so that you could not open it without reading this card first. I thought it best that you be ready for it rather than be surprised and wrapped up in emotions.

I hope all is well and that you have taken time to think about returning to us for one last year. The Order has pitched in for a gift but will give it to you at a later date.

I hope you enjoy your gift,

Sincerely,

Minerva McGonagall

With that Harry braced himself and opened his final gift. Inside was a note and a ring with a red crystal at the center filled with a crimson liquid that glowed fiercely. Harry put it on and instantly he felt courage, warmth, and goodness flow through his body. Harry opened the note,

Dear Harry,

Congratulations on this momentous occasion. I remember when I turned 17 a long, long, long time ago. I found that it was quite fun and a bit intoxicating to be able to do magic wherever and whenever I pleased. As such I must caution you to try to exercise restraint. I know both you and your family well and you do have a tendency to, shall we say misbehave.

This penchant for trouble is what brought me to the idea of giving you this gift. Inside that ring is the blood of Fawkes, my phoenix. Keep it near you at all times, it will give a boost and keep you centered in bad times. The blood of a Phoenix irradiates many of the feelings and emotions that make the house of Gryffindor great: Loyalty, courage, truth, honor, love, etc.

I hope that it may keep you away from getting into too much trouble this your final year at Hogwarts. You are now an adult and as such you must behave like one. I have no doubt that you will make us all proud.

Fond wishes,

Albus Dumbledore

This time Harry didn’t cry; maybe it was the ring, or maybe it was just the feeling of pride that irradiated from Dumbledore’s words. In any case he cleaned up and stowed away all his new gifts. Then with a few more waves of his wand he packed all his things. Once he was done with lunch he just wanted to take his things and go. He made sure that all his secret stashes were emptied and he finally sat on his bed mentally and physically drained.

It was still pretty early in the morning; it would still be a few hours before lunch. “Guess I can afford to close my eyes for a bit,” he said to himself. In reality he just wanted to pass out from all the emotion; he wanted to just lay there and feel Ginny’s love and comfort irradiating from his pendant and strength of the phoenix from his ring. So he laid back, slowly his eyes closed, and he drifted off to sleep, one where he dreamed of the girl he loved and happier times.

Chapter 3 Farewell & a Homecoming

Harry awoke from a peaceful rest; he looked down at his watch. “Bloody hell,” he shouted. He jerked up; it was noon, and it had gotten late while he had been dreaming. “How the hell am I going to be able to finish lunch in an hour?” Harry thought. He looked around his room for guidance. His bags were already packed, Hedwig was hooting in her cage.

“Well, if I am going to make it I will need some help; now how can I solve this,” he said as he looked at his wand, searching his head for a spell or a charm that could do the job. He needed to go shopping and he needed to cook.

“I can’t walk all the way to the market, shop, return, and still be able to cook in an hour,” he thought; if only I could Apparate this wouldn’t be an issue. He got up and began to pace, racking his brain as to what to do; he really did want to celebrate his departure with something at least a bit grand. Mostly out of happiness, but also out of a bit of guilt after the way he had treated his family earlier in the morning.

As he was about to give up he glanced at a piece of cardboard that he had kicked and had hit his luggage; he picked it up and realized it was Dobby’s coupon for a favor. That was it, he picked it up and yelled “Dobby” in a clear voice; the coupon disappeared with a flash and then he heard a pop. There in front of Harry stood a joyous little creature with large eyes and a grin from ear to ear, dressed from head to toe in mismatched little clothes.

The great Harry Potter has called Dobby, Dobby is so happy that Harry Potter has called him, did Harry Potter like his gift? Dobby squealed as he ran to hug Harry’s leg.

"Hello Dobby, yea I loved your gift but I need to call in your favor," Harry stated.

"Oh anything that Harry Potter wants, it will be Dobby’s pleasure to serve such a great wizard like Harry Potter," the house elf boasted.

"Well Dobby I am in a bit of a bind; I needed to make lunch and I overslept, now I need to get to market to buy things and then come back to cook. I need you to transport me to market and then back so I can cook a big lunch for me and my family," Harry said rather hurriedly.

"The great Harry Potter SHOP, and COOK, no, no, no that will do at all," Dobby said in a loud voice outraged that such a great wizard would lower himself to do household chores.

"Dobby will do it, he will shop, and he will cook, but Dobby will need some help if he is to make a grand feast for the likes of Harry Potter," Dobby said out loud.

"I will help you Dobby; it really is not that big of a deal, I have done it before, I mean I was planning to do it myself anyways. You would just be helping out a bit," Harry interjected.

"Oh, Harry Potter is such a great wizard, to be so kind and grand as to help a lowly house elf. But no, Dobby has had an idea; Harry Potter can call Creacher," Dobby said with a smile on his face.

"Creacher? Wait he is my house elf now, I mean I didn’t like that fact but he came with Sirius’s place," Harry thought.

"Ok, Creacher come here now," Harry said loudly. Then there was a pop and an old, dirty, bitter house‑elf in a tea cozy appeared before Harry.

"What does the filthy half‑blood want with poor old Creacher?" he said in a despondent tone as he punished for insulting his master by stepping on his foot.

"How dare you talk that way to the great Harry Potter, you should punish yourself with a hot iron for that," Dobby shouted.

"It’s quite alright, Dobby; I am used to his insults by now," Harry responded. Dobby looked up at Harry and smiled thinking of how great and merciful Harry was compared to the Malfoy's.

"Now Creacher, I order you to help Dobby accomplish his mission. You will obey his orders and give him no back‑talk; are we understood?" Harry said firmly. Creacher nodded and then Dobby started telling him what to do and they disappeared into thin air.

Harry stood there grinning, "I guess that solves that small problem, guess I can take a few more minutes to relax and then I will freshen up before lunch," he thought.

The next few hours floated away rather peacefully, with the exception of a few screams from his family that had awoken Harry. He had gone down the stairs in a flash, wand out and at the ready, only to find that they were screaming at the two house elves who were in a cooking frenzy in the kitchen. Harry then calmed his family down and explained that they were friends of his that had offered to cook them lunch. He explained the concept of house elves to his family, who calmed down and were about to tell him off for introducing such abnormality to their home. Somehow though, they restrained themselves; Harry figured they had done it out of fear of what he was going to do to them if they insulted him again.

Harry had already brought down his luggage and left it by the door. As he closed his bedroom he couldn’t help the feelings of nostalgia. He would never open the door to this room again. He went over to the living room and sat in front of the Dursleys. They sat down and waited for the meal in silence, Harry was starting to feel uncomfortable with all the quiet in the living room. He was looking at his family’s somewhat shocked faces as they glanced into the kitchen every once in a while and blurted some comment about “those filthy creatures” and “I hope they don’t break anything”. Harry was even starting to miss all their complaining, it had become a part of his normal day to day. Now that was soon to be gone, as soon as he walked out that door he had no plans of ever looking back. He would be gone, and he would never again see this childhood home of his and this family. They had been very mean to him, but also very kind. They had taken him in, given him room and board. This lunch was to be his silent farewell, and secret thank you to them.

Dobby interrupted Harry’s thoughts “Lunch is served” he said with a bow. Harry and his family went over to the table; they all stood gasping at the myriad of plates and the sheer quantity of known and unknown delicacies. In pitchers there were several drinks, some of which Harry recognized like Butterbeer and Mead. His family sat down and began to dig in, their faces lighting up at some of the tastes and flavors. Her uncle had become particular…

“It is a popular drink among my kind; it only has a very small trace of alcohol”. Vernon just nodded, Harry guessed that the fact that it was from the wizard world kind of killed the whole experience for his uncle.

When they were done, Dudley spoke out “That was bloody good, I don’t suppose there is any dessert?”

“Now, now, Dudleykins, one could hardly expect a savage like your cousin to think that far ahead, I suppose I will also be stuck with cleaning all this mess” Petunia stated indignantly. Harry just smiled, recognizing that they had all loved the food and where doing their best to behave like themselves in a sick twisted thank you to Harry.

“Don’t worry Aunt Petunia it will all be taken care of, and Dudley, there is plenty of dessert, watch this” with that Harry snapped his fingers like Dumbledore would do after every feast and like clockwork the table was cleared and the desserts appeared before them. His family was once again taken aback at the magic, but more so at the new variety of mysterious food that had appeared on the table. Jams, puddings, tarts, candies of many varieties, soon they were all digging in trying this and that.

“Now Dudley be very careful with those jellybeans. Those are Botts and come in many flavors, some of which you might not find very tasty, like earwax, vomit, or liver.” Harry said as his cousin dug into the bowl. Dudley paused and looked at the beans half believing his cousin. He started to lick each one before he put it in his mouth, once he realized it was ok he would eat it joyfully.

“Ugh, this one tastes like spinach” he heard his aunt say.

Harry chuckled, “It could have been worst, could have tasted like Uncle Vernon’s socks” he said. Surprisingly, everyone smiled and laughed.

Lunch was done and everyone withdrew to the living room and Harry brought out the Wizard Whisky he had gotten. He used normal glasses though, didn’t want to break in the new ones just yet. They sat their and drank quietly until Harry broke the silence “Uncle Vernon, Aunt Petunia, Dudley; I wanted to take this opportunity to thank you for taking me in and letting me live here for all these years. I know we have had many differences but I don’t want us to part on a bad note. I have a feeling I may never see any of you again and therefore want us to end on good terms” he said.

“Well boy, the truth is you haven’t been all that horrible, with the possible exception of this morning. We are glad to see you go. Don’t you be coming back to this house again” Vernon said half heatedly.

“Harry dear, do take care of yourself, and thanks for the meal” Petunia continued.

“Goodbye, Harry, if you can send me some more of those beans. Those are pretty good” Dudley concluded.

“Leave it to Dudley to think only of food” Harry thought. They were smiling at him; his family had some niceness in them.

“Harry Potter we have finished cleaning up, Dobby looks forward to seeing Harry Potter at Hogwarts for his final year” Dobby said and then bowed.

“Thanks Dobby, but…never mind, see you there” Harry responded knowing it was better not to disappoint the little elf. Ron and Hermione could talk to him when they got to Hogwarts and explain the situation. With that the two elves popped out into thin air. Harry and the Dursley’s finished their drinks in silence. It was then that the doorbell rang.

“Guess it must be your cab” said Vernon. Harry got up and headed to open the door. As he turned the knob it dawned on him, “I didn’t order the cab yet”.

As the door opened he found himself face to face with Minerva McGonagall. Harry was a bit taken aback, so much so that he failed to notice that Lupin, Moody, and a mysterious new face were standing behind her. “What are you doing here?” Harry blurted out bluntly.

“Now Harry, mind your manners, just because you are grown up now doesn’t mean you can abandon good etiquette” Lupin interjected from the front lawn.

“And hello to you too Mr. Potter, Happy Birthday by the way” McGonagall stated firmly and with a half witty tone. “Hello there Potter, good to see that you still have all your limbs as you enter the real world” followed Moody. The last figure just stared at Harry silently.

Harry was still a bit shocked at the fact that these three people had showed up at his door. “I am sorry, hello Professor McGonagall, Professor Moody, Lupin. What may I do for you?” Harry finally said.

“Well Mr. Potter we have come to give you a hand and take you to Grimmauld Place since you don’t have an Apparating license, and afterward we were planning on having a small chat with you if that is alright?” McGonagall responded. Harry smiled and finally came to his senses.

"Well I see no problem in that, thank you for the gesture. Please come in. Just let me say goodbye," he said and let them in. Harry turned and proceeded to shake his uncle and cousin’s hands and then kiss his aunt goodbye. Moody and Lupin had already taken picked up his baggage and were ready to go.

"Ready to go?" McGonagall asked. Harry nodded, took one last look at his former home and grabbed McGonagall’s shoulder.

"Oh, Harry I won’t be taking you, Professor Canem will," McGonagall stated. Harry was confused but went over to the new face. The man was young, in his early twenties, long black hair with a white strand in the back, his eyes were greener than Harry’s, his face was fair but had stubble, his most impressive quality though was his physique, the man looked strong but not overly muscle‑bound.

"Nice to meet you Harry, Alexander Canem," he said politely and coldly and extended his hand. Harry shook it and was immediately pulled and stretched as they disappeared and apparated at Grimmauld Place. Harry had not gotten used to that feeling yet; he guessed it would take some time, but he was home."

This house was his, his godfather had left it to him, but that wasn’t all. This was a wizard’s house, he was now amongst his kind and it felt like home. He saw that his things weren’t next to him and he guessed they had moved them directly into the Master Bedroom when he saw Moody and Lupin walking down the steps. The house looked different than it had last summer, if fact he was thoroughly surprised. It was clean, there was new furniture, as he walked through he saw that the whole house had been restored to what he guessed was its formal glory. He wondered who had done all this, who had paid for all the new things that now adorned his entire household. It was McGonagall that snapped him out of his dream “Well Harry what do you think?”

“What happened to it, it’s been totally revamped” Harry said as he gazed at the grandeur.

“Well, it’s your Birthday gift from all the Order of the Phoenix to you. We decided that we would all pitch in since you let us use it as a base and make it a home for you. We thought it could be the least that we could do for you. All the furniture and the decorations are gifts from either the Order or your fans” Lupin clarified

We were alerted by the Wizard Post that you had several undelivered packages since they can’t deliver big parcels to Muggle homes. Apparently, they had been accumulating for over 16 years. So we told them to forward anything that was too big or any package from someone that you didn’t normally correspond with to this house. Then we went through it all and made sure none of it was cursed or hexed and decorated your house. Let’s just say it took us all over a month to get through it all.” McGonagall finished. Harry was taken aback; he knew he was popular, but this was way too much. An entire household of gifts, some of which did not look cheap in the least.

“Wait till you see the bedroom mate,” a voice said that Harry immediately recognized.

“Ron! What are you doing here?” Harry said smiling.

“Well mum made me help them out; couldn’t tell you since it was a big birthday surprise for you. We all pitched in a little, but mom and Ginny were the ones that directed all of us.” Ron finished with a grin on his face. Harry was near tears as he realized all the people that loved and supported him and how beautiful his house was. He had figured he would have to redecorate, but this was straight out of his dreams.

“Well then, you say we need to see the bedroom so let’s go,” Harry said enthused.

“Now Harry, just the bedroom; we have some very important matters to discuss and you promised you would talk to us.” Lupin interjected. Harry nodded and ran up the stairs.

He opened the door and saw that the large master bedroom had been restored and was brilliant. In the center was a king‑size bed covered by many layers and half a dozen very comfortable looking pillows. But the main attraction was the headboard; it was massive and bore the crest of Gryffindor proudly. “A room fit for a Gryffindor wouldn’t you say?” Ron said. At the sound of the name Gryffindor, the lion moved out its head and gave a proud roar.

“Oh yeah, whenever you say Gryffindor the lion does that. It’s a good way to wake up the entire household in the morning,” Ron chuckled as the lion let out another massive roar.

“I can see its usefulness,” Harry laughed as well.

“It’s good to see you, Ron; I want you to know that I am not mad that you chose to go back to Hogwarts,” Harry said as he calmed his laugh.

“Thanks, Harry. I am glad. I was really worried you were going to punch me out or hex me or something,” Ron responded. They stood there and smiled for a bit looking at the luxury of the room. Finally, Harry exited his room and went downstairs to find Moody, McGonagall, Lupin, and Canem in the study. They motioned him in and asked him to close the door. Harry had a feeling he wasn’t going to like this conversation.

Chapter 4 Decisions

Harry sat down on the soft chair, in front of him where McGonagall, Moody, and Lupin were on the couch and Canem was walking around the room slowly.

Lupin started to speak: “Harry, as you know Sirius left you all his belongings. What you may not know is that, as your godfather, he also had control of your parents’ assets, all their assets with the exception of one vault which they left to pay for your school expenses. He was to hold on to those assets until you came of age; when he died, that control, as well as control of Sirius’s assets, went to me and Dumbledore. Dumbledore also left you most of his belongings under my care. Now that you are of age, all these assets and belongings have been transferred to you.”

"The …??"

Lupin just smiled and said “In short Harry, you are now very, very, very filthy stinking rich. Your parents left you their mansion at Godric’s Hollows, as well as the Potter family mansion that is one of the oldest in wizard kind. Your parents didn’t like it much since it was old and stuffy so they built their own home. In addition to your vault you now have access to all 3 of your parents’ vaults some of which contain many priceless heirlooms and magic objects, but mostly they contain money. The exact total of which is now around 387.8 million galleons. Sirius had 6 more houses besides this one as well as 7 vaults also with heirlooms and magic objects. Those have a total of about 677.3 million galleons. Finally, Dumbledore left you all his possessions from his office, and 4 vaults. Dumbledore insisted that Professor Canem instruct you in the proper use and function of his things since some of them are very powerful and dangerous. His vaults besides holding rare magical objects also have a total of 524.2 million galleons.”

Everyone was shocked at the sheer amount of money that was being talked about. McGonagall and Moody just stared at each other. Harry was now thinking of Dumbledore and Sirius, it still hurt a little. He still had one stupid question he felt like asking “So is all that a lot of money?”

Everyone just gasped, except Canem and Lupin. Lupin laughed, “Harry, you are now the richest wizard in the history of wizards. What you own in galleons accounts for a quarter of Gringots. … ..

Harry was a bit taken aback at what was just said. This morning he was living in a small covert, and now he was the riches wizard the world had ever seen. Harry also knew that Gringots could exchange galleons for Muggle money so that made him a very rich man in either world. His Uncle and Aunt would freak out if they knew what a gold mine he was. He had been treated like crap for so long and now he could make all their wildest fancies come true. Harry started laughing. “That’s great, so is that all you wanted to talk about”

“Also, we wanted to talk to you about going back to school” Lupin stated.

“Aye Potter, I know how you feel, wanting to go out and battle the dark forces head on, but you need to be ready for it” Moody continued.

“It really would be best if you spent at least one more year at Hogwarts, and then you should train at the Ministry to be an Auror. You don’t have to go off and face Death Eaters alone” McGonagall stated.

“I have made my decision; I don’t want to waste any more time. I have been loosing my time playing Quidditch and studying weak magic at school instead of learning how to face Voldemort head on and defeating him” Harry stated.

“But Harry be reasonable, everything you learned at school has made you a better wizard. There is no such thing as weak magic. Every little thing makes you a bit stronger.” Lupin interjected.

“Really, Harry I know that it might not seem like much help, but you never know when a simple spell can get you out of a bind. Besides this last year will teach you the most powerful magic Hogwarts has to offer, and afterwards I will personally make sure that you get proper Auror training at the Ministry” Moody stated.

“Also Harry think of all the good you have done and all the times you have saved not only the school but your friends as well. I must myself admit that your help and that of your friends, however foolish and risky, has been critical to the protection of Hogwarts” McGonagall added.

“All I have done is endanger you and the whole school, Voldemort only went after Hogwarts because of me. Because of me Cedric, Sirius, and even Dumbledore have been killed. Last year I couldn’t even take out Snape. How do you expect me to take on Voldemort if I can’t take out someone as weak and as worthless as Snape. When he beat me I realized that all I have learned at Hogwarts amounts to nothing.” Harry shouted as tears began to form in his eyes.

“Harry that is not true, Voldemort wants to destroy Hogwarts whether you are in it or not. And let me tell you that Severus Snape despite what you may believe is still a very strong and capable wizard; there is no shame in being defeated by him. Albus would have agreed with me if he were still here” McGonagall retorted.

“But he is not here is he? He died to protect me. He paralyzed me and left me there to see how he was killed by Snape thanks to the help of that prat Malfoy. And now that he is gone there is no one to stand in Voldemort´s way.” Harry answered back angrily.

"Its not your fault Harry, and you are wrong. You can still stop Voldemort with our help," Lupin said trying to calm Harry.

"How can you help? The only one that could have taught me to defeat Voldemort was Dumbledore; without him I have nothing left to learn at Hogwarts," Harry responded.

"Now, Harry, see here, don’t be so closed‑minded. If you go back to Hogwarts we can help you hone your skills and become stronger and then we can all fight together against the Dark Lord. And let me tell you that there is plenty that you can still learn within the walls of Hogwarts. It is why I authorized Ms. Granger to have full access to the Restricted Section. There is still plenty of magic to be learned if you are willing," McGonagall stated in a calm tone.

Harry looked at all the faces and tried to hold back the tears that were welling up; he closed his eyes.

"I am afraid my mind is set. There are things that you do not know about. Things that it is up to me to solve. I know what I must do, and I know that I must do it on my own, despite what you all think or say. I know you mean well, but like I said I won’t waste any more time. I will do my best to help destroy Voldemort; I will give my life in order to defeat him or at the very least weaken him," Harry said in a determined tone. "I appreciate your speaking with me, but I feel there is nothing more to say."

He lifted his eyes and found three grown adults looking at him with looks of worry and shock. “Harry I have heard many wizards at the end of their rope speak like that, I never expected to hear one so young speak as if death was the only option” Moody said sadly.

“Mr. Potter I do hope you aren’t planning on doing anything foolish” McGonagall added as she held her mouth.

“Harry, I know I am not your father or Sirius. I also know that you are as of today an adult. But as one person that cares for you like they did. I cannot let you do whatever you are planning to do if you are meaning to abandon all hope and sacrifice your life. If I must I will personally lock you up until you come to your senses” Lupin stated firmly.

“You will do nothing of the sort, I am a grown man. What I do with my life is my own business. One day you will know what I must now do on my own, and if I loose my life in the quest to defeat Voldemort then so be it. I expect you to respect my memory and finish what I started” Harry said as his anger began to swell again.

“Mr. Potter I know that your life has not been easy, but there are many people who are still willing to help you if you let them. I know that Dumbledore entrusted you with knowledge that could lead to the end of the Dark Lord. But I also know that he would never want you to abandon all reason and your life in order to accomplish it. You don’t have to tell us what your mission is, but at least let the Order help you. You don’t have to go out and sacrifice yourself” McGonagall said trying to calm Harry down.

“What do you know of my life or of my mission? My parents were killed because of me, as did Cedric, Sirius, and Dumbledore. You do not know the pain I have felt, or the guilt. I must avenge them. I will die so that their sacrifice means something, and I will do this alone so that I no more people have to die because of me they are close to me.” Harry stated in a tone that reflected a man whose mind could not be changed. McGonagall, Lupin, and Moody sat watching him. Their faces looked older, tired, and filled with sadness. They all knew that Harry had gone over the edge, and they had no idea how to bring him back.

The room stood silent, for a moment it seemed that time had stopped. And then a voice rang out. “Then you are nothing but an ungrateful, selfish, idiotic child. You definitely don’t deserve to be called a man and much less a wizard. In fact, all those people who have died, have died for nothing. In fact they are all bloody fools, every last one of them; they deserve to die for their idiocy. All those who call you a savior and a hero are fools, all your friends and those who try to help you are nothing but bloody idiots. Even the great Albus Dumbledore was nothing but a brainless prat in the end I guess.”

All those in the room looked at who had just spoken, their faces now reflecting utter and complete shock and outrage. It had been Professor Canem. Harry was the one that broke the silence; he drew his wand and approached Alexander Canem with hatred in his eyes.

“How dare you insult them, how DARE you insult those I hold dear and the memory of those that are dead. I should kill you for what you have said”.

Canem just laughed and said “I would like to see you try little boy”.

That was it, Harry snapped, he aimed his wand and uttered the curse he had learned from Snape’s Potion Book “Sectumsempra”.

A flash of red flashed from his wand towards the unconcerned Professor, and as it approached him he didn’t even flinch. Suddenly he was gone; the wall was struck and was damaged. He had never seen anyone disappear that fast, this wasn’t Apparating. Harry was left confused and then he felt a hand on his shoulder, and shortly after he felt like his body was being tugged and compressed.

When he opened his eyes again he was standing on a large plateau, it was night and the moon was almost full in the clear sky. He had been Apparated somewhere else. Harry looked around and then saw the one responsible. Canem was smiling, Harry could see perfectly under this bright night sky.

“Is that the best you’ve got Potter? I was expecting more from the boy who lived. You are right, you are pretty useless. I can see why think you are going to die if that is all the magic you can muster.” Canem said tauntingly.

“Canem I am going to make you pay” Harry shouted as he prepared to launch his next curse.

Suddenly his head hurt, he could hear a voice in his head “Really boy, I thought that had taught you some Legilimency and Occlumency. Guess not enough; even your head is weak. All these moppy thoughts of death, lost love, and sacrifice. Your mind is so weak; by the way call me Axel, all my opponents do”.

Harry was livid. “You are a bastard, you even invade my head,” he threw the Sectumsempra curse again. Once again Axel dodged at the last minute. This time he showed up 20 feet to the right of Harry. Harry didn’t know how Axel moved that fast; it definitely was not normal Apparating.

“You know Harry, if this is all you have a lot of potential, too bad you are too stupid to know how to use it,” he said mockingly. Once again Harry threw the curse; once again he missed.

“I know you have better curses than that, I read your mind. Don’t be afraid to launch Unforgivables here, I promise not to tell anyone if you don’t,” Axel said.

“Fine, if that is how you want to play it then so be it, Crucio,” Harry screamed; this time Axel stayed still, the curse connected, and Axel laughed.

“I always found that one to be rather ticklish at best, don’t know why they would possibly call it Unforgivable. I forgive you, Harry, keep trying,” Axel vanished once again.

Harry was now nervous; he had never seen anybody react that way to the Crucio curse. Not only was he not injured, but he was laughing. In addition he had yet to draw his wand and was disappearing and reappearing very quickly in that mysterious fashion.

“Who are you?” is all he could say.

“Well Harry, if you’re done talking nonsense like a dribbling idiot and if you have calmed down I will gladly answer that. So we’ll you calm down and agree to talk like a civilized wizard,” the voice came from behind him this time. Harry gave up; he knew it was pointless to keep fighting this man, plus he was curious as to what he had to say.

"Fine, I agree, let’s talk," was Harry’s response. With that Axel appeared right in front of him, drew his wand and said "Recosti" with that two slabs rose from the stone, and he took a seat. Harry followed suit and looked at the wizard intently.

Axel began, "Well you already know my name, so that’s out of the way. What you don’t know is that I am Dumbledore’s cousin. I know I look much younger than him but we were very close despite the age difference. I have been living in Costa Rica for a while now and as soon as I heard of his death I rushed over. I knew that he would want me at Hogwarts. He often mentioned you in letters and he once asked me to take care of you and the school if anything were to happen to him." 

Harry was a bit taken aback, he hardly expected this; the man had very little resemblance to Dumbledore and the age difference was rather astounding. Still it was more shocking that this man had insulted his dear cousin just a few minutes ago. Axel continued, "I know about the Horcruxes and I know that Albus was trying to teach you the skill necessary to fight Voldemort. I think I can help you in both these areas." 

Now Harry was completely taken aback, "How exactly do you know about the Horcruxes, and what makes you think you can teach me anything of value, or that I would actually listen to you for that matter," Harry replied.

“Well I know about the Horcruxes because Albus mentioned them to me in one of his letters. As for what I can teach you, you have already dueled me and you have gotten a glimpse of what I can do. Albus was very powerful in magic and dark arts, but my specialty is a much older magic one that is equally as powerful and actually quite a bit more destructive. As to why you should listen to me, because only a fool would reject knowledge that could possibly save his life” said calmly as he stared at Harry.

“So if you were so close to Professor Dumbledore, why did you insult him” Harry asked trying to buy time to process what he had just been offered.

Axel responded, “You are thick aren’t you? I wasn’t insulting him as much as insulting you. You were about to go out and do something stupid. People love you Harry, enough that they are willing to risk their lives and abandon safety to protect you. People didn’t die because of you; people died for you. They sacrificed their lives not only for you, but for the good of the entire planet. They knew that you were their last hope. And you want to go out there without a solid battle plan, alone, and relatively untrained to face not only one of the darkest wizards this planet has ever seen but an army of evil, dumb servants some of which have the same idiotic resolve to die that you have. In my eyes that makes you a gigantic idiot and it disgraces every person who has ever sacrificed anything for you from the fan who sends you a gift to the mentor who gave his life for you because they did it for a gigantic idiot. Death is not a solution; it’s an eventuality that must be a last resort. A hero isn’t the guy who dies for the cause, that my boy is what we call a martyr. A hero is the one that faces his fears with hope and courage, who fights the fights that need to be fought without endangering himself or his allies uselessly.”

Harry thought for a minute and then finally said “Ok, I think I understand why you said what you said. And I have thought about your offer but I still have my doubts. What do you need me to do, what do you want in exchange, and why are you offering this to me?”

Axel smiled “Ok then, lets start by what you need to do. You need to go back to Hogwarts; you will take regular classes and participate in regular school activities as you did every year. In addition any time where you are not studying you will spend time training with me. As for what I want in exchange, that is simple, first of all secrecy, you can’t tell anyone except those that you trust about where you go. Second, you must swear an oath never to share what I teach you with anyone that is not family or very close friends, and only if you deem it absolutely necessary. You will eventually learn why, but for now let’s just say that there are worst things in this world than dark magic. Thirdly, I need complete and unquestioned obedience during our training, if I tell you to jump you not only ask how high but you won’t stop until told otherwise. Now as to why I am doing this. Albus asked me to, and also when I look at you remind me a bit of myself when I was young. This fight is your destiny; I just want you to live long enough to fulfill it. So if these terms are agreeable then I will teach you. Agreed?” he concluded and extended his hand outwards.

“I still don’t know, the terms are mostly agreeable, but I still thing Hogwarts is a waste of time. Why do you need me to go back?” Harry asked.

"I need you at Hogwarts because that is where I will be; it’s more convenient that way. Also, McGonagall was right; there are still things you need to learn at Hogwarts. But I’ll tell you what: if you agree I am willing to give you something that you really, really want by the end of this summer—something you want so bad that I know you will immediately agree to this whole deal," Axel responded with a wicked grin on his face.

"And what would that be?" Harry asked, smiling back into that wizard’s green eyes.

Axel replied casually, "The location of one of the Horcruxes and the means to get to it."

Harry was knocked aback for a second, and then he smiled, "Deal," he said finally. They shook hands on it and got up. Axel waved his wand and the stones disappeared.

"By the way, Axel, I could have so‑taken you out if I wanted to," he said tauntingly.

"First of all, from now on it’s Professor Alexander to you unless we are training or you are graduated. And furthermore, not a chance in hell," Alexander responded with a wicked grin and then crashed his fist into the rock beneath their feet. He quickly picked up Harry with one arm and jumped upward just as the ground began to shake. Harry could feel the wind crashing rapidly on his face as they were lifted into the air with no sign of slowing down. Suddenly they stopped, and began to fall back, and Harry stared down. They were unbelievably high but Harry could still make out the plateau crumbling and crashing into itself and the ground rapidly approaching them. He closed his eyes and eventually heard a crash; when he opened them again he was standing in the middle of a large crater completely unscathed."

Professor Alexander looked amused and put Harry down. It was then that Harry realized that his new teacher had made a solid rock plateau collapse upon itself with a single punch and that he had just jumped an eighth of a mile in the air and crashed back down completely unphased. Suddenly, this deal didn’t seem so bad, not bad in the least. And as his new professor Apparated them back to Harry’s house, he couldn’t help but admit that this man could have punched a hole through his chest and killed him easily.

That was power unlike any Harry had ever seen, and he wanted it, he wanted it badly.

Chapter 5 Reunion

They were once again at Grimmauld Place. “Alexander, where did you take the boy?” McGonagall said as soon as they popped back.

“Harry, are you ok? You were gone for quite a while?” Lupin asked. Harry wondered what he meant until he saw that he was covered in dust.

“No worries, Lupin; I am fine,” Harry said, now visibly calmed down.

“After you pulled that fancy dodge and disappeared we wondered if you had decided to do young Harry in.” Moody interjected.

“Now, now, calm down. I only took the boy to a place where we could talk in private. He has agreed to come back to Hogwarts,” Alexander said, trying to calm everyone’s nerves.

“Is this true, Harry?” Lupin inquired.

“Yes, Lupin, we reached an agreement and settled our differences. I will go back to Hogwarts. Axel, I mean Professor Alexander made some very good arguments that settled the matter.” Harry said, trying to hide what they had talked about. The room’s mood was visibly lighter as everyone was now glad that Harry had come to his senses.

“Very well then, I think that it’s time for us to go have dinner. Heaven knows we are all a bit hungry with all this excitement,” McGonagall said as she opened the door to the study and quickly walked ahead into the kitchen.

Harry was surprised that Ron hadn’t tried to spy on the meeting. He fully expected his friend to drop into the room as McGonagall opened the door. In fact, the house now seemed rather lonely as all the light where out except for the study they had just exited and it was a dark foggy night outside. Harry guessed that Ron must be eating in the kitchen or something. Everyone else walked over to the dinning room door behind Harry, so Harry opened the door looking forward to the sight of Ron pigging out. Instead he was both surprised and blinded by light and a loud yell “Surprise”.

Harry opened his eyes and realized that the dinning room was filled with people all of which where now smiling at Harry’s shocked face. Harry scanned the room; the entire Weasley clan was there, as well as Order members.

“Happy Birthday mate” it had been Ron that broke Harry’s daze now hugging him.

“Happy Birthday Harry” said a familiar voice as a large bushel of curly hair collided with him in a hug.

“Hermione, what are you doing here?” Harry blurted out.

“What you were expecting me to miss your most important birthday and miss out on your surprise party?” Hermione answered.

“So what do you think?” Ron asked pointing to the table. Harry took a look and found the table was filled with a feast fit for many kings, or just a few Ron’s. The table was covered in different types of foods and in the empty spaces Harry could see many of Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes most notable products.

“Mom, Hermione, Fleur, and Ginny spent all afternoon cooking” Ron explained.

“Yea, and we provided the party favors” exclaimed Fred’s voice as Harry saw the twins heading in his direction.

"Really, Harry, what did you think of the new products we sent you?" it was George this time. "Well, I must say these all look incredible. As for your product line, I have been meaning to talk to you about it. Why don’t we talk in a bit after I say hello to everyone," Harry said, thinking that he had to address this new partnership idea with the twins.

"Good idea, Harry, we would love to hear your opinion," George said and they both headed off. Harry felt himself being engulfed in a bear hug; it was Mrs. Weasley.

"Harry dear, Happy Birthday. Let me get a look at you; you look pale and thin. Have they been feeding you properly? Of course not; what would those Muggle relatives of yours know about the needs of a growing wizard? Here, dear, here’s a plate, eat up now, but save room for the cake." 

"Thank you, Mrs. Weasley, you really don’t need to bother so much," Harry managed to say, but Mrs. Weasley had already gone to serve him another plate.

"Sorry, Harry; she has been extra edgy since…" Ron stopped himself.

"Don’t worry, Ron; it’s still a bit sore but you can talk about Dumbledore," Harry said calming his friend.

"That is good, Harry; I guess you finally learned not to dwell on things. Oh, Harry, please tell me you aren’t mad at me for ditching you and going back to Hogwarts. I think that I can best help you from there," Hermione said in a guilty tone.

"Don’t worry, Hermione; in fact I have a surprise for you both. After talking with Professor Alexander, I decided to go back for my last year at Hogwarts," Harry said smiling at his two best friends’ shocked and then relieved faces.

"Harry, that is wonderful!!" Hermione squealed.

“Yea, Harry, we are going to be able to graduate together; too bad that you gave up Quidditch. It would have been bloody brilliant to win the cup in our final year there,” Ron said joyfully.

“Well, I was thinking a lot about that and decided that it would be best for me to have something where I can vent some energy. So I have decided that I will also be playing Quidditch,” Harry said, trying to hide the fact that he was only doing it because it was part of the deal. He would much rather spend every waking minute practicing with Axel. If he could get even the smallest fraction of that power, he knew it would make all the difference.

“Brilliant!! Now that you are with us again there is no way in hell we can loose, Captain Potter,” Ron said and saluted.

“Oh, Harry, we were so worried about you and what you were planning to do. And the fact that we both weren’t going to be there for you made us feel incredibly anxious and guilty. I think it’s so great that you have decided to continue living a normal life for at least one more year,” Hermione started.

“Yea, we were worried that you had gone off of the deep end and that we weren’t going to be there to keep you safe.” Ron added.

“Now I don’t know about all that, but in any case we will have fun. Now if you excuse me I will get away before your Mrs. Weasley gives me another gigantic plate of food. I had a monster breakfast and lunch and I will blow up if I eat anymore,” Harry said smiling and headed off towards the kitchen stopping to grab a Butterbeer.”

Harry found a chair just inside the kitchen, set his plate down, and began eating. Ron’s mom was very nice, but she was obsessed with making him fat. This plate was huge and Harry only liked about half the food variety she had chosen. Still it felt nice to have a family; that is what the Weasleys were to Harry, his family. They had cared for him and supported him through some of his darkest days, they had opened their home to him, and they had treated him like one of the clan. They had treated Harry well, even before he had saved many of them, but the fact that he had only brought them closer. He had lied to Ron and Hermione, his best friends, and he wasn’t happy about it.

“The less they know, the safer they will be,” he thought. Besides if they knew that not only had he not given up on his mission, but also that he was returning to Hogwarts and his former life only because it was part of a deal with a wizard that everybody hardly knew it would cause them to worry. Besides the training had to remain secret, it was part of the deal.

Harry took a sip of his Butterbeer; suddenly he felt a rush of warmth invade him. “Wow, I think the twins must have spiked the Butterbeer,” he thought. Suddenly a plate was set down next to him.

“Mrs. Weasley I am fine you don’t have to give me more food. Really I…” Harry said as he turned to a beautiful fiery red‑head. 

“Now Harry, I know I grew over the summer but I don’t think I look like my mom just yet,” Ginny chuckled. Harry was speechless; Ginny looked gorgeous, she was right, she had grown over the summer. She was taller now and more shapely in all the right places. She was dressed in Muggle clothes, a pair of blue jeans and a black blouse, both of which hugged her figure temptingly. Harry looked into her eyes and that warm feeling he had grew stronger until it burned.

“Ouch,” they both said simultaneously clutching their chests.

“Damn, Mr. Potter, I am happy to see you too but get a grip,” Ginny said. Harry blushed,

“What do you mean?” he said innocently, trying to compose himself and roll his tongue back into his mouth.

“Oh stop, your face didn’t give it away; it was the heart pendants,” she responded laughing.

“Remember they transmit our feelings to each other, and by the way that burned I can tell that you are…” Ginny stopped herself.

“Well, Ms. Weasley, if I understand these pendants correctly, they work both ways. And I think mine burned just as bad,” Harry said with a wicked grin and watched as Ginny’s face soon matched her hair.

Ginny switched the topic quickly, “I brought you a smaller plate. I figured Mom had put way too much random stuff on the one she gave you.” Harry looked at the plate and realized that not only was it more sensible, but Ginny had gotten him only the stuff he really liked. He almost forgot for a second that they weren’t together anymore; she had all his tastes memorized and he knew Ginny’s. That feeling the pendants were emanating told Harry that neither of them had moved on and the fact that they were officially broken up was irrelevant to both of their feelings. They cared for each other, Harry knew that if they hadn’t broken up they would each be deeply in love with each other. But fate, or in this case Voldemort, had stepped in. Thankfully, they had cut things off too early in the relationship for there to be too strong a bond. They were close friends, and both secretly wished they would get back together. The physical attraction they felt when they saw each other combined with these feelings was almost too hard to fight against.

Harry snapped out of it, “Thanks, Ginny, you’re a lifesaver. I think your mom wants to make me into a whale or something.” Harry said trying to joke his way out of the awkwardness. Ginny looked at him; Harry could tell that she knew that he was trying to chicken out of this conversation.

“Your welcome, Harry, I also wanted to wish you a happy birthday personally. Figured that you would try to disappear as soon as possible and that the kitchen was your most likely hiding place,” she said.

“So how is the food, Mom, Hermione, Fleur, and me spent a lot of time preparing it.”

“Its delicious Ginny thanks, anybody would be lucky to have you as a…” Harry stopped himself. He knew he had just put himself into a very, very uncomfortable position, and Ginny wouldn’t let him out of this one.

“Girlfriend?” Ginny said and dropped her smile. Harry had to think fast, the damage was done but he had to get out of this somehow.

“I was going to say sister” Harry said jokingly.

“Really?” Ginny said coldly and turned around and left.

A sudden rush of guilt invaded Harry, and then the warmth he felt from the pendant changed into a cold sadness and a very large spark of rage that shocked his chest.

“Ouch, that stung” he uttered at the jolt and he knew that he had just put his foot royally in his mouth. He had hurt Ginny’s feelings, and he hated that. It was a terrible thing to do to someone you care about.

“It has to be done though” he said to himself. Harry didn’t want Ginny anywhere near him; it was bad enough that he was endangering his best friends. If Ginny where to get hurt, he would never forgive himself, the pain would probably end him. It was already damn near killing them both to be in the same room fighting the urge to snog. Now they had come back, more grown up and the desire to snog had been joined with desire of a different nature. Harry knew they both felt it, that painful burn their chests was more than caring, it was a deep seeded sexual attraction.

“Voldemort, you are one sick pain in the ass” he said as he chugged down his Butterbeer and went to get himself something stronger.

He left the kitchen and headed to the drink table. “None of this will do” he said and headed towards the study.

"I think I saw some alcohol in there earlier," he thought to himself. As he headed through the party and shook more hands and answered a few questions, he saw the twins laughing at each other; one was purple and the other had a massive tongue sticking out of his mouth.

"Hey you two, why don’t you fix yourselves up and join me for a drink in the study. We do still have some business to discuss," he said.

"Good idea Harry, lead the way," George said.

"Yah, Hagry lest da wee," Fred said as he started to reduce his tongue. Harry walked into the study, waited for the two to enter, and closed the door behind them.

"You two are looking better already," Harry said as he started to look around for the alcohol. George was now only a bit blue, and Fred’s tongue was now only 3 or 4 times bigger than normal. Harry chuckled as he caught sight of the bottles in the large cabinet by the door. He opened the glass doors and looked inside; there were several types of alcohol. He read some of the labels and finally settled for a bottle of Fire Whisky.

"Better to stick with what I know till I get a hang of these grown‑up wizard drinks," he said to himself. Now he began to look for glasses, and as he searched around he was surprised that he didn’t find any.

"Guess that Creacher must have hid them or something," he said out loud.

"Well we could always just drink out of the bottle," Fred said now that his tongue was back to normal.

"Eww, that is gross," Harry said.

"You are starting to sound like our sister, Harry," George said; he was back to normal as well. Harry felt a slight sting at the reminder of Ginny and continued to look for glasses. After five minutes he gave up and then remembered he had the new set‑up in his room that he had gotten from the Weasley parents and his mug from Hagrid. He remembered that he removed them from his trunk and that he had left the door open.

So he headed to the door and opened it, drew his wand, and then said “Accio, box of glasses, Accio Harry’s mug.” Five seconds later a box and a large mug floated into the study. Harry waved his wand and the glasses and the mug filled an empty stand under the bottles of alcohol. Harry grabbed three glasses and set them out on the table with the bottle of Fire Whisky.

“Something is still missing…Oh, I know, Accio ice,” Harry said. This time a large bag of ice flew in from the dining room.

“Ok, now where do I put this?” Harry pondered out loud.

“Don’t worry, Harry; let me take care of it,” George said as he headed towards the empty box where the glasses used to be. With a wave he transfigured it into an ice bucket. He then emptied the bag into the bucket and some into the glasses. Harry poured the drinks. They lifted up their glasses and their names appeared on the sides.

“Mom and Dad gave you these, right?” George asked.

“Yes, why do you ask?” Harry said.

“Well, leave it to our mom to give you glasses that can’t tell the difference between the two of us,” Fred answered laughing along with George. Harry soon joined in when he realized that they were once again kidding about that.

"Anyways guys I wanted to talk to you about our new partnership," Harry started.

"Oh yea, me and George here figure since you funded our empire you deserve an equal share of the profits," Fred said.

"No guys, I can’t accept that. I know your family has always been tight with money. You guys give me more with the sheer fact that you treat me like one of your own. I can’t take something that you guys are earning with your hard work and creativity; I don’t feel right about it. I gave you that money as a gift to spread the laughter during these dark times. Also I just came into a lot of money and I don’t really need more," Harry responded with a concerned tone.

"Now, Harry, we understand where you are coming from, but you need to understand that we would not be nearly as successful as we are without the funding you gave us," Fred started.

"Besides, Harry, I think you don’t realize how well business is actually going. We have expanded our sales to most of Europe now, and soon we will launch it globally. We are even thinking of creating a non‑magic line and marketing it to Muggles and wizards alike," George continued.

"We are now so filthy rich that we have started to spread the wealth in our family. Although they are proud too, after they realized how much money we were raking in they conceded and let us give them all small pieces of the profit," Fred boasted.

"Yea, we finally convinced them that they deserved it since we were turning the name Weasley into something that would forever be globally associated with us. You should have seen mom’s face; she even whispered ‘The shame, the horror’ it was hilarious," George added.

"But still…" Harry interjected, but was cut off as both twins lifted their hands to stop him.

"Harry, you made our dream come true. Not only me and Fred’s, but the entire family’s," George said in a surprisingly serious tone.

"Yea, Harry, you don’t know how much it means to all the family what you did. Dad even joked that if Malfoy wasn’t in Azkaban he would offer to buy his house. So in the words of a wizard we know and love ‘If you don’t take it, we will hex it,’" Fred said and the laughter began again.

Harry blushed as he remembered the words he had spoken when he had given them his Tri‑Wizard Tournament winnings. "Ok, ok I give, but only on the condition that you reduce my cut to 1/6th of the profits instead of 1/3rd," Harry finally conceded.

"Agreed," the twins said in unison.

"Excellent, now let’s get plastered," Fred said and chugged his drink. "To Harry, Happy Birthday." George lifted his glass and did the same. "To Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes. To letting the laughter go global. And to the shame and the horror of it all," Harry said and finished his drink. They all laughed as they served the next round.

Chapter 6 Training, a Wedding, and a Test

The weeks had not gone by quickly since Harry’s birthday. Harry had found out that since Dumbledore was dead that a new secret keeper had been found for Grimmauld Palace, it was Professor Alexander. Harry had asked him to change the name of Grimmauld Palace to the House of Black. Harry had done this for two reasons, first to honor his former godfather, and second because it was a good security move. Now all floo, mail activity, and other activities relating to getting to the house would be tied to the new name which only the Order would know about. Ron and Hermione had been staying with Harry to keep him company. Harry had the feeling they just wanted to make sure he didn’t change his mind and do something stupid. Although Harry pondered how effective they would have been since they spent a large amount of time just staring at each other and randomly disappearing all throughout the day. Also Harry was occupied with something more important.

Professor Alexander, or Alex as he had asked Harry to call him while not at Hogwarts, told Harry that his training would begin immediately. Professor Alexander spoke with Hermione and Ron and told them that he would be training Harry in Defense against the Dark Arts all summer and that he would make sure Harry was ok. They understood and therefore left Harry in the Professors care. Two days after his birthday Harry had his first lesson.

“Well Alex, lets get a move on, I want to be as strong as you quick so I can go kick Riddle’s butt” Harry said anxiously.

"Patience, Harry, this is going to be a long and arduous process. First of all, we need to perfect your Occlumency and Legilimency. What you are about to learn has to be kept secret from your enemies. The techniques must not be stolen from your mind." Professor Alexander said trying to calm Harry down. The truth was that he knew Harry was anxious for power, but he had no idea how painful it would be to get it. Harry needed the mind training not only to protect the secrets of the training, but also to survive it.

"Ok, Alex, whatever you say. Let’s get it on," Harry responded.

"Ok, here we go," Alex said.

Suddenly, Harry felt Alex in his head; he tried to stop him but failed. "Ok, don’t be discouraged, Harry. You are strong, but I am using a very high level of power. I know you don’t want to take kiddy steps on this; the faster you get used to high‑power invasions, the faster we can move on to what you want to learn," Alex said.

"Don’t worry, I don’t care. Crank it up full‑blow. I want to get this done as fast as possible," Harry said with a look of determination on his face.

"Ok, I’ll raise it to 75%. This is going to hurt," Alex said and invaded Harry’s mind. Harry felt his head almost rip apart, but he held it in. He wanted to get strong fast; this determination held him up as they continued the training for two hours.

"Ok, Harry, how are you feeling?" Alexander asked.

"It hurts, but I think I am getting stronger. I really wish we wouldn’t stop," Harry said half‑heartedly. Harry wanted to stop, but he wanted to continue even more.

“Harry, I am not Dumbledore. I am not going to stop. This training is not for wimps; I will destroy your mind and then your body and rebuild you into a fighter. You need to hold on to that part of you that doesn’t want to give up to the pain,” the professor responded harshly.

Harry looked at his Professor. This man was what he needed, no more baby gloves. Finally someone that was going to treat him like an adult. Harry pushed away his fatigue and pain and grabbed onto his determination. “Do your worst, Alex,” Harry said.

The continued only stopping for lunch, where Harry got to eat with his friends. They asked how the training was going and what it was he did. Harry simply told them it was going well and that it was a secret. They then continued and stopped only for dinner, where his friend limited themselves to ask how he was doing, as Harry looked very tired. It was 2 AM when they finally stopped training.

Then Alexander spoke up. “Harry, time to go to bed. Sleep well; tomorrow will be a day off for you of sorts.” Harry looked puzzled.

“I thought you said we weren’t going to stop the training,” Harry said angrily. His body was giving up but his will was only stronger for it.

“Oh, your training won’t be stopping. Tomorrow, you will learn the other half of the training, Xchio training. It is a special magic form of meditation used to strengthen the mind so that it may handle large amounts of mental stress; it will also help your focus, encourage faster thinking, and it is also critical to the use of the power you are to learn from me. So until you are strong enough we will train one day of Occlumency and Legilimency and one day of Xchio.” Alexander explained.

“I understand, until tomorrow then,” Harry said and went to bed.

The next day Alex explained to Harry the basics of Xchio: how to place his body, what to say, and what to think. He then used a bit of Legilimency to teach Harry what it was supposed to be like in his head. Harry had to focus and lead his mind through mental exercises that strengthened and focused his mind. Harry soon found that this training was harder than what he did yesterday, but worked through it with the help of Professor Alexander. This continued until 2 AM and then they called it quits.

This process repeated itself for a week. Then, they moved on to the next level of training. “Ok, Harry, I am now going to use all my power to invade your mind, and I want you to use all of yours to try to do it to me,” Professor Alexander said.

Harry had grown a lot stronger with his skills in both mind invasion and mind blocking, but the training had been less painful as the week progressed. Now the pain was back worst than before, but Harry didn’t care and worked through it. Something had changed inside him; the Xchio had started to sink in and he no longer was affected so much by the pain. He had also felt like his mental strength and stamina had grown considerably. The training session went as well as possible given the new challenges.

The next day, Alexander explained that from now on Harry would try not to sleep but to rest his mind in Xchio training. Harry was not surprised by this since he had found that the technique was very much like sleeping at times; with a little help from Alexander, Harry got the gist of what he needed to do and got to it. This is how the training progressed as Professor Alexander started letting Harry train himself in Xchio and they increased the other half of his training to everyday.

After a few weeks Harry was able to stop Professor Alexander’s strongest mind attacks and to make an acceptable invasion to his Professor’s mind. Still, Harry was frustrated that he could not break through.

Sensing his pupil’s doubt Alexander spoke up “Harry, the goal of this training was that both of us should make strong attacks yet neither break through. Your mind is now impenetrable to me which means that your defense is done. I know of non that are stronger than me at Legilimency so your mind is safe. As for your attack, it will grow strong enough to break into even Voldemort´s mind as you perfect Xchio. Only a master of Xchio can block against an attack by a master of Xchio. I think we are done with the first phase of training” Alexander said.

Harry suddenly looked thrilled. “Really, what is next? When do we start?” he asked excitedly.

“Harry, you have earned yourself a rest until we get back to school. It is then that the next phase will begin. I will leave you to practice on your own. Practice your Xchio as much as possible and use Legilimency to try to read people minds around the house without them detecting you. Also I will leave you a physical training schedule to get you warmed up for the next phase, its on magic parchment. It will grow bigger as you get stronger. When you return to Hogwarts you will be entering the most advanced and strenuous physical training you have ever experienced.” Alexander said calmly.

“Ok, sounds good. I guess I can spend some time with Ron and Hermione before school starts. We still all need to go and get our licenses to Apparate, and I have missed them with all this training. Also Bill and Fleur’s wedding is coming up,” Harry said with a grin. He felt like he deserved a rest, and he had been looking forward to this wedding. He realized that he was a fool to want to rush his training; the power would come, and he knew that the training would not be boring or weak in the least.

The wedding had been spectacular. Fred and George’s business had financed most of it; the rest came from the Delancour’s who were very wealthy and wanted to spoil their eldest daughter. Fleur was stunning in a wizard designer wedding gown, Bill looked dashing in his wedding robes, a bit unkempt but it was pointless for him to shave now that he had some werewolf in him, hair grew back way too fast. Charlie had been the best man and had performed to perfection. All the Weasleys were very well dressed; the success of the twins was clearly a blessing on the entire family. Ginny was stunning, but Harry could feel through the necklace that she was still mad at him. “I guess calling her a sister might have upset more than a bit,” Harry thought. He had been tempted to delve into her mind but decided she deserved her privacy and that he would have to fix this the old fashioned way.”}}<|channel|>final <|constrain|>JSON<|message|>{

The party also counted with the attendance of many of the teachers, and Ministry officials. Harry was worried that the Minister might want to try to recruit him again but it appeared he didn’t show. The Order was also in attendance; Mad Eye was acting as impromptu security with his magic eye. “Constant Vigilance,” he said.

Lupin and Tonks wanted to talk to Harry in private. “Harry, I have something to tell you. You are going to get a new godmother. Me and Tonks are getting married.” Lupin said.

Harry was surprised; a smile grew and he said, “Congratulations you two, I figured that Tonks would finally break through to you. Took you long enough to propose didn’t it Moony?”

Tonks laughed, “Damn right it did, I almost had to use a love potion on this one. When he finally did I almost hexed him ’cause he called me by my first name. Decided to let it slide since it was a one‑time thing.”

Harry laughed as he knew Nymphodora Tonks hated being called Nymphodora. “Yea we all know you hate being called by that name. Anyways it will be great to have such a cool godmother as you, Tonks. You are like a sister to me anyways, guess I’ll have to listen to you now.”

“You better Potter, if you don’t want to get hexed into oblivion,” Tonks said laughing.

“Harry, we wanted to ask you if you would be the best man,” Lupin asked.

Harry was taken aback, then smiled. “Of course Moony, I would be honored.”

During the wedding reception Harry, Ron, and Hermione were sitting at the main table along with the rest of the Weasley clan. Mrs. Weasley had strictly forbidden the Weasley twins from any mischief and from bringing any of their so‑called products.

Her exact words had been “If you dare to ruin your brothers wedding with any of your shenanigans or blasted Wheezes, I will curse you so bad you would have wished that you had never even been born. I’ll make You Know Who look like a gentle lamb.”

At one point Lupin got up and announced that he was engaged to Tonks and that Harry had agreed to be the best man. Everybody applauded and proceeded to congratulate them.

Harry mostly talked to his teachers, and a few Order members all night. Eventually, Tonks had asked her soon-to-be godson to dance and they did so for a few songs. After they were done Harry saw Ginny and decided it was time to set things right.

“Hey Ginny, I need to talk to you,” Harry said in a deeply apologetic voice.

“What do you want, Harry? Let me guess, do you want to bug your little sister some more?” Ginny said angrily and Harry felt his medallion go ice cold.

Biting through the discomfort he grabbed her hand and dragged her to the dance floor. “Ginny, that night I didn’t know what to say. I was feeling…well we were feeling a bit…” Harry tried to say it but couldn’t ​

“Just ​say it, Potter or I will leave,” Ginny said seriously.

“Ok, fine, I wanted you, I ​wanted ​you badly.” Harry blurted out, a few heads turned ​to see who had spoken. Harry turned red.

Ginny soon joined him, “I…, well…, I felt the same thing” she stuttered.

“Ginny, I know, ​I ​felt ​it from the necklaces. The truth ​is ​I ​was ​scarred. ​I ​can’t ​act ​on ​those ​feelings. ​I ​can’t ​make ​you ​my ​girlfriend, it ​makes ​you ​a ​target ​and ​I ​don’t ​want ​that.” Harry ​re‑ 

We ​..

"I know that, we have been over this already. I don’t care anymore, I want to be with you. I care for you a lot, and I know you feel the same. If it wasn’t for Voldemort we would probably be madly in love and engaged by now," Ginny said frustrated.

"I know Ginny, but I can’t, I won’t. I refuse to have an official girlfriend until I can be sure that she will be safe when people find out we are together. Besides, I don’t think I can break up with you again; I am afraid of falling in love only to lose that to Voldemort. I can’t have a weakness like that; the world is counting on me," Harry said growing very serious.

"You would rescue me whether I was your girlfriend or not, you know that, but you are right, being your girlfriend would make me a target. Well what if I wasn’t your official girlfriend?" she said as a grin began growing on her face.

Harry was puzzled, "What do you mean?" he asked.

"We could just be friends…friends with benefits that is," she said with a wicked look on her face.

Harry stood quiet for a moment processing the information, then the dots finally connected as to what she was saying. Harry’s jaw dropped. "You mean…you and me…together…but, I mean…I never…we never"

"Oh come on Harry, you are an adult now, I’ll be one next year. It’s not unheard of, I know a few of my friends have done it successfully in the past. On the record we are just friends, only difference is that we snog when no one is looking, and sometimes when they are, and every once in a while we get away for some more private action." Ginny explained.

Harry was speechless, his mind racing. Finally he managed to utter a few words “But, people will think we are together. Also since when have you been this aggressive”.

Ginny smiled again and shrugged “We would both be able to date other people. Frankly I don’t want that but if we can’t be a couple then this is the next best thing. Maybe at some point you’ll take a chance and make it official again, in the meantime you and me can just date around and have fun on the side. We will keep things casual so as to avoid people thinking we are together. As for me being aggressive, well I was ready last year, you just never brought it up. I am tired of waiting for you to ask, I know its your first time, its mine too. I made the decision long ago that I wanted my first time to be with you.”

“Ginny I can’t do that, I care about you. And even if we try to keep it casual, which frankly I have not the faintest idea how to do, I feel like I was ruining your reputation. Aren’t you afraid of what people might say” Harry said. Inside he really just wanted to give in and say yes. Unfortunately, the pendant gave that away.

“Well your words and you heart aren’t exactly on the same page are they? I know you want me, and I know you are only saying no because you are afraid to admit I’m right. As for what people think, I really don’t care. Besides having the ability to have my way with “The Harry Potter” and still date whomever I want would only raise my reputation. Every witch in Hogwarts would we lining up to get a chance like that” she concluded.

Harry was completely defeated. He tried to make a logical argument to get him out of it. This is the type of thing that he had read about in one of Sirius’s journals, he was a regular ladies man back at Hogwarts. Harry knew Ginny was right; this sort of thing was common, also Harry couldn’t deny he wanted her. She beamed at him with a wicked grin. He sighed, “Ok Ginny, I’m in. Lets just try to avoid Ron finding out, please.”

Ginny was ecstatic, “YES, score” she thought. “Don’t worry, I’ll talk to Hermione. I am sure that with her help we can keep him in the dark. Ron is way too thick to figure it out without her help anyways.” Ginny said triumphantly.

Harry knew this was not going to be as easy as Ginny made it sound. Still, the Marauder in his blood screamed for trouble and he knew Sirius would be loving every minute of this. The thought of his godfather smiling wickedly and proudly at Harry, made him smile. Ginny grabbed his arm before he could react and threw him behind a tree where she started to kiss him passionately.

There were still three weeks before school started again. Ron and Hermione were thrilled to finally spend some time with Harry. Although Harry knew they were going to miss their time alone. With his new powers he could read his friends almost like a book. He took care not to be noticed as he searched their thoughts. They had gotten back together, Harry was glad. They deserved their happiness even if he couldn’t have his. Still, they were hiding it from him so he decided that at some point he would have to get his revenge on them.

They spent a week together studying for their Apparating test. Harry was supposed to play catch up since Hermione and Ron had been doing some studying on their own while Harry had been training. They quickly realized Harry was better at it than them. They chalked it up to his training sessions, they weren’t wrong.

"Add one more plus to learning Xchio," Harry thought as he realized that with his training of the mind he had also strengthened the concentration required for Apparating. Besides Apparating training and social time with his friends, Harry also continued his mental and new physical training regimen. Since he didn’t need sleep, Harry would sneak off in the early morning and go do Alexander’s training schedule. Mostly it involved running at a decent pace. Every so often he would stop and do some push ups, sit ups, or some other activity and then continue running. At first this had been very exhausting, but soon he started to get into the groove. His Xchio sessions had grown to be essential to replenishing his strength fast, also he started to need less and less time to replenish his energy fully. His friends just thought these were "power naps" as Hermione put it.

Finally, one fine Monday, the three had flood to the Ministry to get their Apparating licenses together. Although some at the Ministry where still a bit steamed about Harry not joining in the Ministers campaign against Voldemort, they felt that they were treated respectfully. Harry had been asked by the new Minister to support the Ministry publicly, he had refused to help, mostly because he didn’t trust them after that whole debacle with Umbridge during his 5th year. He looked down at his hand and could still see the scar from the Blood Quill. The test had run smoothly as they each got a different examiner and after a few small test runs. Then they were asked to Apparate to Diagon Alley and then back to the Ministry.

“Piece of cake guys” Harry said.

“Don’t get cocky Harry, remember to concentrate” Heroine said. She was annoying when she was in this responsibility mode.

Ron was silent as he was nervous he was going to fail again. “Relax Ron, you will do fine mate. Just focus on what your doing and will it to happen” Harry tried to comfort his friend.

“He is right Ron, you can do this. We have practiced all summer and I know you can do it” Hermione said encouragingly. After hearing Hermione, Ron blushed and felt a new confidence in him.

“These two are sooooo in love” Harry thought with a grin on his face.

The test went smoothly, they all hit their targets flawlessly. In fact, they were congratulated on hitting the target loops dead center on their first try. They were given their licenses and they decided to go to Hogsmede to celebrate.

“Ok then lets Floo there” Ron said happily.

"Ron man, are you thick mate? We don’t need to floo anymore; we have licenses," Harry said laughing.

Ron blushed; his tone got high as it usually does when he knows he is wrong. "Well I know that. Just don’t like the way it feels that is all."

"Well if you want to get covered in ash then that is your business, personally I don’t care for it so we will see you there," Hermione stated casually.

Ron got the picture; he wasn’t going to back down from his girlfriend and look like a wimp. "Very well then, let’s get to it," he said boldly. Harry and Hermione just laughed.

Then Hermione looked into Ron’s eyes and they both kind of froze. This drew Harry’s attention away from laughing. He delved into their minds and found something he wasn’t expecting. Suddenly a very evil grin came to his face, "Its payback time for lying," he thought.

"Oh guys, I know you were wondering what I did all summer. I am now ready to tell you some of it," Harry said in an innocent tone.

Hermione snapped out of it at this point and looked at Harry. "Really Harry? We are dying to know, please tell us," she said in a tone of sheer curiosity, and then she elbowed Ron.

"Ouch, yea, yea Harry tell us," Ron said hastily.

"Well part of it is that I have been working on Occlumency and Legilimency. In fact, I have nearly perfected it. Now I can look into people minds and they don’t notice it unless I dig into something they are trying to hide," Harry said calmly.

"That’s brilliant, Harry! Both of those are very hard to do; I am surprised you have mastered them. Now you can protect yourself from You know who’s mind delving, and I bet it will come in handy loads against Death Eaters." Hermione said excitedly.

"Um, Harry, you wouldn’t have happened to be looking in our minds a minute ago, would you?" Ron asked nervously. Hermione looked at Ron trying to figure out why he was asking when it dawned on her.

"Actually, I was; I must say those are some very ungentlemanly and unladylike thoughts you two were carrying on about each other. Ron, if you are that anxious, just get a room and get it over with, and Mione, forgive me for saying it, but damn woman you are kinky. I think you can pull that move off, but I am not sure if Ron can survive it," Harry said in a casual tone.

His two friends turned a shade of red so deep that it matched Ron’s hair, then blue, and then they started to stutter a bit of nonsensical gibberish. "I am sorry guys, just a bit of payback for lying to me and trying to hide the fact that you guys got back together. I am happy for you. Love is important, and you can still be my best mates and fight by my side even if you are in love with each other. Also I will ask you please from refraining from those thoughts when I am around," Harry said trying to calm them a bit.

They stopped looked at each other, then at Harry. Hermione spoke first: "Sorry we hid it from you, Harry. We just didn’t know how you would react."

"Yea, mate, you know we have your back; its just that we spent all this time together and we just couldn’t stay apart," Ron said apologetically.

"Its ok guys, I understand. Now lets see if we can’t get you guys a hotel room so that you can release that sexual tension. Because I think I might need to go into St. Mungos if I get another glimpse at those freaky sex fantasies of yours. Man you guys need to get laid" Harry said as he began to run.

"Harry, I am going to kill you" they both screamed and started running after him.

Chapter 7 The Vault

They didn’t catch up to Harry till they reached Hogsmede. Harry had already gotten them a table and ordered a Butterbeer. Ron and Hermione were still fuming, they looked at Harry ready to hex him to oblivion.

Harry just smiled and said "Took you love birds long enough, what did you stop for a quickly on the way over". Harry braced himself to Apparate as soon as wands were drawn. Instead his two friends just burst laughing.

"Its ok Harry. We deserved that. It is pretty funny" Hermione said drying the tears from her eyes as she sat.

"Yea mate, its your fault anyways. We didn’t want to do it in you house out of respect, but since you are so open about it then we might as well not wait to return to Hogwarts." Ron said with a grin.

"Yea, you did offer a hotel room if my memory serves me correctly. Mind if we do it at your house instead" Hermione added.

Harry laughed even harder "Sure, go ahead, from what I heard about Sirius from Moony, he would have wanted you guys too. Anyways, do you guys forgive me" Harry pleaded with a puppy dog look

“Ok Harry, but never talk about our sex life again. Its hard enough that this is going to be the first time for us, without you having to make fun of us” Ron said and then he realized what he had just said.

“Its your first time?!?!?” Harry asked shocked, he always assumed they had got it done last year when they hooked up.

Hermione was blushing again and she hit Ron on the arm hard, he whimpered silently. “Thanks you big mouth. Yes Harry, it is and we would appreciate if you don’t go telling people about it” she said seriously now.

“Ok, Hermione, ok. I am sorry I took it this far, lets order some food and drinks and then change the subject” Harry said removing most of the laughter form his voice.

They went ahead and ordered and had a very good lunch celebrating their licenses. After a few more rounds of Butterbeer, Harry paid the bill as an apology to his friends. And they Apparated to the house of Black. The rest of the week flew by as Harry focused on his training and his two friends disappeared totally into Hermione’s bedroom where Ron had moved in as well. They only came out to eat and then went back in. Harry respected them enough not to joke anymore about it.

They had all agreed to go to Diagon Alley together two days before school started. Professor Alexander would act as their chaperone and guard, Mr. and Mrs. Weasley would also be tagging along with Ginny since they wanted to check in on Fred & George’s expansion as well as take their kids shopping, Remus and Tonks also came along but where too distracted with each other to be of any use.

"Well I guess it's time to go shopping," Ron said happily for the first time in a long time. Now that his brothers were raking it in, he could afford almost anything.

"I know what you mean, I can’t wait to get started," Ginny said smiling.

"Now, now children. Fred and George are doing well in their so‑called business. But let's not overdo it," Mrs. Weasley stated.

"But mom," the two said in unison.

"Listen to your mother; we may have money now, but the Weasley way is to save up for rainy days," Mr. Weasley said.

Harry was happy for the Weasleys; they deserved all the luck and money in the world. They were so nice and had treated him like a part of the family. Harry wished he could just give them half his money, but he knew they would never accept.

Hermione was now the one who looked slightly sad.

"What’s wrong, Hermione? You look flustered?" Harry asked.

"It’s just that I wish I had money to waste on random things. My parents are good dentists, but they aren’t wealthy enough to give me money for pleasures such as expensive books and new robes. I wish that I could waste a bit like you and the Weasleys," she said.

Then an idea formed in Harry’s head. The Weasley children were still arguing with their parents when they met up with Fred and George at the front of the bank.

"Hey guys, are you ready to go shopping?" George asked.

"Yeah, we came especially so we could go shopping with you," Fred added.

“We’re going to spoil you guys rotten today," George said talking to his younger siblings.

"You too, mom and dad," Fred said to his parents.

"Now you're talking, bro," Ron said.

"Yeah guys, thanks for everything," Ginny added.

"Hey, don’t thank us; thank Harry, he gave us the funding to start our joking empire," George responded.

Suddenly every eye was on Harry. Fred was looking at George like he was an idiot. George then remembered it was supposed to be a secret.

"Harry Potter is this true," Mrs. Weasley asked angrily. Everyone was looking at Harry intently.

Harry sighed, "Yes, Mrs. Weasley, I funded them with the Tri‑Wizard Tournament Prize. I thought it would be best since I didn’t want to keep it and I thought that investing it in making the world laugh a bit was a good idea considering Voldemort had returned."

"Oh Harry dear, thank you," Harry was shocked as he was being crushed in a hug instead of being yelled at.

"I thought my boys would amount to nothing and here you are funding their crazy scheme and helping them make something of themselves," Mrs. Weasley sobbed.

"Mom," both twins said, and then realizing she was right just began laughing.

"Harry, you don’t know how much the twin’s success has meant to this family. I expect the boys will pay you back with interest," Mr. Weasley said.

"Oh I do know, Mr. Weasley, I know that your family went through very rough times. Many times I wanted to help you but I knew you wouldn’t take my money. And the twins are paying me back; they decided to make me a partner and give me some of the profits which I am begrudgingly taking since if it where up to me I would not have any of it. The twins worked hard and made this business what it is and have done what I asked, spreading as much joy as possible in these dark times," Harry said proudly."

Fred and George were beaming at being so complemented, Harry could even see a pair of tears in their eyes.

“Harry mate, I don’t think I can ever thank you enough for helping my family out like this,” Ron said.

“Hey Ron, thank your brothers they did all the hard work,” Harry said.

“Yea Ron thank us,” George responded laughing.

Ron just laughed. Mr. Weasley spoke again, “Harry I still think we all owe you thanks. Not only for helping the twins but also for all the time you have saved one of our family members.”

“Yes, Harry dear, we don’t know how we can ever repay you,” Mrs. Weasley added.

Harry lifted his hands to stop them; at that moment he detected a thought that brought a smile to his face. He would have to talk to Ginny later. “Mr. and Mrs. Weasley, I was an orphan who you let into your family home an treated as one of your own. You never treated me as the Boy Who Lived but as Harry James Potter, the boy. For that I am eternally grateful. It is I who should thank you for making me a part of your family and standing by me even in my darkest of times when even the Ministry was against me. Furthermore I want to treat you and your family as well as Hermione, Remus, and Tonks to a large shopping spree. Buy anything and everything that your heart desires. I have recently come into quite a bit of money, more than I can possible spend alone and would be very grateful and overjoyed if you help me get rid of some of it by making you guys happy,” he concluded.

“No, Harry we can’t let you do that,” Mr. Weasley said.

“Really Harry its not proper,” Hermione added.

We can’t do that, Harry,” Ginny said, and soon all but Lupin and Professor Alexander were arguing with him.

After a while they all quieted down and Harry could speak again. “Gentlemen, and ladies, I will have no more arguing. I can assure you that no matter what we buy I will have no issue with how much money I spend on you. If fact I will make a deal with you, if after you see my vault you still feel that it would be imposing then I will give up and never bring it up again. Otherwise I want you to never argue with me when I offer you a gift or a loan ever again. Do we have a deal?” Harry said in a tone that showed he was very serious.

“Harry, me and Hermione have seen your vault and it’s not that impressive. The twins’ new vault is almost as full as yours,” Ron said.

“Ron I told you I just came into some money, so trust me when I say you will be impressed,” Harry said with a smile on his face. He knew that he was underplaying how much money by one hell of a lot.

After a bit more discussion they all agreed, mostly because Hermione and Ron told them Harry was bluffing and trying to make it seem like he had a lot of money when in reality his vault was just about the same size as the Weasleys’ new one.

So they walked in and went directly to one of the goblins behind the large counter.

“Name,” is all the goblin said without lifting his eyes from the paper.

Harry walked up and said confidently, “Name is Harry Potter and could you be a bit more courteous please?” Harry thought about how much he was going to enjoy this.

The goblin suddenly stopped, looked up, and had an expression of almost sheer terror in his eyes.

"Ah…Um…Mr. Potter, we have been expecting you. Have you had a good day, sir? Sorry if I was rude. Head Goblin Goldtree wanted to talk to you directly; would you mind terribly if I went to get him?" the Goblin asked in the nicest tone any of them had ever heard a goblin use.

"That will not be a problem, I will wait. And thank you for using your manners this time," Harry said. He was milking this way too much, he thought.

The goblin hurried off nearly running, as every goblin he passed looked at him and when he heard what he was muttering turned to Harry with looks of awe and then turned back to see the racing goblin with eyes of pure pity.

"What was all that about?" Ron asked.

"In all my years, not even when I came to visit Bill, did I ever see a goblin even the slightest bit polite. This one was falling head over heals as soon as he heard your name, Harry. What is going on?" Mr. Weasley asked with true concern in his voice.

Lupin and Professor Alexander were silently chuckling.  Harry was trying to hold a straight face.

“Really, Harry, what is going on? Goblins are some of the most foul‑mooded creators in the world. And why is the Head of All Gringots Goldtree handling your account personally? You know I read that he is one of the oldest and most respected authorities in the magic world; many would kill to have five minutes of his time. He is said to spend most of his time crunching very big numbers and finding new investments for the bank, and that he refuses to talk to anyone,” said Hermione probably quoting from one of the many books she had read.

“Harry, dear, how much money did you come into, and how did you come into it?” Mrs. Weasley finally asked.

“All will be answered in due time,” Harry said with a grin.

A very old goblin with a mighty beard was now walking towards them, followed by the goblin that went to fetch him. The second seemed very distraught as if he had been severely chewed out.

As they approached, they could overhear what the old one was saying, “How could you be so stupid as to not know that THE Harry Potter was the one standing in front of you? I will have to deal with you later,” he stopped as he approached Harry and he extended his very old hand.

“Mr. Potter, sorry to keep you waiting. I must apologize for Grimore here; he is new, only been here 100 years, sorry if he was rude to you,” Goldtree started.

“No problem, Head Goblin Goldtree, I am happy that you find me worthy of your direct attention. I hope I am not keeping your from anything important,” Harry said politely.

No, no, no, you are not imposing in the slightest; it is my pleasure to treat such an important client of our fine institution. I instructed all my workers to alert me as soon as you arrived. For a client of your standing nothing less than my personal treatment can be expected. And please call me Goldtree,” the old goblin said.

“Well, thank you, Goldtree; you may call me Harry by the way. I was wondering if you had done as I asked in my letter?” Harry asked.

“Oh yes, Mr. P… I mean Harry, we created the vault to your specifications and moved all the contents inside except for the one vault you insisted be kept separate and available for deposits from Mr. Fred and George Weasley. You will be pleased to know that the security measures in place are beyond any the world has ever seen. They are so secret that I can’t even tell you about them. If you are ready, I will take you to it and show you,” Goldtree replied.

“That would be great, thank you. Is it a problem if I take my friends with me?” Harry asked.

“It is no problem at all; please all follow me. We will use my personal trolley,” the old goblin said as he led them to a golden door. Everyone except Harry, Lupin, and Professor Alexander were in utter shock at what was going on.

They were led to a large carriage that had several rows of comfortable plush seats. They all took a seat and soft music began to play. Goldtree took the front seat and five more goblins stood around the carriage holding on to golden poles. The carriage moved smoothly and very quickly. They barely felt like they were moving. It was nothing like the ones everyone else used, those would make many a wizard feel sick or frightened if not both. The carriage stopped in front of a large door that bore the seal of Gringots. The five goblins went up and magicked the door open. They then proceeded until another door this time with many magic runes and symbols stood in their way, once again the five goblins got down and opened it with goblin magic. After that they rode for a good 5 minutes deep, deep into the earth, there where no vaults, just a large tunnel that lead downwards. Finally, the reached a large golden door, it bore a crest with the initials HP, on top of a Gryffindor shield that was split by a thunderbolt. A stag, a dog, and a werewolf surrounded the crest. At this all five goblins, and Goldtree himself exited. Goldtree then pulled out a giant key from under his shirt and put it into the door. “Mr. Potter if you please” Goldtree said.

Harry got up and spoke in a loud voice at the door. “I Harry James Potter, heir of the Marauders, now stand before my crest. In the name of the Marauders, Moony, Padfoot, and Prongs, I solemnly swear that I am up to no good, and furthermore that I will use this money for the no good purpose other than my amusement and that of my friends. So open to your master Door of The Marauders.”

The door stood in place, Harry pondered for a moment and then it hit him. “Oh yea, Voldemort is a brainless, coward, worthless git and Snape's just as bad” at this the door glowed and the key turned itself. The doors began to open, the goblins hopped back on and the trolley moved forward into a gigantic cave. The light was blinding, but soon their eyes adjusted. They were surrounded by mountains, upon mountains, upon mountains of gold. In one corner stood a plateau as large as all of Hogwarts with nothing but rows upon rows of artifacts, objects of art, and boxes.

They were in complete awe of what they were seeing. Harry just smiled, he himself was a bit overwhelmed by how much money he had.

Ron finally spoke, “Bloody hell Harry, is all of this yours”.

“Yep, everything in here is mine” Harry said simply.

“Harry dear, how did you get all of this?” Mrs. Weasley asked.

“I inherited it all from my parents, Sirius, and Dumbledore” Harry said sadly

“Oh dear, I am so sorry Harry. I didn’t mean to bring them up, I didn’t know” Mrs. Weasley tried to apologize.

“It’s ok Mrs. Weasley, like I said on my way in I plan to have some fun with this money. So does anyone have a problem with me spending on them now?” Harry said trying to liven up the mood. All he saw where heads shaking. “Then its settled. Goldtree please move 5 million galleons to my Credit Crystal Vault”

“Five Million!! Harry how much money is in here” Ginny asked looking around.

“Well Ginny most of it is in the deep pit under our feet but roughly around one and a half billion galleons. I don’t know how much all that stuff over on that plateau is worth though. Why do you ask?” Harry said sheepishly

“One and a half ba..ba..billion!!?!??!” Mrs. Weasley fainted.

“Harry, you said you had come into some money, but this…Oh my…this looks like its half the banks gold” Mr. Weasley said with a look of bewilderment on his face.

“Actually its only a quarter of all the gold in Gringots, it really isn’t that much” Harry said in a disappointed tone.

“ONLY A QUARTER, NOT THAT MUCH. Harry you are the richest wizard in all of England.” Hermione screamed.

Harry laughed “Actually Hermione, I am the richest wizard in all the world, and the richest ever in all of history”

“Harry had I not seen this I would say that was impossible. But I have never read the words “billion” and “galleons” in the same sentence as “owns”” Hermione said quietly.

“Harry what is a Crystal Credit Vault” Tonks asked as she way trying to contain her shock still.

Harry pulled out a golden crystal from under his shirt and held it up. “You see this crystal. This is a Credit Crystal, as long as there is money in my Credit Crystal Vault I can summon money to my hand at will. All I have to do is hold the crystal in my hand and say how much and it will appear in front me. Pretty brilliant huh? This way I don’t have to come down here every time I need to refill my pockets. I only need to come down if my Crystal Credit Vault is empty.” Harry finished.

“Well Harry if you are done we should head back. The money has already been moved per your request” Goldtree suggested.

“Yes, Goldtree, thank you, let us head back” Harry said.

They all exited in complete silence; the shock was still written on their faces. Harry finally spoke. “Come on people, it’s not that big of a deal, snap out of it and let’s go shopping.”

“Harry mate, you have to understand, that was like a dream. I don’t think anyone has ever seen that much gold in their lives,” Ron said simply.

“It’s just gold, so what?” Harry said simply.

“Harry, that is more than just gold; it’s a lot of gold. More gold than any man could dare dream to own in several lifetimes. You could buy countries and build armies with that much money. You could make all your dreams come true,” Mr. Weasley said with concern.

“Countries and armies wouldn’t do me much good. I am the one that has to take out Voldemort, and nobody but me can do it. As for my dreams, money can’t bring back the dead,” Harry replied.

Reality dawned on them; they looked at Harry and realized that the money meant nothing to him. They realized that here was a boy who had all the money that any of them could ever dream of, but didn’t know if he was going to live tomorrow to spend it. A boy that could have anything in the world, but would give it all up to bring back the one thing he really wanted: his parents, his godfather, and his mentor. What he had lost to gain this money was worth more to him than all the money in the world, and none of it could bring them back. They finally saw what Harry was trying to do; he wanted to give as much joy to the people he loved who were still alive while he could, just in case either they or he died tomorrow or soon.”}{

It was Ginny who spoke, “Hey Harry, let go shopping then. No point in letting your invitation go to waste. Now we know for sure that money is the least of your worries, so let's do you a favor and spend it for you,” she said with a grin.

“Yea Harry, why don’t you buy up all our shop while we are at it,” George said joking as he caught on to Ginny.

“Yea, I am sure that you would be the most popular kid in school if you gave out all our wares when you got to school,” Fred added.

“Now, now, let’s not waste the money on jokes. There are plenty of other things we could use,” Mr. Weasley said.

“Yea like books,” of course it was Hermione.

“Clothes,” Ginny added.

“I am with you there, Ginny. Remus needs a new wardrobe,” Tonks said.

“Why does everyone rat on my clothes?” Lupin asked.

“They are rather poor, Remus,” said Mrs. Weasley.

“Fine, but I also think I would like some new dress robes,” Lupin said.

“Kitchenware for me,” Mrs. Weasley said.

“I was thinking more along the lines of a new kitchen actually,” Harry said nonchalantly, “and a new house to go with it.”

“Harry what are you talking about?” Mr. Weasley asked.

“Well I forgot to mention I now own seven empty houses. Seeing as the Borrow is well, small, and old, I figure I could just give you a new house and furnish it for you so you can all fit there nicely,” Harry said smiling.

“Harry James Potter you will do nothing of the sort,” said Mrs. Weasley.

“Sorry, it's done. It's one of Sirius’s houses. It is close to the Burrow so the move should be easy. It used to be the Black’s country home. It’s got like 20 bedrooms, three living rooms, a den, swimming pool, Quidditch field, and a garage for 40 or so vehicles. Plus other stuff I can’t remember. It's mostly furnished but I have some interior designers working on making it up to par so to speak. They told me it would be done by today.” Harry responded with a wicked grin.

“Harry, we can’t possibly accept this” Mr. Weasley said.

“Yes you can and now you must. You agreed to our wager, you now have to accept any gift or loan I offer without question. Besides it wasn’t my idea, it was Ron’s.” Harry answered.

“Hey don’t look at me I said nothing of the sort” Ron said quickly as his family glared at him.

“Well Ron, you said your father wanted to buy Malfoy Manor, unfortunately it’s not on the market as all its inhabitants seem to be on the run or in Azkaban. So I gave you one of my extra ones that just happens to be three times larger. I think that should do. Don’t you Ron?” Harry responded wickedly.

“Harry, I was joking” Ron said frustrated.

“Oh well, what’s done is done. Tomorrow I will help you move, I will arrive in the morning with the Magic Movers, we should be done by lunch.” Harry said simply.

“Harry dear, this is too much” Mrs. Weasley said.

“I am afraid we are stuck though, honey. We made a wager and wizards must stick to their word of honor. But I must say we aren’t that thrilled about it.” Mr. Weasley responded, but everyone could tell he was teetering towards liking the move.

“Oh I forgot, the house is actually only part magical. Seems the Blacks had a fascination for Muggle things so the house is filled with a bunch of Muggle things, radios, TV’s, ovens, etc. I also took the liberty of having Muggle experts stock the house with modern appliances like computers and the such. The library should have a book on how to use it all, I should know since I bought it. I believe it was written by your mentor and former boss at the Department of Muggle artifacts, a Mr. Davidor. I what rather weird as it appears that as Muggles invent new things, the book keeps writing itself longer. Oh also there’s like 23 cars in the garage, all of which work perfectly. I know, I tested them” Harry said triumphantly as he knew what was about to happen.

“You bought “Muggle stuff for the Wizard Mind”!?!? There was only three copies of that book ever made. Mr. Davidor was buried with one of them. I have been trying to get my hands on that book for the last 10 years of my life. A house full of Muggle things, and cars!?!?! I am so there, Molly we are moving there tomorrow no questions asked.” Mr. Weasley said in a voice so full of joy and an air of authority that Molly Weasley could do nothing but nod her approval

“Arthur, you have not spoken like that to me in 30 years. I don’t think you are going to let me say no this time are you?” with that Mrs. Weasley gave a smile to Harry, he realized that Mr. Weasley had never been this happy in a long, long time.

“So Harry what are the rooms like” Ginny asked.

Harry then spent the better part of the morning and early afternoon describing the house as they went from store to store in a shopping frenzy. What they didn’t buy for themselves, they bought for people that weren’t there like the elder Weasleys, the Order members, or even some teachers. The robe makers were left with almost no fabric, as they had emptied the racks. The trunk makers were left with their cheapest trunks. The bookstore was stripped of its rarest books, mostly because of Hermione. She couldn’t possibly finish them all, then again this was Hermione. They bought out the Apothecary, stocking up on potion items some of which that may never get to use. The bought owls for all the Weasleys. Poor Errol deserved his rest. They bought new cauldrons for all of the finest metals. They had raided the Wizard Home Furnishings of most of their finest kitchen decorations, and utensils. Harry told them that the new home was furnished so anything else was pointless. And then they went to other minor stores. At each, Harry took out his crystal and calmly paid the bill no matter how ridiculous it was. This shocked every counter employee as galleons just poured by the hundreds in some places by the thousands. They arranged for all to be delivered by floo to the Grand Burrow, as they called the new house or to the House of Black.

As they walked there, Harry took the time to talk to Ginny. “Hey Ginny, that idea you had I am all for it”

“What idea?” Ginny asked.

“When your mom said she didn’t know how she could ever repay me. That idea that you had,” Harry said with a wicked grin.

Her face turned deep red. “How did you know?” she asked nervously.

"I have been studying Legilimency all summer long. In any case, anytime you want to repay me by having your way with me in any of those creative ways you were thinking about, feel free. I hope I didn’t offend by invading your privacy," Harry said, smiling wickedly.

"Will do, Potter, count on me. And feel free to invade me whenever you want," she said, returning the smile as she watched Harry’s jaw drop. She didn’t need her now-burning pendant or Legilimency to know what Harry was thinking.

Chapter 8 Old Sports and Old Enemies

Finally, there was only one store left, the Broom Closet. It was time for Harry to collect Sirius’s present; he Apparated at his house and collected his Firebolt. Lupin had told everyone to wait until Harry finished before rushing the store and the reason why. They all understood this was a private moment for Harry and let him go in alone. Harry entered and there was a single clerk there, he looked old and very familiar. “Hello Mr. Potter,” he said politely.

“You know my name?” Harry asked.

“Of course, I recognize the scar. I also recognize the broom in your hand. My name is Edward Olivander,” the old man said.

“Are you per chance related too…” Harry started.

“Yes, he is my brother; he liked his wands, I liked my brooms. Same concept but very different designs.” Olivander said calmly.

“So did you make my broom?” Harry asked.

“Yes, it’s one of the few that I did make. Brooms are mostly commercially made now a days. Used to be a time when they were all made by hand. The Firebolts were a limited series that I made by hand. Only about a hundred of them ever made. But enough about the past; I know why you are here. Mr. Black and Mr. Lupin arranged for you to get a new top‑of‑the‑line broom. So let’s get to it,” Mr. Olivander said with a certain sadness in his voice.

“Mr. Olivander, are you alright?” Harry asked.

“Oh yes, Mr. Potter. It’s just sad to see such a good broom returned and traded in for a newer model. Especially since all the new ones are all commercial. Those hand‑made are a dying breed,” he finished sadly.

"Mr. Olivander. I was wondering if I could keep my old Firebolt and pay you the difference of the new broom. I would like to keep my old one as a memento and maybe someday give it to some little boy or girl so he may train on it." Harry said, trying to cheer the old man up.

"Really?!? That would be no problem at all. I thank you for being so considerate and kind with an old man. It is rare to see people who care about their brooms, and even rarer to see someone willing to preserve one for future generation’s enjoyment," he said with a tear in his eyes. He quickly dried it and went over to the new brooms. "Now let us set you up with a new broom. There are three models now a days that are the best of the best. First there is the Nimbus 4000, fast, but the steering is a bit rough, and the endurance is only so so. Now this one is the Hurricane, not so fast as the Nimbus but much sturdier and easier to maneuver. Finally there is the Shooting Star 1200, sharp steering, relatively sturdy, but out of the three it’s the slowest. Any of these would still outrun that Firebolt though," he concluded. Harry could tell it pained him to sell him one of these brooms, brooms that had been made on an assembly line by magic instead of with blood, sweat, and tears. Still, Harry knew Olivander was right; any of the three was still better than the Firebolt.

"Mr. Olivander I was wondering if you could help me with a question first? I came into an interesting accessory for brooms," Harry said.

"Sure, Mr. Potter, ask away. I know all there is to know about brooms," Olivander replied happily.

"This box was given to me as a gift; it said it was a broom modification kit. What exactly is broom modification, and where could someone have bought a kit like that?" Harry asked, hoping that he would finally get an answer to his question, as Lupin and Ron both had told him they knew nothing about it.

“Did you say broom modification? I haven’t heard about that in a very long time. It's been over 1050 years since the last kit was made. In olden days when all brooms were hand‑made, some young men dedicated themselves to acquiring knowledge, tools, and techniques from the world around them. They would investigate all they could of how different objects and spells could affect a broom. They then gathered that knowledge into kits that bore their name. They would then enter competitions where fresh brooms were given out and they used their kits and skill to modify them for competitions of speed, endurance, maneuverability, and general power. They would then compete and the winner would be acknowledged and rewarded. Sometimes with a rare material, others with new techniques, some for money, a few for glory, but the most popular ones were the ones where they would bet the kits themselves. These were usually between two to four racers and sometimes they would bring pre‑designed brooms instead of making them on the spot. The greatest competition of the time was the Grand Broom Sweep celebrated every five years. This competition required pre‑modified brooms. So wizards would spend 5 years acquiring as much for their kit as possible and then spend money on the best new broom. They would then design the best broom they could in time for the competition. The competition measured not only all aspects of a broom but also the rider’s skill. A poor rider could rarely defeat a strong one even if his broom was better. Riders would bet a minimum of three kits, as well as their brooms. Hundreds would enter, only one would win.”

The winner would win every single kit from the losers and their brooms. That was a mighty bounty, and greed drove many to enter. The last known champion dominated that competition for over 300 years, they say. He was so strong that eventually no one wanted to race him, so the Grand Sweep was cancelled, and eventually the sport lost its appeal. They say he was heart‑broken. Wizards don’t live that long anyway, some say he was part vampire or something to have lived that long. In any case the man was known as a Master Modifier. No one ever came close to his skill. So does that answer your question, Mr. Potter? Mr. Olivander said with a sigh. Harry could tell that he enjoyed talking about brooms, and that … …..

“It makes sense, from what I read in the book that came with the kit, whoever wrote it was very sad about the sport fading. Also he seemed proud to pass it on to someone. I guess it was written for the person who beat him. So how is it that you know so much about a sport long dead” Harry asked.

“Well I am a big fan of brooms, and one day I happened to bump into a book that mentioned it. So I researched heavily until I found out everything I could about it. I thought it could help me to make better brooms. As the years went on I found that the only way to possibly defeat the onslaught of commercial brooms was to create very rare and powerful brooms. The problem was that only through intensive research can you gain this knowledge, and I didn’t have the time for that. The kits seemed to be my best bet. Problem was that they are very rare, mostly because a loser’s kit was absorbed by the winner’s. Also many were discarded or destroyed when the sport died. The few that I have found have been strong enough for me to create brooms like the Firebolt. These kits are also very difficult to use, even with all my knowledge, I found them hard to understand. Broom modification was an art, and the secrets of the art were lost as all its masters are dead and gone. If I knew the art I could probably create much better brooms, and even maybe some kits of my own, as it is I could only do a poor impersonation. Still you can see why I am interested in them, if a poorly modified broom can become something like the Firebolt, imagine what a true broom‑modifier could do with a kit. That is why I also tried searching for modified brooms, but those are even rarer. Like I said, very few keep their brooms for future generations. Anyways Harry you said you found a kit, who did it say it belonged too? maybe I have heard of him?” Olivander asked lost in his thoughts.

“Well it said it belonged to the King of Twilight. Any idea who … ?? … … ...

The look on Olivander’s face totally warped; he now was very much awake and staring at Harry. “Did you say the King of Twilight?” he asked in a voice that was shaky at best.

“Yea, you’ve read about him?” Harry asked. Olivander grabbed him by the arms and began to shake.

“Harry, the King of Twilight was the last champion of the Grand Sweep. He was the one I told you about. Considered the ultimate master of Broom Modification. Oh Mr. Potter if only you had walked into my store 50 years ago I would have offered you the world for that kit.” Olivander said calming himself down.

“If you really want it, I would gladly give it to you. It was a gift; I don’t know who gave it to me,” Harry said, trying to cheer the man up.

“I am sorry to say I am too old to be delving into a kit, let alone the kit considered to be the ultimate and most powerful of all. But there is something I can do for you.” Olivander replied and walked behind his counter and started turning the knobs of a small safe.

A ring disturbed their focus; Professor Alexander had walked in. “Hey Harry, what’s taking so long? Ron is ready to tear this place apart, and Ginny is close to joining him. I’d rush it if I were you.”

“Now, just give me a moment, sir. Mr. Potter was just about to purchase something,” Olivander said as he pulled a broom out of the safe and placed it on the counter.

Olivander began to speak in a kind voice filled with regret and a bit of hope, "This is a broom that belonged to the King of Twilight himself. I have never been able to figure much about it; much of its magic has faded. If you can figure that kit out, you can power it back up. This broom is the same one he used to remain undefeated in every competition he participated in for over 300 years. It is said that he never even fully used all the knowledge in his kit to make it stronger. It is said that if he had the sport would have died much sooner, since it would have been too powerful for anyone to even possibly dream of beating. It bears a proud name; I am giving it to you, Harry, as a gift. The fact that you can bring it back, added to the fact that in the brief time I have talked to you, you seem like a very good and kind soul, has convinced me to part with this treasure of mine. Please take it, its name is…" 

"Its name is Black Supernova, named for the most destructive and beautiful explosion in the universe. A perfect combination of darkness and light," this time it had been Professor Alexander who had spoken.

"How did you know that? Are you a fan of broom modification?" asked a very shocked Olivander.

"Well, that would be putting it lightly. That broom used to belong to my ancestor. My family has carried on his knowledge of broom modification for generations now. I am surprised Harry didn’t tell you," Professor Alexander replied.

"What are you talking about?" Harry asked.

"Did you not read the card?" Alexander bounced back.

"What card?" Harry said, now annoyed.

“Don’t tell me I forgot to put the card on your gift,” Alexander said as he put his hand on his forehead. Harry shook his head. “I am the one who gave you the broom modification kit,” Alexander finally said.

“You gave the boy that kit? Do you know how to use it?” Olivander said, now surprised.

“Of course I know how to use it; I told you my family has guarded its secrets for generations. I felt that the best person to inherit that knowledge is Harry here. He loves flying, and lord knows he might need a very fast, strong, and nearly indestructible broom one of these days considering how much trouble he gets into,” Alexander said jokingly.

“Harry, if what this man says is true, then with his help you will bring back the most powerful broom in history. I ask of you only one favor: grant this to me and I die a happy man.” Olivander said pleadingly.

“Anything, Mr. Olivander, as long as it’s in my power,” Harry responded kindly.

“Let me help you, and when it’s finished let me ride with you just once,” replied Olivander with tears in his eyes.

“Is this ok with you, Alex?” Harry asked.

“Yes, Harry, it’s fine. I know what Mr. Olivander seeks. And I will gladly give it to him on one condition,” Alexander responded.

“Name it.” Olivander blurted quickly.

“You will gain the knowledge you seek, the knowledge to build a racing broom so powerful that it will take those corporate slobs at least 500 years to match what you have created. In exchange I ask that you share the secret to their design with no one, except your successor. I also ask that you produce as many as are needed, sell them to only those worthy of such brooms, and that the price you ask is never more than a worthy rider can pay. If you agree to this I will allow it” Alexander said firmly.

“Nothing in this world would make me happier than accepting that deal” Olivander said triumphantly.

“Good then its settled. Harry since you have the Black Supernova this should a lot quicker. If all three of us work together it should only take us three days to get it finished. It will not only be as powerful as it was, we will make it as powerful as it ever could have been had the Shadow King decided to use all his kit’s power and knowledge. There is no reason to hold back, especially since you need every advantage possible against Voldemort. We will return tomorrow after lunch and begin working on it” Alexander concluded.

“It’s a deal, I will see you tomorrow then” said a very grateful Olivander.

“Not so fast, I am afraid Mr. Olivander that we still have business to take care of” Harry said.

“Whatever do you mean?” Olivander asked.

“Well I have an entire clan of Weasleys that want new brooms” Harry said smiling and opened the door to a stampede of red hair.

The Weasleys had each bought one of the three top of the line brooms and where happily headed to The Leaky Cauldron for a late lunch.

“Where’s your broom Harry” asked Lupin

“Well we will be building one tomorrow,” answered Alexander. Lupin just nodded knowing that whatever Alexander said was probably a good thing. I mean after all he had convinced Harry to return to Hogwarts.

“You can do that?” asked Ron.

“It’s very hard, Alexander knows how though,” Harry said.

“Can we watch?” Hermione asked.

“Yea, can we?” Ginny said.

“Ginny, Ron, and Hermione can come but they can’t help,” Alexander said.

The three seemed happy about it as they went on their way. Something was bothering Professor Alexander Canem; he felt like he was forgetting something important. As they walked to the Leaky Cauldron something caught his eye that finally made him realize what it was.

Emerging into the alley were two very good‑looking teenagers. The first a girl with fiery red eyes, long blonde hair that reached down to her waist. She was beyond beautiful; her looks were haunting. But her glare was cold as ice, and she was covered in very heavy wool, one could swear she was a princess from a very cold country. The other was a blonde boy, very arrogant, and quite fair. His face was well known to the group approaching him, as were his crimes. It is at this moment right before the two groups met each other that a sense of dread invaded Alexander. He quickly cast a spell paralyzing the two groups and then stood in the middle. Both groups were confused until they saw the other.

“Well, well, well, if it isn’t the Weasleys, filthy blood‑traitors. Hermione Granger, the worthless Mudblood. And the great saint Harry Potter. What’s the matter, Potter, afraid to fight your own fight now that that fool Dumbledore is dead?” said the voice of one Draco Malfoy.

Harry was now livid as where all those with him except for Alexander. “YOU, I am going to kill you. You bastard, I will rip out your heart with my bare hands. You betrayed us all, you are responsible for Dumbledore dying” Harry said as he tried to fight the spell that held him immobile.

“You bastard, let me get loose and I’ll show you what a mudblood can do” screamed Hermione.

“Malfoy I swear I will hex you into oblivion” screamed Ginny.

“Screw magic, I will beat him down with my own hands” shouted Ron

“Agreed” said the twins in unison as they too tried to get loose.

“Quiet!” said Professor Alexander Canem in a commanding voice, and all fell silent.

“Harry I was supposed to tell you, I am sorry I forgot. Mr. Malfoy here has been acquitted by the Ministry of Magic and will be returning to Hogwarts” Alexander said calmly.

“WHAT? How the bloody hell did he get acquitted. Is the Minister in Voldemort´s pocket or something. I won’t stand for it. I will kill him myself” screamed Harry.

“ENOUGH, Harry you will do no such thing. Unless you feel like spending your life in Azkaban I suggest you calm down and abandon the idea of murdering Mr. Malfoy.” Alexander said trying to calm Harry. They all were glaring at Malfoy even the adults.

“Told you that these people where savages, my dear Rose. Just look at the language they use and the vulgar threats” Malfoy said slyly. His companion didn’t laugh, she just looked at Harry intensely.

“You will remain quiet Mr. Malfoy unless you want a more painful form of restraint” said Alexander. Draco was about to say something, but the look it the Professor’s eyes convinced him otherwise.

“Mr. Malfoy was charged with the use of a magical object to assist in a magical crime, accessory to murder, and assault on an officer of the Ministry. He was found to have acted so under duress and therefore released on the first two charges. And acquitted of the third because no one testified to being attacked by him. He has stood trial and a jury of wizards thought that he only acted in such a fashion because he and his mother were threatened with fates worse than death by Voldemort himself,” Alexander explained.

“So he bribed the jury,” screamed Harry, with hatred in his eyes.

“I am afraid not, Potter. I was found innocent by 12 of my peers. Well, at least what they called themselves, in any case I am free and there’s nothing you can do about it,” Draco said triumphantly.

“I am afraid he is right, Harry. At first his defense tried to prove he was under the Imperious curse by the hand of both Mr. Crabb and Mr. Goyle when that didn’t work, his team switched tactics. In the end it took Draco handing the Ministry both Crabb and Goyle and the names of 23 other Death Eaters who were still at large. They considered these the actions of a poor innocent boy who got threatened and manipulated by Voldemort. And who was willing to cooperate fully … The jurors decided that these were the actions … he was an innocent man and let him go quietly. The media has no idea that the trial even occurred since the Ministry decided to try him in secret,” explained Alexander.”}}c
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So he gets to walk free just because he said he was threatened and he gave them the names of a handful of Death Eaters? I am now convinced that I will never be able to trust the Ministry again.” Harry said indignantly.

“I am afraid so, Potter, I am free. I will go back to Hogwarts and you can’t say or do anything to change that. Go ahead and try; I’d love to see you rot in Azkaban after my lawyers and the Ministry get through with you,” Draco said smugly as he laughed at Harry and his companions.

Harry was too angry to look at Malfoy; he began to stare at his companion. She was glaring right at him with deep red eyes. The eyes didn’t surprise Harry, after all Hooch had owl‑eyes, red eyes can’t be that strange. Those eyes though, they seemed familiar to Harry. She was stunning, as they stared at each other something stirred in Harry. Harry looked around and saw that many men including Ron were looking at her dazed. He quickly shrugged it off and went back to staring at Malfoy.

Alexander broke the quiet tension: “I am afraid you are wrong there, Malfoy. You aren’t that free. You betrayed Voldemort and your only friends and bodyguards. Now you are alone, and most of Slytherin won’t take too kindly to a traitor. That will be bad for you because you are going to need all the help you can get this year. Snape is on the run and the entire school views you as the one responsible for the death of their beloved Headmaster Dumbledore. This year you will have to watch your own back and keep looking over your shoulder. Know that all of Hogwarts is against you, and from where I stand very few are on your side,” he finished with a grin.

"What do you know? Who the hell are you anyway?" Draco asked rudely, knowing that the man was right and feeling very alone because of it.

"The name is Professor Alexander Canem. You may call me Professor Canem or Professor Axel. And who might you be?" he said talking to the lady beside Draco.

"She is with me; this is my girlfriend, and you are not worthy to even know her name. Suffice to say she is transferring to Hogwarts to support me in my difficult times of discrimination and injustice," Draco said preventing the girl from speaking. Harry was now very curious about this girl. How the hell had Malfoy scored such a hottie? There had to be something wrong with her.

"Ok then introductions are finished; now if you all promise to behave, I will release the bind on you and we can all go our separate ways," Alexander said calmly to everyone.

Malfoy was about to speak, but his companion stopped him. "We agree," she said.

Alexander turned and saw that Harry and everyone else agreed as well. So he released the curse.

"My Weasleys, those are some pretty nice brooms; did you steal them? I know you definitely can’t afford them," Draco said looking at them.

Ron was about to pounce but Harry stopped him. "No Malfoy, you are wrong. In case you are late on the news, Fred and George here are raking it in with their shop," he said trying to spark some jealousy in Malfoy.

"Oh, yea I forgot about that stupid joke shop. It is surprising what people will waste money on these days. Still they are a far way from being as rich as me," he said proudly commenting to his companion.

"What are you talking about, Malfoy?" asked Ron trying to break away from Harry.

"Well since my father is on the run and I am of age now, the entire Malfoy fortune is now mine. A sweet 90 million galleons, I doubt you will ever see that much money in your measly little lives," Malfoy answered proudly.

"Well I will have you know that Harry here can beat you, in fact he is the one who bought us all these brooms. He also bought us most of the stuff in all of Diagon Alley," Ginny said furiously.

"My, my Potter aren’t we generous with the lower classes. Did you empty out your vault now that you realize the Voldemort is going to kill you?" Malfoy asked smirking.

“No, actually I still have plenty left for my taste. I just felt like being generous today. See I also came of age and now all the inheritance I have has been put at my disposal," Harry said with a grin.

“I doubt it’s that impressive, how much did you get?" Malfoy said now interested. His companion also seemed curious as she leaned in.

“You are right, it’s not much, just about one and a half billion galleons give or take," Harry said humbly.

“Ha, I knew it just one and a half…did you say billion galleons? You’re mad Potter, no one is that rich. And if they were they wouldn’t be from a family as half‑breed as yours," Draco said angrily. The girl on the other hand looked a bit taken aback.

“Well Malfoy, I tell you what. Why don’t we make a bet? We walk over to Gringots and ask how much is in my vault. If I am lying I am your slave for the rest of the year. If I am not, then your girl there is hanging with us for the rest of the year.” Harry said smiling; Harry wanted Malfoy to be alone for the rest of the year. He wanted him to be an outcast hated by all; it is only a small fraction of the pain he deserved.

Draco was nervous now, but he knew that Harry had to be lying. “Alright I call your bluff. It’s a deal, now let’s head over there quickly; I can’t be seen hanging around with such commoners as you,” he said hastily. She was not pleased; she glared at him and soon the smile had disappeared from her face. She grabbed him and started whispering in his ear angrily. “There is no way he is telling the truth, come on. You know it’s impossible.” He said; she still glared at Draco but went along with it.

“Ok it’s settled then, let’s go.” Harry said now very pleased with himself.

They walked to Gringots; everyone was smiling except Ginny. She didn’t like this girl, and the fact that Harry wanted her to hang with him for the rest of the year made her like her even less. Harry started to rub his chest and he knew that Ginny wasn’t happy.

As they stepped into the bank all eyes followed them; Harry walked straight up to Goldtree who had been there, giving that rude goblin a stern …

“Hey Potter, we are in luck, the head of the bank is right here. I happen to know him, my father was very important, hung with all the right crowds” Draco said and went up and began to talk to Goldtree. “Hello, Head Goblin Goldtree, how are you doing today? Hope you are keeping my money safe”

“And who the hell are you? I have no time for you, get out of my way” Goldtree said and then began to walk away from a very embarrassed Draco.

Harry walked forward, “Excuse me Goldtree, I need a favor if it’s not too much trouble” Harry said smiling politely.

“Oh Harry, didn’t see you there me boy. Whatever you need I am at your service. Did your shopping go well? Is the Credit Crystal working ok?” Goldtree asked very happily.

Draco was now shocked. “Oh yea, all went well, the crystal works brilliantly. I was wondering if you could convert some of my Galleons to Muggle money. I think about a hundred thousand Pounds would do nicely” Harry said politely.

“That is no problem at all Harry; I will have it brought to you immediately. Is it alright if we take it from your Credit Crystal vault?” Goldtree asked smiling.

“Oh that will be fine. Also I was wondering if you could tell all of us how much I have stored in Galleons in my vaults” Harry said smiling after he saw Goldtree snap his fingers and tell a Goblin to get him the money. Draco was still shocked that the Head Goblin was sucking up to Harry Potter.

“Oh, that is very hard to say Harry. Please don’t ask me to tell you that exactly, it is very difficult to determine given the size of your account” Goldtree said nervously.

"Yea, I figured, well a rounded up estimate would do just fine," Harry replied nicely.

"Well, in that case I would say roughly more than 1.6 billion Galleons," Goldtree said, breathing a sigh of relief at saving himself a month’s worth of counting.

At that moment a goblin appeared with a money pouch and handed it to Harry. "Thanks, Goldtree, it is always a pleasure," Harry said and then turned to Malfoy, who now looked like all the life had been sucked out of him.

"Well, Malfoy, it seems like your girlfriend will be hanging with us for your last year at Hogwarts. Too bad, guess you’re on your own," Draco said. He was extremely frightened by what his girlfriend was going to do. Now Harry turned and faced the lady: "Don’t worry, we are better company than your git of a boyfriend. It was a pleasure meeting you…" Harry said politely, extending his hand.

"Rose. You can call me Rose. And I am sure that you are better company than this fool," she said, kicking Malfoy in the leg and staring at him with hatred in her eyes.

Harry laughed. "Well, I guess we will see you on the train, Rose. Then we hopefully will have some time to talk away from Draco." He said, smiling, and he walked out with his friends, leaving a very angry Rose telling off a very frightened Draco.

Ginny was glaring at Harry all the way to The Leaky Cauldron. They were all joking about how priceless it was what Harry had done to Draco. After a while the topic shifted.

"Harry, why did you ask for Muggle money?" Lupin asked.

"Well figured we could use some Muggle clothes. Also if we still have money left we can go shopping for Muggle any Muggle stuff that suits our fancy. So after lunch we will head out." Harry said smiling as everyone seemed to love the idea. Ginny even seemed to forget about Rose at the mention of Muggle clothing. Harry knew she was a big fan after Hermione had introduced her to some of the latest trends.

Lunch was great and they all had their fill. Harry of course paid the bill. Afterwards, they headed to London for the rest of the afternoon. After each store they would look for an abandoned alley and Apparate to the House of Black to drop of the bags.

"These Muggles should figure out a better way of doing shopping without having to lug all these bags around." Ron commented. All of them agreed, even Hermione. When the finally got back to the House of Black, they were all exhausted. After dinner they decided to sleep there and everyone took a guest bedroom.

Harry headed for the master suite and just fell on the bed. He was about to go to sleep when he felt a burning feeling. For a minute he thought it was his scar, then he realized it was his heart pendant. He turned around as the door opened. There standing in nothing but a large shirt and a smile was Ginny.

Harry was speechless; his half sleeping head was trying to process what was happening.  He finally managed to speak, "So where did you get that shirt". Man did he feel like an idiot, is that the best he could come up with he thought.

"Stole it from Ron" she said with a grin."

“What can I do for you, Gin?” he said, trying to prevent himself from jumping off the bed and doing what his body was screaming to do.

“Well, first you can relax a bit ’cause this pendant is burning my skin off,” Ginny said laughing.

Harry blushed and closed his eyes, trying to contain his mind and relax. It was then he remembered his pendant was burning as well. He looked up and Ginny was now on the bed staring straight at him.

“Also, I am here to take you up on that invitation. You did say anytime, anywhere. Well, I feel like showing you a mountain’s worth of gratitude tonight, in this bed,” she said with a look that was melting what little resistance Harry had left.

Harry finally let the dam break. He grabbed Ginny and locked into the most passionate kiss he had ever experienced. As she began to remove his shirt, he felt his mind melt away and his instincts take over. Ginny stopped at took his pendant and hers in her hand and put them together. Harry and Ginny felt their desires and emotions kick into overdrive as lightning invaded their bodies and filled them with energy. Hands went to unknown places, and they got lost in a see of kisses and passion.

The night was long, and by morning there where two bodies sleeping together like the two pieces of their pendants.

Chapter 9 The Morning After

“How dare you, you impudent little bastard?” said a voice that was not Harry’s own. His eyes staring at Draco intently. Harry was in a gigantic room with no light. Dark stone pillars surrounded the place, and skeletons of beast and man littered the floor.

“Draco, you are an idiot. I am sorry my Lord, the boy is stupid and was not thinking,” said Lucius standing behind his son.

“But father, how could I have known?” Draco said pleadingly.

“Silence you fool, don’t make it worse on yourself,” Lucius said, kicking Draco’s head down to the ground so that he was bowing to Harry.

A voice came from behind Harry this time; he could not place where he had heard it before. “Father I don’t know what you were thinking making me join this worthless, brainless prat. I see no profit in it,” she said in a venomous voice.

“Calm yourself daughter, some things must come to pass. Lucius is my right hand; I am sure that his son will eventually live up to his father’s standard. That is if he doesn’t get himself killed first,” said Harry in the venomous voice that he now recognized as the one that had haunted his worst nightmares. This was Voldemort.

“Wouldn’t be surprised if he fell under the wands of the Ministry, or the Order,” the voice behind him said, anger ringing her voice.

“I was talking about you actually, my dear,” said Voldemort and laughed. “In any case this might not be a bad thing. These events while unfortunate have provided us with two very interesting results. First, we now know that Mr. Potter has come into a fortune unlike this world has ever seen. We will have to pay close watch as to what he does with it.”

“This world is indeed going to the dogs if a half blood like Potter is now the richest man in history,” said Lucius with envy ringing in his voice. Harry was glad, too bad he couldn’t get his tongue to stick out at him.

“Yes, it is. But that is besides the point, the second result is that this may now help you on your mission my precious. You know what must be done, and now you will be in a favorable position to do it. Prove your worthy of my name and my legacy” Voldemort´s voice reverberated in the room.

“Count on me father, I will not disappoint” the voice behind Harry said with conviction.

“My Lord, the boy has done us a great service, should he be spared punishment?” asked Severus Snape as he approached from the side. A rage exploded in Harry but he contained it with Xchio, he didn’t want to give himself away to Voldemort.

“True, Severus, but incompetence like that must still be punished” said Voldemort as Harry saw his wand go up and point at the now trembling Draco.

“Crucio” all three voices sounded as Voldemort, Lucius, and the voice behind me screamed and Harry saw Draco lifted into the air twisting and writhing horribly in pain.

That pain suddenly spread and he felt his forehead burning. Harry awoke and his hand was already on his scar. “Bloody hell” he screamed.

“Harry, what’s wrong, why are you clutching your scar” Ginny said startled by Harry’s outburst.

Harry looked out the window it was barely dawn. “It is nothing Ginny, just Voldemort on one of his finer morning activities. Considering what he was up to I am not so pissed off at the pain. I got to see Draco squirm a little” Harry said trying to lighten the mood. He knew Ginny would be worried.

“Are you sure your are alright? Do you need me to call anyone” Ginny said now hugging Harry.

Harry turned to look at her in the light of dawn. She was magnificent; she was also very naked. A smile spread across his face as all pain suddenly was replaced by a very different sensation. Ginny clutched her chest, “Harry James Potter, you are the devil. Control yourself, one minute you're talking about Voldemort, the next you're, well…” she said trying to hold back a grin.

“Well what do you expect? There is a ravishing beauty sitting next to me who just happens to be naked. I honestly don’t see it as a good idea for you to go running for any help in the state you are in. I think Ron would try to kill me instead of helping, not to mention what all the adults would say,” Harry said, wrapping his arms around Ginny and kissing her neck softly.

Ginny couldn’t hold her composure anymore. “Oh, Harry,” she started joining in the fun. “Where do you get the energy?” she asked as she kissed him passionately.

“Don’t know; guess it’s just been building up. These necklaces also seem to help quite a bit,” Harry said as he grew interested in what exactly they did.

Ginny had stopped as she guessed that he was curious. “Well, when they are put together they magnify both peoples’ shall we say drive, boost their energy, and provide a magical form of protection so to speak.”

Harry analyzed this last part and then it dawned on him what she meant by “protection”. “You have been planning this for a while now, haven’t you?” Harry said as a wicked grin spread on his face.

Ginny just blushed and nodded. She grabbed her pendant and Harry’s before he could say anything else. She really didn’t want to talk anymore, and Harry soon joined her in that thought.

It was almost seven when they finally came up for air. “Ginny, you really should head back before people realize where you are” Harry said picturing Ron charging in wand drawn.

“Don’t worry, Hermione didn’t sleep in out bedroom yesterday either” Ginny said casually as she ran her finger down Harry’s toned chest and abs. “You have been working out haven’t you. Didn’t notice it under your clothes but you are getting quite buff”.

“So those two finally got around to it huh.” Harry said laughing internally that both of them had finally gotten over the shyness. “Oh yea, I have been doing some special training with Professor Alexander that’s why I a bit more toned” Harry said knowing full well that his training had been mostly mental. His real physical training wouldn’t begin until school started. So far his schedule had grown quite a bit. He was now running for 4 hours a day with small weights on his legs and arms. Still stopping every so often to do push ups, sit ups, squats, and various other muscle building exercises.

“Well keep it up and every girl in Hogwarts will be trying to get in you pants. Might not even manage to spend any “quality time” with you with all the dates you will be on.” Ginny said playfully.

In truth she was nervous, very nervous. She had proposed the whole friends‑with‑benefits thing but, in truth, she wanted him all to herself. Now this looked to be a very difficult thing indeed given Harry was getting hotter by the day at an alarming rate. He already had an incredible list of accolades: the boy who lived, the boy who beat Voldemort repeatedly, the Tri‑Wizard Champion, the only hope now that Dumbledore is gone, the Gryffindor Quidditch captain, one of the best Seekers in the world in her eyes, and now he was getting buff and handsome. His hair was growing long now and reached his ears, and his face needed shaving. He looked like a rugged bad boy, a look that brought most women to their knees. That girl Rose had pushed Ginny over the edge; she got jealous in a very bad way. That is what had convinced her to move fast on Harry before anyone else could. This morning, though, Ginny felt like she was on top of the world; nothing could ever take away last night from her. She had gotten what she had been fantasizing about for a long time now; she had given her first time to Harry and he had given his to her. Now she would just have to fight to keep him.

“I don’t know about that, Ginny, I mean I am pretty sure your schedule will be filled up as well considering how hot you are,” Harry said as he rolled on top of her and kissed her with a smile on his face. He was glad it had been Ginny; at least it was someone he cared deeply about, and if he died today he would die a happy man. Still, his mind wandered to Voldemort, what was he up to, and who was that female he heard in the background.

"Well, Harry you are right I better get back before the house starts stirring. I’ll see you a breakfast loverboy," she said smiling as she dressed herself.

"See you there hotness," Harry said grinning as he watched her get dressed. She then turned around blew a kiss and winked before leaving.

Harry had a big day ahead, he best hit the showers. There was work to be done, and a legendary broom to bring back better than ever.

Harry exited the bathroom and headed to his room. He opened his closet that now was filled with all the new Muggle and wizard clothes he bought the day before. Harry wanted a new look, most of his clothes had been hand me downs from Dudley, and in all honesty where rather ugly. He wanted a darker look, a look that went with the name Black, so that is the color that predominated his clothing. Alexander had told him that comfort and mobility were critical, so Harry had bought clothes that adhered to those qualities. He put on a black tank top that hugged his muscles, a black pair of loose jeans, and some sandals. He headed downstairs where Mrs. Weasley was making breakfast. Ginny was already there as was Professor Alexander. Harry sat down opposite to Ginny. Mr. Weasley was probably already at work at the Ministry.

"Good morning Harry, what can I get you," Mrs. Weasley said. Harry knew better than to answer that.

"Whatever will be fine Mrs. Weasley," he said and a plate full of food was put in front of him almost instantly. That woman wanted Harry to be fat, every time no matter what he said, the plates were always this size so he learned not to even bother."

"So Harry you ready to go to work on your broom today," asked Alexander as he read the Daily Prophet.

"Yea, Professor, I am looking forward to iiiiiiiiit," Harry said as a feeling of a foot rubbing on his thigh distracted him. He looked over and Ginny was grinning wickedly. "That woman will be the end of me," he thought.

"So Harry dear, what time are the Movers arriving at the Burrow?" asked Mrs. Weasley as she dumped another helping of bacon and eggs on the Professor's plate. Harry wondered about the man's appetite. Professor Alexander ate a very large quantity of food and never seemed to be full, despite all that his physique was muscular and toned. Harry had asked him about it one day and all he had said was that "Harry, you will understand in time."

"They said they would be there promptly at 8:30. I told them to bring a big team; they should have the entire house emptied by 9. Then I figure that we will finish arranging furniture and stuff at about 12:30 if we all help. Then we can all go to lunch on me of course," Harry said trying to contain himself as Ginny was now burning at his chest and sliding her foot on more sensitive areas.

"Harry would you help me decorate my room?" she asked shyly. Harry knew exactly how little decorating would be done if they were alone in the room.

"Sure, why don't we ask Hermione to help?" Harry responded wickedly with a devilish smile on his face. Ginny was not pleased; she kicked him under the table, but then went back to work on him.

No, I think we can manage by ourselves, don’t you? She said with a look on her face that spelled out clearly that Harry didn’t have a choice in the matter. So he just nodded nervously as he realized that major bodily harm was going to come to him otherwise. And considering where she put her foot when she said it, he wouldn’t be able to just walk it off; he doubted he would be walking at all.

Where is Hermione by the way, Ginny? She is usually up pretty early, not like those lazy brothers of yours," Mrs. Weasley said as a scowl grew on her face at all the grief the younger Weasley males caused her.

“Oh, she went to bed late. We were talking late last night about girl stuff," Ginny said trying to cover for Hermione.

“Well, maybe I should go up and wake her up along with your lazy brothers," Mrs. Weasley suggested as she put the frying pan down and started walking out of the room.

“No,” both Ginny and Harry said in unison. This totally took Molly by surprise and she just froze looking at the two.

“Don’t worry, Mom, let me do it. All those stairs are bad for your back anyway," Ginny said thinking quickly. She got up and ran up the stairs before her mom even responded.

“She is such an angel, isn’t she, Harry? So considerate, kind, and gentle," Mrs. Weasley added as she returned to cooking.

“If only she knew how little of an angel she really is," Harry thought holding back his laughter. Soon he heard rapid footsteps and screams coming from above. Harry had a few guesses as to what had just transpired.

“You guessed right, Harry," a voice said in his head; he recognized it as Professor Alexander’s.

"How did you invade my mind?" Harry asked, mentally surprised that his Occlumency hadn't stopped it or at least detected it.

"I could read it on your face, Harry. Your mind can’t be broken into that easily. I see your telepathy is getting stronger; guess your Xchio practice is going well," said the voice in Harry’s head.

"Yea, it's coming along, still haven’t tried using it to communicate with anyone else," Harry said as he saw a flustered Ginny coming down the steps. "Perfect timing," he thought.

Ginny sat down and was still looking flushed. "So what happened?" Harry’s voice rang in her head. She looked up gasping, wondering how Harry had just done that.

"Relax, it’s just a bit of telepathy; think your response or imagine something and project it to me," Harry sounded again in her head.

"Wow, that is amazing, when did you learn to do that?" responded Ginny wordlessly as she looked at Harry.

"Long story, it’s actually top secret so can’t say. Anyways what happened?" Harry asked now smiling at Ginny.

"Well, let’s see if this works," she thought back and imagined what she saw and projected it to Harry.

"Eww," Harry said out loud and stopped himself as the two adults stared at him. "Just ate a liver‑flavored Botts Bean that’s all," he said covering. When they looked away, he talked to Ginny again. "You caught them in the middle of… Ouch that sucks."

"I am traumatized for life. I will carry that image scared in my head till the day I die. My brother… naked… in the act. The horror, the horror, the unimaginable terror," she thought with a look of pure disgust on her face. Harry started to bust up laughing.

"What’s so funny, Harry?" said George as the twins walked into the kitchen.

"Yea Harry what did we miss" followed Fred as they sat down and looked at Harry with raised eyebrows.

The Marauder in Harry could not resist the temptation. He spoke to both of them telepathically. "Ok guys, don’t freak out. I am talking to you telepathically. I know it’s weird, it’s a secret how I learned to do it. No, I am not going to tell you how to do it, otherwise it wouldn’t be a secret. If you understand just nod," Harry thought anticipating their curiosity, they both nodded. "Ok anyways this is what happened." And with that he projected the vision of Ron and Hermione blurring her out to protect her privacy and then his conversation with Ginny and her reaction.

"Oh, my…damn…we are blind…you didn’t need to show us that…ugh…Harry…that is wrong…that is just wrong…still…its funny" Fred and George said in tandem and then burst out laughing.

"We are traumatized," Fred said in a mocking tone.

"Scared for life even," George continued following suit.

"The Horror, the Horror," said Fred holding back the laughter.

"The Unimaginable Terror" finished George and then the whole table bust out laughing except for the adults.

"What are you going on about?" asked Mrs. Weasley now very interested in her children.

"Nothing mom, just a joke about Snape in women’s clothing," Fred said quickly.

"Yea mom, it is a very frightening thought," George said holding back his laughs.

The mention of Snape made Harry’s blood boil. But he let it go and decided to just laugh at the joke instead of ruining his morning.

"What are you boys laughing at," asked Ron who was now fully dressed, entering the kitchen. Quietly followed by a very, very pale Hermione who looked in fear at the table only beginning to imagine the true horror of the situation.

Harry couldn’t help himself; besides, now was the perfect time to complete his revenge on Hermione and Ron. He pushed the images of all that had happened in the last few minutes into both their heads. "We were just commenting on some funny things that happened this morning," Harry said, winking at both of them.

All color now abandoned Ron. Both he and Hermione looked at Ginny, then at Harry, then at the twins. They both quickly turned around and raced upstairs.

"Guess they weren’t hungry," Harry said as the twins busted up laughing as did Ginny. Harry decided to go check on them to make sure they were alright.

He went up to Hermione’s room where he could sense they both were and knocked at the door. "Hey guys, are you alright in there?" no response. "Come on, it’s not that bad," still nothing. Harry guessed he would have to do this the hard way.

"Hey guys, are you ok? Talk to me," he said telepathically.

"Harry get out of our heads," he heard Hermione scream from the other side of the door; she was obviously crying. Harry suddenly felt bad as he realized that he might have taken this one too far. The door suddenly flew open and Ron grabbed Harry by the neck and threw him into the room.

"Why did you do that, Harry?" Ron screamed. "Don’t you respect our privacy at all?"

Harry thought this was getting way out of hand. "Calm down both of you," and then flashed all the needed to say into their heads as quickly as he could.

"So other than Ginny, and you no one seen me naked," Hermione asked, now stopping her tears. Harry had projected exactly second by second everything he had done since the joke began from his perspective. He had covered Hermione in haze so thick that it was almost like a very thick sweater.

"Yea Hermione, no one other than Ginny and me saw you naked. And I am willing to take that memory out of my head if it will make you feel better," Harry said, trying to comfort his friend.

"Ok Harry, I guess it wasn’t so bad. But I definitely want that memory out of your head," Hermione said, drying her tears. Harry put his wand to his temple and extracted the memory. The silver string came out and then Harry placed it into Hermione.

"There you go. Problem solved. Now only Ginny has that image of you, and she doesn’t really count so all is well," Harry said, trying to make sure he was out of trouble with his friend. He really didn’t want to hurt her feelings.

"Yes Harry we are straight, just don’t ever do that again," Hermione said, drying the last of her tears.

"Hey what about me, everyone down there has seen me naked," Ron said flustered that he was being ignored.

"Really Ron, so what, they are your family, they don’t count," Hermione said, trying to calm him down.

"Yea Ron, in all honesty I think it’s a good thing. They are all now scarred for life, I don’t think that any of them will ever go into your room without knocking ever again," Harry said, now laughing.

"Oh yea, the horror, the horror, the unimaginable terror," Hermione said, now laughing hard as well.

“Oh, bollocks, whatever. I am getting some breakfast,” said Ron angrily as he marched out of the room leaving Hermione and Harry in fits of laughter.

“Don’t worry, Harry. He will forget about it soon. I should head down; we all need breakfast before we go help the Weasleys move.” Hermione said as she got up and headed downstairs, closely followed by Harry.

The move had gone better than expected. Mr. Weasley, Bill, Fleur, Charlie, and Percy had dropped by around 11 to help. Everything had gone according to schedule. The house was beautiful. Everything looked so perfectly placed that they didn’t really need to do that much redecorating. They all thought the new furniture looked much better than the old, so they just moved in all the things that were essential like clothes, decorations, antiques, books, etc., and discarded all the old furniture. The designers had decorated all the bedrooms to fit the occupants’ tastes to frightening exactitude. Everyone seemed pleased when they finished magically unpacking and placing everything in their final resting spots. Harry had of course “helped” Ginny in her room as he didn’t really have much choice in the matter. Of course beforehand, Ginny had locked it and placed spells so that they would not be disturbed or heard. Everyone had managed to finish by noon and decided to head for lunch at the Leaky Cauldron.”

“I would like to take this opportunity to thank Harry for the impressive gift. All of us considered you family long ago, now we have so much to thank you for that I don’t think we will ever be able to repay you. You have saved the lives of my family, helped my children in school and in life, and have given us a house filled with things that we could only imagine in our wildest dreams” began Mr. Weasley as he raised his goblet.

“I would like to say Harry dear, that you are a lifesaver. You have in one way or another helped us all. I knew your folks and they would be proud of you dear. I want you to think of us as your family, never doubt to come to us for anything you need” said Mrs. Weasley with tears in her eyes.

“Harry, mate, if it weren’t for you I would have never been who I am today. Thanks to you I am a killer Quidditch keeper because you pushed me. I have a gorgeous girlfriend, because you kept my head straight when I was being a prat and pushed me. And I now have all the stuff I could possibly want brand new, no more hand me downs thanks to you pushing stuff at my family. Harry thanks for all the pushing” Ron as everyone laughed.

“Yea Harry, if it weren’t for you keeping Ron straight and then putting us together I guess we would have never gotten together. I mean he was such a daft git the way he was running around with Perkinson. And you got both of us to drop the egos and be straight with each other” Hermione said as Ron just glared but then smiled at her.

“Harry, you saved me from a Basilisk, gave me the best year of my life last year, and have been a dear friend to the family. For any single one of those reasons I would thank you, for all of those I am eternally grateful.” Ginny said. And added in thought just in case Harry was listening which she knew he was “and I will show you how grateful tonight” with a look on her face that said it all.

“Well Harry, on behalf of me and Fred both, I would like to say thanks for funding our empire. We will make sure that the world knows that Weasleys Wizard Wheezes would never be what it is without your assistance.” George said as he looked at Fred.

“Yea, your name will be famous throughout the world, well more than it already is” Fred added and looked back at George.

“Well more like infamous, but you get the picture. Thanks Harry. Also we wanted to wish you good luck in you attempt to revive and relive the days of the Marauders. Its to bad we won’t be there to see it.” George concluded.

Harry had commented on his desire to bring the Marauders back with them while moving furniture and they had all agreed it was a brilliant idea. Harry wanted to fill his last year with laughter instead of tears, this was the best way to remember those that had given their lives for him. He was sure his dad and Sirius would approve. And Dumbledore, well he would have tried to stop him, but Harry knew that even his mentor would have enjoyed the pranks he was going to pull.

Bill was up next. “Harry, this morning I got a call from the Head Goblin of Gringots. Goldtree apparently had gotten a request from an anonymous but powerful client to have me promoted. I have now been given a position under Goldtree himself overlooking the investment area of the bank. I will be his apprentice and eventually his second. I know it was you Harry, I am unbelievably grateful for you doing that. Not only did you introduce me to my wife, but now I feel like I can give her the life she deserves. Thank you Harry”

“Now I don’t know about all dat. Hawry, but if it wasn’t for you I would have never met my darling husband. Bill knows I don’t care about the money, but still it is nice to have a husband who is next in line to take over Gringots. When I told my parents they nearly floo’d over just to apologize for ever doubting Bill. Thank you Hawry” Fleur said in her beautifully heavy French accent, as she kissed Bill.

“Harry, while you haven’t exactly done much for me. I still like to thank you for doing all of this for my family.” Charlie said smiling at Harry.

“Actually, Charlie, I didn’t want to ruin the surprise, but now is as good a time as any to tell you. I know you have been feeling a bit down over the fact that you had to work so far away from your folks. So I had a small talk with some people who were interested in creating a dragon preserve closer to Hogsmede. There’s a large chunk of wildlife about three miles north of the Forbidden Forest; I bought the land and decided to open a preserve there with the help of the Ministry. I suggested that you be the Head Keeper, and they agreed; the first dragons should be there a week after school starts, and you will be expected to be there, that is if you are interested in the job. I will require that my personal investment advisor be there to assist you from time to time, so that is the only downside.” Harry said with a grin as he looked at Charlie go from a look of concern to one of sheer delight.

“Harry…of course I accept. I would be glad to; I finally will get to work closer to home, and I get to be the boss. I don’t mind having your advisor there; I just hope he knows how to keep himself safe around dragons. Do I know him?” Charlie asked excitedly.

“Oh yea, I think you are familiar with him. His name is Hagrid, half‑giant, head groundskeeper at Hogwarts. You have heard of him, right?” Harry said with a big smile on his face. Harry hadn’t asked Hagrid yet, but something told him that he wouldn’t say no. In fact, Harry was preparing himself for a few broken ribs after the man hugged the daylights out of him when he told him the news.”

That brilliant Harry, Hagrid is going to flip. You know he is addicted to dragons. I wouldn’t be surprised if he works more than me,” Charlie said laughing.

Everyone laughed and congratulated Charlie and Bill on their newfound success. There was only one Weasley that had not spoken yet.

Percy got up and everyone fell silent. “Harry, it has been three years since the last time we talked on civil terms. I have been a prat to you on more than one occasion; I hope you can forgive my foolishness. After the whole fiasco that happened with Fudge and Umbridge I know I have no right to ask for forgiveness. I have made big mistakes because of my ambition, and I am sorry for all the pain I caused you and my family,” he said as silent tears came to his eyes.

“It is alright Percy, I forgive you on one condition. Remember your lesson well; ambition is a dangerous thing. Remember that thinking like that is what created people like Voldemort and Malfoy. You have seen your mistake early. I am just glad you didn’t go too far; I would have hated to have to face your family and tell them you became a pompous ass like Malfoy or, worst, a Death Eater,” Harry said as he approached Percy and gave him a hug.

Everyone cheered and joined in the hug. They all took turns letting Percy know he was welcome back into the fold.

“Ok everyone, to Harry,” said Mr. Weasley and raised his glass.

“To Harry” everyone responded doing the same, except Harry.

“To family” responded Harry lifting his glass and hitting it against everyone’s.

“To family” said everyone and sat down to finish lunch.

Chapter 10 The Black Supernova

After lunch Harry, Professor Alexander, Ginny, Ron, and Hermione headed to Mr. Olivander’s shop so that they could work on Harry’s broom.

“So explain to me again how you’re building a broom?” asked Ron as they walked towards the shop.

Harry thought for a minute and then said, “Well, we aren’t exactly building one; we are repairing and modifying an old handmade one using a kit that Professor Alexander gave me.”

Hermione looked at Harry with wide eyes. “Harry, did you say ‘modifying’ and kit? You aren’t talking about broom modification, are you?” she asked anxiously as it dawned on her what that meant.

“Yea, you’ve heard of it,” answered a surprised Harry. As far as he knew there were only three people who knew about it. “I guess it’s to be expected that Hermione knows everything,” Harry thought as he smiled.

“What the bloody hell is broom modification?” Ron asked now confused but very interested.

Hermione assumed the look that symbolized she was that she was about to quote off a book from memory. “Broom modification is the science and art of modifying a handmade broom to be more powerful using elements from nature and very secret spells that are contained in ‘kits’. It is an art that has been lost for over a millennium. I read it all in an old history book I found in Hogwarts, I tried to research it further but there seem to be very little records of it. I was very curious as to how such a popular and useful skill was forgotten.” she finished in a matter‑of‑fact tone.

"So you are going to make an old broom faster? Why not just buy a new broom," Ron replied, trying to outdo Hermione. Which he did since she didn’t seem to know an answer to that question. Ron smiled as he realized that he had stumped his girlfriend.

"I think I should answer that," said Professor Alexander, and Hermione smiled again, looking anxiously to learn new knowledge. "Hermione, the art was lost because there was a champion that no one could beat. Eventually wizards got tired of it and lost interest. Ron, a modified broom will not only be faster; it will have additional skills. Some are faster, more maneuverable, or can perform special tricks. Only handmade brooms can be modified; the best new brooms are all commercial and made with magic in factories. Also properly modified handmade can beat a new commercial broom any day."

"Wicked," said Ron as he smiled at Harry.

Hermione was now smiling, but she quickly asked, "But if the art was lost how are we going to use the kit?"

"My family has passed down the knowledge of how to modify brooms for generations. This knowledge is very secretive; it was only passed between family. I am teaching Harry and Mr. Olivander because I felt that they are the best people to tell about it. Harry, you need it not only for the power of a modified broom, but because the process will teach you some important things for your training. Mr. Olivander is going to produce handmade modified for select individuals who deserve them. I personally hate the commercials so I thought I would give Olivander an edge on his handmades. Maybe even bring back the sport of modifying," finished Professor Alexander as he looked at his companions.

So can I have one? Ron asked, beaming.

Yea, yea, me too," Ginny added, smiling as well.

"Well that’s up to Harry or Olivander. You will have to ask them once they learn the skills. I am only helping this time because I want to teach them the skills by example. Also because we are modifying a very, very powerful broom, only a master of the secrets of my family should ever attempt to modify Harry’s new broom," said Alexander, looking at Harry.

“You mean that old thing Harry has is supposed to be a very good broom?" Ron asked, looking at the Black Supernova.

“The former master of that broom was the man responsible for the end of broom‑modifying. He was undefeated for over 300 years in every sort of competition that had to do with brooms. What’s more, he never fully powered up his broom, so we really have no idea of how powerful it can become," said Harry proudly as then reached The Broom Closet and entered.

Mr Olivander looked up, looking 20 years younger with a smile on his face. "Hello Harry, Master Canem. Welcome to my shop; let me just close the door and we can head back to the shop to work on the broom. You don’t know how long I have been looking forward to this. These few days have been eternal for me," 

"Sounds good, Mr. Olivander, I am looking forward to this as well," said Harry as he saw the old man nearly jump over the counter and lock the door. Then he led them all to the back where there were many tables filled with tools and gadgets like Harry had never seen."

Alexander summoned three chairs in the corner. “Ok you three, have a seat. Olivander, Harry and me will begin our work,” he said and pointed to the chairs so that Ron, Hermione, and Ginny would take a seat.

“Ok Harry put the broom on the main table and expand your kit in the table next to it,” Alexander instructed. Harry put the broom on the table that had a sort of stand to hold it 2 feet above the table. Then he pulled out his kit and expanded it to full size next to the table.

“Professor, you said I had something to learn about my training by modifying my broom. What did you mean?” Harry asked as he was curious to know what to pay attention to before starting.

“Yes Harry, you do,” Alexander said taking them to a corner where they could not be overheard by the other three. “The main secret of broom modification is in this one lesson, Harry this is the lesson you need to learn. Everything around us, be it alive, inanimate, visible, or intangible has an energy inside of it. Living things have a stronger energy than non living things, but everything has distinct energy kinds. The secret to broom modification is to unite the correct materials with the correct spells to harness the power of those materials into the broom. To do so, one must learn to see this energy within the objects around you; how well you do so will determine how good of a modifier you are. This skill is not genetic, it is learned, and its name is Kivide. How well you learn though depends on your innate abilities to comprehend and use these skills.”

This is correct?

So anyone can modify brooms if he learns how to see this energy, Mr. Olivander asked, smiling as if he finally understood a secret that had long been lost.

Yes and no; seeing the energy is one thing. Knowing what that energy can do, and then how to extract it to its full potential is the critical part, Alexander said, smiling. This is what made some kits better than others: the creator’s skill at finding materials and methods to use them.

So we can learn all this in three days? Harry asked, realizing that this did not sound so simple.

No, it takes lifetimes to learn. But all that work has mostly already been done for you. That is what the manual that came with the kit is for. The part that was missing is the ability to see the energy and to properly manipulate it out of the material. This is what I will teach you: the sight and the skill. I’ll leave you a beginner’s manual, Mr. Olivander, enough so that you can create some strong brooms and then it’s up to you and those who follow you to gather the materials and knowledge to make better brooms. Trust me, even this basic knowledge will make brooms decades ahead of anything that exists. The secrets that I’ll use now are so advanced that I don’t think I would be able to explain them to you, Alexander said looking at Mr. Olivander who was slightly disappointed.

I understand; no one can expect to learn something this powerful without working at it, Mr. Olivander said as his smile returned at the thought of learning.

Well then what is it that we need to do first? …

"Patience, Harry, first I will teach you the sight, Kivide. The spell is simple, but doing it correctly requires practice. You must reach into the magic within you, focus it on your eyes and use your wand saying the spell “Revele,” with time you may learn to do this without a wand or even without saying the spell," Alexander explained and then signaled for them to try.

Both focused and then said “Revele” and opened their eyes.

“Weird, I can see everything in the room but it all looks like light instead of figures, I can see small variations in color,” said Harry as he surveyed the room.

“I can only see light, no variations,” responded Olivander as he looked around.

Alexander nodded. “It is a start; the longer you maintain this and the more you focus, the better your vision will get, but I must warn you that this magic will drain you the more you use it. Also, as your vision gets stronger it will expend even more energy. For today I want you to maintain this vision and focus your energy on making it sharper. So, to keep it private, I will explain what I do as I go along, using telekinesis and projecting the occasional image so you can see what I see," said Alexander as he nodded toward the three observers in the chairs.

“Sounds good, let’s get started,” Harry said and headed towards the kit.

The next 3 hours were spent as Alexander explained the contents of the kit to both of them psychically. They learned that different woods had different patterns of energy, that some were better for maneuverability, others for speed, and others for endurance. Then how different metals interacted with a broom. Then he explained the use of crystals in and their properties. So on and so forth until they had gone through all the material in the kit. Every once in a while he had shot them visual images to show them how the colors and patterns shifted so that they would get the hang of it.

The three observers had grown bored and realized that Alexander was explaining everything with his mind so that they could not hear.

“This is boring, let's go out and window shop or something” Ron suggested.

“Oh relax Ron; it will get interesting when they start working on the broom. Besides we have already looted most of Diagon Alley anyways. It would be pointless to go window shopping.” Hermione added as she stared intently at the group and what they were doing.

“I agree with Hermione, this may be boring now but I bet it will get better once they start working” Ginny said as she joined Hermione in staring at the other three.

Finally, Alexander headed towards the broom. All eyes turned to him as he lifted it and started to take it apart. “First off we need to return this broom to initial condition. That means returning it to a normal, well‑functioning, hand‑made broom. This is the point where all broom modification must start from. As this broom has already been modified you will find that there are parts that I fail to explain or tell you to ignore; this is because they are not part of the makeup of a regular broom. I will explain these parts when we start modifying.” For Olivander, this was like a refresher course in broom building, but he still paid attention as from time to time he learned something that he hadn’t heard of before. Harry on the other hand was hanging on every word and detail.

Alexander started off with the handle and explained its different parts and how this was the most important part of the broom physically. Then he moved on to the bottom where he explained how each part of it from the bristles to the binding was important for one reason or another. Then he finished with the accessories that could be added like hand warmers, foot rests, etc., and the pros and cons of each. Finally, he began to work repairing the broom in some places and in others totally replacing a part. He took out a lot of small jewels, nails, rings, and other things that he didn’t explain but set aside. By the end of the day he had put the broom back together as he had restored it to working condition.

“Ok, Harry, you can take this out for a small test drive, but be careful. It will be almost as fast as your Firebolt; try not to do too much on it, as it still has some alterations that might be dangerous if activated while incomplete. Tomorrow we will be going out in search of some materials, then I hope to have enough time to begin the modification. From what I have noticed in the kit, we have the great majority of the materials we will need, so I expect to start working early.” Alexander concluded, now talking out loud and handing Harry the broom.

Everyone then said goodbye to Mr. Olivander and headed home. When they got to the House of Black, Harry skipped dinner and headed out.

“Where you heading, Harry?” asked Ron as he was sitting at the table getting ready to devour his food.

“Well, I am not really hungry, so I thought I would test the broom out a bit,” Harry said as his hand turned to knob to the yard.

“Ok, Harry, remember what the Professor said; don’t overdo it. We will catch up with you after dinner.” Hermione said as the food was laid on the table.

Harry stood outside in the cold, damp air. He sat on the broom and then kicked off. The sudden rush of air almost shocked him. This broom had accelerated very fast and was now traveling across the sky. It was true that it wasn’t as fast as his Firebolt, but the acceleration rate was incredible. As he tested its maneuverability he noticed that it far exceeded the Firebolt; it quickly did what he wanted with far less effort than normal. “If this is how it performs at the minimal, I can’t wait to see what it can do at full power,” he thought as he headed down after half an hour of riding. Below Ginny, Hermione, and Ron were waiting. He took each of them up in turn and showed them a bit of what the broom could do, making sure not to overwork it as Alexander had suggested. Some of the moves he made caused the broom to vibrate violently which he took as a sign to stop and not try it anymore. His eyes felt tired, and so did he; he had not released the spell since he put it on in the morning. His vision had gotten better as colors were now more vivid and figures more solid; this was a great help since it was almost like having advanced night vision. He still couldn’t see patterns but he was sure it would come in time. Finally he headed down, and went to bed completely exhausted.

Then next morning they all had breakfast and headed out. They picked up Olivander and then Alexander Apparated them all to a large forest. Harry thought he recognized it.

“Professor, where are we?” he asked even though in the back of his mind he knew the answer.

"This is the Forbidden Forest of Hogwarts; I would think you would recognize it by now from what Dumbledore told me," Alexander said as he chuckled.

Harry read his friends' minds. Ron shivered at the thought of the spiders that lived there. Hermione was concerned more about the fact that she thought she was breaking a rule than the actual danger. Ginny was just having fun.

"So Professor, why did we come here?" asked Hermione as she snapped out of it.

"This forest has a great variety of magical creatures; also thanks to Professor Sprout the plant life is extremely more diverse than is normal for a forest in this part of the world. In other words it’s a great place to hunt for materials," Alexander said triumphantly. "Now, don’t be afraid, just stick behind me. Some of the animals and plants we are going to go see aren’t exactly the friendliest." He said and then sent a message to Harry and Olivander to use Kivide to look at the forest.

Everyone lined up behind Professor Alexander and they headed off. The first hour was pretty relaxed as they went through a variety of plants and minerals gathering some basic materials like stones, crystals, ores, leafs, twigs, seeds, flowers, and wood. Then the next half‑hour was dedicated to small animals; they took some fur, nails, and such from them. It was around this time that the Professor let out a call and a pair of unicorns—one female, one male—appeared. He told everyone to come close and pet them. Meanwhile he talked to them in a weird language that they seemed to understand. He then gathered some scrapings from their hooves and horns, gathered some hair and then the two left the group alone."

“Wow, Professor, how did you do that?” asked Ginny.

“I used an old language that has long been forgotten; unicorns understand it. It helps to bring them out, but they only did so because they sensed we were trustworthy. Unicorns have some very good materials,” Alexander said smiling. Suddenly, he turned his head toward the woods. “Looks like we have company, excellent! I was meaning to get some materials from Centaurs. Hey Firenze, you come out; we won’t harm you,” he said as a bright red centaur that Harry recognized as his Divination teacher showed up.

“Canem, I was expecting you. I saw in the stars that you would be coming today. May I offer you any assistance?” the brave Centaur said as he approached the group.

“No need to worry, Firenze; I have it covered. You know that I need no protection. Though there is something you can do for me, I need some of your hair and a bit of a scraping from your hoof if that is alright,” Alexander said smiling at the Centaur.

“Normally I would never allow it, but I know who you are. Therefore I will not deny you what you ask,” said Firenze and then got close as Alexander took what he needed and then got up to shake the Centaurs hand.

“Well, it was good seeing you; I will talk to you some more when the year begins at Hogwarts,” said the Professor as he led the group deeper into the forest. “Now everyone, it is time for you to get on your guard. This next hour will be very dangerous and I expect you to follow my instructions to the letter,” he said now very serious.

They all agreed and got closer together, they drew their wands and prepared. The first stop was a large cave that Harry and Ron recognized immediately; Ron was shaking in fear, and could not speak. “Why are we here, this is where me and Ron almost got eaten by Aragog, Hagrid’s pet spider” said Harry as Ron cringed at the mention of the word spider.

“Stay back, I need to speak to Aragog’s successor. I need strong materials so only the oldest spider will do” Alexander said as he entered the cave. The group stayed outside waiting. Soon they heard a great commotion inside and then silence again. Eventually Alexander came back out with a large fang in his hand looking none perfectly unscathed. “They are a feisty bunch aren’t they? Had to hex a few hundred of them but they soon saw things my way. I got the hair, eyes, web, and the fang that I needed. Would have been far less painful for them to just hand them over but hey, not everything can be perfect.” He said laughing loudly as the group just gawked at him as they continued on their way. From then on Alexander would take the lead as they dealt with dangerous plants like Whomping willows, and Cobra Vines and deadly animals like Hippogriffs, Manticores, and Hydras. He would either talk to them or physically beat them into giving him what he wanted. By the end of the hour he had a sack full of materials and a group of very shocked followers.

“I never knew that broom modification was this dangerous” said Mr. Olivander wiping his brow and laughing nervously. “I guess that this is also a reason why people stopped doing it. I mean going through all that and then loosing must be very irritating indeed”

“Bloody hell, Harry, I don’t want a modified broom anymore,” said Ron still fighting the images of spiders trying to eat him out of his head.

“I think that was fun, can’t wait to come back with Harry to get the stuff so he can modify my broom.” Ginny said smiling as she hooked her arm into Harry’s.

“I don’t know about that, Ginny; I don’t think I am as skilled as Professor Alexander at this,” Harry said nervously as he realized that making the broom wasn’t the problem, it was surviving the material gathering that was. Still, as he saw how his teacher beat all those animals down using very little spells, he was more determined to complete his training and gain his professor’s power.

“Not to worry, Harry, the kit has a special power that automatically duplicates all materials put into it so that you never run out.” I only came out here because some of them were either too old or there never was any of them in the kit. Now that I have you stocked, you will only have to come back if you are looking for new materials for your‑kit,” Alexander said sensing how nervous Harry was.

They all headed back to shop where everyone took the same positions they had the day before. Ginny, Hermione, and Ron sat down and Harry and Olivander listened psychically to Alexander.

"Ok today you will learn of the art of broom modification. I will show step by step what must be done, it what order it must be done, and in what manner," explained Alexander as he took the broom apart again. He then began the explanation of what he was going to do to each part. He took out the ingredients and explained what each would do. As he named what some of the ingredients were, both Harry and Olivander couldn’t help wondering how difficult obtaining it would be if it were up to them to do it. Then when he had finished explaining and had all his materials out, Alexander began to put them to use. He grabbed the manual and started to mix potions with his ingredients. Then he grabbed some items and threw them into small containers together and chanted spells. The ingredients would grind, melt, and fuse together into new objects. Some would get absorbed into others without leaving a trace; they all were entranced at how this was occurring. Harry and Olivander began to take mental notes of some of the simpler spells but eventually gave up at their increasing complexity. Harry figured the manual was his anyway so he could just read it, Olivander figured that the book Alexander promised him would include the important ones. Alexander then began to add things to the broom, some he would put on like ornaments on the outside, others would fuse into the wood, some he would intertwine or tangle with the bristles. Eventually he called it a night and said they would finish tomorrow as some of the potions needed to stew a bit more."

They headed home and had a big dinner. Harry was beginning to feel a lot more tired as his magic vision was now much stronger and was seriously draining him. They all headed up to bed for a good night's rest.

"Harry, you mind if I join you tonight," whispered Ginny to Harry as they went up the stairs. She was smiling wickedly at the thoughts in her head.

"Sorry Ginny, I am very tired after today," answered Harry as he yawned.

"Please," begged Ginny, giving him a look like a child who wants something.

Harry really couldn’t say no to her when she did that, but today he was just too tired. As he was about to say no he started to notice that Ginny had patterns on her and that those patterns were changing back and forth. His magical vision now allowed him to see patterns, "Yes, one step closer in my training," he thought. He grew very curious as to learning more about these patterns he could now see. "Ok, Ginny, come on, just don’t let Ron catch you," he said smiling devilishly at Ginny.

"Yes, score, don’t worry Hermione will take care of him," she said. The patterns in her changed again as she grew happy, and both of them headed to Harry’s bedroom. The rest of the night Harry focused on Ginny’s patterns as her emotional state changed, he began to see some of the things that Alexander had explained to him. With this sight Harry could probably predict how a person was going to react, or at least how they felt when he was around. This could be useful in finding enemies where you least expect them, but something told Harry that wasn’t all there was to it.

Harry awoke the next morning feeling refreshed. He went down to breakfast and was soon joined by all his friends and Alexander. His teacher signaled him to follow; they both went into the study.

"Harry I have some interesting news from the Ministry" said the Professor with a smile on his face.

This intrigued Harry as he rarely heard anything positive from the Ministry. "Oh please, do tell" he said sarcastically.

Twenty minutes later Harry emerged with a very big smile on his face, followed closely by an equally happy professor.

"What are you two smiling about?" asked Ron as he saw the two.

"Oh nothing" said Harry in the most innocent voice he could muster.

"Oh, oh, what did you do?" asked Hermione sensing trouble.

"It’s nothing, just a secret I just found out about" said Harry casually as he began to eat.

"What secret?" said Ginny now very interested and looking expectantly at Harry.

"Please tell us" added Hermione and Ron as they too were very curious.

“No, not going to. You will find out when we get to Hogwarts anyways" Harry said with a tone of finality.

"Well if we will find out at Hogwarts then I don’t see why we can’t wait a day" said Hermione trying to restrain her boyfriend. She knew that if Harry was keeping the secret it was because it was supposed to stay that way for now.

"Oh, alright" said both Weasleys.

They finished breakfast and headed to the shop to finish Harry’s broom; he was carrying the bag with the unfinished Supernova, and he also had his Firebolt. Ron noticed it and told Hermione, who just shrugged it off. They were too excited to see what all the work was going to add up to, to care about it. As they walked in, Mr. Olivander greeted them. Harry and Professor Alexander took him aside and started to whisper to him.

“So do you have any left?” asked Harry, looking expectantly at Mr. Olivander.

“We are in luck; I still have nine of them, half of them are returns, though,” said Mr. Olivander, now very enthused as he led them over to where he kept the older models.

“Ok we will take these six,” said Professor Alexander as he picked up six brooms from the mix. He grabbed three used and three new ones from the rack. The other three soon realized that those brooms were all Firebolts. “Ok, when we are done with the Supernova we will do these,” he said smiling.

“What are you up to?” asked Hermione as they headed into the back.

“That’s another secret,” answered Professor Alexander as they set the brooms down with Harry’s Firebolt. And then set up the Supernova.

“Oh, please tell us. Please,” whined Ginny as she looked at Harry.

“Nope, sorry, these are top secret. Plus, I want you all to swear that you will mention none of this to anyone. I’ll tell you all in due time. There is a very good reason for this; you will know part of it tomorrow at the banquet,” Harry said and then waited for the other three to swear. When they did he turned back to work.

After about two hours of Alexander explaining things mentally and then putting more stuff on the Supernova, he smiled and turned to the three. “I have finished putting in the finishing touches, come over here. You don’t want to miss this.” Sensing the excitement in his voice, the other three approached and stood looking at the broom. It looked brand new; the sleek black handle looked beautiful. On the handle where several jewels, engravings, metallic ornaments, and things that could only be animal and wood in origin. The place where the rider puts his hands was covered in gold and had the inscription of “Black Supernova” on the side. There were foot rests for the rider and the back side had intricate bristle work that looked like precious things where weaved into each group of bristles.

Alexander signaled them to stand back and then he chanted a long spell. When he finished the broom suddenly lifted off the stand and shinned [sic] so brilliantly that it blinded all there. Then it rested back on its stand. As they all regained vision they saw that the broom now emanated a slight glow, it looked fully polished and everything looks clean and orderly. “That is called the binding. It’s a spell that only broom modifiers knew, that binds all the elements magically into one single unbreakable unit. …

“Harry, I now give you the most powerful broom ever created. It will answer only to your command or that of your heir. No other person can use it unless you give them your permission. Not even Polyjuice or the Imperious curse can override it. If you die, it will obey only the person who you would have wanted to have it,” instructed Alexander as he looked at Harry admiringly. Then he grew serious: “Harry, I must warn you now. You are not ready to use all the power this broom has. You will have to practice diligently, and together with the training I will submit you to, you will eventually master all its power. Until then I recommend you take it very slow if you don’t want to end up severely injured or extremely dead,” he finished in a very grave tone.

Harry understood, and put the broom away. He then turned to his Ginny, Ron, and Hermione. “Guys, we need you to go back to your seats. We have seven more brooms to work on now,” he said smiling … and ...

Alexander picked three of the brooms and handed one to Harry and one to Olivander. "Ok, I will telepathically tell you what you need to do to each. When I am done with mine I will go and help you with yours," instructed Alexander and then split up and began to work on their brooms. Alexander worked fast on his and within the hour he had finished. He headed over to Harry to help him since he was the one that knew the least about brooms. With his help they finished in twenty minutes and then all three helped Olivander with the finishing touches on his that only took 5 minutes. When Alexander had made sure all three were ready he cast the binding and three blinding lights appeared, after one last look he knew they were done. Ron read that they now said "Firebolt MC" on the side instead of just Firebolt.

Alexander headed over and grabbed two more brooms from the pile. He handed one to Harry and Olivander, explained a bit of the design changes, and then began to work on his own. After another hour and fifteen minutes he was done, so he helped them with their broom and together they were done in 15 minutes. Once again Alexander bound them, then gave them a look and said they were done. Hermione went to take a look, these said "Firebolt MB" on the side.

Now Alexander grabbed the last broom out of the lot they had bought. He took it to the main stand, gave some brief instructions, and all three of them began to work on it. This time it only took them 40 minutes to finish, then Alexander bound it, looked it over and set it aside. Ginny took her queue and went to look. This one had the inscription "Firebolt MK" on the side.

Finally, Harry went over and grabbed his old Firebolt, and took it to the stand. Once again Alexander gave out his instructions, and all three began to work at it. This time it took them an hour to finish. Alexander gave it on last look, modified it a bit, then he proceeded to bind it. One last look and he was satisfied. They called everyone over; this last one had the inscription “Firebolt MS”. They didn’t ask anything since they knew they would get no answers till Harry decided to tell them.

“I will send word to Gringots to pay the bill for the brooms” said Harry as he wiped the sweat from his brow and stored all the brooms away in the same bag he had brought his Firebolt.

“Ok Olivander, I have kept my part of the bargain. All except this one last thing. Harry can I borrow the Black Supernova for 10 minutes.” Alexander asked Harry. Harry nodded and handed him the broom. They went outside and Alexander got on and signaled Olivander to get on behind him and hold on tight. He kicked off and totally vanished, after 15 minutes they appeared back on the ground. Olivander looked shaken, a bit pale, but he had a huge smile on his face.

“I can die a happy man now. That was incredible, the speed, the power, the moves, I see now the true power of broom modification. As agreed I will make more only for those that deserve them, keeping the technique secret. I will never charge more than they can afford” said Olivander as he headed into the shop giddy with laughter.

Harry handed Alexander the big bag with all the Firebolts and took the Supernova. They all Apparated back at the House of Black. They had dinner and then Harry took his broom out for a test drive. He kicked off the ground gently; the rush of speed was incredible. The Supernova had an unimaginable acceleration; Harry wanted to see how fast it could go, as he tried to restrain the acceleration he picked up speed until he could no longer take it. This broom could go faster than Harry’s body could stand and could get there faster than he could think, Alexander was right to warn him. Had he simply tried to push it to its full potential he would have been knocked out immediately by the speed and fallen off the broom. As he rode a bit more he got the hang of how to keep the speed and acceleration down to where he could stand and then started to check maneuverability. The broom had way too much power, he only wanted to do a slight flip, instead he did an incredibly fast barrel roll before he got it to stop. Harry would need a lot more training and practice to even think of using this broom correctly. He headed down and took his friends up one by one. They all agreed that the Supernova was frighteningly powerful and that Harry should take it very easy with it.

When he had ridden enough he went down to talk to Professor Alexander. As he got off, Alexander was awaiting him in the yard. “Professor, when you said to be careful with this I didn’t expect it to be this dangerous. Are you sure that I will ever be able to ride it safely?” Harry asked looking at his magnificent broom.

“Yea, Harry you will learn how to ride it. Half the problem is your body can’t withstand the power, that we will fix with our training. The other half is just practicing till you can handle how the broom reacts to your commands. One you are strong enough and have learned to deal with the power of the broom then you will be unstoppable,” said the Professor trying to reassure Harry.

“Professor, there is something else I wanted to talk to you about. I can now see patterns in people with the eyesight Kivide taught me. I can tell what mood they're in, but there is something else; I know there is something beyond that sight. I am starting to see a second pattern behind the first, like small rivers within the person. I don’t know what they are, but they are like flashes—I can’t see them for more than an instant every so often. What are they?” he asked as he looked up at Alexander expectantly.”

"Harry, your eyes are progressing fast; that is good. There are several levels to Kivide; some come before others, some come together. The colors tell you about an organism’s, object’s, or force’s nature. The patterns tell you of what state they are in—angry, glad, balanced, unstable, etc. Beneath that there is the pattern you are seeing; it is the pattern of energy within, and that pattern tells you the amount of magic that organism has and how that magic is flowing in the body. Eventually you will be able to see when someone is planning to use magic and even what spell he will use just by watching this flow. Another part of the sight involves specific points in all things. With this sight and the skill that is sister to it, you can strike at these points precisely with special magic. This can either help, modify, or destroy something or someone depending on which points you strike. You could cause incredible healing or incredible pain among many other reactions. Another level of sight will allow you to see what will happen in the near future; it’s like a form of premonition—though it is your mind projecting what will happen based on the movement of all elements around you. It’s like time stops and then you know all the possible outcomes of every move that everything around you is making. You will be aware of everything from the speed of the wind, the intensity of the light, the position of every blade of grass or speck of dust, and every person and their movements. At first the range of this will be a few feet; eventually it could extend for miles around or could be focused in a single direction to see several times that in that one direction."

This is the ultimate sight, Sentemus, and you will need to learn it in order to complete your training,” concluded Alexander as Harry looked on in awe at the possibilities and power that such a sight would bring.

So when do we start training for that? Harry said anxiously. He wanted this sight; this would get him one very large step closer to defeating Voldemort.

Patience, Harry, we will start your real training soon enough," Alexander laughed at the impatience and eagerness of his pupil. "Harry, you have no idea what you are getting yourself into," he thought.

Chapter 11 New Companion

Harry awoke the next morning and got ready for breakfast. Last night he had packed most of his things; after his shower he finished up and closed his trunks. He now had a much easier time carrying them down the stairs than he did when he got there on the day of his birthday. "I guess the training is starting to show," he thought as he placed the trunk next to the door, along with Hedwig and his Supernova. He was the first one in the kitchen, but Mrs. Weasley was already cooking.

Good morning, Harry dear; I thought I would make you all a large breakfast for the long trip to Hogwarts," she said as she dumped a huge plate of food in front of Harry. He dug in and was thoroughly enjoying it. The last few days had been odd for Harry; he had found himself to be much hungrier than he usually was. "I guess it’s all the exercise," he thought as he continued to eat. Soon he was joined by Ron and Hermione, and finally Ginny. She looked stunning; Harry guessed she had been late because she wanted to look good for her first day, look good for him. He finished his plate and then spent time talking to everyone until it was time to go.

Ok people, let’s go, got to be on time and all," said Hermione in a very motherly tone that sounded somewhat bossy.

"Yes, mother," said Harry and Ron. They laughed as Hermione blushed. They all Apparated straight to the platform and then saw that their things were stowed before boarding the train. Harry stayed behind as he was waiting for a couple of people.

"Hey Ginny, get into a compartment; I will be there in a bit," Harry said as his friend boarded. Ginny nodded, smiled, and went in. Harry really didn’t want to ask her, but Ron and Hermione had Head Boy and Head Girl detail, so they were going to be busy until later. Soon Harry caught sight of Professor Alexander approaching. "Hey Professor, did you bring them?" Harry asked grinning.

"Oh, but of course, Harry. I wouldn’t go forgetting our secret weapon. I will take care of them until it’s time. Enjoy the banquet, Harry; tomorrow we start training and you aren’t going to enjoy it. I can guarantee that," Alexander said smiling.

"I will, Professor, and I don’t care if I don’t enjoy it, as long as it is intensive so that I get strong fast," Harry responded with conviction.

"We will see, Harry; we will see," Alexander responded mischievously. He looked at Harry and knew what he was up to. "Don’t worry, Mr. Malfoy and Rose are going to be here briefly. Try not to get into too much trouble, Ginny really doesn’t like her. Also I wouldn’t go trusting her yet, not until she gets to know you," he added as if he knew something Harry didn’t.

"Don’t you mean until I get to know her?" Harry asked, raising his eyebrow.

"Nope, I got it right the first time," Alexander responded as he got into the train.

"I am going to have to ask him about that tomorrow," thought Harry, but then he caught sight of Malfoy and Rose. Harry hid himself behind one of the arches.

"Well Rose, I think you will enjoy Hogwarts. At least the weather is much better than where you come from, and the robes are less stuffy. In truth I don’t know how you could have enjoyed such a primitive place," he heard an arrogant Malfoy boast. Meanwhile she was pulling her trunk with difficulty and was trying to drop Draco the hint to help her. All the men around were staring at her, like Harry was; she was hauntingly beautiful even when mad.

"Draco, I really don’t care much for your opinions, now if you don’t mind why don’t you…" she started, but Draco cut her off.

"Now we best hurry before we run into…" Harry interrupted him as he got out from behind the pillar.

"Hey Drackie, how’s it going?" Harry said in a mocking tone.

"Potter! What do you want?" groaned Malfoy as he stared at Harry.

Harry ignored him and walked up to Rose. She looked great; she was wearing a black corset, and a black skirt that was almost too short. He grabbed her hand and kissed it. "Hello Rose, I have been waiting for you. You look stunning today."

She blushed. "Why thank you, Mr. Potter. It is a pleasure to see you this morning," she said as she looked at Harry with a smile."

“Please call me Harry. And as for your question Malfoy, I am here for my prize. Frankly, I don’t like the fact that you treated her as an object so I don’t like calling her “my prize” but I guess that is what she is. She will be hanging with me and my friends for the rest of the year. You lost that bet fair and square; wizards can’t go back on their word. Frankly, I don’t know how she stands you let alone how she can stomach being your girlfriend. Anyways, I think she will rather enjoy her year in my company than yours.” Harry concluded smirking as he led her away. Malfoy was fuming. Harry noticed she was carrying her trunk and offered to help her.

“Why thank you, Harry; it is nice to see there are some people left with manners in this world,” Rose said as she looked at Malfoy with a look of disgust. He was truly dumbstruck at what she had just said. Harry led her into the train and then he started searching for their compartment. He finally saw Ginny’s red hair through the window and opened the door.

She looked up smiling at Harry. “Hey, Harry, what took you so long? I was starting to…” her face totally changed; she was now very upset. “What is she doing here?” she said as she saw who came in behind Harry.

“Now Ginny, behave. Rose is under our protection now; hopefully after a while with us she will come to her senses and dump that git Malfoy,” Harry said trying to lighten the mood.

“Harry, she is dating a Slytherin. She probably is a Slytherin herself. We can’t trust her.” Ginny said as she stared down Rose.

Rose looked ready to leave, but Harry stopped her. "Ginny, she isn’t a Slytherin yet. Now calm down and try to be civil. She hasn’t done anything wrong, so let’s give her the benefit of the doubt," Harry said as he took a seat opposite Ginny. Ginny was still angry and glaring at Rose. Rose just smiled wickedly and then sat next to Harry. Ginny was livid but didn’t want to upset Harry, so she stayed quiet.

"So Rose, how did you end up with Malfoy?" asked Harry trying to break the tension.

"Oh trust me, that was not by choice. Our fathers are very close and arranged for us to be together. I fought it as much as I could; thankfully I talked my dad out of making me get engaged to that retard. Still he basically forced me to be his girlfriend, I think he hopes I will grow to like him or something," she finished and looked at Harry. "The boy is handsome, and those eyes. I could…what am I thinking? Remember my mission," she thought as she shook her head of the trance.

"Anything wrong?" asked Harry as he looked at her. He suddenly felt like ice was against his chest. He looked at Ginny, "Ginny, calm yourself down," he said telepathically.

She just got up and walked out. As she left she said, "Whatever," and then stormed off.

"What is her problem?" Rose said after the door slammed shut. She knew what the problem was and she liked the end result. So she smiled inwardly.

“Well me and her have history, but we are just friends now. I think she is just a bit jealous that I am paying attention to you. She is very protective and she doesn’t exactly trust you” Harry said trying to smooth over the situation. He really wanted this new girl to feel comfortable. “Man she is gorgeous, those red eyes. What am I thinking…she is Malfoy’s girl. I can’t trust her” he thought.

Rose broke the silence, “So now that we are alone, tell me more about yourself” she said smiling at Harry.

Harry felt a tingle, “Well what do you want to know?” he said and smiled back at Rose.

Rose felt a jolt, “Well you are the Boy Who Lived” she said trying to shake it off.

“I hate that name, I am just Harry Potter. I am a normal guy, with very large problems, but normal none the less” he responded now very serious.

She had struck a nerve, “Better change the subject” she thought. “Well what do you like to do Mr. Normal Harry Potter” she said and giggled.

Harry’s anger faded. “Well I really love Quidditch. I am captain of the team, and the best Seeker at Hogwarts if I do say so myself” Harry said proudly. Why was he trying to show off to this girl?

“Really now, where I am from we had some pretty good Seekers. I don’t know if you could match up to them” she said trying to taunt him a bit. She liked people with ego; it was fun to mess with them.

“Well I don’t know where you are from, but soon we will find out just how they match up with me” Harry said and then covered his mouth. He wasn’t supposed to say anything, why did he let that slip.

This outburst of swagger impressed her, “What do you mean?” she asked intrigued.

“Sorry, I can’t tell you anything about it. It is a secret; you will find out at the banquet.” Harry said, hoping she would drop it. For some reason he didn’t think he could say no to this girl. Something about her was so attractive and mysterious.

“Oh well, if I am going to find out anyway, I guess I can wait. Just hope the mystery is worth all this drama. So tell me about your friends,” she said, changing the subject. Normally she would dig into a mystery, but for some reason the boy made her doubt herself. Something about him seemed so familiar, and it made her feel…weird.

“Well there is Ron; he is my best mate. He is the Keeper for our team, he is really nice although he is a bit thick, and stubborn at times. Though you won’t find a better Wizards Chess player in all of Hogwarts. Hermione, well she is a know‑it‑all, she can be annoying at times since she loves to follow the rules, but she is really nice. She is a great friend and very helpful once you get past all that. Ginny is a year younger than me; like I said we have history. She is a good friend, but that is it. Other than that I am pretty tight with most of the Gryffindors,” Harry concluded as he stared at Rose. “So what about you? Tell me about yourself.”

“I, well, I am from Russia. My favorite hobbies are to singing and Quidditch. I played Chaser on my house team. I was also on the house band. My mom was Russian Magic nobility, she and my dad got together a year before I was born. I was born here in England. My mom said that he seduced her, I don’t know if that is true though, my mom…well she is….she is a vampire” she said and looked up at Harry, he just smiled with curiosity. “Well she was bitten a long time ago, longer than she will admit. See my mom was a witch that was prone to trouble. My grandma was a Veela, so men tended to throw themselves at my mom and she liked playing with them. One day, one of them didn’t like being toyed with and he bit her, he was a vampire, and he cursed her to immortality. This only made her more irresistible, so that is why I said I don’t think she was the one that was seduced” she finished and then looked up at Harry again fully expecting him to be shocked.

“Well that explains a few things. You have this whole mysterious aura to you. I guess it’s because you’re half Vampire and a quarter Veela. Or am I missing something, don’t tell me your dad was a werewolf or something” Harry said with a chuckle.

Rose was relieved and laughed as well. “No, my dad was a wizard. People didn’t really like him; I never met him until about a year and a half ago. He showed up at my mom’s and demanded that I go with him, my parents fought and needless to say my mom lost and I had to go with my dad. I wanted to go back to school in Durmstrang but dad insisted I go to Hogwarts. Then he forced me to be that git Malfoy’s girlfriend. Frankly I am starting to understand why people didn’t like him” she said with a certain tone of sadness.

“So that’s where you’re from. I met a guy from Durmstrang his name was Krum. He was a pretty nice guy, and a great Seeker.

“Oh right, you two fought in the Tri Wizard Tournament. I forgot about that. I knew him; I think he once talked about you said you had skills. Mostly though he was obsessed with the girl Hermonini or something like that” she said and then stopped when Harry started laughing.

“He never could get her name right. Hermione and him had a thing for a while, drove Ron bonkers” Harry said laughing as he told her about how jealous Ron was that year and the year after when Hermione was writing to him. The door opened and in walked Ron and Hermione.

“What are you two laughing at?” asked Ron as he took a seat. Hermione sat next to him.

“Oh, Rose here … used to go to Durmstrang” Harry ‑ in between laughs.

“I knew I recognized those robes you were wearing in Diagon Alley. Krum had some just like those” Hermione quickly said. Ron cringed at the name and grew upset.

“Yea, she knew him too; we were just talking about this big crush he had on this girl called Hermonini,” Harry said, trying to contain himself as he saw the reaction Ron had; he looked livid. Hermione blushed crimson. Harry and Rose just laughed harder.

“OH SOD OFF YOU TWO. You both are becoming rather chummy aren’t you?” bellowed Ron in one of his typical fits.

“Now, now, Ron, you got her in the end, didn't you?” said Harry, trying to calm his friend down.

“Damn straight,” Ron exclaimed as he put his arm over Hermione.

“Really, Ron, you know nothing happened between me and Victor,” Hermione said, trying to shake off her embarrassment.

“Oh, oh, big mistake, Mione,” Harry thought.

“SINCE WHEN DO YOU CALL HIM VICTOR? Have you been writing to him again?” Ron screamed as he was infuriated again.

“Ron, calm down. Don’t act like a jealous git,” Hermione said as she now was getting aggravated as well.

Harry got up before this escalated. “Both of you, calm down. Ron, Hermione is right; you are acting like an idiot. You know that Krum never even kissed her, so drop it or do you want me to spill what else you and Hermione have been doing this summer that Krum never did?” Harry said and gave Ron a smile of pure mischief.

“What are you talking about…wait, you wouldn’t,” Ron said as it dawned on him what Harry was talking about.

“Oh I would. And Hermione, you know better than to go saying anything that ever remotely sounds like Victor around Ron. The poor guys were head over heels for you and you were going out with the biggest name in Quidditch,” Harry concluded and then watched as his two friends looked at each other and then made up and then started snogging.”

"Well, this is going to take a while. Don’t worry; for the rest of the train ride we will be totally invisible to them," Harry said and began to laugh. Then an idea popped into his head: "Say Rose, you wouldn’t happen to be in the mood for some fun, would you?" he asked with a look of mischief on his face.

Rose’s heart skipped a beat as she saw his grin. "What exactly did you have in mind?" she responded as his mind began to race with possibilities.

"Well, it is a long ride, and it would be interesting to play a bit of a prank on your boyfriend Malfoy," Harry said as his plan began to form in his head.

Rose smiled; it wasn’t what she expected him to ask, but then again it wasn’t a bad idea. "Let’s do it; what’s the play?" she said as Harry opened the door and she followed him out.

"Well, you are going to be the bait…," Harry began as they walked up to where they figured Malfoy would be.

Rose entered the compartment; Malfoy was there with a few of the Slytherin girls. "Hey, you gorgeous git, miss me?" she said seductively. All the Slytherin girls looked at her with distrust.

"Rose! What are you doing here? How did you get away from Potter and his hero patrol?" asked Malfoy, smiling at being called gorgeous and ignoring the git part.

"Well, they fell asleep and I was bored. So, are you interested in having some fun? I found an empty storage room as I was looking for you. Are you interested in joining me for some 'conversation'?" she asked, making the last part sound every bit as naughty as intended.

Draco’s jaw dropped, “Uh-huh” is all he managed to utter as she led him out into the hallway. She opened the door to a spacious closet and threw him in.

“Ok then, now take off your shirt and your pants” she commanded.

Draco obeyed and threw off his shirt. He started to take of his pants, but then noticed that she was still very much dressed. “Well what about you?” he asked as he unzipped.

“Hey, listen boy. I will get undressed when I am good and ready, now shut up and get down to your boxers or else” she said seriously as she made for the door.

“Ok, ok, no need for you to leave” he said as he slid out of his pants and stood in nothing but boxers and socks.

“Good, now comes the fun part” she said as she approached him seductively. He closed his eyes as she leaned in to kiss him. “Stupefy” she said in a soft voice, and Draco was on the floor stunned.

“Ok then, part one of the plan is successful, now lets move to part two” Harry said coming out from under his invisibility cloak. “So what shall we make him sing?” he asked with a big smile on his face.

“I have an idea” Rose replied with an equally large smile on hers as she and Harry set to doing the necessary spells.

Moments later, one of the Weasley’s trademark fireworks spun through the train hall. Every student and teacher came out and saw Malfoy in his boxers and socks. Then music began to sound as a top hat appeared out of thin air in his hand.

“Hello my darling, hello my baby, hello my ragtime gal…” He began as he danced through the aisle, kicking his legs up one at a time. Everyone began to laugh, even the teachers and the Slytherins. But two people were laughing harder than the rest.

“Where did you get that song from?” Harry asked through his laughs.

“It’s from a popular cartoon I saw as a kid. This hilarious frog did it,” Rose responded as she clutched her stomach to restrain the laughs. “So where did you come up with the idea?” she asked.

“Well, my dad, my godfather, and his friends were quite the pranksters in their day; they called themselves the Marauders. I found a book where they recorded all the stuff they used to pull. I decided since I really don’t care much about school this year that I would honor their memory,” Harry explained as Malfoy made a move to come back singing his song. The teachers were now trying to catch him to break the spell; Slughorn got kicked in his ass as he got in front of Malfoy's dance and was now running away as Malfoy furiously danced in his direction.

Rose laughed even harder at this. “You mind if I join you, New Marauders?” she said as the teacher had now immobilized Draco and was trying to wake him up.

Harry stopped at this and thought about it a minute. “Well, I hadn’t really thought of making a group. I was planning on just doing some pranks on my own, yet the idea is tempting. We will need more people, and we will need a new name, something that reminds people of the Marauders but still makes the distinction that we are a new group,” Harry said, now getting a bit enthused with the idea.

Well I still think New Marauders sounds good enough," Rose said as she now saw Draco wake up and look around. Then he realized the state he was in and tried to make a run for it. The teachers stopped him and took him away.

Harry chuckled at this, "It is ok, but we need something spectacular. Let me think, what would Sirus do? Sirus…that’s it!" he exclaimed, as he looked at Rose and smiled.

"What Harry, come on spill it," Rose said as she looked back at Harry expectantly.

"The Black Marauders, in honor of Sirus Black, my godfather," Harry replied as he started to walk back into his cabin.

"Sounds like a good name, so who else are we going to get to join?" Rose asked as they sat back down in the cabin.

"Well let me ask around, I think Ron would go with it. Hermione might have something to say about that; she definitely wouldn’t join. I don’t think Ginny would join either, since you’re in the group. Maybe Neville and Seamus might join us; I will ask them at the banquet," Harry said as he thought about things. "Wait let me ask Ron," Harry kicked Ron in the shin.

"Ow, what the hell do you want, Harry?" said Ron wincing at the pain.

Harry telepathically talked to his friend and told him what he was planning. "So are you in?" he asked out loud.

"Into what?" Hermione buzzed in, half annoyed with Harry for the interruption, half annoyed with the realization that Harry was up to no good and was getting her boyfriend involved.

Ron smiled, "It’s nothing, Hermione, just plotting against Slytherins. I am in, Harry," Ron said grinning. "So when do we start?" he asked.

"We already did," said Harry, and then sent the images telepathically to his two friends. Ron laughed, and Hermione looked concerned but then burst out laughing as well.

"You…really… shouldn’t have done that, Harry," Hermione said, trying to contain herself.

"That was brilliant, mate," Ron said, as he laughed loudly.

"You know, Harry, I think I am going to enjoy this year. You guys are a lot of fun," Rose said, as she laughed. Harry looked at her and felt his pressure go up.

"Girl, you ain’t seen nothing yet," Harry said with a devilish grin. Rose looked at that smile of wickedness and felt like a cold shower for some reason.

Chapter 12 The Announcement

The Hogwarts Express rolled into the station. As Harry got off he was greeted by the gigantic figure of Hagrid, who gave him a big hug.

“Hello, Harry, wasn’t expecting you here, just got told that you were coming,” he said and then looked around. “Well I have things to do; I will talk to you later. All first‑years line up, you will be coming with me.” Hagrid bellowed loudly as many small scared youths crowded around him.

“What’s that about?” asked Rose as she saw the giant leading the kids one way and everyone else going a different direction.

“Well, all first years are taken to Hogwarts by boat on the lake. Everyone else rides those carriages over there,” Harry said in a matter‑of‑fact tone. He chuckled as this reminded him of Hermione.

“You mean the ones pulled by those weird horses?” Rose chimed in.

“You can see the threstals?” Ron asked, shocked.

“Is that what they are called? So what if I can see them, are they supposed to be invisible or something?” Rose asked slightly annoyed.

“Only a person who has seen people die in front of them can see them,” Harry explained bitterly as he remembered those he had seen fall.

“Oh, I see,” Rose responded bitterly as well.

Harry saw this and decided to liven the mood. “Well these are the two conventional ways of getting here. Me and my friends have had some rather unconventional ones as well.” He said smiling and began to recount all the mischief they had gotten into. He stopped when he spotted some people. “Oy, Seamus, Neville, come with me; I need to talk to you,” he said and then grabbed both Ron and Rose and led them to an empty carriage where they were joined by Seamus and Neville.

“Where are you taking my boyfriend?” Hermione said as she stood on the ground as the carriage whisked the five away. She looked very annoyed, Ginny who had seen the whole thing has a bit more upset, she was livid.

Harry winced at the pain that his pendant cause him. “Damn Ginny, relax” he thought.

“You ok, Harry? What did you want to talk about?” rang in Seamus Finnegan.

“Well gentlemen, and lady I have an interesting proposition for you all…” Harry started. By the time they had reached the castle The Black Marauders where born. The five of them vowed to live up and surpass the acts of their predecessors. As they set down Harry, noticed something that told him that they were going to become very public, very soon. There was McGonagall, and she didn’t look pleased, in fact Harry telepathically sensed she was rather upset at him and Rose and that she was waiting for them.

“Rose, we need to hide. I want us to come in with a bang, and an early scolding from the new Headmistress is not a good way to start. Gentlemen, we will see you in the great hall. Here is the plan…” said Harry as he told them what each would be doing in his new plan. Everyone was grinning except Neville who was a bit nervous, but looked determined.

The carriage set down and Ron, Seamus, and Neville got down and where approached by McGonagall. “Mr. Weasley have you seen Mr. Potter?” she asked rather angrily. Harry and Rose where already bolting to the door under the invisibility cloak.

“No, Profe…I mean Headmistress, last I saw him, he and Rose where off on their own” Ron finished as the other two held their chuckles.

The color faded from McGonagall’s face. “Mr. Weasley, you wouldn’t be referring to the new student would you?” she asked in a rather alarmed tone.

Ron now was surprised at her reaction “Yes, the one from Durmstrang. Is there anything wrong Headmistress?” he asked now getting anxious.

“No, no Mr. Weasley, head in now and if you see Mr. Potter tell him to come see me” responded McGonagall as she stormed off quickly.

“Wonder what that was about” asked Neville as they walked to the door.

“Nevermind Nev we have things to do” said a very enthused Ron.

“Oh, yes we do don’t we” said Seamus with a large grin on his face as they made way to the hall quickly.

Harry and Rose had already begun to do their charms on their target. Harry instructed her on some of the spells from his book as quickly set some himself. When they had done their required damage they headed to the Gryffindor table and sat down next to Ron and pulled off his cloak. “Hey, Ron did you guys manage to do what I asked” Harry asked hastily to Ron who was a bit shocked when his friend popped out of nowhere. Thankfully nobody else had seen them.

“Yea Harry, we finished it quickly and charmed it to appear at the appropriate time. I was thinking, shouldn’t we get names and stuff like the old Marauders” Ron said as Neville and Seamus nodded.

“Yea we will, but first we need to do something” Harry said as he pointed to his new book on Animagus.

“Oh, I see” said Ron as he leaned in to explain it to Seamus and Neville.

Hermione and Ginny had stormed in at this point. Ginny decided to sit at the end away from Harry, but Hermione approached Ron directly. She sat down and began to give him a piece of her mind.

Rose and Harry laughed at this, but then Rose turned to Harry. “What is Ron telling Seamus and Neville about, Harry?” asked Rose as she looked at the book quizzically.

“Well, the old Marauders each had a nickname; they derived them from their Animagus forms. Their illegal Animagus forms,” he said whispering.

She thought about it and then smiled as she realized what he meant to do. “Oh this just keeps getting more interesting by the minute,” she said. She then noticed that McGonagall was back in the Hall and was looking around. Also a long line of first years were walking in behind Hagrid. “I need to go, Harry, I need to be sorted. Talk to you later, when I get the chance to get away from the Slytherins,” she said as she got up.

“You say it like if you knew that’s where you’re going to be sorted,” Harry said jokingly.

“Well, I figured that is where I would be sorted. My dad and his ancestors have all been Slytherin, so I guess I will be as well,” she said as she stormed off to …?…...

"That sucks. I guess we will have to make it work then. I mean, I know for a fact that most families get sorted into the same house and if she comes from a Slytherin family that is where she will be," said Ron as he remembered that his entire family had always been in Gryffindor.

"Yeah, Ron, but we’ve already talked to her. She is decent, even if she is a Slytherin, she will also be a Marauder no matter what house she is in," Harry clarified. He was surprised that those words had escaped his mouth. He hated the snakes and their house.

Harry looked up at the teachers’ table. He recognized all the teachers from last year. Professor Alexander was sitting there as well and gave Harry a nod and a smile. McGonagall was now sitting in the main chair as the new Headmistress. There was an empty chair next to her which Harry took to be the one for the new deputy Headmaster whose job it was to bring the Sorting Hat and sort the crowd of first years. "It can’t be," Harry said out loud as he saw someone he wasn’t expecting. His new godfather, Remus Lupin, was now heading towards the center with a list, a stool, and the sorting hat.

"Mooney is the new deputy Headmaster. Why didn’t you tell us, Harry?" said Hermione who was very shocked by this.

"I didn’t know either, Mione," said Harry as he was now smiling at the good news.

Moony started to call off names, put on the hat, then they would be sorted. At each sorting the appropriate table would cheer and welcome the newcomer. They were far fewer people this year, Harry guessed that the fact that Dumbledore was dead didn’t sit well with the general populous. He looked at the Slytherin table and was surprised that Malfoy was talking adamantly with a few of his fellow housemates. But the vast majority were still laughing and pointing at him, or looking at him like a traitor.

“Oh well, doesn’t matter. All of them are soon going to get what’s coming to them.” Harry thought as he grinned evilly at the group.

Finally, the sorting was done and McGonagall stood up. “Welcome to another year at Hogwarts, before any other announcements there are two matters of business I would like to address. First, I would like to take a moment of silence for our fallen Headmaster. Albus Dumbledore was a great wizard and shall be sorely missed” she said sadly. The moment had passed, a moment all but the Slytherins had respected. Harry was so looking forward to what was about to happen now. She started to speak again,

“The second matter concerns two students. The first is Mr. Draco Malfoy, as you know he was partially involved in the tragic events of last year. The Ministry has cleared him of all charges and has asked that he be reinstated.” she said in a very grave tone. People could tell she didn’t agree with it at all, in fact most of the hall looked at Malfoy with anger in their eyes. “Furthermore, I must ask that you respect him and refrain from any retaliation as this will be considered unacceptable and shall be sanctioned severely. The second student is a transfer from Durmstrang Academy. Despite who her father is I want you all to treat her like one of you own. She has been raised by her mother and is therefore uninvolved with her father’s dealings. As per her mother’s request she was transferred here for her last year. Her name is Rosalyn Lilith Riddle, please girl step forward so that you may be sorted” finished McGonagall. The entire hall gasped, they now stared at her with a mixed look of fear and hatred in their eyes. The daughter of Lord Voldemort, or Tom Riddle now walked among them.

“She is Voldemort´s daughter!?!?!?!?!” said Ron, now very angry and ready to attack.

“Calm down Ron” said Hermione as she tried to restrain him. “I knew there was something odd with that girl” she added in a know it all tone.

Harry was dumbstruck; his mind went through anger, rage, and hatred. He wanted to explode, it was then he heard a voice in his head. “Harry, relax, remember your training” it was Alexander.

“Relax? You knew about this didn’t you. You knew who she was and said nothing. She is my enemy, I should kill her where she stands,” responded mentally a Harry as his hatred boiled.

“Harry, she is his daughter, but she never grew up with him. You saw to that, she is her mother’s child. Besides, you now know who she is, you can guard yourself. We don’t know if she is your enemy yet, keep her close and you can make sure that she isn’t. Keep your friend close and your enemies closer or so they say.” Alexander responded.

Harry thought about it. In truth, she had been very decent with him, she had even had plenty of chances to kill him. I guess he could trust her enough for now, besides if she became a Marauder he could keep his eye on her. “You are right Professor, for now I will let it be. If she is an agent for Voldemort I will be so close to her that she won’t be able to do anything without me knowing,” he responded and then looked up as she took a seat on the stool and prepared to be sorted into Slytherin. Of course she would be a Slytherin, she is after all an heir to the founder. Her father was Voldemort, Slytherin was in her blood.”

“Ron, guys, she might be an enemy or she might not. If she is with us we can keep an eye on her. So far she hasn’t shown to be on Voldemort´s side. In fact from what she has told me, Voldemort forced her to come to England. So let’s give her the benefit of the doubt, but watch her like a hawk” Harry said to all his friends and extended his hand to the middle of the table. They nodded as they knew that if Harry felt it was a good idea, then they should back him up. After all he was the one that hated Voldemort the most, if he wants his daughter close then it is for good reason.

“Agreed, Harry, we are with you” said Ron as he put his hand on Harry’s.

“Damn straight” said Seamus as he got up and put his hand in Harry’s.

“Me too” said Neville as he did the same.

“I guess if you think it’s a good idea Harry. Ok” said Hermione as she got up and put her hand on the bunch.

They looked over as the Sorting Hat had just been placed on her head.

“Just get it over with and put me in Slytherin. I can’t fight my blood, where I come from” she thought to the hat.

The hat stirred on her head and began to talk to her softly “My, my, aren’t we pushy. You are definitely Tom’s daughter. Slytherin is it? Yes you would do very well in Slytherin, you have his blood after all. You could gain much power and the means to more in Slytherin. But you are also very smart, you father's cunning is in you, you could grow much smarter in Ravenclaw. You are also very dedicated, persistent, and stubborn; those are the essence of Hufflepuff indeed. But finally there’s great courage in you, the heart of a warrior, you would be a great Gryffindor as well. But where to put you, where indeed. I know, I guess you really can’t fight heritage, you belong in…” Now it grew loud and spoke “Gryffindor”.

“I am a what?” she exclaimed loudly.

“That Hat said what” screamed Malfoy

“Say what?” mumbled McGonagall

“She is a what?” said most of the crowd at the same time that it sounded like a chorus.

Harry remained silent. The information began to sink in, a big smile grew on his face, and he knew what he had to do now.

“MY DAUGHTER IS A WHAT?” screamed Voldemort ignoring the fact that Harry had just burst into his head and dropped a bomb. “Potter, you lying little bastard. I will give you a slow death for such an insult…” he started but then Harry sent him the images of what had just happened and then let him see what was happening in the hall.

Everyone was talking loudly as to how Voldemort´s daughter was a Gryffindor; McGonagall stood up and quieted the crowd.

It was then that the Hat spoke again. “I said that this girl, Rosalyn Lilith Riddle, is in Gryffindor you bloody deaf…” said the Sorting Hat in a very annoyed tone, but it was cut off when Lupin covered its mouth and removed it from Rose’s head. Rose suddenly sprouted a smile from ear to ear as she began to walk to the Gryffindor table.

Harry closed the connections and spoke one more time, “There you have it Tommy, my friend, I will take very good care of your daughter here in Gryffindor. Teach her all those valuable things you hold in such high regard. You know truth, justice, honesty, courage. I will make a fine Gryffindor out of her yet” he said very sarcastically.

Voldemort was speechless; his anger had reached points unknown. He whispered something unconsciously, “She must have taken after her bloody mother”. He gathered his thoughts and was about to speak to Harry, but he interrupted again.

“Well got to go but before I cut this conversation of, a present for you. From me and the Black Marauders to all Slytherins past and present” Harry said and then let him see what was no occurring at the Slytherin table.

All the Slytherin robes had changed to Gryffindor robes that said “Gryffindor Rules” on the back. The Slytherins stared at each other and began to scream in outrage. As they tried to get up, they noticed they were glued to their seats. Suddenly, snakes appeared on the table and then leapt at the now very frightened Slytherin, coiled around their necks and rested. Now all of them burst into song; they were all singing “For he is a jolly good fellow” only that instead of fellow, they said traitor. Malfoy stood up, and then began to dance on the table as he had done on the train; his robes had disappeared. The whole hall was laughing; all the teachers except for McGonagall and Lupin were trying to hold it back. McGonagall was suppressing a small smile; Lupin was looking at this in shock. He looked like he had seen a ghost. Finally, the song ended, and Malfoy sat back down. The snakes vanished, and all the Slytherins had regained the control of their voices, but they were still glued to their seats. Finally, two banners appeared above the table, suspended in mid‑air. The first read “Traitors deserve the worst”; the second said “And Slytherins suck.” After a few seconds, they came down and vanished. Then a third one appeared: “To Hogwarts, a welcome home gift” and under it “From The Black Marauders, heirs of the Marauders of old”. Suddenly all the Slytherin benches fell over with their occupants still in them. Then the spell was released and the last banner disappeared. The Slytherins could now get up, but some were still paralyzed with shock as to what had happened. Their robes had not changed back though.

Harry took this moment to close the link between him and Voldemort.

"Oh no, he found it. Harry found the Marauders Memoirs," Lupin said as he started to laugh with a look of sheer horror on his face. "God have mercy on us all," he said as he shook his head.

The teachers were now all standing up, some had gone to help the Slytherins. McGonagall was still in her chair and overheard what Lupin said. This along with what Malfoy had said earlier confirmed her worst fears. The Harry was following his father’s and godfathers’ footsteps, and he wasn’t acting alone. She lifted her hands and quieted the hall down. She stared directly at Harry.

"Harry Potter, I expect you and your cohorts in my office after the banquet. And I do mean all your cohorts," she said in a very menacing tone. Harry knew that none of them were going to miss that appointment or they would all pay. The room now exploded into an uproar as all looked at Harry and congratulated him. Rose had come over and sat next to him.

"Hey Harry, can you believe it? I am a Gryffindor. I don’t know how it happened," Rose said excitedly as she hugged him. She realized too late what she was doing and now both of them blushed. Harry felt another sharp pain, Ginny had seen that.

"Well I know how, I was talking with Tom and he let something slip. You interested?" Harry said slyly as if it were nothing out of the ordinary.

"You talked to my dad! How, why, when?" Rose blurted out quickly trying to gather her thoughts.

"Well this scar has its advantages from time to time. I thought it would be a good idea to mess with him, so I opened the link and told him. He was bloody furious," Harry said, now smiling mischievously. She felt her heart race at Harry’s guts; he had the balls to mess with her dad.

"You are evil, Harry Potter. Wait you aren’t mad at me for not telling you?" she asked, now very concerned. "Why did I care so much," she thought.

"Na don’t worry bout it. You told me you barely know him so I guess you’re not in league with him. So you want to know why you are in Gryffindor or not?" Harry responded, still smiling.

She hugged him again, and they both turned red again. "That is great that you forgive me. Now please tell me how this happened," she said pleadingly.

"Now I don’t know if I should," Harry said, trying to egg her on.

"Oh, pleeeease," she begged, giving him a puppy‑dog look and a pouty lip.

"Oh, alright. Seems like your mom was also in Gryffindor when she came here," Harry said, now trying to hold his laugh at the face she had made.

"My mom came to Hogwarts? How are you so sure?" Rose said as she now understood what the Sorting Hat had said about her.

"I delved a bit of his mind when he found out you were in Gryffindor, apparently your mom came here a long time ago. Durmstrang wasn’t built yet, so she was sent here instead," he concluded and now looked up at McGonagall again.

McGonagall quieted the room again and now addressed the entire hall. “Now as for the rest of you, I will have this be the last time that such actions are taken upon an entire house. Now if we can all settle down, I will make the announcements and we can all get one with our welcome feast.” The teachers had returned to their seats and all the students, as well, had settled down at the tables. “Well then, first I would like to tell the first years and remind the rest of you that the Forbidden Forest is, as its name indicates, forbidden. I will also like to denote that Mr. Filch has added quite a few new items to his list of forbidden artifacts; the list can be found at his office for all those who wish to have something interesting to read for the rest of the semester. We also have some new teachers; first off I would like to welcome back Professor Lupin. He will be teaching Transfiguration as well as taking my position of Deputy Headmaster and Head of Gryffindor.” At this Lupin stood up and bowed to a roaring applause. McGonagall began again and they quieted down. “I also want to welcome Headmaster Dumbledore’s cousin, Professor Alexander Canem, who will be taking over Defense Against the Dark Arts.” At this Alexander stood up and a second, lesser applause followed.

“Finally, there is one more announcement. I would like to ask the Quidditch teams to please stand up.” They all did so; Harry knew why, but he tried to contain his smile. He gave Hermione, Ron, Ginny, and Rose a mental message telling them that the time for secrets to be revealed had come. McGonagall tried to contain her excitement: “The British Ministry of Magic, along with Ministries of Magic worldwide, have decided that in these dark times it should be appropriate that the youth and the world be given a time to forget about things and have fun. It is in this spirit that I am extremely excited to announce that the Youth Quidditch World Cup Championships have been brought back after nearly 100 years. This event used to be celebrated the year before the Quidditch World Championships that occur every four years. It was stopped in 1910 because of the beginning of the war that happened in the Wizarding world with the dark wizard Grindelwald. It has remained inactive until now.” She paused for dramatic tension.

“This competition will pit the best young Quidditch players under the age of 17 from around the world against each other. Sixty-four countries will be participating; each country is to send a team of delegates to represent them, as Hogwarts is the only magic school in England, the team will be made from students of this school. Professor Canem shall be the team coach; he will be selecting the best players who will hopefully lead our country to victory.” This time the room began to stir and whispers were heard; she stopped and waited for them to quiet down again. She was as excited as they were.

Eventually she continued “In order to do so, we will be moving the entire Quidditch season to before Christmas break. The tournament will begin in one month. The houses will play in preliminaries against each other. After this the first place team with face the fourth, and the second will face the third. The winners will then face off for the School Quidditch Cup. Regardless of where you house places, all students will be judged equally, only the best will be chosen to bear the honor and responsibility of wearing Britain’s uniform.” McGonagall concluded trying extremely hard to hold back the pride and excitement in her words.

“Now look at all those standing, know that these people and those who join them on their teams are now going to need your unwavering support. When the time comes, regardless of house, I want you to root for them. We are all English, for God, Queen, and Country. Now let’s eat” she finished and sat down.

The Hall erupted in cheers and the food appeared. Students began to dig in and to talk adamantly with each other.

“Harry you knew about this” Ron asked with a look of pure delight on his face.

“Yea, Professor Alexander told me” Harry said as he dug into his food, he was famished.

Ginny had gotten over herself and was now sitting with the group. Ritchie Coote, Jimmy Peakes, and Demelza Robins where now there as well. “So Captain, when do we start practice” chimed in Coote.

“First we need to replace Katie Bell, we need a new Chaser. Tryouts will be held this weekend. I will post the notice later” Harry said as he looked at his team.

“Bloody Hell this is exciting. We all know we are the best team in Hogwarts. We are sure to be the ones to represent us in the World Cup,” said Ginny proudly, now completely over her anger.

“Harry do you think I can join the team?” said Rose and then all fell silent.

“Yea, if you make the cut that is. You need to try out; everyone gets the same shot, only the best will make it,” Harry said knowing what everyone was thinking. The daughter of Voldemort would not be allowed to play unless she proved she was the best.

“Damn straight,” said Ginny now smiling proudly at Rose.

Rose understood this reaction well; she needed to earn her spot. Little did they know just how good she was. “Well then, I will be at tryouts” she said simply and continued eating.

The meal progressed fast and when all were finished the plates disappeared and dessert took its place. Everyone had their fill quickly as they all wanted to get back to their halls and relax before school started the next day. The meal ended and everyone except the Black Marauders left. Hermione was shocked when Ron said he had to stay.

“I will be talking to you later,” she said angrily as she led her fellow Gryffindors to the tower.

Ginny was equally angry at the sight of Rose staying with her brother and Harry. She couldn’t believe they had taken Rose instead of her.

“Sorry Gin, but Rose helped me with Malfoy. You were somewhere else, and I know you two can’t stand each other. We need people that are dependable. So she is in and you are out, sorry,” Harry said simply and watched as Ginny stormed off.

“You would think you two were still going out,” Rose said bluntly. Harry cringed since he knew they kind of were.

Harry led the pack to where McGonagall, Lupin, and Alexander were waiting. "Guys, just let me do all the talking," he said as they approached.

"So these are the Black Marauders," Lupin said smiling, "Harry, please tell me you didn’t find what I think you found." He already knew the answer to that question but he had to ask. That spell was a Sirius Black original, one he had perfected once he had left school.

"Sorry Moony, but I did. Sirius made a note not to bring it anywhere near you since you would confiscate it. So sorry, but you can’t see it," Harry said reading what Lupin was thinking.

"How did you…?" Lupin started, but then realized that Alexander had been training Harry. This was to be expected.

"Enough, let us finish this conversation when we get to my office," said McGonagall and led them to the Headmaster’s office. When they reached the gargoyle, she said "Black Cat" and it sprang open revealing the spiral staircase. Harry guessed it was a reference to her Animagus form.

Harry looked around the office, all the wonderful things that Dumbledore had were gone, they were now in Harry’s vault. The office was now filled with books, and simple devices like those he had seen previously in McGonagall’s office. Some Harry recognized as enemy detectors and the such, to be expected when one lives in such dangerous times. Once they were all inside and had taken their seats she began. "Well then, Professor Lupin, will you be so kind as to explain to me what you were referring to earlier," McGonagall asked calmly.

I have come to believe that Harry is in possession of a book that contains the entire combined knowledge of the previous Marauders. I thought this book had been destroyed as had been promised to me by one Sirius Black and one James Potter. Seeing that it wasn’t means that both of them kept it hidden. From what I saw today, they didn’t stop writing in it even when they had left school. In other words, Harry now has in his possession the spells and tactics of the two grown up Marauders,” Lupin said, now shuddering at the thought.

McGonagall looked severely distressed. “Mr. Potter, is this true?” she asked nervously.

Harry smiled. “Almost, I actually hold the knowledge of all four of the grown‑up Marauders. Sirius put a special spell on it that would gather the new spells and ideas of the four authors as they thought them up. In other words, the book will keep writing itself as long as they are alive. Of course this knowledge is limited to only pranks, tactics, and spells; otherwise it would be cluttered with useless thoughts and experiences. My godfather explained it best in the forward to the book: ‘It isn’t a diary, it’s a manual for mischief,’” Harry finished, now seeing the faces of both Lupin and McGonagall drop. Alexander grinned knowingly; everyone else smiled mischievously at this. They liked being rebels.

“Oh no, it is worse than I thought. Leave it to Sirius to create a weapon of mass destruction and then leave it where someone willing to use it could find it,” said Lupin, shaking his head. “Harry, please give me that book.”

“Sorry, can’t do that. It made me promise not to,” Harry said plainly.

"It made you promise, what do you mean Mr. Potter," asked McGonagall.

Lupin answered before Harry could. "It is charmed like the Marauders Map. It contains an imprint of our personalities, more specifically of mine, Sirius, and James. We never trusted Peter since he was weak and his imprint would be just as weak."

"Mr. Potter I must insist that you not use that book; if fact I demand you hand it over," McGonagall said very seriously.

"Now, now Minerva, don’t go demanding that Harry do such a thing," said a very familiar voice.

Harry went cold. He turned to where the voice was; there in a painting stood Albus Dumbledore. "Professor?"

"Hello Harry, you look well. Have you been working out?" responded the picture casually.

“But how?” asked Ron, filled with shock.

"Come now Harry, I am sure you are bright enough to figure it out," responded Dumbledore.

"It is because every Head‑master has a painting in this room; I had completely forgotten about it," Harry said as the realization struck him.

"Exactly Harry. I knew you could figure it out," Dumbledore responded in a reassuring tone.

"Now Albus, you can’t expect me to let Harry and his companions run rampant in the school and do as they please," McGonagall interjected.

"Minerva, I don’t think Harry will listen to threats. I believe that if we allow him and the Black Marauders to do a bit of mischief every once in a while, they will agree to keep it safe, tasteful, and as respectful as possible. It is the same arrangement I had with the Marauders and it served to keep them in check and to prevent them from doing anything regrettable," explained a very calm Dumbledore.

"Minerva, I can attest to that. Had Dumbledore not given that deal to James and Sirius, I am afraid of the damage they would have caused the school. I believe that if we allow Harry to continue these pranks in a safe and tasteful manner, we will be far less affected than if we fight them. Heaven knows that with the combined intellect of all the Marauders and that of the Black Marauders the ramifications of a war would be dire indeed. Just the knowledge I possess is dangerous enough, that of James and Sirius is damn near catastrophic," added Lupin as he realized how dangerous opposing Harry could become. "Besides it is still better than him gallivanting after Voldemort," he added.

"Indeed, and with what he knows he has plenty of gallivanting to do," Dumbledore explained.

"Alright, alright. I swear Albus I feel like you are still running this school instead of me," McGonagall said slightly frustrated.

"Now, now, Minerva I was just making a suggestion," Dumbledore added.

"Somehow your suggestions tend to take on the tone of orders," McGonagall mumbled.

"No need to get snippy, but I guess you're right," Dumbledore retorted with a wry smile. "So Harry I take it your Black Marauders are named after your Godfather."

"Yes, Professor. I thought that since it was him that left me the Marauder’s Memoirs that he should be the one to honor," explained Harry proudly.

"Don’t be too concerned Minerva, I will be training Harry and trust me by the end of the day he won’t have too much energy left for pranks," said Alexander smiling at McGonagall.

"And if the Black Marauders do go over the line, you can be sure that I will deal with their detentions personally. I know all the Marauder secrets to getting through them, so I will make sure they feel the full burden of their actions," Lupin added as he gave them all a look of approval.

"Ok then that is settled, I guess, on to other business," said Dumbledore calmly.

"I believe I should be the one talking now, Albus," McGonagall interjected.

"Oh right, sorry, continue, Minerva," Dumbledore responded.

"Harry, your actions today were funny, yet unacceptable. I can not have you going around pranking only the Slytherins. Despite how much I dislike some of them, I will ask you to be fair and if you must prank, to prank all houses equally. Now I also see that you have taken Rose as one of your group. I am pleased by this since I expected a far less pleasant reaction from you; I guess my concerns were unfounded. Now as for the rest of you, Mr. Weasley, I expected more from our Headboy but I guess it is useless to think that you would abandon your best‑friend in this endeavor. Mr. Longbottom and Mr. Finnegan, as his roommates, I guess you couldn’t be far behind. You will all be serving detention for a week with Professor Lupin after your classes until dinner," McGonagall concluded as she looked at them sternly.

"Headmistress, if I may be so bold, I need Harry to do his training. Any moment that he has free is to be dedicated to training. Trust me this fate is far worse than detention, plus without their leader the rest might not be as hard to handle as Lupin expects," said Alexander politely as he looked at Harry.

I see what you mean, Professor Canem. I leave Harry in your hands then,” said McGonagall with a devilish smile of her own. She knew Harry still had no idea what was coming his way; if half the things Albus had told her were true, the boy would be begging for mercy by the end of the first day. It also meant that a much stronger Harry would be representing England in the World Cup. She missed the Quidditch cup in her office already; having the Youth World Cup would be the perfect way to cap her next four years as Headmistress, and would give her something even nicer to see.

“And I will take care of these other four,” chimed in Lupin as he already had his brain working on detentions. This would definitely not be the last time or the worst; he knew that soon things would really get interesting.

“Now then, I think Harry, Alexander, and I need to have a small chat,” said Dumbledore smiling with a twinkle in his painted eye.

“Are you kicking me out of my office, Albus?” asked McGonagall with a small grin.

“No, I am just respectfully requesting,” responded Dumbledore politely.

“Very well, I will see the rest of you to your tower,” McGonagall responded with a chuckle as he led everyone else out. Lupin stopped to tell Harry goodnight.

“Good job today, Padfoot would be proud,” he whispered and then left.

Now it was only Harry, Dumbledore, and Alexander in the room. Harry knew that this would be an important talk, because he had a few things he needed to say, and quite a few more to ask.

Chapter 13 The Training Begins

“I have so much to ask; I don’t know where to start,” began Harry as he stared at the portrait.

“Harry, I know you think you have a lot of questions, but you only truly have one,” Dumbledore said knowingly as Harry tried to get his thoughts together.

Harry knew Dumbledore was right; he usually was. “Why did you die?” he finally asked.

“Ah, and that would be it. So simple yet so complex, so many layers to it. Harry, I didn’t die to leave you alone; I know you have suffered enough. You need to know that I didn’t plan to die, it just happened. I kept trying to save too many people, and it cost me dearly. I gave Severus the benefit of the doubt, I expected he would reform. I was wrong; in trying to save you and Mr. Malfoy I lost my life. But you both kept yours, I hear he is back, hopefully he chooses to reform.” Albus began as painted tears rolled silently on his face, but his voice did not falter.

“You were always too trusting, Albus; you still are,” said Alexander as he saw the tears and felt sorry for the man.

“Ah yes, Alexander, you always thought that of me, but then again you hardly ever trust anybody. You have too many secrets for your own good is what I would say,” responded the painting now regaining his smile.

“Honestly, sir, I agree with you, cousin. Sometimes it is better to play it safe than to risk too much for someone who doesn’t deserve it,” Harry said as he tried to hold back his tears.

"Harry, you don’t like Severus, therefore you are letting your emotions cloud your judgment. I now know that I was wrong, but I was wrong for the right reasons. I took a chance and lost; it is still better than to live alone because you fear taking chances. Harry, you have taken many chances, and you still are now. You are trusting Alexander to train you, you are trusting Ms. Riddle not to betray you, and you are trusting a talking painting to guide you through this," Dumbledore finished with a chuckle at how ridiculous that would sound to some.

"You do have a point there, sir," Harry said as he now smiled a bit as well. "So, what about the Horcruxes? When are we going to go after them?" he asked, now wanting to turn to a different subject.

"'We' is the problem, Harry. We can’t do anything; it is your destiny to destroy Voldemort. Therefore you need to destroy them personally; all I can do is help you find them and make you strong enough to destroy them," Alexander said simply.

Harry grew concerned and looked to Dumbledore. "Is this true, sir?" he asked.

"I am afraid so, Harry. I destroyed one but it cost me dearly. I took most of my power and it left me with permanent damage to my hand. You, on the other hand, emerged from destroying one relatively unscathed. Alexander can only train you; he cannot interfere in your battle against evil," responded Dumbledore with the twinkle now gone from his eye.

"Don’t worry, Harry, I will make sure that you are strong enough before we do anything," Alexander added as he put his hand on Harry’s shoulder for support.

Harry looked up with determination in his eyes, “I understand, I best head to bed. Tomorrow the training will begin, and I want to be at my best. Good night Professor Dumbledore.” Harry said to the painting and then made for the door he stopped an then turned, “Professor Alexander I wanted to ask you something”

“Sure Harry what can I do for you?” replied the Professor quizzically.

Harry approached and whispered something in his ear so that Dumbledore couldn’t hear it.

“I see Harry; yes I can teach you about that, bring your friends along. It will only take a week to do. We should do it in the Room of Requirements, be there at Midnight tonight” Alexander said with a grin on his face. Harry smiled and headed to his bed.

“Do you think it is wise for us to hide the truth from him Alexander” Dumbledore said now that Harry had left the room.

“You know my limitations Albus, for now it is what is necessary in order to teach him what he needs to know.” Alexander responded as he stared at the door.

“I hope you are right, still it will be a heavy burden when the time comes. You know that in the end he will have to take more than one life in this war. It may very well kill what little light is left in him” Dumbledore said sadly.

“The price may be high, but one way or another he will find the peace he longs for and deserves. Be it in death, or a life without his sworn enemy” Alexander said simply as he now left.

“Let us pray for the later then” …

The next morning Harry awoke refreshed, he got ready, and headed down to the hall. After breakfast he had Double Potions with Slughorn, then lunch, and finally Transfiguration. The rest of the afternoon he had off. In fact now that he looked at his schedule, he realized that he had every afternoon off, all his classes were piled into the first parts of the day. “I guess that’s Alexander’s way of saying that I am not going to be wasting my time instead of training,” he thought.

“Harry James Potter, I will forbid you from ever dragging my boyfriend into something as shameful as what you did yesterday evening,” rang the voice of a very upset Hermione.

“Hermione, you need to relax, it was funny wasn’t it?” asked Harry innocently as he tried to hold back a chuckle.

“That is besides the point, I will not have my boyfriend dragged down with you in these stupid pranks,” she replied with an ever‑increasing tone.

Ron rushed into the Hall and seeing what had been happening ran to where Harry was eating and Hermione was screaming. “I am sorry Harry. Hermione don’t scream at Harry,” Ron said out of breath.

“And why not? He is after all dragging you into trouble, do you want to get expelled? Think about your future, Ron.” Hermione retorted as she looked at Ron menacingly.

Ron was getting angry. “Harry did not drag me anywhere; he asked and I agreed to join. I am a Black Marauder and you, as my girlfriend, will have to deal with it,”

Harry started laughing loudly.

“Why are you laughing?” screamed both of them.

"Well the way you are both carrying on you would think you were married. To think that two years ago the words “my boyfriend” and “my girlfriend” would have never been used so seriously by either of you," he said as both of his friends now turned red and sat down.

Soon Rose joined them, "Morning Harry, morning Ron and Hermione."

"Morning Rose, did you already get your schedule?" said Hermione who was now back to normal.

"Yea let’s see it," Harry said; she handed him her schedule and he saw she had the same classes as him. "Wow, looks like we are going to be together all year."

"Brilliant," she said. Harry blushed; she realized what she had said, "Eh, that way we can plan more pranks," she said quickly. Hermione gave her an evil glance.

"Yea, I guess you’re right," Harry answered trying to keep the conversation going.

They finished breakfast and headed to Potions. The class was somewhat boring as mostly they were doing a review so that the stragglers could catch up. Harry really didn’t need it; he had Snape’s book, who despite being a traitor and a git, was damn good at potions, so he didn’t need any help from Slughorn. Harry looked at Rose who was equally bored. "I take it you know this stuff," he whispered to Rose.

"You would be surprised with what I know, Harry. Remember Durmstrang is known for its dark magic. That includes dark potions far more advanced than these," she replied proudly. Malfoy was looking at the two of them with eyes of pure envy; he was angry, and Rose could feel it. She would have to deal with him later.

"In that case, maybe we should start plotting, don’t you think," Harry said devilishly as he took out the Marauder’s Memoirs. Rose smiled and together they began looking through it and making a plan of action. Slughorn would call them from time to time since he saw them talking adamantly, with their combined knowledge though the class was a synch. By the end of class they had come up with their next big prank and this time they would attack the whole school. They had also walked out with 200 points for Gryffindor since Slughorn had tried his best to stump them and prove they weren’t paying attention; at each answer he just got happier and happier though. Slughorn still thought of Harry as the perfect student and part of his Slug Gang.

Harry headed ahead to lunch; he sat down and started practicing his magic eye technique, Kivide, as he ate. He had been dazzled by the fact that he would eventually have the power to see things he had only dreamed off. He had decided that from this day forward he was going to practice diligently whenever possible. It was at this moment that he saw Ginny approach him; he could tell by her patterns that she was in a better mood.

"Hey Harry, what are you up to?", she asked shyly as she sat next to him.

"Well I am just grabbing some food before my Transfigurations class with Lupin," Harry said as he observed that Ginny’s aura wasn’t here on business, which could only mean that…

"I was wondering if you wanted…", …

Harry now knew his was right, and frankly while part of him wanted to go, a bigger part of him knew that this would drain him of much needed energy for his training. Ginny had a way of dragging it out of him, if they got into it he would miss his class and probably be too tired to train. It was at this moment that he saw another similar pattern to Ginny’s approaching, similar but a bit distinct. It was Rose and she was headed straight for them. Suddenly, Ginny’s pattern changed violently, and then as he saw Rose again, he saw hers had changed to match Ginny’s. Harry knew this meant trouble, but at least it got him out of a tight spot.

“Weasley, what are you doing here? Me and Harry need to talk about Black Marauder business, so why don’t you be a good little girl and scat” said Rose coldly.

“Well, Riddle, I just wanted to spend some time with Harry, and make sure that certain traitorous individuals weren’t plotting on his life” responded Ginny with a voice of hatred.

Harry thought this was a good point in which to make his exit, while both of them were distracted. “Well got to get to class” he said and then made a break for Transfiguration.

“What Harry wait…” said Ginny but Harry was already gone. He reached Transfiguration and took a seat at the front.

“I would rather stay here and wait it out” he said outloud.

“Wait what out Harry?” asked the voice of Lupin as he came into the classroom.

“Oh nothing, just the usual” Harry said trying not to say too much.

“Let me guess, you were referring to the battle of words that Ginny and Rose are having in the Dinning Hall” Lupin said as he began to smile reminiscently.

“How did you know about that?” Harry asked wondering if how many people had seen them.

“Well they were arguing pretty loudly when I got there. Besides I have a sense for these things. Sirius was quite the ladies man, and there were plenty of times that they fought over him quite openly” Lupin replied as he approached Harry and took a seat.

“Mooney it is nothing like that at all. They are both just friends, they just happen to hate each other. Ginny was rude to Rose and Rose just didn’t take a liking to that at all” clarified Harry as he blushed.

“Right, you keep telling yourself that Harry. Eventually you will have to face the facts” Lupin said and then got up and got ready for class. Harry just sat there and thought over what his Godfather had said.

Rose eventually walked in with Ron and Hermione. She still looked a bit angry, but when she saw Harry she smiled and sat next to him. Lupin saw this and just smiled. Lupin talked about human transfigurations which would be the topic for their final year. He talked about many different methods of doing it, and the many risks involved in each. Harry was particularly interested in the Animagus portion as where the other Black Marauders, but they all kept at Harry’s orders.

“I have other means arranged for that” he told them telepathically. “I will tell you more at dinner”

Class ended and everyone left. As the Black Marauder’s left, Harry saw that Alexander was waiting for him outside.

“Ok Harry, fun is over, it is time to work” he said with a freighting smile on his face.

“Harry what is he talking about mate” Ron asked confused.

“Sorry, it’s a top secret form of training. I have to go,” Harry replied now bearing a countenance of determination.

“What sort of training?” asked Rose as she looked at how grim Harry looked. Whatever this was, he was taking it very seriously.

“Physical training, that is all I can say,” responded Alexander as he grabbed Harry and disappeared.

“How did he do that? No one is supposed to be able to Apparate within Hogwarts,” said Ron, very shocked.

“They can’t—whatever that was, it wasn’t Apparating, and if my guess is right, it has to do with Harry’s training,” Hermione replied now wondering what form of transportation that was. “Maybe I can find something about it in the library,” she said.

“Honey, that is your solution to everything isn’t it? Well me and Rose need to go to detention with Lupin, see you later.” said Ron as he hugged his girlfriend and chuckled.

Rose laughed as well, “Whatever this training is Harry means business. I have a feeling that my father is going to be in for a nasty surprise,” she thought as she followed Ron to her detention.

“Ok Harry, drop off your things,” Alexander said as they appeared within Harry’s room.

“Understood,” he replied and dropped his bookbag then grabbed onto Alexander again. They vanished and now appeared near the lake. “Professor, I have been meaning to ask you, how is it that we can Apparate within Hogwarts? In truth I was wondering if what you do is Apparating at all, it feels very different, less uncomfortable,” Harry explained.

"It isn’t Apparating at all; we are just moving extremely fast. You will learn to do it in time. Now follow me," Alexander replied and then cast a spell that opened a gateway in front of them. He stepped through, and Harry followed.

Harry opened his eyes and found that he was standing in the middle of a desolate mountain plain. There was a dark lake at the bottom of the slope. Around the plane there were several stations for exercises like pull‑ups, sit‑ups, weights, and others. The sky was strange; it looked liquid. There was no sun, but the entire sky emitted a mellow light that illuminated everything from above. "What is this place?" asked Harry as he looked around, surprised by his surroundings.

"From this point on call me Axel when we are training. This place is a pocket dimension. In here time moves slower; every hour in the real world is like a day in here. You will not age while here, so don’t worry about that. The "days" in here progress just like the regular world; the air is fresh and that light from the sky acts just like sunlight. It would do you good to get a tan. Here wear this," Alexander said as he handed Harry some training clothes. "We don’t want you to ruin your robes. We are going to be training for a week each day, and the training is going to be very rough. We have all the necessary provisions, so just focus on your training. From now on you will eat, sleep, and train when I tell you to. Is that understood?" he asked in a commanding tone.

"Yes, sir," said Harry as he changed out of his robes. "So where do we begin, Axel?" This place was strange, but he didn’t care. He was here to get strong by any means necessary. He would not question anything as long as he got stronger and more powerful.

Alexander just smiled, "We begin running," as he attached weights to Harry’s ankles, wrists, and waist. "Down the mountain and then back up."

Harry started off having a bit of a problem since he tended to trip and roll down the very steep hill on the way down. When he reached the bottom after 30 minutes he realized why Axel had insisted he change his clothes. His training gear was now cut, and tattered. The hill was filled with sharp stones that cut when you fell on them. Alexander was already at the bottom; he healed them magically quickly and then sent him back up. The climb up was even less of a picnic, every 5 minutes he would get tired and drop to one knee to catch his breath. It took him 2 hours to climb back up. This process continued until Alexander told him it was time to quit. They settled at the top of the hill and ate. Alexander had brought dried meat and water, nothing fancy, but in sufficient quantities to feed an army. They both ate greedily and then settled on the ground to rest; it was hard and a bit cold. Harry’s body was in so much pain that he didn’t care and he fell to sleep easily.

After 6 hours he was awoken by Alexander. “Get up you lazy bum, you have slept enough. Time to get to work again” he said loudly. Harry ate his ration of meat and drank his water. Then they got back to work on going up and down the hill. “Today will be a little bit different. After the sorry excuse for a training session you had yesterday, I have decided that it is best to step up your training. Any problems with that?”

Harry shook his head. “Good then let me introduce you to your training partner” Alexander said and then summoned a big heavy snake. “This animal’s job will be to catch you; if he does you will be magically transported to the top where you will do a punishment. Then you will be transported to the bottom or the top of the hill depending on where you started out from. Your goal is to get to the bottom and then the top without being caught once” he said and then let the snake loose.

Harry began to run down, as usual he tripped and rolled, the snake caught him and he was transported to the top, his hands glued to a pull up bar. “Do 20 pull ups and then continue. Remember, focus on speed and balance on the way down. Then on speed, and strength on you way up” Alexander said calmly. Harry did so and was transported back to where he was. Time flew quickly and it was time for lunch. He had made it to the bottom, but couldn’t get to the top fast enough. Harry had his meat and water and then got back to it; he was determined to pass his training.

As dinner approached Harry was exhausted, he was a few feet from the top, but he didn’t have the energy to keep going. “Where is all you spirit now? I am still taking it easy on you, you know. I thought you wanted to train harder, come on get up and get to the top of this hill,” Alexander taunted from the top. Harry grit his teeth, got up and tried again. He would gain a couple of feet at a time before he was forced to do a penitence because the snake had caught him. He finally reached the top. “Good, now it's time for dinner,” Harry took his seat, and began to dig in. His hands were paralyzed in pain; he couldn’t grab his food. In fact his entire body ached. He began to eat like a dog out of his plate.

“Ok Harry that is enough,” Alexander said as he gave Harry a drink from a potion he had brought. Immediately, the pain vanished, and he felt strong enough to eat.

“Thanks, what was that?” Harry asked as he dug in and ate like if he hadn’t eaten in a week.

“It’s a recuperation potion, I really should have given it to you at the beginning of the day, but I felt that you needed to see your limits. Whenever you reach a point where your muscles won’t listen to you like before you reached the top, take it, and not a minute sooner. It is only for a last resort, if you abuse it I will take it away. Are we understood?” Alexander asked in a tone that said he meant business.

“Agreed,” said Harry thankfully to have it for times like that.

The training progressed slowly. As the days passed, Harry was caught by the snake less and less. Finally, by the seventh day at lunch he had managed to do the round trip only being caught once. “Good Harry, just a bit more and you will have it” Alexander said.

“Will do Axel” Harry said proudly as he ate his meal quickly. He wanted to pass his training before the end of their training. By dinner time he had accomplished his goal.

“Excellent Harry, you are making better progress than I expected. Now let’s get back so you can get cleaned up and have dinner with your mates. Remember you have an appointment with me in the Room of Requirements at Midnight” Alexander said happily as he opened the portal and let Harry through.

Harry smelled the fresh air and was rejuvenated. He was still weirded out that he had just lived through seven day and that the real world had only moved seven hours. Alexander took him to his room using the technique he called “Displacing”. He had explained to Harry that basically it was using beyond human speed and the magic eye technique that allowed you to see time in slow motion, combined it was if time stopped and you could move normally. Alexander dropped him off in his room and disappeared. Harry headed straight to the shower; he hadn’t had a bath in over a week. He shaved since he looked scruffy after a week of not doing so. By the time he was out of the bath the only signs of training he saw were the scabs where the wounds were healing. These were covered up by his robes.

He headed down to the Common Room and found the Black Marauders waiting for him. “Took you long enough” Seamus said laughing.

“Yea, Harry, we are hungry mate. By the way, Harry, detention sucked; Lupin made us all clean the Potions classroom with toothbrushes,” Ron added, cringing at the memory.

“Let’s go to eat, oh fearless leader,” said Rose sarcastically.

“I agree,” finished Neville.

Harry smiled and made for the portrait. “Well, last one there is a rotten Slytherin,” he said and made a run for it. When he reached the hall he took his seat; he was hardly out of breath. A few minutes later the rest of them showed up panting.

“Man, Harry, I don’t remember you being that fast before,” commented Ron as he took his seat along with the others.

Harry knew this was because of the training; he needed to change the topic. “Nevermind that, did you guys set the plan in motion?” he asked as a wicked smile took over his face.

His fellow Black Marauders smiled, “Indeed, Harry, all is in place,” Rose said with satisfaction.

“This will be extremely fun,” said Neville as they prepared for dinner and the fun to start.

McGonagall was looking at them from her chair. “Oh no, they are laughing. Come now, Minerva, no need to panic; just because they laugh doesn’t mean they are up to no good,” she thought. She looked over at Lupin and signaled him to look at the group.

“Oh yea, they are up to something. I know that look Harry has on his face; it is the same look James would get,” Lupin clarified with both fear and excitement in his voice and reflected on his face.

Dinner began and people dug into the food. As they served their plates and reached for their forks and knives it happened. A banner appeared over the entrance to the great hall. It read “The Black Marauders call to all food to rise in arms at those that would devour you”. Then the food came alive, chickens grabbing knives and defending their bodily integrity. Mashed potatoes were rolling into balls and committing kamikaze acts on students’ faces. Pea pods where shooting their contents like bullets. The steaks were smacking at students’ faces. These were only a few examples of the chaos that ensued.

Lupin looked in awe at all of this, he had never even dreamt of a spell like this. This had a flare that could only be attributed to James, and the creativity to Harry. He looked over to McGonagall who was getting up to stop this but was stopped when a bowl of gravy spat itself onto her face. Lupin couldn’t hold his laugh “I guess this gives new definition to the term ‘food fight’ now doesn’t it” he said as he busted out laughing.

“Now really, Professor Lupin, now is hardly a time for…” but she couldn’t finish her sentence because she began to laugh as well. “I guess you are right, this is funny. But we have to set order” she put on a straight face, got up and said loudly “Black Marauders, front and center”

They all looked up at this, they had been laughing freely but now it was time to face the music. They reached the teachers’ table and stood in front of the Headmistress who looked upset.

“Mr. Potter if you would, could you tell the food to surrender and be eaten as it is their destiny I am afraid” she said trying to contain her laugh.

"Aww, but look at them. They are fighting their hearts, wait well their whatever’s out," said Rose sadly as she smiled.

"Yea, those breadsticks are giving the Slytherins hell," said Seamus and he looked at the breadsticks trying violently to stick themselves up the Slytherins’ noses.

"Yes, I am afraid so, though you have to admire those baguettes that keep trying to club Malfoy. If you please Mr. Potter," McGonagall added sternly with a smile.

"Ok, ok, guys lets do it," Harry said as all of them got looked at the crowd and silently said the counters. The food went back to their initial positions and fell silent again.

"Very well then, I believe it is time for you to make yourselves known. Oh and by the way, you all have an extra week’s detention for that," McGonagall said as she indicated that they address the crowd.

"Oh, not another week. O well I guess it was coming," said Rose as she nodded and looked up to Harry. "Go ahead leader, address the crowd," she said and then pushed him forward.

Harry stumbled forward as the rest took a step back. "Yea thanks for the support guys," he said sarcastically.

"No problem mate," replied Ron with a wink.

Well Hogwarts, the people you see up here and me are the Black Marauders. We are the heirs of the original Marauders, and we took our name to honor the Marauder that gave us the means to our idea to life, Sirius Black. Our mission is simple, to have fun and make you all laugh. Our Headmistress has allowed us to do as we please as long as we treat all houses equally and not go overboard. We will try our best to honor these rules. But our primary mission remains the same, to have fun. Beware all those who anger any of us; you will suffer dearly. We must also pay tribute to the only teacher in all of Hogwarts we will fully listen to, well besides the Headmistress. We do this not only out of respect for his abilities, but also because he is the only surviving member of the original Marauders, Professor Remus “Mooney” Lupin. If any dare try anything funny with him, they will also face our wrath, thought that is only if there is anything left of you after he is done with you. Now that said, enjoy what is left of dinner, don’t worry we haven’t messed with dessert…yet” Harry said proudly and laughed after this last part as everyone started murmuring.

They finished dinner and headed for the Common Room, Hermione was still pretty steamed but Ron was running interception to calm her down. Ginny on the other hand had congratulated Harry, but has added when she was Rose that she would have done a better job and that Harry should have picked her. Rose just stuck her tongue out at her and cast a leg locker curse on her when no one was looking. Then she hurried off before anyone noticed she had done it. When they got there the Black Marauders took their seats by the fire.

"Remember guys, we need to be there by Midnight," he said it would take a week to pull off,” Harry said softly so no one could overhear them. They all nodded in understanding and spent an hour discussing their prank and ideas for future ones. When it got late enough they all headed to their room as there was no one else around anymore. Rose joined them as she was the only Marauder that didn’t sleep in the same room. They played Wizard Chess and exploding snap until quarter to midnight.

They all snuck down and went through the portrait hole. They moved stealthily till they reached the Room of Requirement. Harry focused had told them what to focus on and eventually the door appeared and they entered the room. Professor Alexander was waiting for them. The room had five chairs and a blackboard.

"Good evening, Professor," Harry and the rest said politely.

"Good evening, Marauders," Alexander responded. "Now I expect you all know why you are here."

"Yea, Harry said you were going to teach us the final thing we needed to be Marauders," Seamus answered proudly.

"Still don’t know what that means exactly," added Neville ruining Seamus’s moment.

Harry laughed, "Guys, what is the one thing that the original Marauders could do that we can’t?" he asked smiling.

Everyone thought and then Rose lit up. "You don’t mean to become Animagus," she said enthused.

"Bingo, I am glad one of you isn’t thick," said Harry laughing at his friends."

“Ok, Harry, that is enough. Let us get started, after all you did ask me to teach you quickly so that you could be ready by the end of the week. I will spend the first five days explaining the concepts quickly and training you on how to do things. Then on day six you will transform; finally day seven will be dedicated to perfecting the transformation. The meetings will be here every day at the same hour. Everyone understood?” Alexander asked as he approached the chalkboard.

Everyone nodded to indicate they were ready and then took their seats. Alexander talked for two hours and then signaled them to return tomorrow.

“Well, that was interesting, even if we didn’t do anything exciting. He explained it better than Lupin did.” Rose said as they walked back.

“Well, Mooney has his reasons for that; he knows that if he tells us too much then it is likely many people would try to do it. If done incorrectly the results could be dire, that is why I asked Alexander to help us. I thought it best to be on the safe side, besides the fact that he is a great teacher and will get us there faster than anybody else.” Harry concluded as they were now trying to keep quiet until they go to their tower. Harry wanted to get some rest; he cringed at the thought of seven more days in that training world. “Anything as long as I grow stronger” he thought.

Chapter 14 Old Magic

Harry awoke groggily the next morning; he wanted to stay in. His meditation and mind training from the Xchio was good, but even that was not enough to heal the fatigue his mind felt. His entire body was still aching, and he was tired as well. But today was going to be a very interesting day since after his morning class, Herbology, he would get to see Professor Alexander in action in Defense Against the Dark Arts Class. He knew that whatever he learned in that class was probably worth his time. He headed down to breakfast where most of the school was still talking about the fantastic prank that had happened the night before.

“I guess we are going to have to top ourselves in the future,” Harry thought as he took his seat next to the rest of the Black Marauders. They adamantly talked about future prank ideas and then headed to class. Herbology was very interesting as they now dealt with very lethal plants, most of which Harry had met when they were hunting for materials with Alexander. Harry had gotten most of the questions right as he either knew the answer or could deduce it using Kivide. His sight had gotten stronger after the training. By the end of class he had won his house a good 100 points.

“Wow, Harry, you really know your plants,” Neville said, shocked as it was his specialty and Harry had known more than him today.

“Yea, where did you learn all that?” Rose asked as she punched him in the arm playfully.

“Well, it’s a secret. Let’s just say I worked very hard during the summer on some of my subjects,” Harry responded as he started to walk faster so he could get to his favorite class earlier.

“Hey, wait up, mate,” screamed Ron as he moved faster holding to Hermione’s hand.

“Yea, Harry, wait up,” said Rose as she raced after him. She finally caught him as he got into the classroom. She grabbed him by the arm; when they both noticed, she let go and both blushed.

“Hey Mr. Potter, I see you’re keeping busy,” said Alexander in mock seriousness. He smiled at the pair. “How little they know about themselves,” he thought.

They both quietly took their seats. Harry had an extra reason to be happy; normally he would have been taking this class with the Slytherins but this year they had switched it with the Hufflepuffs. Somehow he didn’t think this was a coincidence. Eventually the class got full and everyone stood quiet. Alexander raised his hands and all the windows flew open, everyone gasped at the use of wandless magic.

“Welcome Gryffindor, and Hufflepuff. This is your final year of Defense Against the Dark Arts. I am Professor Alexander Canem, as some of you already know. You are probably wondering why your two houses are together in this class for the first time.” Alexander started. They scanned the room with his mind to make sure that everyone here was trustworthy. “Your class will be special this year; I will be teaching you very advanced spells. When I took this position, my one request is that I be able to teach a classroom as I saw fit; I chose this one. The reason being that only the oldest could possibly have a chance at learning what I will teach. And among the four houses, only you two are the most fit for such knowledge. Gryffindors, because they are noble, brave, and true,” at this all the Gryffindors looked up proudly and smiled. “And Hufflepuffs, because they are hard workers, very loyal, and filled with determination,” and now the Hufflepuffs were glowing.

“But what about the Ravenclaws? They are very smart after all,” Hermione chimed in. She would have been in that house had she not been a Gryffindor, and she would have hated to miss advanced knowledge of any sort, let alone Defense Against the Dark Arts.

Ah, yes Ms. Granger that is correct, but these spells aren’t for the smart, they are for the ones who will work hard and use them for the right reasons. Ravenclaws are smart but sometimes they are more interested in books than in helping mankind. Their quest for knowledge usually leads them into the dark arts. This attitude leads some of them down the path of evil; I assure you that only in your two houses is there a complete lack of Death Eaters. Alexander said, and many gasped at this, Hermione grew quiet and thanked her lucky stars she was a Gryffindor. “Now as for why I didn’t choose Slytherin, well that’s a given, I wouldn’t trust one in that entire house. They all laughed and nodded their agreement. “Now let us begin, yes Ms. Granger what can I do for you” he said as he noticed Hermione had raised her hand.

“Professor, I was wondering if you could explain to us how it is you can Apparate within Hogwarts. We saw you the other day vanish with Harry, and we were wondering how you did that.” Hermione asked quickly, the curiosity burning inside her.

“Ah and so it begins. Before I answer I need all of you to swear a Wizard's oath, never to repeat anything you will learn in this classroom to anybody, and to only use the knowledge for the good of mankind, man and wizard alike. You may only speak of these classes to your children. Now swear.” Alexander said very seriously; everyone thought about it and eventually all agreed. “Very well, now let us begin with that. Ms. Granger, I did not Apparate; doing so is impossible in Hogwarts as you already know.” She nodded and he continued, “The skill I used is one older than most books on magic, so it is not recorded in more than five in the entire world, none of which will tell you how it is done. I call it Displacing; Apparating is basically disassembling yourself and sending yourself to another place where you reassemble yourself, it is rather bothersome really. Displacing uses special magics that combined allow you to move very much faster than normal time, in other words it’s like stopping time and being able to walk or run with ease,” he finished like if this was the most normal thing in the world.

They all looked shocked at this; Hermione finally spoke, “Can we learn how to do it?” she asked now anxious.

“Sorry, Ms. Granger, I can only teach it to my apprentice, if you can find out who it is, you can ask him to …"

Harry spoke this time hiding his amusement, “We understand Professor, but do you promise that if we find this apprentice of yours that he can teach us?” he asked, smiling mischievously.

“Oh yes, Mr. Potter, that is when he learns how to do it well enough. Then he can teach whoever he chooses, not a minute sooner though,” responded Alexander as he returned Harry’s smile. Rose looked at the two and had her suspicions. Harry knew who the apprentice was; she would have to coerce it out of him later. “Anyway, let us begin. Most of you are familiar with regular forms of magic, and with the use of wands. I will now let you in on a very big secret. These are some of the weakest forms of true magic. A few millennia ago, wizards were very different; to be a strong one, you needed to be able to harness magic with your bare hands. Wizards were invented because weaker wizards needed them to focus their magic, eventually all wizards took to using them when the old ways were lost. This class will deal with the old ways, magic so strong that it has been forgotten because all those that could do it have vanished and taken the secrets with them,” all now stood completely focused on his words with jaws dropped in amazement of what they heard.

“Magic comes from three places; modern magic can only use less than 10% of two of these. The old ways taught wizards how to harness all the energy from these first two sources. These sources are the magic within us, and the magic around us. Any magic that you do with wands comes from within you; potions and such are a poor way of extracting magic from the things around you. The third source of magic is the strongest of all, but none can harness its power. It is a power not of this world; the use of it is given to only a select few, and it comes in the form of miracles. The power of the Divine is based in love; it is only through love that one could hope to ever receive power from it. One of you here has been witness to that power, Mr. Potter, the spell that saved your life was a spell that came from this source.” At this Harry remembered that his mother had given her life in order to protect him, and had managed to shield him from Voldemort’s curse.

“Like I said this magic is beyond rare. So the old ways focuses on the use of the first two. I will teach you to harness the magic within you, and a few spells that will help you harness the power around you. This is only beginner’s magic in the old ways, but it is much more powerful that any magic used today. Only my apprentice will learn the intermediate, and I hope maybe someday some of the advanced. The perfection of this magic took a wizard centuries to do; they extended their lives with the knowledge of what they learned of the old ways. They became immortal, and at some point vanished from the face of the earth, no one knows where to. They took all the knowledge with them leaving only the forms of magic that are known today. I have this knowledge because one of my ancestors was one such wizard and his knowledge has been passed down to me. Now I will pass on some of it too you, so let us begin” Alexander finished proudly and now everyone began to stir in excitement.

The class was profoundly interesting as they had begun with exercises on how to draw out the power within. Alexander had said this would take them about a month to get down, and then they would begin on spells. As everyone left, Harry stayed behind, he wasn’t the only one, Rose was observing them hidden by the door.

“Well Professor that was very interesting, so when are we…” Harry stopped as Alexander linked mentally with him.

“Harry we are not alone, play dumb. As soon as lunch is over we can go to train” Alexander said telepathically.

“when we are going to see you practice some of this magic you were talking about” Harry finished wising up to the strategy.

I think that by next week I can set a proper demonstration. Please forgive me my apprentice is waiting for me. I will see you next class,” said Alexander as he started to walk out of the class. Rose saw this and hurried off to lunch.

“Hope you have a good lunch as well Ms. Riddle,” Alexander added as he walked down the hall.

Harry quickly finished his lunch, “Well guys I will see you later. I need to go practice with my new broom. Still don’t have the hang of it.” Harry said as this was his alibi.

“Good luck Harry,” Hermione said as she was trying to make Ron pace his feeding frenzy.

“Yea Harry good luck,” Ron said between bites.

“So where are you going to go practice, and when are you going to tell me more about this mysterious broom of yours?” Rose asked filled with curiosity.

“Eventually,” Harry said slyly and went on his way.

He got outside and saw that Alexander was waiting for him sitting by the lake. Sitting next to him was the huge form of Hagrid. Harry approached and saw they were eating some of Hagrid’s famous rock cakes.

“You know Hagrid I really like these cakes. Once you get used to the texture they are exquisite,” Alexander said.

Hagrid saw Harry approaching, “Hello, Harry how are you doing today?”

“Hey Hagrid, fancy meeting you here, I was meaning to come talk to you.” Harry said as he remembered he had an important talk he needed to have with the half‑giant.

Alexander knew what this was about so he got up, “Well Harry I will wait for you over there by that tree,” he said as he walked to a large tree a few feet away.

"I found out that it was Professor Canem who talked you into coming back and I wanted to thank him, so I brought him some of my cakes—So Harry what is it you wanted to talk to me about." Hagrid said, smiling at Harry.

"Hagrid, have you heard anything about the construction they are doing a few miles north of Hogwarts?" Harry asked innocently.

"Oh, yeah, I saw that, asked around and it's all hush-hush. Been wondering what that was about, do you have any idea?" Hagrid replied as he stuffed another cake in his mouth.

"Yes, actually I do; see, I am financing a small ecological installation meant for the preservation of a magical species. I have come into a considerable amount of money and I wanted to invest in something philanthropic. You know, give something back to the community and all. Anyway, I agreed to do it but I said I would need to put my own advisor there to make sure my money was being put to good use," Harry said, egging on the conversation.

"Oh really, so who are you going to get to do that for you?" asked Hagrid as he stared across the lake at some tentacles moving above the water. "Looks like the squid is extra playful today."

"Well, Hagrid, I was hoping you would take the job. I mean, I know of nobody more qualified to take care of a magical creature reserve than the best Care of Magical Creatures teacher that Hogwarts has ever seen," Harry said, smiling up at Hagrid.

"Yep, yep, I guess I am a logical choice for the job," started Hagrid, and then it hit him. "Wait, you want me to do it! You think I am the best Care of Magical Creatures teacher that Hogwarts has ever seen! Oh, Harry," he said as he started to cry and hug Harry tightly.

"Hagrid, air, me, need," Harry muttered as he was being strangled.

"Oh, sorry," Hagrid replied as he let go and dried his tears. "So what sort of creatures are you going to have up there, Gryphons, sphinxes, hippogriffs, what?" he asked enthused.

"No actually it was going to be more along the lines of Hungarian Horntails, Chinese Greennecks, Nordic Ridgebacks, Austria Goldwings, etc," Harry said casually.

"Oh well those are good as well…wait a second…those are all," Hagrid stammered.

"Yes, Hagrid, it is going to be a natural preserve dedicated only to Dragons. Charlie will be the head and you will be my financial advisor. Figured with the two of you it will run like clockwork," Harry said now smiling at the look on Hagrid’s big face. Hagrid jumped up and was looking around in sheer delight like in a dream state.

"Oh Harry, I…I think I am dreaming…Thank you," Harry stammered as tears poured out. His face light up like that of a 5‑year-old looking at the greatest present on earth. He eventually stopped crying and then dried his tears up. "Don’t worry, Mr. Potter I will look after your investment," he said seriously now and then smiled as he extended his giant hand.

Harry grabbed it and shook it. "Good to know, I know my investment is in good hands then." Harry got up and then started to head off. "Oh, Hagrid, you start work next Monday, that’s when the first dragons will arrive."

Hagrid jumped up, "Oh my, so much I need to do. I need to read up, I need to…" started the half‑giant as he headed to his cabin. Harry smiled and then headed to where his teacher was waiting.

Alexander opened the gateway and they stepped into the training grounds again. "Well Professor, what are we going to do today? Am I going to be going up and down the hill again?" asked Harry anxious to start. Today’s training was going to be longer, 9 hours instead of 7, that meant nine "days".

"Actually no, yesterday was a warm‑up. From now on we move onto the real training," Alexander grabbed Harry’s hand and then displaced to the edge of the lake. There was a rowboat there. "Harry this is your next training; you will be rowing this boat from one side of the lake to the other," he said.

"That looks easier than what we did yesterday, should only take me a few hours to get across," Harry said disappointed.

"Ah, but there are catches," Alexander said and clicked his fingers. Now Harry was in swim trunks and much heavier weights than last time appeared on his arms and legs. "That is the first one, more weights. Also you will be chased by two objects today; this is the first," and then clicked his fingers. In his hand appeared a bludger, with another click spikes grew out of it. "This is a modified bludger; when it hits it will hurt a bit, it won’t be moving too fast, but you won’t be able to dodge it unless you move faster than you normally would in the boat. This is to build up your reaction speed and your endurance to pain and hits. The second one is already in the lake; it is a turtle, it will be following your boat, if it catches you, you go up the hill and do your penalty like yesterday. Also there are about 100 turtles in this lake; the only way you can know which one it is, is to use your Kivide. All the turtles have similar patterns, the only way to tell the difference is their power points; you need to be able to see them and focus on each turtle’s in order to know which one is the one you have to run away from. The one you are looking for has its points magically modified to look like a cross. If it catches you then you have to start over from the beginning," Alexander said as he had finished explaining.

Harry got in the boat and started his training. Harry started the spell on his vision; he could see the patterns of the turtles under him, but could barely see the points. He started to row, figuring he could just work through it. Soon he saw the bludger coming his way; he tried to dodge but failed and was met with a painful blow and a shallow cut. He winced at the pain but kept rowing as hard as he could; the turtles moved under him slowly, he was starting to see the points a bit clearer. Suddenly he was on the hill.

“Ok then 200 push ups,” Alexander said, and Harry began his punishment. This pattern repeated itself for five days. Harry slowly began to be able to sprint fast to avoid the bludger, but the turtle still gave him trouble. Since he didn’t know which one to run from he just rowed in a straight line and was caught and then sent to the beginning again. Harry was frustrated; he ate in silence, his muscles aching in pain. His hunger was steadily growing but he hardly noticed through the pain.

“What’s up with you, Harry, you look angry,” Alexander asked concerned.

“I can’t get through this training; I’ve been at it for five days and I still can’t see the points. How much longer is it going to take?” Harry said frustrated.

“Harry, your problem is that you still don’t know how to channel your inner energy well enough. Did you ever wonder why I started your training with Xchio? It was partly to strengthen your Occlumency, but it was also for this purpose. You need to focus your mind on your energy flow and then mentally focus it on your eyes. Your mind rules your body; remember that,” Alexander explained calmly and then kept eating.

The next two days were fruitless as well; it wasn’t until the night of day seven that Harry made a breakthrough. He was sitting at dinner, staring at his hands in pain; the Kivide had been on for 7 days without stopping. He was tired; the spell for sight drained him. Harry decided to use his Xchio to try and rest his mind a bit while he ate; he focused the calmness and the control on himself. He felt as slowly the fatigue started to lessen from the effort in his eyes. “Oh, that feels good,” he thought. He started to pump more relief into them; he focused all his efforts away from his body. His body was in so much pain it just shut off and went numb. Suddenly the energy he was rushing into his eyes started to do more than relieve the pain, he started to focus in, the patterns in his hands disappeared. He saw channels of energy inside of it, and then points where the energy pooled and then continued to flow. Harry looked around, the earth he was sitting on, the fire, the rocks, Alexander, everything was now flowing energy and points. He tried to get up; his body faltered a bit. Then he focused everything else inside him into walking. He stood and walked slowly. Alexander had looked up from his meal; he saw what was happening inside Harry. 

“He is finally here; I didn’t think he would make it by the end of this training session. Still his energy control is a bit weak, and he still hasn’t tapped into “it” yet.  I guess I will ease off on him tomorrow; hopefully he can keep the energy channeled this way.  They I will speed it back up when he gets the hang of it.” thought Alexander very pleased as a happily -?

Harry was delirious; he had finally broken through to another level. He now sat down and felt an incredible hunger; he needed to fuel his new power. He began to eat as savagely as Ron, with each bite he felt the drain less and less. His dreams were focused on Xchio and on the energy flow to his eyes. He fell asleep, seeing through the silver rivers in his eyelids.

The next morning Harry jumped into the boat and began his routine. He could see the patterns in the turtles now, but he couldn’t see very far away, just about 9 feet. He scanned the water as he rowed. Today he would ignore the bludger; a little pain wouldn’t be so bad. He needed to make it across at least, and then back without being touched by the turtle. As he rowed his eyes were fixed on the water, when he felt the bludger strike he would wince and then close one eye. He needed at least one on the water, then he saw it. There was the cross going towards him from the side. He rowed away from it and soon the turtle fell back and swam away. Harry retook his course and continued. He made it to the opposite side and back, every once in a while the turtle would try and catch him and then fail and swim away. The bludger on the other hand had done some very severe damage, he had taken over 80 hits, but he had made it across. Alexander healed him quickly and then Harry set off again, this time he would try to dodge some bludger hits and keep an eye out for the turtle. By the end of the day he had managed to go back and forth 3 more times, and had been caught by the turtle only twice. He had reduced the bludger kits to around 20 for round trip.

The …

Harry looked slightly disappointed. “Harry relax, you are going ahead of schedule as it is. Go home take a shower, relax. By tomorrow you should be able to move to the next stage.” Alexander said encouragingly as he put his arm around Harry’s shoulder. Harry smiled as they returned to Hogwarts.

Alexander had been right; after one more “day” in the training ground he had managed to do it without getting caught by either bludger or turtle. “Yes, score, I am the greatest,” Harry shouted in victory.

“Well, I don’t know about all that, but you did pass this training session,” Alexander said. “Now we move on to round two.” Alexander snapped his fingers; heavier weights appeared on Harry. “Also the turtle and bludger will now move twice as fast. There will now be 400 turtles in the lake and 100 fishes with crosses in them. Good luck.” Harry now looked like the wind had been taken out of him. Then, after a second, he remembered why he was here.

“I asked for fast training; I am moving fast. I wanted it to seem impossible, well I got my wish. Let’s stop moaning and get to work,” he thought at set to it. He suffered the same problems as the day before. The biggest problem was that all those new bodies in the lake drained Harry’s energy while he tried to keep track of all their movements. The crosses in the fish were exactly like that one turtle’s so if he didn’t focus hard he couldn’t tell the difference. By the end of the seventh day he still hadn’t managed to get to the other side. But today though, he didn’t feel bad; he felt determined.

Friday rolled around; his friends had hardly seen Harry. He would be distracted in class; he ate his meals incredibly fast, to the point that Ron was shocked. He would say he would have to train and disappear until nightfall. Then he would be very focused in the Animagus classes they took at night. When they asked how the training was going he would say either “Ok” or “I still need to work harder.” They were all concerned; the Black Marauders had decided that Rose would be the second in command and were taking their orders from her. They had pulled minor pranks with some Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes but nothing worth mentioning the next morning. Ginny was upset with Harry since he was totally ignoring her.

“He is driving himself to hard” said Hermione as they all sat in the Gryffindor common room that Friday afternoon.

“Yea, he is going to burn himself out,” Ron added looking concerned.

“Well, the Black Marauders need him as a leader. But I can’t say anything when he looks so tired and beat all the time. I feel sorry for him.” Rose said as she shook her head.

“The Black Marauders, your stupid little club, is that all you can think about? He is killing himself. And he is ignoring us,” replied Ginny angrily.

“Don’t you mean he is ignoring you? I mean you only care because he is ignoring you; if he were just ignoring us you wouldn’t even be here. Why do you care anyways, I thought you guys had broken up? What do you just need his popularity to feel good about yourself?” Rose responded viciously.

“Who the hell are you to say anything? How dare you imply I don’t care about him? What is between me and him is none of your business, Ms. Voldemort,” screamed Ginny. Rose became livid, and Ron cringed at the name.

“Enough, you two! I don’t care what you are fighting about; the point is we need to talk to him. You need to get over yourselves and focus on Harry. So settle down and behave yourselves,” Hermione said seriously.

“Yea, Gin, Rose, you both need to settle down. So we talk to him tonight,” asked Ron and then everyone agreed.

Harry’s training session had gone beautifully. He had finally managed to focus enough to see through all the animals and dodge the bludger. In truth the bludger wasn’t bothering him anymore; the hits only cut him but the pain was negligible to Harry now. His tolerance for pain was so high that it felt like a tennis ball was hitting him. The point was that he had managed to do the entire training without getting caught by either the turtle or the bludger, and that tomorrow he would have a 5‑hour morning session and a 7‑hour afternoon session where he would move to the next phase. He was ecstatic to see what was next; he only hoped it wasn’t more of the same. He also had Quidditch tryouts, and at midnight he would become an Animagus. His weekend couldn’t be any better. Harry was right outside the Fat Lady portrait.

“Padfoot,” said Harry; Hermione had decided to honor Sirius in her own way by making his Marauder name the password. The portrait swung open and Harry found that his friends were expecting him. Rose and Ginny were arguing loudly about something, he guessed it was him, it was always him.”}<|channel|>final <|constrain|>JSON<|message|>{

“Bloody hell, mate, you look like hell,” Ron said immediately upon seeing the state Harry was in. Rose and Ginny stopped talking and looked at Harry.

Hermione hit Ron on the arm; he winced, “Sorry, Harry, but he is right, you look awful. Like you haven’t seen a bath in a week.” Harry laughed internally since he knew she was right on the money.

“Oh my, look at all these cuts and scabs you have. Where did you go to get in this state after only eight hours?” asked Rose as she hugged Harry and ran her fingers over his wounds through the tears in his sleeve. Ginny got up as well; she couldn’t have Rose take Harry’s attention.

“Really, Harry, let me tend to them,” said Ginny as she grabbed his other arm.

“No, let me do it,” demanded Rose as she pulled on his arm.

“No, me, I am his friend,” defended Ginny as she tugged on his other arm.

“Well, I am his fellow Black Marauder,” replied Rose.

“Enough, both of you; I will deal with them myself,” Harry said as he slipped out of his shirt, leaving the two girls holding it. Suddenly they all had looks of surprise and awe on their faces. “What? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Harry, mate, you should look in a mirror,” Ron said trying to comprehend what he was seeing.

Harry looked puzzled and approached the body‑length mirror that was in the common room. He saw what they were gasping about; his body was covered in wounds and scabs, but that wasn’t the shocking part. His once pale skin and semi‑muscular frame were now deeply tanned and his muscles were very much larger. He heard louder gasps as he turned around and saw that his back was in the same state.”

To Harry this made perfect sense; he had spent days worth of time in the training grounds without his shirt. That would explain the tan, as for the muscles, all the exercise had paid off. His body now had an armor of muscles; no wonder the bludger didn’t hurt anymore. Harry admired himself a bit more in the mirror; he now had muscles on his arms and his chest and abdomen where ripped. He ripped his torn training pants and saw that his legs were in the same condition. He hadn’t noticed any of this since he had been using Kivide since Tuesday non‑stop. He had only removed it now because of his friends’ reactions. Normally he would have only seen his pattern, energy flow, and power points. As he stared into the mirror he realized that his friends were still gawking at him. And that unlike him, they didn’t know why he looked this way. Harry had to think fast; he needed to talk to Alexander. He used his telepathy; luckily Alexander was listening in for Harry’s message.

“Alexander help me!” Harry thought.

At that moment there was a knock at the portrait. Ron moved over there, his eyes still fixed on Harry, like if turning away might make him disappear.

“Hey Harry, I just wanted to bring your robes over; my apprentice told me he had been training you in the time dimension.” Alexander stared at Harry with a pretend shocked expression. “Oh my, it seems like he has had you in there for over two months. He told me you had wanted to work out some muscle since he had totally refused to teach you any magic, but I never expected him to train you to this point. You look buff. Anyways, here are your robes, and here’s an ointment for your wounds. It should clear all of that up in an hour. I guess by the look of those, he took you rock climbing without any pads or protective gear; I keep telling him that he can get an infection from all those scrapes and bruises he gets when he slips and crashes. Well, I am off—see you tonight, guys.” Alexander said calmly as he exited through the portrait and climbed down the stairs.

Harry caught on, “Yeah it was a shame he wouldn’t teach me magic; he told me he wasn’t ready for that yet. In any case, rock climbing was really fun, and great exercise. We might have abused the chamber a bit—I mean we were in there for a month.” The confused looks on his friends’ faces said it all. “Oh, it is a room like the Room of Requirement only that time doesn’t move inside of it. So we were in there for two months just camping and climbing. That’s why I haven’t been around so much and I have looked tired. I guess I worried you guys; I swore to him that I wouldn’t tell who he was. So I couldn’t say anything. So that is why I look the way I look.” Harry finally finished, pleased with himself for his acting skills.

Everyone now seemed to put things together and understand. “Wow, mate, you should have told me. I could have come with, it would be great to be as built as you” Ron said smiling.

“Trust me, Ron, we didn’t sleep much; we only climbed, and the food sucked. You would have hated it.” replied Harry chuckling.

Ron winced at the thought. “Yea if it was like that you can keep it,” Ron said as Hermione looked at him moodily.

“You are such a slack off, Ron. I would have been very interesting to explore this chamber. Harry could have used the company as well. Plus I wouldn’t mind having a boyfriend that look like that.” Finished Hermione as she pointed to Harry and blushed a bit as she stayed staring at him. “Man, Harry look hot” she thought.

“Hey, hey, hey I don’t like the way you are looking at him. Harry next time you go I want to go with you.” Ron now said very determined and upset as he tried to get Hermione to stop gawking at Harry.

“Harry you look amazing,” Rose said as her eyes scanned every inch of him. He looked so strong and manly, his unkempt face, his ruffled hair, the smell of sweat from him, it was all driving her heart rate up.

“Yea I agree.” Ginny said not realizing who she was agreeing with. Her mind flying over all the things she wanted to do to the new and vastly improved Harry. “He could probably break me in half…in fact I want him too” she thought.

Rose on the other hand did notice who had agreed with her. “Say Harry go take a shower and then I will put that Ointment on you.” She said as she took the ointment from Harry’s hands and then pushed him up the stairs.

It took a moment before Ginny realized what was happening, "Wait I'll do that" she cried as she ran to the door, but it was too late. Rose had locked the door and had put a silencing charm on it so that Ginny couldn’t get in. Harry just smiled at all this; he would eventually have to deal with this, but for now he didn’t want to think about any of it. He wanted a shower, and that is what he would get. Meanwhile, Ginny had given up and had stormed off to her room. She was determined to get even with Rose, and she would also get herself a piece of Harry pie.

When he came out he was in a fresh pair of boxers and towel drying his hair. Steam rolled from the door, and levitated off his body. Rose was waiting for him. "Come Harry sit on the bed so I can put this stuff on" she said smiling at him.

"Sounds good" he said as he sat …

She started to rub it all over his back and arms, really massaging it in. She was thoroughly enjoying this. Eventually, she made him turn over and massaged some into his chest. She was feeling things she had never felt before, not even… She couldn’t even think about that. She was so absorbed in massaging medicine into Harry’s strong, hard muscles. Eventually she raised her sight and her red eyes met his emerald greens; she got lost in them. Their lips collided violently in an instant, the kiss was deep and passionate, their tongues danced with each other. Then the instant had passed. Rose got up and ran out of the room. Her heart was racing faster than she had ever felt it race. Harry just sat there on the bed contemplating what had just happened. He had kissed the daughter of his worst enemy, a man that wanted to see Harry dead, a man who had killed his parents and godfather, a man that had caused him and those around him so much pain. Harry had been making out with his daughter. The thought frightened him, but not as much as the fact that he had liked it immensely. Harry just sat stunned; eventually he snapped out of it and saw that his towel was now a lot more elevated. He blushed and got dressed. He would have to deal with this some other time, he had dinner and he was starving for good food. He threw on a black tank top, and a pair of blue jean shorts. He wanted to flaunt his new body.

Rose was now in her room; she had raced through the common room leaving Ron and Hermione stunned at her speed. Her mind was racing; she had kissed Harry Potter, it was wrong, she knew it was, but it felt so right. She was Malfoy’s girlfriend, she had her orders, she was her father’s daughter. All these things negated the possibility of her liking Harry Potter, but that body, those eyes, that kiss. Rose trembled at the thoughts in her head. She needed to see Draco. She needed to talk to her father. She needed to do something, but didn’t know what. She decided to focus on tonight; she needed to get ready. Something made her want to go through her entire wardrobe and pick the hottest outfit she could find. After 45 minutes of searching, she finally settled on a black tank top and a short black skirt, and headed down for dinner.

Harry was in the common room with Ron and Hermione waiting for her; he looked up and was blown away with the way Rose looked. He also saw Ginny coming down; she had on a short one‑piece red dress that made her look amazingly hot. Ron nearly made her go and change but Hermione ran interception and got him distracted. They all headed down to dinner. When they entered the hall, all eyes turned to them. The girls were gawking at Harry; his body now bore no scars. He looked amazing, his muscles clearly visible through his tight shirt. All the girls were swooning, wondering when he had become such an uber‑hottie. All the guys were staring at Ginny and Rose who both looked dressed to kill.

Harry sat at dinner and ate at a rate and fashion that normally would have shocked all that saw him. But tonight he was so hot that no one cared. When he was done he talked to his friends and enjoyed himself. When the meal was finished they started to head to the Common Room. Rose said she needed to go to the library and walked away. So Ron, Hermione, Ginny, and Harry headed up leaving her behind.

When they got to the Common Room, they noticed a peculiar sight. There was a large heavily feathered owl waiting there. Harry thought it must be one of his many fans; he was still getting large amounts of fan mail by owl these days.

As they approached the owl, surprisingly it flew towards Hermione and landed on her shoulder. It dropped a letter into her hands, then flew away.

“Who’s the letter from?” asked Ron half‑curious, half protective.

She read the front: “It is from Vic… I mean Krum,” Hermione finished as she began to see the jealous anger build in Ron’s face. “Now before you say anything, I sent him a letter to ask him about Rose. I wanted to know what he knew about her, since they both went to the same school and Rose seemed to know him.” Hermione said quickly.

Ron was now visibly less angry; he looked relieved. “Oh, that’s why. I guess that is ok,” he said simply. Hermione chose to ignore his possessiveness and opened the letter instead.

She read fast, and her face started to grow grave; she reread it and then looked up.

“Well what does it say?” Harry asked anxiously.

“Harry, Rose isn’t who we think she is,” said Hermione gravely.

Chapter 15 Marauders Reborn

Deep in the dungeons, Draco was coming back from his dinner. He was walking alone with his wand drawn; he now lacked bodyguards and had an overabundance of enemies. He was attacked daily and had taken to watching out for everything. When he rounded a corner, a hand quickly pulled him aside and disarmed him. “I will get you whoever you…” he started and then saw who it was. “Rose! What are you doing here?” Draco said seriously surprised.

“I needed to see you, Draco,” Rose replied solemnly.

“We can’t be seen together; remember we have a mission to do here,” Draco said as he got up and removed his wand from the floor. It was normal for him to loose his wand to Rose; she was after all extremely well trained.

“Well, no one is around, besides I needed to see you,” Rose said casually.

Draco was taken aback by these words. He had known Rose to be cold as ice, a calculating and strong individual. “Don’t tell me the Potter Patrol is making you go soft,” Draco said mockingly.

Rose grabbed his wand arm, flipped him and then dug her knee into his chest. “Don’t you ever say I am going soft, Malfoy,” she said furiously and then kissed him patiently.

Draco was in pain and pleasure at the same time. She had stunned him once again. “Ok, ok, so you are not soft. Your mother trained you to well,” he replied casually as he got himself back up again.

“That is what she used to say to me all the time,” Rose replied, regaining her cold composure.

“So what did you want to talk about? How goes your mission?” Draco asked as they looked for a secluded spot to talk.

"Well I needed a break from all the sugar and spice that those guys exude. The mission is going well, even though I am still in the dark about some things. I don’t even think he has told his friends anything of value. He disappears when he isn’t in class; apparently he is learning from Professor Canem’s apprentice. I still think that teacher is full of himself and just knows a lot of neat tricks. He still hasn’t shown any power that I would consider worth mentioning." Rose informed as they walked towards the Astronomy Tower.

"Still, it was a stroke of luck that you fell into that house; otherwise you wouldn’t have been able to get into Potter’s life as completely as you have. Or do discover that Professor Canem is supposedly going to teach the Gryffindors and Hufflepuffs special magic. Even if it isn’t true, it is too bad you were sworn into a Wizard’s Oath and you can’t tell anyone any details about it." Draco said as they took a seat on the stairs at the top of the tower.

"Yea, I guess my goody‑two‑shoes mother was good for something. As for Canem, like I said, I am yet to be impressed," Rose replied coldly.

"You are heartless aren’t you? You saw her die by your father’s hand and yet you feel nothing?" Draco replied as he stared into her blood‑red eyes. He knew her; he had known her for years, but she was changing. He could tell that something was off with her.

"Well I only saw the end. Maybe if I had gotten there sooner I would have gotten in on the action. I would have liked to see what my father could do; he never shows his skills to anyone. I mean it wouldn’t have taken much to beat my mother, I mean I could have if it had served my purpose. Still a glimpse into his dueling style would have been nice," continued Rose as she stared into Draco’s grey eyes.

Draco was like her, bread like her, she had known him since they were both children. It had taken her time to see what the Malfoy’s had always warned her about, her mother was disloyal. When her father returned he had ordered that Rose be returned. Her mother betrayed him and refused and planned to run with her. But her father had stopped it, and had given her mother the death of a traitor.

"Ah, it is that ruthless and cold calculating attitude that I so love and adore. Come here beloved and give me a kiss," Draco said as he leaned in.

"Oh get away you twat, you are gross," Rose replied as she pushed him away. Right now she needed to think, thoughts that shouldn’t be were swirling in her head.

"Oh come on, is that anyways to talk to your…" Draco started

"FIANCEE" Ron said loudly, "You mean to tell me that she is engaged to that git Malfoy?" he said in utter shock. Harry just stood silent, his face expressionless.

"I am afraid so Ron, and there is more listen to this," Hermione started as she began to read the letter.

Dear Hermionini,

It has been a while since I last heard from you. I am glad you are well. I hope that your boyfriend Weasel is fine as well. By the way if you come to your senses and leave him, let me know immediately.

I wanted to express my condolences for the death of your Headmaster Dumbledore. He was a great man; he was very kind to all of us while we were there for the Tri‑Wizard Cup. I also wanted you to tell Harry that I wish him luck in his fight with Voldemort; many of us are rooting for him. Oh, and also good luck on the World Cup, I have a feeling he will make the team.

I am doing very well for myself these days; I am set to be on the Bulgarian National Team next year. For now I am playing with the Hurgard Hawks, and we are dominating the league of course.

Now as for the question you asked me. Yes, I know of Rose Lilith Riddle. Her name befits her; Lilith was the traitorous first‑wife of Adam, a terrible demon in myth. She is no better; her name at school was Bloody Rose. She was very violent, those that weren’t with her, were destroyed.

Rumors say her mother was in league with Voldemort until his demise. It seems that her mother found herself on the wrong side and realized it too late. She saw his death as an escape, and vowed never to return to England. Lilith was told by the time she first came to school, she took up Voldemort´s last name and ruled under it.

From birth she was betrothed to a boy that is in your same year, a Draco Malfoy. I got to know him a bit since we were forced to eat with his house, I found him to be most unpleasant. Still I felt sorry for the bastard having to marry a girl like Rose. All feared her even those six years her seniors, and our teachers.

She became the captain of her house Quidditch team her first year at Durmstrang. She was a ruthless player, my house always won because of my skills, but hers was always the close second. When she played she acted like a Beater, even though she was a Chaser. The games against her house always involved many going to the hospital. She would even sometimes injure her own teammates in order to win a game or at least do as much damage as possible.

She is very skilled in dark magic and potions, she is also extremely skilled in hand to hand combat. It was her favorite method of punishing people, she would beat them senseless. Some of her victims where three times her size and she destroyed them easily with her vampire strength. She was taught these by her mother in hopes she would be strong enough to stand a chance against her father. But this ended up being her downfall; Rose was in constant contact with the Malfoys. Lucius Malfoy, Draco’s father, was her godfather after all. They turned her against her own mother; some say she even helped Voldemort kill her mother.

Hermionini, I beg you stay away from her. Be safe, and good luck this year.

Love,

Victor Krum

PS Tell Harry to watch out for the German team. And that Bulgaria is going to cream England.

“Bloody hell, Rose sounds like a monster” Ron said as he now stood stunned.

“I knew that girl was no good. She is bad blood after all, the daughter of Voldemort” Ginny said angrily. Inside she was celebrating.

Harry laughed “That git Krum think we are going to loose against Bulgaria. He must be on some weird potion or plastered on Fire whisky” he said calmly with a look of determination on his face.

“Harry what are you talking about. Didn’t you hear all he said about Rose? We need to get you far away from her and you are talking about Quidditch. Are you mental or something?” Hermione said loudly.

“No Hermione, it is just that I already knew about Rose, and her past.” Harry said calmly.

They all looked at him shocked, shocked that he knew, shocked that he didn’t tell them, and curious as to how he knew.

Hermione spoke first “Harry how did you know?”

“Really Hermione, do you think I would let the daughter of my sworn enemy walk around in my school, live in my house, and be my friend without digging up on her. I have been using my Legilimency on her from the moment I heard her last name. I dug in her head every night as she slept. By Wednesday I knew everything about her, even things she didn’t know about herself” Harry said smiling proudly.

“Why didn’t you tell us anything?” Ron asked angrily.

“Really Ron, why would I do that? So you guys could threaten and ostracize her? I needed her close so I could keep an eye on her. Plus you heard Krum; she could have beat all of you into a bloody pulp. She also has some Legilimency skills, so she could pick your brains and know what you were thinking. Now she trusts you and is only focused on me. Besides I know something about her she hasn’t figured out yet, and when she does it will be the end of Bloody Rose.” Harry finished looking smug.

“I don’t like this; I think we should just get her kicked out of school or something,” Ginny said bluntly.

“Calm down, Ginny. I know what she is after. She won’t hurt anyone; her purpose was to spy on me. So far she is failing miserably, that is partly the reason why I can’t tell you all I have done in my training with Alexander’s apprentice,” Harry said firmly.

Ginny was about to say something but Hermione stopped her. “So what do you want us to do, Harry?” asked Hermione.

“Act normally; let me deal with her, treat her just like you have been treating you. Not everything about her is fake; deep down you are the first real friends she has had. Give he a chance, she could very well become an ally.” Harry started then noticed their faces. “And no I am not acting like Dumbledore here; I have her on a very short leash. I don’t trust her that much, and if the time comes where she is a threat I will deal with her with extreme and relentless prejudice. I hate traitors, and I am done giving them second chances, Wormtail, Snape, Draco all of them. If I meet them again in the field of battle I will hold no mercy for them, they will pay for their crimes.” Harry said this so gravely that everyone cringed backwards at the force of his words. They all remained silent until Harry spoke again. “Ok enough of that. Let’s talk about tonight” he started and they all started to discuss the transformation at midnight.

Rose walked in through the portrait hole and saw everyone talking adamantly. “Hey guys what’s up” she said smiling as she took a seat.

Everyone except Harry faltered for a bit, “Nothing much Rose, just discussing tonight’s activities. Seamus and Dean are off playing wizard chess somewhere. We have been talking and it seems that Ginny and Hermione want in. The idea of being Animagus intrigued them I guess” Harry said coolly.

“Oh really, well have you come to a decision?” Rose replied coldly as she stared at Ginny.

"Yea, we still have to run it by those other two. But in my opinion we shouldn’t let Hermione in. She likes rules too much; she might mess up our pranks. Unfortunately Ron is a member so as her boyfriend he can bring her in. My dad did so for my mom, so it is only fair to keep tradition alive. Besides, she knows what needs to be done for the transformation anyway." Harry replied.

"Hey, but what about me?" Ginny asked as she drew her gaze from Rose and onto Harry.

"Sorry, Gin; you aren’t ready for the transformation. Also, you and Rose don’t get along. She is now second in command, so no one will vouch for you to be in," Harry replied. Rose just smiled; Ginny was livid. She got up and stormed off.

"Well, there she goes again," Rose said smugly.

Harry shrugged. "Whatever, we have somewhere we need to be. Tonight the Marauders are truly reborn. Ron, go get the other two knuckleheads." Harry commanded. Rose liked it when Harry took charge; it made her knees go weak. Everyone got up and waited at the portrait hole. Soon they all headed to the room of Requirement.

Alexander was waiting for them next to a small cauldron. "Hey guys, you ready for this?" he asked and then noticed Hermione. "Oh hello Hermione, I guess you convinced Ron to let you in to this little club," he said smiling.

Hermione blushed; she wasn’t used to teachers calling her by her first name, and even less used to them making jokes about her relationship.

"Ok then, everyone needs to take a drink of this potion. Hermione, I hope you know what to do; everyone else just do what I told you." Alexander said as he drew up a ladle with potion in it.

Everyone approached and nervously took the ladle in turn. They all drank the potion; the taste was sweet. They waited a while, and then it started. The pain they felt was excruciating. “Focus on changing into animals, don’t let the animal in you overtake the human. Dominate your instincts,” Alexander said loudly. They were rolling on the ground in pain, but they could still hear the words.

Then suddenly the pain was gone. They opened their eyes, and the world looked different. Their animal instincts now began to try to take over; they all wrestled with the need to run and play, to hunt, to move. Finally, when they regained control of their bodies, they stood up and looked at each other.

“Ok then let’s see what we got,” Alexander said smiling down at them. “Ok, Ron you are a bright red wolf. Hermione, you are a brown shaggy collie. Neville you are a stag. Seamus you’re a big black horse. Rose, you are a white tiger with red eyes. Harry you’re a great lion with a brown mane and green eyes, your forehead still has your scar though,” Alexander finished. “Now focus on being human, concentrate hard and you should change back.”

They did so, and slowly they returned to their human forms. “That hurt like hell,” Ron said as soon as he regained speech.

“Yea, I didn’t expect it to hurt so much,” Hermione added.

“Well it will hurt less each time; by the time you do it twenty times it should feel pretty normal,” Alexander said plainly.

“Ok guys we all need to take turns changing into animals and picking our names,” Harry instructed.

“I will go first then,” said Hermione as she changed into her dog form.

"Well isn’t she cute," Ron said as he tried to pet her; she barked at him and tried to bite him. "Hey, watch out." 

"I am thinking Spitfire," said Harry as he laughed at his friend.

Hermione changed back. "I like it, might remind certain people to stay in line," she said looking at Ron.

"Ok, I will go next," replied Ron; he changed into a wolf.

"Aww, isn’t he cute?" Hermione said as she pet him. Ron just rolled over and let her scratch his belly. He wagged his tail happily.

"I would say Pushover is a good name," said Seamus laughing. Ron got up and growled at him baring his fangs.

"How bout Redfang? He is red and he is always growling," suggested Rose.

Ron changed back. "Don’t you ever call me a pushover, Seamus. Oh, and Redfang sounds wicked," he said glaring at Seamus.

"Yea only I can call him that," Hermione added in mock anger.

"Yea, only she can…hey!" Ron started and then everyone started laughing.

"Ok, I will go now," said Neville as he changed into a stag.

"Well Prongs is taken," Harry started.

"Well how bout Gentlefoot?" Hermione suggested. Neville just stomped and shook his head.

"No, I don’t think he likes it. How bout Swiftblades? He has sharp prongs and is really fast," Harry stated.

Neville just stomped and nodded, then changed into human form. "Sorry, that sounds great."

"Ok now it’s my turn," Seamus said as he changed into a black horse.

"I know exactly what to call you. I read it in a book of Irish mythology. I think we should call you Pooka. It is the name of a demon black horse that haunts the Irish countryside. Now you are as badass as a banshee," Harry said.

Seamus changed back, “Why did you have to mention banshees? I hate banshees.” That said, Pooka sounds brilliant. Good to have a name from the home country.

“Ok then I am next,” Rose said as she changed into a brilliant white tiger.

“How bout Snowystripes?” Ron said innocently.

“Oh, come on Ron, that name sucked. How bout Snakeback, since she has that long snake‑like stripe down her back,” Seamus suggested.

“No I don’t think she likes being reminded of anything that has to do with snakes,” Hermione said wisely.

“I think Hermione is right; I think we should call her Crimsonsnow because of her gorgeous white fur and beautiful red eyes,” Harry said.

Rose roared loudly and then changed back. “I think I will stick with Harry’s idea,” she said, smiling and blushing at his compliment.

“Well Harry that only leaves you, mate,” Neville said as they all looked at Harry.

“Sorry guys, I have already picked a name. I want to be called Snuffles, as a tribute to Sirius,” Harry replied with a hint of sadness in his voice.

“Harry, that sounds good,” Rose said as she smiled at him.

“Yea, mate, I think it is perfect,” Ron added as he put his hand on Harry’s shoulder.

“I think he would definitely be proud that you took that name,” Hermione said, smiling kindly at him.

“Still it is only fair that we get to see Snuffles in his animal form,” Seamus said, trying to liven the mood.

Harry nodded and changed into the lion. “A Gryffindor if I ever saw one,” said Neville laughing. Harry roared loudly and changed back.

“Yea I guess you are right, Neville; the lion is the crest of Gryffindor after all,” Harry replied, now very happy with himself.

"Ok then, you should practice that a few more times, then go to bed. Tomorrow we will work at it until it doesn’t hurt at all," Alexander chimed in.

"Sounds good, let’s get to it," Harry said as he got to transforming back and forth. The pain was still quite large.

The others followed suit, except for Hermione. "Excuse me Professor; do you have an Animagus form? I mean you know so much about it, I am just wondered if you are one as well," she asked nicely with curiosity in her eyes.

The others had heard this and decided they were interested as well.

"Yea, Alexander, are you an Animagus?" Harry asked grinning at his professor.

"Well, yea but I am a very rare kind. My animal form is so old that I can’t use it for anything other than fighting," responded Alexander knowing what would happen next.

“Oh please show us," begged Rose.

"Yea teach show us," added Seamus.

"Ok, I will show you but promise not to freak out alright," Alexander added now smiling evilly.

"Ok we promise," they all said.

Alexander took a step back, looked up at the ceiling. "Wait this won’t do at all" and with that they world disappeared and they all appeared outside.

“Wow, how did we get here” asked Ron now very confused as to how they got there.

“He Displaced us," Harry responded knowingly.

“So that is what that feels like. I get why it is better than Apparating" Hermione commented.

“Yea that was fun” Rose said. He had shown her something that she didn’t expect; maybe this teacher had some power after all.

“Ok guys now I can show you my form. The roof was to low in there" Alexander commented and then began to transform into something very large."

“Oh, my… What the hell is that,” Neville said as he looked in horror at a 42‑foot long carnivore.

“I can’t believe it; you’re a Giganotosaurus,” Hermione gasped.

“A what?” Rose asked, looking at the large threatening dinosaur. This teacher was becoming more frightening by the second.

“It is the largest known carnivore to ever exist. It’s like a bigger version of the T‑Rex,” Hermione replied in a know-it-all tone.

“Wicked.” Ron said.

“Yes, you could eat a human in a single bite,” Seamus added as he saw the dinosaur.

Alexander returned to human form. “Yes, only one in a million wizards will turn into an extinct animal. I just happen to be one; not very good for hiding, but great for fighting. I can just eat anyone that faces me.” Alexander added laughing. “Ok, guys, head to your tower. Tomorrow we will finish your training.”

They all wished Alexander goodbye and thanked him. Then they headed directly to their beds.

Chapter 16 Memoirs, Quidditch, and a Declaration of War

Harry got up early; the sun was shining, the birds were chirping. And he had an evil smile on his face. He turned on his telepathy, “Oh, Marauders, WAKE UP, assemble in my room, there are pranks waiting to be played,” he said to all the Marauders.

Immediately four heads popped awake; Hermione and Rose snuck out and went to Harry’s room. Seamus and Neville approached Harry and started to beat on him with their pillows.

“You bastard, don’t ever do that again. I swear I thought you knew who was attacking or something,” Seamus said as he swung viciously.

“Yeah, Harry, that was not cool; I was dreaming I was snogging the Patil twins,” Neville added, but then blushed. The other two just looked at him.

“Nice dreams, Nev, maybe now that you are a badass Marauder you will get a girl. I never figured you for a playboy,” Harry said laughing.

The girls saw the fight as soon as they walked in and joined in. Ron was still snoring soundly. After a good five minutes they all stopped and were laughing wildly.

“Harry, that was mean; you scared the hell out of me,” Hermione said.

“Yeah, Harry, I thought you had snuck into my bed or something,” Rose replied. She blushed at the thought. Something inside her told her she wouldn’t mind that at all.

“Yes, we told him it was wrong too,” Neville said as he swung his pillow at Harry, but missed his head.

“Well, Nev, I think we were more interested in what you said afterwards,” Seamus replied, smiling mischievously.

Curiosity dawned on the two girls. “What did he say?” asked Rose, smiling.

“Don’t you dare, Seamus,” Neville said menacingly.

"What, say that you were dreaming of snogging both the Patil sisters? You mean that," Seamus replied innocently.

Both girls looked at each other shocked. "Why Neville, who ever would have thought," said Hermione as she nudged him in the arm.

Harry was just smiling evilly in a daze while all this happened, the wheels in his head spinning a plan so devilish that the foundations of Hogwarts would shake at the very mention of it.

After taunting Neville a bit more, the rest of the Marauders noticed two things. One, Harry was quiet, and two, Ron was still asleep.

"Man, my boyfriend is a lazy git, isn’t he," Hermione said as she pointed towards a snoring Ron.

"Yea, he has always been a heavy sleeper," Seamus replied as he approached him. "And an even heavier snorer." He said laughing.

Rose noticed Harry’s face. "Guys, I think we have a bigger problem," she said as she pointed to Harry.

"Oh no, I have a feeling that face can mean nothing good," Hermione said very concerned.

"Harry, what are you planning?" asked Rose, very anxious to know what was going on inside their leader’s head.

Harry remained silent. "Oh this is going to be big," Seamus said as he saw his lack of reaction.

"No, this is going to be very, very huge," Neville added as he waved his hands in front of Harry’s eyes.

Harry stirred at last. "You are both wrong, this is going to be a Marauder Classic. Sirius and my dad will stir in their graves; they will laugh from the afterlife at my brilliance," Harry said excitedly. Everyone cringed; this was worse than they had expected.

"But first things first," he said as he got up and changed into a lion. He walked on top of Ron’s bed and started licking his face.

"Oh, you are evil, Harry," Seamus said.

"Oh, Hermione, relax a bit," Ron said sleepily. Harry purred a bit.

Hermione blushed, "Harry please stop," she said softly in embarrassment.

"Oh, Hermione, get your cat out of here. I don’t think he is old enough to see this," Ron still said dreamily.

"Oh MY… Hermione, you animal," Rose said starting to bust out laughing.

Harry had played enough; he let out a roar so loud it shook the entire Gryffindor House awake. Ron woke up instantly and looked up. He was pinned by a lion; fear crept into his mind, and he screamed loudly. He looked around desperately, he saw all the Marauders in his room laughing, and Hermione reduced to a ball of redness sitting next to them.

"Harry, you bastard," Ron said as he figured it all out. Harry changed back and started laughing viciously.

"Ron…you…are…an…animal," Seamus said between laughs.

"I didn’t know you and Hermione were that…intense in the bedroom," Harry added as he rolled onto the floor laughing. Ron looked at them all, filled with confusion.

"What are you lot talking about?" Ron asked now, starting to get angry.

"Oh, let me show you," Harry said and then projected the mental image into Ron’s head.

"Bloody, stinking hell," Ron said as he blushed into the color of his hair. All emotion drained but embarrassment. Everyone just laughed harder.

Eventually they calmed down. "Oh…so Harry tell us of this plan of yours that is going to be a Marauder Classic," Rose asked curiously as she dried the tears from her eyes.

"Harry has a plan?" Ron said and then looked at the face Harry was making. "Oh, this plan is going to be big," he said as he looked at his best friends’ faces.

“Come on then, spill it,” Seamus egged as he got off the floor.

Harry just remained silent; if he was going to pull this off he needed to work alone. “Well, let me iron the details out and then I will share my brilliance with you,” he said trying to buy time.

“Oh, no you don’t, Harry, I know that look; you know the plan already. You just don’t want us in on it,” Ron said as he stared Harry down. Ron knew Harry too well.

Harry had to think fast. “Ok, ok. Let me tell you the details…” he began.

Harry had told them of a plan not about the plan. The prank would be done next week in the morning hours using a spell from the Marauder’s Memoirs. But the plan Harry wanted to pull was something far more wicked, something that was in Sirius’s side of the Memoirs, something he needed to do alone to make it work, a special potion. He needed an ingredient that was extremely rare, and Harry knew of only one way to get it…Ginny.

As if by magic Ginny walked into the room. She was still groggy; her hair was combed though. She had apparently taken the time to look presentable before she walked in. “What was that noise that came from here? It sounded like a roar. What are you people up to?” she said half‑curiously, half angrily at being left out.

“Oh nothing, just Marauder business,” Rose said coldly as she received and returned Ginny’s glare.

“Nothing much, Gin; Harry just used one of the Twins’ candies to roar like a lion and wake me up,” Ron lied trying to cover the fact they were all now Animagi.

“Oh, I see,” Ginny said, then smiled. “Next time maybe they should just put spiders in your bed,” she replied smiling.

Ron cringed, “Harry, if you ever do that, I will hunt you down and kill you. You will wish you knew who was after you instead of me,” he said angrily.

Rose dropped the smile and looked said. Hermione elbowed Ron. “What?” he said, Hermione pointed in Rose’s direction. “Oh, sorry Rose,” he said quickly.

“Hey it’s ok. I am used to it. He is a pain in the ass, git after all,” she said quickly. She was very good at acting the victim.

“Yes, you are Rose, yes you are,” thought Harry as he smiled at her. Suddenly, her eyes caught his. Time froze for both, then the moment passed and they both got up.

“Ok guys, we need to get ready; Quidditch tryouts will be this afternoon,” Harry said and then headed to get ready.

“Yea, this is going to be fun,” Ron said as he followed Harry.

“Boys and their Quidditch,” Hermione sighed.

“HEY!” replied both Ginny and Rose.

Hermione laughed, “Never thought you two would agree on anything,” she said.

Rose and Ginny stared at each other viciously. “You aren’t going to make it if I have anything to say about it,” Ginny spat.

“Too bad it isn’t; it’s up to the Captain to decide whose best for the team, and the captain just happens to be Harry,” replied Rose viciously.

“Well who says you are whose best for the team?” Ginny asked bitterly.

“We will see whose best when we get to the field,” Rose said simply and then walked away leaving Ginny to fume.

Breakfast was quick as they were adamantly talking about Quidditch.

“Well we still don’t know how many will try out,” Ron said as he stuffed his mouth.

“Well it can’t be that many, besides we only have to fill in one Chaser spot, how hard can it be” added Harry as he ate just as bad as Ron.

“Man Harry you have gotten hungry these days” Seamus said as he stared at the spectacle.

“I don’t know guess Ron is rubbing off on me” Harry lied quickly, knowing full well it was thanks to his training that his appetite had grown.

“Heaven help us then” Hermione said laughing.

“HEY!” exclaimed Ron offended.

“Oh, please Ron. You know I love you, just can’t picture another one like you” Hermione said trying to cool off her boyfriend.

“Well I guess you are right, two of me would be too much for the world, me being perfect and all” Ron boasted.

“Or maybe it is me who is rubbing off on him” laughed Harry as he continued to eat.

“So are we doing it today?” Neville asked shyly.

“Doing what today?” asked Ginny as she looked at Harry. She was still sore about being left out. She had to do something.

Harry opened his mouth, “Sorry, Marauder business” interrupted Rose. She took great pleasure in torturing Ginny with that. Something about her made Rose very angry in a way that she had never been angry before.

“Well if that is how it is” Ginny said and then stormed off again. A plan was forming in that fuming head of hers.

“Yes fellow Marauders today is the day” Harry said proudly.

“Do you think we are ready for this? I mean we only mastered it yesterday” Hermione asked nervously.

“You know Mione is you are going to be a Marauder you are going to have to start to break some rules” Seamus responded smirking.

“He is right you know love” Ron added.

"Yea, Spitfire, you need to live up to your Marauder name," Rose said as she put her arm around Hermione.

"Fine," Hermione replied defeated.

"Ok then it is settled, I will deliver the invitation," Harry said and then headed to the teacher table.

"Good morning, Harry, what can I do for you?" said the kind voice of Remus Lupin.

"Morning, Moony, I am here to deliver this," Harry said as he handed the envelope to his godfather.

Lupin opened it and read it. His eyes grew as he finished. "Harry, I will gladly attend but what is this about, and what do you mean that Professor Lupin isn’t invited, only Moony is?" Lupin asked.

"It is a surprise, and I meant what I said on there; we want Moony the Marauder there, not Lupin the Professor," Harry explained smiling.

It dawned on Lupin that whatever this was required him to act as one of the Marauders and therefore abandon responsibility. "I think I understand, Messr. Moony will be in attendance." He replied with a grin on his face. Harry was too much like James and Sirius; God save Hogwarts from the new Marauder.

"Good, we will see you there after breakfast," Harry said and then went on his way.

"What was that about Remus?" asked a concerned McGonagall.

"Nothing, Headmistress," Moony replied in a very innocent-like fashion.

"Oh no, the Marauder is back," McGonagall sighed.

They were all waiting outside the Room of Requirements. Harry had the Memoirs in his hand.

"Is he going to show?" asked a nervous Neville.

"Of course he is; he is a Marauder. Marauders are curious by nature," replied Harry.

Ron caught sight of Lupin approaching, "Yea, guess you are right mate, cause here he comes."

Harry got ready; he bowed first and then all followed his example, “Welcome Messr. Moony, to this our most solemn and joyous of ceremonies,” Harry started. “Please if you will follow us into the room,” he said and pointed Moony in. Everyone else followed.

The room was empty except for Gryffindor banners and a podium with a quill and an ink well on top of it.

“Harry, what is this about?” asked Lupin nervously.

“I apologize, Messr. Moony, that name is no longer used in Marauder business. That is the reason we are here today,” replied Harry as he put the Marauder’s Memoirs on top of the podium and opened it to the first page.

Lupin stared at what was in front of him and then realized what it was. He made a motion to grab it but then stopped. He was here as a Marauder, as one he could not interfere with mischief; he had promised Harry and he would keep his word.

Words began to form on the front page. “State your name and business with this book,” it said.

Harry picked up the quill and wrote, “We are the Black Marauders, and we are here today to introduce ourselves to our worthy predecessors.” As soon as he finished the words vanished.

“Messr. Padfoot would like to know why you think you are worthy to bear the name of the Marauders,” started the book.

“Messr. Prongs, would also like to know who has the guts to call themselves our equals.”

“Messr. Moony asks Messr. Padfoot and Prongs to behave themselves and let these Black Marauders explain themselves.”

“Messr. Wormtail agrees with Messr. Moony, as they have not yet asked for anything else than an introduction.”

"Messr. Padfoot would like to tell Messr. Wormtail that given his past he is lucky to bear the name of Marauder, and that it would do him well to shut the hell up." 

"Messr. Prongs agrees on this point with Messr. Padfoot. Messr. Wormtail had best not speak anymore." 

"Messr. Moony agrees with both Messr. Padfoot and Prongs, but would also like to remind them that we have the Black Marauders waiting to introduce themselves." 

"Oh, right, Messr. Padfoot would like the Black Marauders to explain themselves now." 

Harry began to write again, "I am the only heir to the Marauders, son of Messr. Prongs. We have completed all that is required to become a Marauder, yet felt it best that we take a new name and honor the old. The Black Marauders are named after Messr. Padfoot, who is my godfather. We would like to have our names inscribed in the Marauder’s Memoirs and for this reason we are assembled and have brought the only worthy living Marauder to witness the event." The words then vanished into the page.

"Messr. Padfoot is honored that the Black Marauders have chosen such a superior, and honorable name. But is hopping that the Marauder you are referring to is not Wormtail." 

Harry replied, "Not it is Messr. Moony." The words vanished again.

"Messr. Padfoot finds this acceptable and once again congratulates you all on a worthy choice of name." 

"Messr. Prongs would like to welcome his son to the fold of the Marauders."

"Messr. Moony is curious to know what the Black Marauders refer to as completing all that is required to become Marauders, and would also like to welcome himself to this ceremony, and would ask that he be so kind as to verify what the Black Marauders are saying is true."

"Messr. Prongs finds that Messr. Moony is paranoid, as I can clearly see that this writing is my son’s. It is just as messy as mine."

"Messr. Padfoot also agrees with Messr. Prongs; these Black Marauders have shown no reason not to trust them."

"Messr. Moony finds that Messr. Padfoot is just saying that because his ego has been greatly inflated by having a group of people decide to name themselves after him."

"Messr. Padfoot finds that Messr. Moony is acting jealous and would do himself well to stop badgering the nice young gentlemen who are talking to us."

Mo y ne stepped forward and wrote, "Messr. Moony, verifies that he is here present and would like to tell Messr. Padfoot to stick his threats where his little black dog legs meet his little black tail. As for the Black Marauders, I vouch that what they have said so far is true. Yet I also agree that I would like to know what they mean by completing all that is required to be Marauders," and then his words got absorbed into the page.

"Messr. Moony welcomes himself to the ceremony and wholeheartedly agrees with his response to Messr. Padfoot."

"Messr. Padfoot wishes to tell Messr. Moony that he can’t acquiesce with his request since Messr. Moony is always up […] that particular location?  "...

Harry wrote down all the pranks they had pulled so far and the prank they were about to pull. Then added, “And we have followed in the footsteps of the Marauders and have done so without being registered,” and then the words vanished.

Lupin looked at all of them shocked, “Harry you didn’t,” he said angrily.

“I am afraid we did Moony, and as a Marauder you can’t say anything,” Harry said grinning.

“Messr. Prongs understands this to mean that you are all ‘animals’ and that if this is so I find no reason to not have them join our ranks.”

“Messr. Moony would like himself to verify this as well.”

“Messr. Prongs finds that Messr. Moony is being a paranoid prat once again.”

“Messr. Padfoot is inclined to agree with Messr. Prongs but would also like this verified since the pranks presented are acceptable, yet too few to warrant their admission into the Memoirs.”

Harry grabbed the book and wrote down something quickly without anybody else seeing what he wrote. He waited for his words to vanish.

“Messr. Padfoot stands corrected, I look forward to reading how grand, spectacular, and beyond perfect this plan will turn out. Yet still that only proves you worthy, not your mates.”

“Messr. Prongs would like to know what is so brilliant but wants Messr. Moony to verify their claims first in order to shut you both up.”

“Messr. Moony would like to verify this but…oh you meant the other Messr. Moony, my bad.”

Lupin looked at Harry, “Ok then, you heard me, or read me, whatever. Let’s see it.”

“Messr. Moony let me introduce you to…” Harry started and then each Marauder took their turn to change when their name was called: “Messrs. Spitfire, Redfang, Swiftblades, Pooka, and Crimsonsnow.”

After they all changed back, Rose spoke “And finally our leader, Snuffles” and then Harry changed.

“Well then, I guess that makes it official. You are all just as dumb as the original Marauders. Do you know how dangerous it is to do what you did? You are lucky you are all still alive, let alone unscathed.” Lupin said bitterly.

“Oh come off it Moony, we were careful. We even had a professor who helped us out and made sure we did it right,” Harry replied bitterly.

“Who?” Lupin asked, but then remembered who Harry was training with. “Oh, I see. I guess if Professor Alexander helped you I see no problem.”

Harry was taken aback by how easily that had been solved, “I guess you have a lot of respect for Alexander,” he responded.

“Harry, Dumbledore entrusted him with you, and I trust Dumbledore. There is nothing more I need to know,” Lupin said as his face now smiled. “Now let’s get this over with.”

Moony started to write again, “I Messr. Moony verify their claims, these six are unregistered Animagi” and his words vanished.

“Messr. Padfoot is glad to hear of it. He congratulates the Black Marauders and agrees to their addition into this most noble book.”

“Messr. Prongs also shares Messr. Padfoot's sentiments and would like to add that he is very proud of his son and his accomplishments.”

“Messr. Moony would like to say that you are all idiots for doing the same thing as Messr. Padfoot and Prongs did, and hope that you were all relatively unscathed. But given that you accomplished it then I find no other alternative but to allow you to be added to this book.”

"Messr. Prongs thinks that Messr. Moony is being a prat once again and that just because the Black Marauders have shown the same brilliance that Messr. Padfoot and myself had he should not be jealous." 

"Messr. Padfoot concurs and would like to remind Messr. Moony why we became Animagi." 

"Messr. Moony would like to leave this discussion for another time as it is now time for the Black Marauders to be added. That is after we get Messr. Wormtail's worthless but yet necessary approval." 

"Messr. Wormtail is glad that they remembered he was here and would like an apology before he does anything else." 

"Messr. Padfoot would like to show Messr. Wormtail his apology." 

"Messr. Prongs would also like to show his apology to Messr. Wormtail." 

"Messr. Moony, while not condoning violence in any way, would also like to show Messr. Wormtail his sentiments." 

Several blotches of ink appeared on the paper and then faded away.

"Messr. Wormtail would like to apologize to the Black Marauders for the delay. Messr. Wormtail will now be quiet and not speak unless spoken to." 

"Messr. Padfoot is glad Messr. Wormtail has remembered his place. Now, would the Black Marauders please formally introduce themselves in the Marauder Memoirs?" 

The page went blank and then words appeared. "Welcome to the Marauder’s Memoirs" and ...""

Then the page turned blank again, the book closed, and then grew more than twice as big. Then it opened to the first page again.

“Messr. Padfoot would like to welcome Messrs. Spitfire, Swiftblades, Redfang, Pooka, and Crimsonsnow on behalf of all the Marauders to the Marauder’s Memoirs. And he would especially like to welcome his godson who is brilliant and smart like himself. Not only to pick such a good name, but also for the prank he is to pull. The genius of that alone makes you worthy to be listed next to me.”

“Messr. Prongs is now very curious as to what Messr. Snuffles shared with Messr. Padfoot that would make him act so happily.”

“Messr. Moony is also curious to know.”

“Messr. Padfoot will tell Messr. Prongs, but not Messr. Moony. This is a delicate matter, and finds that Messr. Moony would spoil the fun.”

Everyone looked at Harry suspiciously, “What are you hiding mate?” Ron asked.

The book began to speak again.

“Messr. Prongs would like to congratulate Messr. Snuffles on his plan. He would also like to say that he should not share this plan with anyone and that if Mrs. Prongs were still alive she would have my hide for encouraging him. Finally, he would like to say that he is becoming a bit too much like Messr. Padfoot for his own good.”

“Messr. Padfoot would like to tell Messr. Prongs that he is just jealous of the greatness, brilliance, and sheer sex appeal that Messr. Padfoot and Messr. Snuffles have.”

“Messr. Prongs is now gagging, and would like to add that I am greater, smarter, and have more sex appeal than Messr. Padfoot and that he would do well to remember that I was more of a ladies‑man than he ever was. Finally, that Messr. Snuffles is only so because he is my son, and not because of Messr. Padfoot’s influence.”

“Messr. Moony has no idea what Messr. Padfoot, Prongs, and Snuffles are up to but feels that if Mrs. Prongs would have their hides for it then they shouldn’t do it.”

“Messrs. Prongs and Padfoot would like to tell Messr. Moony to mind his own business, and to the Black Marauders welcome and that we look forward to your pranks.”

“Messr. Moony guesses that this is the beginning of a dark time at Hogwarts. He would also like to remind the Black Marauders that all your knowledge will now be imprinted in these pages. Also, that when you leave Hogwarts that you don’t follow Messr. Padfoot’s example and leave this lying around for innocent eyes to find.”

“Messr. Padfoot would like to wish the Black Marauders a good day of Mischief and tell Messr. Moony to mind his own business and let Marauders act like Marauders.”

And with that the book fell silent again.

“So Harry, what is this prank you are planning?” Moony asked, his voice filled with concern.

“It is a secret,” Harry answered simply.

Moony sighed. “God help us, he is like James and Sirius all rolled up into one. Don’t do anything stupid, Harry; Sirius’s jokes were often too dangerous or too…well inappropriate for the halls of Hogwarts.”

“Ok I will try my best to behave,” Harry started, and then sensed telepathically that the Black Marauders were not satisfied with his mysterious prank. As they were about to express those feelings, Harry bolted to the door, “Time for our early lunch; we have Quidditch tryouts afterwards. See you all in the hall.” and then ran for it.

“Damn it, we are never going to find out, are we?” Seamus said frustrated as he followed Harry.

“I am afraid not, Pooka; when James and Sirius acted like that it meant big trouble. They never let me know about it till the damage had been done, I expect Harry will be the same way,” Lupin answered with a sigh, memories flooding his mind.

Lunch progressed uneventfully as Harry ate quickly and silently. They had tried to squeeze information from him, but he would not say a word, or just say he was thinking of the prank they were going to pull next week.

Finally the time had come for the Quidditch tryouts. Harry headed for the locker room and put on his Quidditch robes. This was an important tryout, even if it was only one spot. But the winner was in for more than a spot on his team, and maybe a spot in the English Youth Team; they would get something else. This year Gryffindor had a secret weapon, one that would be Harry’s legacy to all future Gryffindor teams.”

He withdrew his Firebolt MS from the locker. Today was its test run. He was the first person on the pitch; the crowds were beginning to gather. He kicked off the ground and started to get a feel for this new broom. It reacted beautifully, and his maneuvering capacity was impressive. It was easier to control than the Black Supernova, but still very powerful. Harry raced it; its speed was impressive but had its limits, so Harry pushed it. The broom was much faster than the regular Firebolt. He combined the speed with some simple maneuvers and had no problem with it at all. “Let’s try something harder then” he thought and then dove fast, pulling out at the final moment. The Wronski faint was dangerous; at the speed Harry had done it, it was near suicide. He held back a little, but by the way the broom handled, he figured in a game he could do it no problem. “That is enough for now, don’t want to give out any secrets now” he said out loud to his broom. He just practiced lightly while he waited for everyone to show up. The stadium was being filled by all the houses, apparently the news of the World Cup had sparked a lot of interest. And every house knew that Gryffindor was the best; still it didn’t stop them from trying to spy on them.

Eventually his team showed up on the pitch. Ron was the Seeker; Ritchie Coote and Jimmy Peakes were the Beaters, Damelza Robins and Ginny Weasley were his Chasers. They kicked off the pitch and joined Harry in the air.

“So Captain shall we get started” asked Peakes anxiously.

“Not yet, let’s give them a show first,” Harry said. “Everyone, let’s do a couple of laps.” He started to spin around the field’s perimeter. They all followed and began to do flips and twists to warm themselves and the crowd up. After three laps, Harry headed down.

“Gryffindor, we will now begin the tryouts for our team. As of now, we only need one Chaser, but I am also open to new players for all positions. Chasers, I want you lined up on the left; Beaters to the right of the Chasers; Keepers to the right of the Beaters; and Seekers to the right.” After you are lined up, we will begin the tryouts,” he said.

A lot of Gryffindors rushed forward, and after a few minutes four clear lines had been formed. There were a lot more candidates than Harry had expected; the great majority were after a Chaser position. Harry counted 10 Chasers, 8 Beaters, 6 Keepers, and 3 Seekers.

“Ok then, I guess this is going to take a while,” Harry started as he thought for a minute. “Alright then, I want everybody except the Keepers to take some laps around the pitch,” he shouted loudly.

Twenty‑one Gryffindors took the skies. Rose was leading them all; she was doing some impressive work on her broom—it was a Nimbus 4000 after all.

“Hey, that Riddle girl is doing some fancy flying,” Coote said as he watched her closely. Ginny just glared at him menacingly.

“Yea, plus she is cute as hell,” Peakes added. Ginny turned her gaze and her face got redder with rage. Harry could swear fumes were beginning to flow from her fiery hair.

After 5 laps, Harry kicked off into the air. “Ok everyone down,” he shouted. They all went down with Harry, and then he proceeded to talk to his team.”}{

So guys who are the first cuts,” Harry asked. They discussed for a few minutes naming all the people they thought couldn’t even fly proper on a broom. They all finally agreed on cutting about half of them. Ginny was the only one that wasn’t happy since they had refused to cut Rose.

“Sure she can fly, but I don’t trust anyone whose father is a Death‑Eater, and even less when that someone is the Dark Lord himself,” Ginny had said bitterly.

Harry just shook his head and then headed over to the huddled masses. “Ok the following people will be cut. I know you all tried hard, but we need the very best. Please don’t hold it against us; you are already proud Gryffindors in my eyes for having the guts to take the pitch,” he said and then read off 10 names.

There were now only six Chasers, two Beaters, and three Seekers left.

“Ok then, next phase I want to see the Chasers candidates up in the air; Seeker candidates I want one of you at each ring. Chasers I want to see you score, you got 10 minutes,” Harry commanded.

Each Keeper took a ring to guard, and Harry threw a Quaffle in the air. The six Chasers split into two and began to play. Harry and the team observed from the ground and made comments. After five minutes Harry took to the air again. “Stop,” he said and they did so. “The following four are cut,” Harry started and then dismissed four of the Keepers. “Nice hustle guys, try again next year. As for the rest of you, you got five minutes make them count,” he finished and got back on the ground.

The game resumed, as the team looked on and made their next selections. After five minutes, Harry hit the air again. "Alright, times up. Francis, Dag, and Trip you guys did great, but we are going to have to cut you as well. Try again next year," he said, and two Chasers and a Keeper went down disappointed. "The rest of you take the left side of the pitch. Darcy, you take the right side. Beaters take the left side as well," he commanded and the candidates fell in line. "Ok then, we are going to have ourselves a game," Harry said. "Team take the right side, Darcy you are playing for us," he said and his team took the right side. He released the Bludgers and threw the Quaffle in the air, and the game began. He watched from the ground and took notes; after ten minutes he took the air again. "Ok now I want to switch some of you around," Harry said and then did so. Then the game started again. Harry had made sure to keep Rose and Ginny on the same side, no need for useless drama. Finally, after 10 more minutes he took the sky, "Ok times up, all to the ground."

Harry’s team huddled with him. "Ok team let’s start with the Keeper. Ron or Walters" he started. Ron looked nervous. They all quickly agreed, "Ron" they said in unison. Ron sighed in relief. "Ok next up, Beaters what do you say?" they all discussed and agreed to keep the two they had. The two candidates were good but one lacked the viciousness necessary for the job, the others aim sucked. "Ok, finally Chasers" Harry started, this was going to be a problem. "Ok Ron, Peakes, Coote we need to chat in private" Harry said and then pulled them to the side. They quickly agreed to keep Ginny and Demelza, since they were used to the team dynamic. Rose had been the best Chaser they had seen all day, but Ginny and Demelza were second and third. "Ok Ginny, Demelza, we all agreed you are the best Chasers we saw all day, so you are in" he said and both smiled. Harry knew this was bull, so did everyone except Ginny. "Now that leaves us to pick one out of the four. Everyone say a name and the one with the most wins, there are six votes so this will hopefully not be a tie" Harry explained.

"Riddle" said Peakes.

"Riddle" replied Coote.

"Gregory" spat Ginny

"Sorry, Gin, but I have to say Rose" she was the best. Ginny gave him a piercing look.

"I am with Ginny, Gregory. He might not be as good as Riddle but we can at least trust him" Demelza said. Harry knew the truth was that Gregory was a cute guy, and Rose made all the girls jealous.

All eyes fell on Harry. "Girls I know you have your issues with Rose, but she is the best I saw today. So Rose is in" he said calmly. Both girls looked at him fiercely, but he turned away and headed towards the group.

“Ok everyone that is left, you did your best, you impressed us all. We discussed it and it was very close. Riddle you are in, you are the new Chaser. The rest of you, sorry, but I guarantee you that next year you will probably be taking our place, but this year this team stays” Harry said coolly. Everyone looked disappointed, except Rose that was ……? Wait, we have to correct grammar and punctuation.

“Ok everyone that is left, you did your best, you impressed us all. We discussed it and it was very close. Riddle, you are in, you are the new Chaser. The rest of you, sorry, but I guarantee you that next year you will probably be taking our place, but this year this team stays,” Harry said coolly. Everyone looked disappointed, except Rose who jumped up and down excitedly.

“Oh thanks, Harry. You don’t know how much this means to me,” Rose said as she gave Harry a tight hug. Harry could feel the daggers of ice cleave at his chest; Ginny was not happy.

“Oh well, she will be plenty happy when the day is done,” Harry said to himself smiling wickedly. He felt bad for using Ginny like this, but she was after him. All he was doing was giving her what she wanted. She set the rules, and now he was going to stick to them. Sirius would be proud.

“Hey, what about us?” asked one of the Seeker candidates.

Harry smiled; now was the time. “I saved the best for last, of course,” he said and then saw the smiles turn up on the three Seeker candidates. Harry took to the air, “Gryffindor, and all the other houses here present. Let me give you a preview of what is to come this year. Ginny, release the Snitch,” he commanded. She did so, then turned to the candidates. “Seekers to the air, circle around three times and start seeking.” Harry said, and then they began to all circle. After the second lap, Harry decided it was time for the show.

He kicked the Firebolt MS into full speed; a boom was heard that scared the stadium awake. Harry circled and lapped the other three, then dove at full speed. Everyone looked in horror, expecting him to die. McGonagall was in the crowd; she gasped and rushed to the field, expecting the worst. Harry pulled out of the dive at the last second and then did barrel rolls a foot from the ground without slowing down much. Then just as quickly he made a sharp turn when he reached the bleachers, right in front of McGonagall whose hat got blown off by the speed. Harry climbed quickly, then stopped when he was sufficiently high.

He scanned the field; he wanted to end this quickly so he used his Kivide sight. He scanned all the figures in the stadium, it was a magnificent painting of patterns and colors. As he marveled at the beauty of it all, he saw what he was looking for: a fast‑moving dot of energy. Harry focused his aim and then shot down at full speed. He used all his newly acquired strength and endurance to fight off the force and the wind that were trying to knock him off the broom. He was moving a bit faster now because gravity was giving him an extra boost of speed. In an instant he came down like a meteor. They could barely see a shadow moving at that speed, and then the shadow stopped a foot off the ground, a fluttering golden ball in his hand. Everyone just looked in awe. No one spoke; the stadium was silent. It was Ron who spoke first: “Bloody hell Harry, that was brilliant,” he said and then began to clap loudly.

The rest of the team caught on, and then the stadium. All of Gryffindor was on their feet cheering. Even some of the students from other houses clapped. They now knew that Gryffindor was unbeatable if this is how they were all going to play, but still Harry had put on quite the show. The Seeker candidates got off the pitch; they knew that the position was in the best hands it could be in. McGonagall finally regained her composure, but her face betrayed her. She had a smile larger than anyone thought she was capable of showing. “Better start cleaning my shelf, the World Cup is going to look good in my office,” she thought proudly.

Harry joined his team, his face reflecting pride and triumph. “So guys, what did you think?” he asked coolly.

“Potter, there is no way we are going to loose with you on the team,” Coote said as he hugged Harry.

“Harry, that was wonderful,” Ginny said as she too hugged him and gave him a kiss.

“Hey Gin, meet me in the Room of Requirement after we are done,” Harry whispered in her ear.

She looked at him suspiciously, but the felt something burning on her chest. She caught‑on and smiled devilishly; she understood clearly what he wanted and she was all for it.

Rose was impressed but she knew that something was off, “Harry I have never seen flying like that. What sort of broom are you flying?” she asked as she surveyed his Firebolt MS. It looked like a Fire‑bolt, but had so many different additions that made it nearly unrecognizable.

“Ah, you have a sharp eye, and a sharp mind Riddle. This is a Firebolt” Harry …

"I know how a Firebolt flies, and what it looks like. That is neither." Rose said sharply as the rest of the team now grew interested in the conversation.

"That is because it has been modified using Broom Modification," Ron said in a tone that reminded Harry of Hermione.

"Broom Modification?" Peakes asked quizzically.

"Yea, it is a long story but I can give you an abbreviated version," Harry said and then proceeded to give them a small lecture on the history, and purpose of Broom Modification.

"So what you are saying is that you can turn any hand made broom into something like yours?" Damelza stated.

"Well no, only a Firebolt can become a Firebolt MS. Other handmades can be forged differently. I used a Firebolt because it is the fastest hand made around," Harry responded.

"Well second fastest, considering that Harry has an even faster broom…" Ron started but then realized he might be spilling a secret.

"Wait you are telling me you have an even faster broom that this one?" Rose said shocked.

"Well yea, it is called the Black Supernova, it is one of a kind. Remember what I said about how Broom Modification got started, well this broom was the exact same one that champion who was undefeated used," Harry started.

"Only that Harry and Professor Alexander made it even faster than it was back then," Ron said proudly.

Rose’s mind flew with possibilities, "So why didn’t you use that one instead?" she asked as she grew ever more curious.

"Because it is still too powerful for me to handle. I still doubt any human could survive it," Harry replied simply. Rose grew silent at the thought.

"That sounds scary, still I wish I had a broom like that Firebolt MS," Demelza blurted out as she admired Harry’s broom.

Harry smiled wickedly, "Who says you don’t," he replied casually.

"Mate what are you…" Ron started and then a realization dawned on him. "The other Firebolts," he said as he drew his hand to his forehead and smiled.

"What are you talking about Weasley?" Coote asked as he stared at Ron’s face.

Ginny was the one who responded, "Harry, Alexander, and Olivander modified seven Firebolts. Harry’s MS is only one of them," she said now smiling at what this could mean. Then something else crossed her mind, "Harry, what does MS stand for?" she asked quickly.

Harry smiled, "MS stands for Modified Seeker," he responded as his smile grew wider.

Ginny knew she was right; her smile grew wider as well.

"Ron, what is that git of a sister of your talking about?" Rose asked bluntly. Ginny glared at her.

Ginny replied angrily, "They only made one MS. Three of the others were MC’s, two were MB’s and one was an MK. See the math yet Riddle or are you too thick," she finished as her sight burned through Rose.

Rose turned her head away from Ginny angrily, then she thought about it. Her face lightened up as she figured it out: "MC is for Modified Chaser, MB for Modified Beater, and MK for Modified Keeper. There is a broom for each person on the team," she shouted.

“Yep, one for each member of the Gryffindor Quidditch team. I made them so that they will only work for those that make the team and no one else. This means that you can use them as much as you want as long as you are on the team; next year they go to the new team. They are my permanent legacy to Gryffindor Quidditch. Their design is a few hundred years ahead of anything you can get on the market, so they should last a good while. They should be waiting for you in your lockers, that is if you care to give them a test drive and all. Only if you guys aren’t too tired,” Harry said calmly, but didn’t get to finish since his team was racing to the locker room.

They emerged each holding a new broom. Harry was waiting for them outside. “Now I must warn you to be careful. While each was made to best fit the necessities of the position, they are still very dangerous. They are very powerful and you may hurt yourself if you push them too hard from the start. Ease into them or you might end up on your ass.” Harry warned.

He didn’t know if they were listening since they were staring at their brooms and commenting on how each model looked different. The only similitude was the final touch Alexander had added, the Gryffindor crest engraved in stone on the tip of the handle. This served the dual purpose of binding it only to the person who owned that spot of the Gryffindor Quidditch team.”

Harry kicked off and waited for his team. Everyone had listened and they went up slowly and began to test the brooms out. Well, everyone but Ron, who was already on his ass on the ground. Harry grabbed the loose MK and took it with him. “Ron are you ok mate. I told you to be careful” he said as he gave Ron back the broom.

“Sorry Harry I should have listened. Man that hurt.” Ron said as he picked himself up and started again slowly.

Soon the entire team was moving fast on the pitch. Harry didn’t want to practice on the first week, but no one else seemed to mind. They all wanted to get used to the new brooms. “It will probably take them a couple of weeks of hard practice to be able to control them fully,” Harry thought to himself as he saw them fly. He stared up at Rose who was moving much better than the rest of them, you could see she knew what she was doing. No wonder Krum was impressed with her. Harry caught up with her. “So what do you think of the broom?” he asked casually.

“Harry, this broom blows my Nimbus out of the water. As it is, it is the best broom I have ever ridden, and I still know it can do more. I don’t know how all this Broom Modification works but I like the results.” Rose replied as she accelerated again.

Harry caught up with her, “Well you should thank Alexander for it, he was the one who taught me.”

“Yea, I heard. I was wondering if you would teach me about it sometime, maybe even take me on a ride on that Black Supernova of yours,” Rose asked with a pleading smile. She wanted to know more; these brooms could potentially be a powerful weapon. Armies moving in battle with brooms like the one she now held between her hands would be mighty indeed once they had mastered their power. Alexander kept surprising her more and more; she had been wrong about him. Professor Canem was a threat, a big one, and she had a feeling he had many more surprises up his sleeve.

“Sorry, Rose, trade secret. I can’t teach you how to do it. But I can take you on a ride on the Black Supernova,” Harry replied knowing full well what she was thinking. Besides, he had sworn to keep the secrets.

“Oh well, still a ride sounds wonderful,” Rose replied in mock happiness. She couldn’t get the secrets from Harry, but maybe once she had the Supernova she could analyze it.

Harry smiled, “She really is sneaky, isn’t she? Well, let’s burst her bubble before she hurts herself with another brilliant idea,” he thought. “Yea, but I have to drive though because it will only listen to me; besides I don’t think you can handle it. I told you I don’t think any human can. Well, maybe Alexander, but I don’t know of anyone else. It is lucky he helped; I would never have figured out how to use that kit of his. Apparently Olivander couldn’t either; poor man spent decades researching them and dissecting the Supernova and came up with squat,” he commented as if joyous about his great luck.

“Oh, really, wow, Professor Canem is impressive. Still I would love to fly with you on it, even if I am going as a passenger,” Rose said as she hid her bitterness. “Sometimes I swear that this kid is psychic,” she thought.

“You have no idea,” Harry thought then flew off. “Ok guys, time is up. We need to relinquish the field.” They all looked disappointed, “Hey we will pick this up next practice; I’ll let you know when.” He said and then headed down.

He quickly changed out of his robes and went to take a quick shower. Then he headed straight for the Room of Requirements. He had telepathically told Alexander that he needed to skip practice today. Alexander had just nodded and wished Harry good luck. Ten minutes later, Harry saw Ginny walking towards him wearing her robes; they hung loosely and only one button was done. When she saw him she unbuttoned the robe and revealed an outfit that made his head spin: a short one‑piece red dress. Harry knew that looking like that had to be illegal in some part of the world.

“Hello, Harry, you might want to close your mouth. There are a lot of flies around,” Ginny said and then chuckled.

“Well, you look, wow,” is all Harry managed to say.

“Well thank you, Mr. Potter. Shall we go?” Ginny suggested as she extended her arm.

Harry took it and then began to walk around three times focused on a room that fit his necessities: privacy from all except Ginny and him, that and a big comfy bed. When they finished the final spin the door appeared. They walked into a small but quaint room, light by candles with a big red bed against the wall.”

Ginny threw her robe on the floor and sat on the bed; she crossed her legs in a vain attempt to look proper. “So, Harry, here I was thinking you were ignoring me. Now you come up and try to seduce me,” she said coyly.

Harry smirked. “First off, how the hell could anyone ignore you, especially in that dress? As for seducing you, you started; I am only playing fair,” he said and then smiled wickedly as he approached her. “As for attempting to seduce you, I don’t think I am attempting; I am succeeding.” With that, he kissed her hard and passionately.

Ginny wasn’t going to sit idly anymore; she started unbuttoning his robes. She had prepared for this in her mind for the entire week; she wanted him badly. She deftly and rapidly removed his robes and started to work on his shirt. Before long, Harry was down to his pants and his belt already was on the floor. They got up without breaking their kiss and rammed their bodies gently against the wall as Harry started to work on her dress and she finished her job with his pants.

The heart pendant was put together once more as feeling of unparallel lust and passion erupted. The were engulfed in a sea of passion, Harry’s new body was performing beyond what Ginny could have ever dreamed off. This was not the same man she had lost herself with a short while ago. This Harry was strong, built, and firm, yet his touch was a gentle as ever. Ginny knew he was using her, but she had wanted him too. Deep down she knew that while Voldemort lived Harry needed to be alone, his need to protect those he loved was too great. Maybe when it was all said and done, he would look for love again, and when that time came she wanted to be there. Ginny had lost her innocence, she was a fireball, vicious and passionate. The bed lost its importance as the floor or the wall served just as well.

Harry lost himself in the moment, although his main motivation was to gain the ingredient for his prank, he also still bore strong feelings for Ginny. Feelings that now erupted to the surface. He wondered if he had only used the prank as an excuse to allow himself to be with her, to be able to be close to her without endangering her life. He could not afford to be in a relationship, but Ginny was right, at least this was something. Their minds melted away as their instincts took over.

It was near dinner time, Harry awoke exhausted. They had gone on for hours, and in the end he had gotten what he needed. She lay next to him asleep, wrapped in blankets, she was magnificent. Harry got up and went to his robes; there in the pocket lay the tube containing his prize. For the potion to work it needed the sweat of two lovers after a night of passion. When Ginny’s body had finally given way to sleep, Harry had quickly collected it. Needless to say he had more than enough; they had had a very, very busy afternoon. Something else was bothering him: his scar had burned while they had been sleeping. He knew Voldemort was up to something very terrible. The Xchio had let him tune out the pain and block out any unwanted advances on his mind. Still something felt off. He quickly dressed and then woke her up.

“Hey gorgeous, time to wake up, don’t want people talking now do we?” he said sweetly.

She opened her eyes, a pleasant smile on her face. “I wish I could wake up every morning like this,” she said then yawned. She got up, admired her glorious naked body as she got dressed.

They walked to the door together. “I will head ahead; you come in five minutes later,” she said as she walked out the door. She knew that this afternoon had meant nothing, but she was fine with that. She cared for him, but she knew it wasn’t love yet. If it was then this would have hurt; instead she was happy and at peace. She was happy with this much; she had plenty of time to win his heart and for him to enter hers. Now the only thing on her mind was getting into the Marauders, and for that she had a plan.

Harry soon followed and entered the Great Hall, his mind still wandering in the memory of the last few hours. Silence was all around, this was too quiet, something was wrong. Everyone was here, dinner wasn’t for another half hour. The room exuded fear and sadness. Harry rushed over to his friends. “What happened?” he said desperately.

Ron just blankly stared at the windows, Hermione had her arms wrapped around him.

Everyone was the same way, except Rose. She stood silently with a grim face, “Harry, we saw a pack of owls heading this way as the sun came down. This can only be bad news. When that many owls appear at this hour, it means that the Dark Forces have struck, and struck hard. The Ministry sends condolences to all the family members” she said silently as to not let anyone else hear.

As Harry processed this, owls flew into the hall and black envelopes began to fall. Like death sentences, everyone cringed away from them and when one fell the recipient began to cry. Those who sat next to them held them for support. Harry understood why Rose was silent, like him she had no one to loose. Instead he kept his eyes on Ron and Ginny, the Weasleys were his family now.

“Professor what happened” Harry telepathically asked Alexander who now looked at him gravely.

Alexander stared at Harry, his face betraying his disgust, “Voldemort has struck. He has sent small groups of Death Eaters to many half‑blood wizard families. They caused destruction in their wake. They pillaged and burned as many houses as they could. We have reports from the Order that they killed mercilessly; they let some of them live to tell of what they are capable of. All the victims concurred; they were told that Voldemort sent a message: ‘The War has begun, and we will have no mercy.’” Alexander said telepathically.

Harry knew there was more, “What are you hiding?” he asked mentally.

Alexander’s face grew even darker if that was even possible, “Harry, some of the victims were children. Voldemort told them to do all of it, even the destruction of the young.” He said and then turned his face down.

Harry just sat and stared at his teacher blankly. “Riddle, you have gone too far. I swear, you will pay. I will make you pay for all of it in blood,” he thought bitterly.

The owls finally flew away; thankfully no one close to Harry had received one. Still, all houses seem to be grieving, with the exception of one…Slytherin. They seemed to be celebrating the moment, and Harry didn’t like this one bit. “Black Marauders assemble,” he relayed telepathically. His friends looked at him; his face betrayed his feelings. Harry’s eyes burned with rage as they surveyed the table. They followed his eyes and saw the source of his rage, and quiet anger and understanding dawned on them. They went for the doors; something had to be done.

“What is the plan, Harry? Whatever it is I am in,” Ron said viciously.

"I am with Ron; I know the Slytherins are prats and all but celebrating at a time like this is beyond wrong," Hermione said, holding on to her boyfriend’s hand.

"They won’t be smiling when we are done with them," Seamus said bitterly.

"Indeed, this will pay," Rose said as her old nature betrayed her; the viciousness of her past grew in her mind.

Harry nodded. "What I propose can very well get us suspended; are you willing to follow?" he said with rage in his voice. The Marauders nodded, "This is what we are going to do…"

Dinner progressed silently; everyone was eating their meals in mourning. The Slytherins were the only ones making noise with their celebration. The Marauders had acted quickly; the Slytherins were about to get what was coming to them.

Harry appeared at the door and took his seat rapidly. The surprise would be here soon.

"Harry, you sure this isn’t going overboard? I mean we did have to sneak into Potions to get them," Neville asked nervously.

"Don’t worry, Neville; no one but the Slytherins will get hurt. We only spiked their drinks with the Dreckle Essence," Rose said calmly.

"So what does the Norwegian Imp dust do again?" Seamus asked.

Harry spotted an owl flying in and delivering his parcel—a black envelope that dropped right in front of Malfoy. The fear and surprise in his face were undeniable. "Don’t worry, Seamus; you are about to find out," Harry said as an evil grin appeared on his face.

Malfoy desperately tore the envelope open. A bright spell burst out as the envelope exploded, a thick purple fog of dust spread through the room.

"What in the world?" McGonagall said as she looked to her staff.

Slughorn answered, “I am afraid Headmistress, that some wily student has just pranked the school. This is Norwegian Imp dust; must have gotten it from my classroom,” he said calmly.

“Well, what does that do exactly?” McGonagall asked as she scratched her nose that felt ticklish.

Remus answered, “It tickles very badly for two hours. James and Sirius unleashed it in our sixth year in our potions class,” he said but no smile formed on his face.

“Well, this is most inappropriate; I understand the need for pranks, but this is just the wrong time,” McGonagall said as his anger began to flare.

“I am afraid that you are right, Minerva,” Lupin started bitterly. “I am afraid that if this happened now, there is an ulterior motive behind it.”

Suddenly screams erupted between the laughs; the entire Slytherin house was covered in blisters that were popping and excreting a green, foul‑smelling liquid. The blisters were painless, but the smell was repulsive.

“I thought you said this dust was relatively harmless,” McGonagall exclaimed to Slughorn.

Slughorn thought quickly, “It isn’t unless a person has drank…” he started.

Remus finished for him, “Dreckle Essence,” he said now looking at the Slytherins giggling violently and covering their noses.

A banner appeared above the table, “The Black Marauders wish to congratulate Hogwarts on their first week of class”; then it changed again, “We will also like to extend our deepest condolences to those who lost someone today.” Then it disappeared again, “Finally we would like to say that Slytherins are a bunch of insensitive puss‑balls,” and with that the banner disappeared.

All the houses were laughing, some because of the powder, but most because Slytherin had gotten their just desserts.

"Black Marauders front and center," screamed McGonagall.

They began to walk while smiling proudly. "Oh yes, Voldemort, the war has begun," Harry said proudly.

Chapter 17 Sunday Bloody Sunday, and Dreamy Monday

"In all my years of teaching, I have never seen such disrespect. Such wanton disregard for other people's feelings. I never in my wildest nightmares expected something this crude, senseless, and vile from any student of mine, let alone one from my former house," echoed the voice of a livid McGonagall as it filled her office.

"But Professor…" Ron started.

"No buts, Mr. Weasley. What you did has no excuse," McGonagall replied bitterly.

"Harry, what were you thinking? What you did was beyond insensitive," added Lupin as he looked at the Marauders disappointedly.

"Professor it is not all Harry’s…" started Hermione.

"And you, Ms. Granger, I never expected you to hook up with these…these hooligans. I thought you had more sense and would help to control them. I am sorely disappointed. Maybe I shouldn’t have but so much trust in you," interjected McGonagall.

Hermione sank her head at McGonagall’s words, disappointed in herself. Ron tried to console her by putting his arm around her. Neville and Seamus chose to be quiet. They knew that it was best to stay …

Rose on the other hand, didn’t know, nor did she care. Her father had taught her not to back down from anybody. She stood up and looked McGonagall in the eyes, her’s burning red and intimidating. “Now listen here, you can scream at us all you want, but you won’t hurt Hermione’s feelings in front of me. She for some reason looks up to you and what you say matters to her. We acted as a group, we thought that Hogwarts could use some laughs after all that happened tonight. Hermione tried to reason with us and in the end we talked her into it so you have no reason to say those things to her” Rose spat viciously.

McGonagall was livid, but the look Rose was giving her was intimidating. The room was silent after her outburst, the atmosphere tense. Harry stood trying to control his emotions, he didn’t want to make the situation any worst. Then the voice of reason finally broke the silence.

“Now, now, I think it is time for everyone to calm down. A hot headed discussion does us no good” said the calm voice of Dumbledore. Everyone looked to him, rage and fear melting from their faces.

“Albus please tell me you are not going to take their side on this. What they did was unforgivable” said McGonagall as she looked at the painting in frustration.

Dumbledore raised his painted hands to try to calm her down, “Now Minerva I am on no one’s side on this. I simply feel that we need to calmly listen to Harry and the Black Marauders. I know they would have never done something like this without justification” began Dumbledore as the room continued to calm itself. “So Harry please enlighten us as to why you and your friends decided to prank the entire school on such a bad day” he asked politely.

Harry had calmed, “Headmaster, the Slytherins were behaving like total gits…” he started but was met with a fierce glance by McGonagall. “I mean they were celebrating loudly while the rest of the school was mourning. We got angry and decided they needed to be taught a lesson” he replied.

“That still doesn’t explain why you decided to prank the entire school” Lupin replied as he looked at Harry now understanding a bit more.

“Well Moony…I mean Professor Lupin, as per our agreement with Professor McGonagall we had to prank all houses equally, not just Slytherin. I thought the school would understand that it was necessary to prank them all just to teach the Slytherins a lesson. Besides the prank itself was very light, all we did was make people ticklish for a couple of hours. Laughs are supposed to be good for you” Harry replied calmly with a smile growing on his face.

“The key word in that phrase is equally, Mr. Potter. How do you consider giving all Slytherin Dreckle Essence and making them erupt into boils equal treatment to the other houses?” asked McGonagall angrily.

Harry just smiled innocently, “Dreckle Essence? I don’t know anything about any Dreckle Essence. We only sent the Slytherins an envelope with Norwegian Imp dust and a spell to disperse it, we didn’t have anything to do with any Dreckle Essence. We saw some when we took the powder from the potions classroom, but we never took any” Harry added innocently. His fellow Marauders looked at him shocked, he was lying, and was going to make everything worst. Harry sensed their hesitations, and telepathically sent them a message. “Relax, follow my lead, trust old Snuffles”.

“Mr. Potter, you realize that lying only makes matters worst. If you expect me to show any leniency I expect a full confession. I will have no more games from you” McGonagall said sternly.

“How dare you call Harry a liar?” Rose said angrily as she stood up again.

“Everyone remain calm” interjected Dumbledore, “Minerva, I believe you should verify their claims before we say anything more” Minerva nodded and quickly scribbled a note for Professor Slughorn and sent it by owl. “As for you Harry, I sincerely hope that you are telling the truth, to do otherwise would be most…disappointing” he said as his blue painted eyes pierced through Harry. Those eyes always felt like they were digging into your head and retrieving all truths.

“I believe there is something else we need to discuss while we wait for Professor Slughorn” Lupin interjected as if buying time.

“Ah, yes, I hear you Black Marauders have recently acquired a particular skill. As Headmistress, I believe it is best that I verify Professor Lupin’s claim. While I will not report it, I still believe that I should see your Animagus forms, purely for safety reasons. After all, it is a very delicate procedure; I need to make sure you do it correctly,” said McGonagall with a solemn voice, trying to hide the pride she felt at having so many of her former students now join her as an Animagi.

“Ok guys, let’s do it,” Harry said, trying to hide his delight at his former Head of House’s pride. And with that all the Black Marauders assumed their forms.

McGonagall gave them all a once over, “Well it seems all of you did it correctly. Your forms are quite impressive, especially yours, Harry. I so do love lions,” she said without betraying her emotions.

“Ah yes, I always told you, Harry, you were born to be a Gryffindor. Your shape only confirms it. The last Animagi to hold the form of a Great Lion was Gryffindor himself, hence his house’s crest. You see, unlike regular lions, great lions are partly magical creatures; they are larger and much smarter than regular lions. It is indeed nice to see one, since the last one died about 193 years ago,” said Dumbledore coolly.

They all changed back; Harry’s face could no longer hide the pride, his smile gave him away. Just then there was a knock on the door.

“Enter,” said McGonagall.

Alexander stepped in first, “Good evening, all. I thought I would come here to see to Mr. Potter’s punishment in case there was any,” he said smiling and walking over to Harry.

Professor Slughorn stepped in behind him and looked around the room. He had no idea of what had just transpired. “Good evening, Headmistress, I did as you requested and checked my storage. Indeed I can say that Norwegian Imp dust was taken. As to the Dreckle Essence, I am afraid that I didn’t come from my classroom. I checked the container and it was completely full. It was quite odd,” he said mystified.

“And why do you find it odd?” asked Dumbledore calmly.

Slughorn jumped at his voice. “Oh, Albus, you really shouldn’t scare me like that,” he said regaining his composure.

“Oh, sorry, I am still getting used to being dead, I suppose,” Dumbledore said with a smile.

“Well, I remember using some a week ago for a potion, but the container was full. Dreckle is extremely rare; you could only get it in Diagon Alley or straight from the source somewhere in the Brazilian rainforest,” he said puzzled.

“I see, I am afraid that we have no evidence then, Minerva. That is unless the spell for anti‑Apparition has been removed and somehow Harry managed to get his hands on Dreckle Essence in the dead of night and refill the container while he was sitting in your office,” Dumbledore said as he gave Harry a wry smile and a wink.

“Oh Albus, sometimes I think you were more incorrigible than this lot when you were a child,” Minerva said shaking her head in defeat.

“I think I was; that was so, so long ago though. Can’t seem to remember that far back; I think anything before my beard grew is quite beyond me,” Dumbledore replied smiling.

“Still the Marauders need to make amends; their prank, while well‑meant, was still inappropriate. You should have come to me with your concerns and I would have dealt with the Slytherins,” McGonagall said, now serious again.

“Yea, Harry, or told me? You know you can always count on your Slug Group Leader to be there for you in a bind. We are friends after all,” Slughorn added, smiling.

Harry thought about it for a bit; man, did he hate that stupid group. “I guess I could apologize to all the houses, I mean after all they loved the prank. Except Slytherin, those gits don’t deserve anything but their worst…” he thought. Harry’s face lit up with a diabolical smile. “I completely and totally agree with you. As the leader of the Marauders I will personally apologize to all the houses, even the Slytherins. In fact I will start with them; I will even apologize to Mr. Malfoy. I realize that my actions were rash and that I dragged my fellow Black Marauders into it. Therefore, I take full responsibility, and will personally deal with it,” he said proudly.

Everyone looked at him with complete and utter shock, everyone except Remus Lupin. He knew that smile too well, but given the circumstances thought it best to let Harry do whatever was on his mind. Delaying or stopping him would only make him escalate whatever he was planning.

Dumbledore was also not surprised; he knew that smile as well. “Excellent, Harry, I believe then you should hop to it. That is unless you have anything else to add, Minerva,” he said as he stared at McGonagall who was still in shock.

McGonagall collected herself again, “Eh, no I suppose not. The Slytherins should still be in the Infirmary. You can go apologize there Mr. Potter. I will still be adding a week of detention to all you Marauders. Harry will serve it with Professor Canem, the rest with Professor Lupin. Remember in the future there is a proper time for such pranks” she said as she walked to the door and signaled them to leave.

They Marauders said their goodnights and left. The teachers stayed behind.

“You have to admit, the boy is pretty smart. I cant figure how he managed to pull that stunt with the Dreckle Essence” said Slughorn as he shook his head.

“I am afraid that our Mr. Potter is proving to be most resourceful” Dumbledore interjected.

“Still, I was surprised at how responsible he was at the end. It takes guts to take on all the responsibility for your friends and to be man enough to apologize to an entire school” McGonagall added looking proud.

“I am afraid Minerva that Harry is up to something.” Dumbledore said plainly.

“I agree with Dumbledore, I know that look he had on. I don’t know what he is going to get out of it, but apologizing to everyone seems to be part of a greater plan. As for the apologies themselves, don’t be concerned with them. Harry will have no problem with Gryffindor, Hufflepuff, or Ravenclaw. In fact they are likely to congratulate him for the prank since they didn’t like the Slytherins’ actions either. He does have something else up his sleeve though” Lupin added as his mind reeled at the possibilities.

“He wouldn’t…” stated McGonagall now worried.

“Ah, alas, I am afraid he would, and by the looks on his friends faces, he is acting alone in it. Whenever James or Sirius acted independently, the results were, well…devastating” Dumbledore sounding grave but smiling at the memories.

“Oh yes, and I am afraid that this time we are facing an even greater threat. The Marauder’s Memoirs holds the minds of the Marauders. Sirius and James were both very happy about Harry’s idea, especially Sirius. James was more concerned with what Lilly would have said. Sirius was extremely proud and never admitted to being impressed by anyone’s pranks unless they were his own. I am afraid that for Sirius to have admitted to being impressed, Harry surpassed the both of them greatly in this scheme of his. Whatever it is will likely shake the foundations of Hogwarts, possible quite literally” Remus said denoting the fear in his voice.

“Merlin save us all” McGonagall said putting her hand on her mouth.

“I wouldn’t be to concerned Minerva. I know Harry will not endanger the school. Also I know Alexander would stop it if it was the slightest bit dangerous to the school or any person involved” Dumbledore said as he looked at Alexander.

Now they all turned to him as if expecting him to answer the riddle of what Harry was up to. Alexander just smirked, “Dumbledore you tattle tale you, yes I know what Harry is up to. Don’t worry, his plan is mostly harmless. I will say no more. I am a bit concerned with how the Slytherins will take his apology. I feel that tomorrow will not be an eventless day at Hogwarts” Alexander said grimly.

“So you also think they will seek revenge?” Dumbledore enquired knowingly.

"This could be a war," Slughorn said bitterly.

"Not if we stop it first; I think it is time to institute an old custom lost for many years," Alexander said, smiling.

"You don’t mean…?" McGonagall said shocked.

"I am afraid it might be necessary; better for them to do it up front and in the open. It would provide them with the opportunity to get their issues resolved quickly and avoid a senseless and ever‑escalating battle," Dumbledore replied calmly.

"Besides, it was quite educational and entertaining if my memory serves me. I think I did quite well in them when I was a student here," Slughorn added as he caught on to what they were talking about.

"What are you four getting on about?" asked Lupin.

"Ah yes, you wouldn’t know anything about them. They have been banned from school since before Grindelwald, way before you ever came to school," Dumbledore answered.

"A barbaric practice, used to deal with school conflicts," McGonagall said disgusted.

"Oh Minerva, come on—you are just being a spoilsport. If they are well supervised it is a good way to practice, resolve conflicts, and have fun at the same time," Slughorn said smiling back at his memories.

"He is quite right; I myself found them to be very invigorating and educational. Might not have faired as well against Gridelwald without them. It would do Harry good," Dumbledore replied, smiling pleadingly at Minerva.

"Fine, I will allow it, but you will have to change that barbaric name," McGonagall sighed as she gave up.

"Oh come on, Minerva, that is one of the best parts," Alexander said excitedly.

"Indeed," said Dumbledore and Slughorn in unison.

They reminded McGonagall of the Marauders way too much. They were after all their predecessors. “Oh I give up, you run the school, you lot haven’t changed since we all went to school together” McGonagall said as she stormed into her room.

“I guess you won, now tell me what this is all about” Lupin said now shocked that there had been someone that paved the road for the Marauders.

All three smiled, “Well my dear Mr. Lupin, there is only one such glorious event…” chimed Slughorn.

“For all who wish to fight and duel without care or concern in the halls of Hogwarts. One day a week when all grudges can come out and be laid bare…” continued Dumbledore.

“That day, o glorious day of the week. We honor it every Saturday, as we prepare to lay our challenges down, we all stand and exclaim “Hogwarts we proclaim, let thy halls prepare, for on the morn it will be the day of reckoning. All hail our day of trials and duels, all hail…” added Alexander as now they all smiled and nodded.

“All hail Sunday, Bloody Sunday” said all three in unison. Lupin just looked at the three in wonder as to what was going to happened tomorrow, and what the hell had these people done in the past. These the most venerable of Hogwarts teachers, the ancestors of the Marauders.

Harry and the Black Marauders where walking down the corridor towards the Gryffindor Common Room and the Infirmary. Ron was the first to speak, “Snuffles that was brilliant, how did you get us out of that?” he asked

“Well Redfang let’s just say we owe Dobby extra socks this Christmas. I told him telepathically to refill the Dreckle Essence with the stash that I bought at Diagon Alley, when we went shopping” Harry replied smiling.

“Honestly Ron, we almost got suspended and you go and congratulate Harry. You both are incorrigible” Hermione said flustered.

“Spitfire is right, we could have gotten into a lot of trouble had it not been for Dobby” Neville said as he too has been petrified with fear.

“Swiftblades lighten up man, no harm, no foul. You should trust our leader” Seamus replied coolly as he slung his arm over Neville’s shoulder.

“Damn right, Pooka, that was brilliant. Our prank was brilliant as well. What I don’t get Snuffles is why you are going to apologize to those gits” Rose said happily and then finished disgusted when she got to the part of the Slytherins.

“Well my dear Crimsonsnow, that is my secret. I will not go letting you guys know about all my plans, trust your leader and you will in time see the results of my brilliance” Harry said proudly.

“Oh sod off Snuffles, spill, what are you planning?” asked Ron excitedly.

“Sorry, no dice, I am off, see you at the Room of Requirements” Harry said and then ran off to the Infirmary.

“Damn it, he did it again. I don’t think we will ever squeeze out any of his secrets this way, maybe we should dose him with Veritaserum” joked Rose, secretly wishing she really could. She had more than one reason to want to know what lay behind those mystical, gorgeous green eyes. “Oh I could stare at those for hours and….what the hell am I thinking” she thought.

They all debated about it as they headed towards the Common Room.

Harry made it to the Infirmary; Madame Pomfrey was busy administering an antidote to all the Slytherin. She was too busy to notice Harry walk in. Harry put out his thumb and silently said “Afilo” and his nail grew slightly and sharpened. He walked straight up to Malfoy, his body still covered in boils. “Hey Malfoy, how you feeling?” Harry asked casually.

“Potter, you have balls showing up around here,” Draco spat.

Harry ignored him, and grabbed Draco’s arm and held it tight. “Man these look painful” he said and then dug his thumb into one of the sores. It started to bleed profusely.

“Ouch, what the bloody hell are you doing?” screamed Draco as he tried to get his arm back but Harry didn’t let go.

“Ouch, let me fix that,” Harry said as he grabbed his wand and charmed some bandages. They started to wrap themselves on Draco’s arm but then wildly started to tangle around his head, blinding him.

“Potter stop this now, what the hell are you trying to pull?” Draco said as he tried to get the bandages off and get his arm back from Harry.

Harry pulled a vial from his cloak and quickly gathered blood from the wound; when it filled he let go of Draco’s arm and corked it. After storing it, he pulled his wand and did the charm right so that the bandage loosened and then cleanly wrapped around Draco’s arm. “Sorry about that, Draco, it seems I forgot how to do it correctly, but I remembered. Well, I need to get this over with, so excuse me,” Harry said quickly then headed to the center of the room.

Everyone now grew silent; they all looked at Harry menacingly. The smell in the roam was toxic. “Ehem, I just wanted to say that on behalf of myself and the Marauders I would like to apologize for the actions taken during dinner. It was inappropriate and I take sole responsibility for it. I hope you can forgive me,” Harry said in an apologetic tone.

“No Potter, I don’t think we can do that,” Malfoy said as he drew his wand. Other Slytherin were doing the same. Harry got ready for battle; he regretted skipping practice today, since he would have been a week stronger. As it was muscle was no match for magic.

A voice suddenly rang from behind, “I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” said Alexander.

“Professor Canem, what a nice surprise,” said Draco still holding his wand up. “We were just discussing Potter’s apology. We were planning to hex him and call it even,” he said viciously.

Alexander just smiled, “Now Mr. Malfoy, if you all did that I would have to take you to see McGonagall. Trust me you don’t want any of her tonight. Instead I can offer you the opportunity to face him in wizard combat,” he replied smiling.

Malfoy’s face lightened, “Oh, by all means let me hear this. I would be delighted to teach Potter here a thing or two.”

“It is very simple really, in the old days of Hogwarts, we had a weekly event called Bloody Sunday. In essence every Sunday, any wizard may challenge another in any form of non‑lethal combat. This was done to test one’s skills, have some friendly competition, or resolve disputes. Tonight, Hogwarts has decided to reinstitute it. The rules and regulations are already posted on your house boards,” explained Alexander.

"Sounds interesting, but what happens if Potter here doesn’t show up?" asked Draco mockingly.

"In your dreams," spat Harry.

"Actually, if a wizard doesn’t accept a formal challenge, or if he fails to show up, he is considered the loser. The results of every Sunday will remain posted in Hogwarts for the rest of the year," Alexander said smiling at Draco.

Draco smirked and put his wand away. "In that case, I will see you tomorrow Potter," he said and then turned around and returned to his bed. Everyone else did the same.

Harry and Alexander left and walked towards the Hufflepuff Common Room. "You know Professor, tomorrow will be very interesting," Harry said with a smile.

"Oh shut up, Harry, I already know what you are planning. You are right though; it will be most interesting. Now let’s get the other apologies out of the way, shall we?" replied Alexander as they both started to laugh.

The apologies had gone as planned, the rest of the houses congratulated and thanked Harry for his efforts. They also wished him luck tomorrow against Malfoy and whoever else challenged him. By the time the got to Gryffindor, it was about time for their final Animagus class. After Harry delivered his last apology and got his congrats. Alexander, him and the Black Marauders headed towards the Room of Requirements.

"Ok Marauders, let’s get straight to work. Tomorrow will be a busy day and we all want to get plenty of sleep," Alexander said once they entered the room.

"Damn right, tomorrow Malfoy is going to learn a lesson," Ron said smiling.

{"corrected_text":"“Yea he really should have read the rules before laying down a challenge. Sorry Rose, I think I am going to beat your boyfriend to a bloody pulp,” Harry said, grinning darkly.\n\n“No worries, Harry, just don’t kill him; McGonagall might be cross if you do that,” Rose said bluntly.\n\n“Enough, you guys, we need to get to work,” said Hermione, reminding them of their responsibilities.\n\n“Yes, mom,” they all replied and then laughed when Hermione turned bright red. They then proceeded to transform back and forth, and an hour later they could do it relatively painlessly.\n\n“Great work, now off to bed with the lot of you,” Alexander said, smiling.\n\n“And good night to you too, Professor,” Neville said, smirking.\n\n“Yea sweet dreams and all,” Seamus added.\n\nThey all laughed and headed to bed, moving quietly as to avoid detection from Filch or Mrs. Norris. Harry stopped and looked at his friends. “Wait up, guys, I am going to stay. I need some extra practice for tomorrow,” he said, holding back a smile to avoid giving away his real intentions.\n\n“Ok, mate, just don’t stay up too late. Don’t want you falling asleep when you beat Malfoy senseless,” Ron remarked and then chuckled.\n\n“Yea Harry, I am looking forward to being single once you massacre him,” Rose said, joining in.\n\n“Ok, will do,” Harry said and then headed back to the Room of Requirements.\n\n“You do know he is up to something, right?” Hermione replied as she saw him walk away.\n\n“Of course, but we have to trust our leader. Whatever it is, I know it will be worth all the mystery,” Rose said as her sight lingered on his fading figure.\n\n“I bet it is Crimsonsnow; I bet it is,” said Ron as they all turned and headed to bed.”}

Harry knew what he wanted, a room with all the necessary things for brewing a potion. When he was outside the door he whispered “Dobby”

“Yes Harry Potter” responded a meek voice who was standing in the shadows with a sack.

“Hey Dobby, thanks for bringing my ingredients, did you have any trouble finding them in my room?” asked Harry as he opened the sack and surveyed the contents.

“No Harry Potter, Dobby found everything easily. Dobby loves doing favors for Harry Potter” Dobby replied now hugging Harry’s leg.

“That is fine Dobby, when I am done I will call you and give you the containers for you to put in the juice tomorrow night” Harry said as he entered the room.

As expected there was a small cauldron there and a fire to cook with. Harry began to make his potion, pouring ingredients into the cauldron and watching for reactions. Every now and again he would look at the Memoirs to make sure he followed all the instructions. This potion was initially Sirius’s idea, Harry had added his own flair to it though. After and hour the potion was ready for its final touch, Harry added the vile containing “Lover’s essence” the potion turned from dark green to light pink. Harry knew it was done, he filled a large container with it. Then he added a few drops of his blood and a few of Malfoy’s to what remained in the cauldron. The mixture turned blood red, Harry filled a smaller container with this mixture.

“Well Monday morning shall be most informative indeed” Harry said evilly as he exited the room and called for Dobby.

Harry awoke the next morning anxious to get started. He headed down to breakfast; he was going to wait for Malfoy to arrive. Rose and Hermione were there already, deciding that they didn’t want to waste the day sleeping.

“Morning Crimsonsnow and Spitfire, how did you guys sleep?” Harry asked as he took his seat.

“Well very good actually, had a dream about you beating the snot out of some Slytherins,” Rose said smiling as she bit into her toast.

Hermione just shook her head and kept eating. Harry followed suit; he stared at the Bloody Sunday challenge board that was posted on the wall next to the Slytherins table, so far there had been no formal challenges. After about 20 minutes, Draco walked in. Harry got up and headed towards him, “Malfoy, I formally challenge you to a duel today on Bloody Sunday. The field of battle I choose is that of unarmed combat; the battle goes on until a knockout is awarded. Oh, and by the way good morning and how are you feeling,” Harry said quickly before Draco could utter a word.

“What the bloody hell are you talking about? We have a duel today, alright, but it is with wands. As for your good morning and your concern, you can shove it,” Draco replied angrily.

"Well I am sorry you feel that way. As for the duel, you really should have read the rules in your Common Room. You would have noticed there is a protocol for making a challenge. You must speak directly to your opponent, state your challenge, state the terms of the challenge, and then mention it is on Bloody Sunday. You failed to comply with all the requisites yesterday; I now complied with them. You are now obliged to fight or you will be marked as the loser and I the victor. As you can see on that bright red board behind you, my challenge has been marked," Harry said as he proudly looked at the board.

It had five columns: Primary, Challenged, Terms, Time, Result. It now read: Harry Potter, Draco Malfoy, Unarmed combat until knockout, and noon. Draco stared behind him as this new revelation dawned on him. "That is not fair, I didn’t know about all this protocol rubbish. You expect me to engage in such uncivilized Muggle behavior with you?" He asked bitterly.

"Either that or forfeit and be known as a coward," Harry said smiling evilly.

"In your dreams, I will fight you, and I will beat you senseless," Draco responded angrily.

"Excellent, see you at noon," Harry replied and then headed back to his table.

Rose smiled at him as she saw the board, "I take it everything went according to plan then?" she asked smiling.

"But of course, my plans always work," Harry said proudly.

"Yeah right, don’t make me get into how many plans almost killed you and your friends," Hermione warned as she began to chuckle.

"Ok well most of them anyways," Harry said as he continued to eat."

The girls got back to talking, “So anyways Spitfire, who do you think she is?” asked Rose as they settled into girl‑talk tones.

“I don’t have a clue, Crimsonsnow, Swiftblades said that he would tell us when we were all together,” Hermione replied.

Harry now got interested in the conversation, “What are you two on about?” he asked.

“None of your concern, Snuffles, keep your nose out of it,” Hermione said automatically as he was intruding on girl‑talk.

“Wait Spitfire, it is also Marauder business. Swiftblades did say she wanted to join up,” Rose replied.

“True, I guess we should tell him,” Hermione said shrugging.

“Seems that Neville has gone and gotten himself a girlfriend; seems she also wants into the Black Marauders,” Rose said happily as she dished out the juicy gossip.

“Neville, our Neville, Swiftblades has a girl. Now I have heard it all, guess being a Marauder adds to your sex appeal,” Harry said laughing.

“Guess so,” Rose added as she laughed as well.

“Oh that isn’t nice guys, Neville is sweet,” Hermione said getting a bit angry.

“Who is sweet?” asked a very angry Ron who was now sitting down.

“We were talking bout Neville, Redfang, seriously you are such a jealous git. Anyways he seems to have gotten a girl and now she wants into the Marauders,” Harry said as he patted Ron on the back.

“Oh yea, forgot about that. He told all of us yesterday when we got back to the Common Room, but he wouldn’t tell us who it was. Guess we will all have to meet her and decide,” Ron said as he calmed down and began to eat.

Well I don’t know how much we are going to have to decide though. Remember that if she is his girlfriend, he can automatically push for her to become one according to tradition," Rose said as she looked up at the board; new challenges were begging to appear. She had someone in mind, someone she wanted to wipe the floor with.

"Yea, Crimsonsnow is right, it is tradition after all," Harry replied as he drank his pumpkin juice. Then got up to leave. "Well see you guys back in the Common Room," he said and then left. On the way he saw Ginny coming towards him, a giant smile on her face. "Hey Gin, you look cheery today, don’t suppose it is because of what we did yesterday?" he asked proudly.

“Oh get off your high horse Harry, it has nothing to do with you; you over inflated ego," she replied laughing and then walked on before Harry could get in another word.

"Whatever," Harry chuckled and kept going.

Harry reached the Common Room, Neville and Seamus were on their way out. "Morning Snuffles, how did things go with Malfoy?" Seamus asked.

"Morning Pooka, went fine. Hey Swiftblades, heard you have a new girlfriend, so who is it?" Harry asked tauntingly.

"Yea Nev, spill it or else," Seamus added as he got next to Harry.

"Come on guys, don’t do this to me," Neville said as they both now prepared to pounce on him.

It was too late they jumped on him and started to torture him. "Ok, ok, I will confess, its Ginny," Neville blurted through his laughs.

Both of them stopped, "Ginny…Ginny Weasley, as it Ron’s sister," Seamus said surprised as Neville nodded. "Good going, Swiftblades, she is a catch," he said as he put his arm over Neville.

Harry wasn’t so ecstatic about the news; he was a bit jealous, but that wasn’t the problem. “Um, Neville, we have a problem—actually two,” Harry said nervously.

“What are you talking about, Harry?” Seamus said as he stopped laughing and looked at Harry’s concerned face.

“Ron and Rose won’t be thrilled,” Harry said bluntly.

“Oh no, you’re right; we need to get Neville to safety. Ron is going to kill him,” Seamus said frightened of what the jealous brother was capable of. “Especially on Bloody Sunday—Ron will have your head.”

“Rose will probably do worst to…oh no, Ginny went to the dinning hall. You don’t suppose she would tell Rose?” Harry ‑ but didn’t finish; he was already racing with Seamus and Neville in tow.

Harry burst into the Great Hall; Harry stared at his friends. His worst fears realized, Ginny and Rose were at their thoughts. Ron looked livid. Harry looked up to the board, as expected, Rose had laid down a challenge. Harry ‑ looked back and saw that Ron was racing towards him—no, not him…Neville.

It was too late: “Longbottom, I challenge you to a fight. Today on Bloody Sunday, just our fists, no magic.” Ron said angrily as the challenge was added to the board.

Neville stood petrified; he didn’t know what to do. Seamus was holding him up as his legs were folding from fear. The damage was done; a challenge couldn’t be taken back. This would indeed be a very bloody Sunday.

Harry headed towards the table in hopes of calming Ginny and Rose down. He soon realized he was hopping …?

"You little bitch, you seduce one of our own only because we don’t feel like letting you in. You only want to get in so you can be next to Harry. Well I will make sure you fail," Rose said bitterly.

"Who are you calling a bitch? You bloody traitor. I know you are in league with Voldemort; you are just as worthless, and evil as him. You don’t belong anywhere near us," Ginny spat back.

"Bitch," Rose said.

"Hoe," Ginny replied.

"Sluuut," Rose hissed viciously.

"Oh, you are going down, traitor; I will hex straight back to daddy," Ginny threatened.

"You and what army you skank? I will curse you into oblivion," Rose replied.

"Ladies please can’t be just calm down, I am sure we can all get along," Harry tried to negotiate.

"Shut up and stay out of it, Harry," they both spat angrily.

Harry just backed off; those two were scary when they were like this. The Common Room was silent and tense for the rest of the morning. Finally, it was time for Harry’s fight.

They headed towards the Quidditch pitch where all the events were going to take place. Anything challenge was accepted, fights, races, games, etc. Some students had laid down challenges for races on broom, others for foot races, most for duels of some sort, and even one for wizard chess. Unfortunately, Ron had picked a far more physical event; he would be fighting Neville after Harry was done.

Rose sat with all the Marauders to Harry’s right. Ginny and a very scared Neville were sitting to his left. The ring was like those you see in real boxing matches. Draco was wearing green shorts and a black tank top; he had his robe open, like that of a boxer. Harry approached also in his robes, but his were closed. Alexander stood in the center, “Ok gentlemen, this will be a full‑on fight, everything except magic and weapons is allowed. You both agreed to fight without any gloves or protection save a mouth guard. When the bell sounds come out and get at it, the fight will only stop when one of you is unconscious. Now shake hands and let’s get started.” Alexander said diplomatically.

“You are going to feel real pain, Potter, I am going to disfigure you so much that not even your mudblood mother will recognize you. Oh wait, I forgot, she’s dead,” spat Malfoy as he shook Harry’s hand.

Harry smiled back at him, “We will see who is dead after the bell sounds.” He said confidently. They each returned to their corners.

Alexander stood in the center and said “Sonorous. Witches and Wizards, Squibs and Magical Creatures. Hogwarts proudly brings you the return of Bloody Sunday. We will begin today with a fight between Slytherin and Gryffindor. In the greed corner we have Draco “Pureblood” Malfoy” he said and then the Slytherins stood and cheered as Draco let go of his robe. “And in the red corner we have Harry “Snuffles” Potter” now Harry removed his robes to reveal he was only wearing red shorts. His physiche was menacing, he looked like a professional, his arms and legs looked like lethal masses of muscle. The rest of the school stood awed for a second, then the girls began to cheer and whistle, and the guys soon joined them. The girls faces lined with lust, the men’s vicious smiles expecting a bloodbath. Malfoy’s face was now lined with fear. “This fight will continue until a ten second knockout is called. When the bell sounds come out fighting” Alexander finished and then signaled for the bell.

Harry wasted no time; he went straight after Malfoy. Malfoy threw a punch that hit Harry on the chin; his lip dripped blood, and Harry just smiled. Harry threw a vicious knee to Malfoy's stomach, then backed up and round‑housed his ribcage. Malfoy was already collapsing at these hits but Harry pushed him back against the corner to prevent him from fainting. Harry then began to work with his fists, hitting and pounding viciously at Draco, his arms burning with years of hatred now realizing. Draco was barely conscious as the impacts resounded with the occasional crack of a broken bone. His face was beginning to swell and bleed. Harry kept pummeling mercilessly; after about five minutes, he decided Malfoy had had enough. He drew his right fist back one last time and then, with all his body weight, smashed it into Malfoy's face. Harry could feel the teeth giving way to the impact; Draco spun around and then fell flat on his face.

Alexander signaled Harry to his corner then began to count to ten. Not that it mattered; Draco was completely out, and had been so for four minutes. Alexander signaled the bell, “We have our first victor, Harry ‘Snuffles’ Potter,” he said and then lifted Harry’s triumphant hand.

Harry went down to his seat and put his robe back on. Everyone was congratulating him. Ron got up and headed into the ring.

“Ron, don’t do this. Neville is your mate; this is pointless,” Hermione begged.

“You don’t understand, I have to do this,” Ron replied and stepped into the ring. Neville was already there, scared but sturdy.

“Now a fight between two Gryffindors. That just sounds wrong, but in any case, on the left corner we have Ron “Redfang” Weasley and on the right we have Neville “Swiftblades” Longbottom. Only fists are allowed in this fight. You know the drill; when the bell sounds come out fighting.” Alexander said and then signaled for the bell.

The fight was short as Neville delivered a few punches that injured Ron, but Ron quickly connected with his “Ginny Boyfriend Killer” special punch and broke Neville’s nose, rendering him unconscious as well. Ron headed over and lifted Neville up. “No worries Professor; I will take him to see Pomfrey,” he said and then took his friend to the Medical tent nearby. The rest of the Black Marauders joined them as well as Lupin.

“Well, if it isn’t more victims of barbarity. Take a seat and I will get to you when I am done with Mr. Malfoy. Really, Mr. Potter, did you find it necessary to break most of the bones in his upper body as well as destroying half his teeth? Thankfully, he might be able to use one of his eyes while the other one’s swelling goes down.” Pomfrey said as she grabbed some potions and took them to Malfoy.

Ron put Neville down and took the bed next to him. “Sorry Swiftblades, but you know I had to do it. Can’t have you dating my sister without a firm warning as to the consequences of breaking her heart,” Ron said simply.

“You are a stupid oaf. Honestly, Ronald, I never cease to be amazed at your barbaric immaturity,” Hermione started as she went on her rant upon her boyfriend.

“This is going to take a while,” said Seamus as he laughed at the scene.

At least the damage was minimal, he could have done a lot worse," Harry said smiling as well.

"Well don’t expect me to go that easily on his sister. I will destroy her," Rose said looking forward to her match.

"Now Rose, please don’t go overboard. Also don’t be too cocky; Ginny is very good at spells, especially the Bat Boogey Curse. I would watch out if I were you," Harry replied trying to calm her down.

Rose just huffed and left the tent. "I don’t think she heard you mate, I think she is only thinking about getting Ginny," Seamus said as he shook his head.

"That is what I am afraid of; neither of them know how bad this fight will be," Harry said bitterly.

Lunch was fun as the Marauders were joking around again. Neville and Ron were acting as if nothing happened. The only signs were the scabs on Ron and Harry’s lower lips, and the black eye that Neville had. Their main source of laughter was the sight of Malfoy on the opposite end of the Hall; he was bruised and purple everywhere. His left arm was in a sling, both his eyes were purple, and he was eating his food through a straw. Apparently Pomfrey was forced to wire his mouth shut to help him heal. On his way out Harry had stopped by to see how he was doing and he only mumbled something like "I am going to kill you" and gave Harry an obscene gesture.

The activities resumed in the afternoon and were quite entertaining for the most part. There were some impressive duels and races. The wizard’s chess game was Ron’s favorite even though he said he could beat them both with his eyes blindfolded. Then he made a point to challenge them next Sunday. “There is only one champion of Wizards Chess at Hogwarts and that is me,” he said proudly.

Finally, it came time for the duel between Rose and Ginny. The Marauders chose to remain totally impartial on this one and let the two of them duke it out.

“You ready you cheep little slut” taunted Rose.

“Are you, you back‑stabbing, evil bitch?” replied Ginny.

“Bring it on.” hissed Rose.

“I would say good luck but I don’t like you, so just roll up and die,” Ginny answered back.

Alexander stepped in between them. “Ok that is enough. Each of you take your side of the dueling platform. Bow, listen for my signal and then cast your spells,” he said clearly, and they took their sides of the platform. They bitterly bowed at each other and drew their wands. Alexander then gave the signal.

Curses began to go back and forth; Rose struck first as a snake appeared and coiled itself to strike Ginny. Ginny dodged its bite and vanished it, then returned with her Bat Boogey curse. Bats appeared out of Rose’s nose and began to attack her; she vanished them and then sent a red curse that barely missed Ginny. Ginny replied by sending a flying brick towards Rose’s head. Rose levitated a bench, stopped the brick, and then hurled it at Ginny. Ginny ducked, sent a leg‑locker curse that hit Rose, and Rose replied with another green curse. This time Ginny was hit, and green painful warts began to sprout on her face. Rose didn’t stop and sent a curse that levitated Ginny off the ground by her ankle. Ginny used her new vantage point to send a curse that caused Roses hair to come alive and attack her. Rose got distracted and dropped Ginny. Ginny quickly capitalized and sent a curse that caused Rose to break out into large painful zits throughout her body. Rose had had enough; she hurled another bench at Ginny, then sent a full‑body bind right behind it. In all honesty she wanted to use the Crucio curse, but knew it would blow her cover. Ginny dodged the bench and sent her own full‑body bind right before Rose’s hit her. Rose got hit by Ginny’s. Alexander decided to call the match a draw and then released both of the girls.

“You little bitch you are lucky you made it out alive,” Ginny started.

“Look whose talking, I think you were the one who was about to bite the dust,” replied Rose.

“Yea what were you going to do use the Unforgivables on me, that is what Death Eaters do isn’t it?” spat Ginny as he eyes pierced Rose.

"How would I know, you are the one that was possessed by my father once," screamed Rose as she stared Ginny down.

"Enough both of you," Harry screamed. "I have had it, Rose. I know you don’t like Ginny but she is in. I honor tradition and you should as well. Ginny, just because you are in doesn’t mean you won; I expect you to behave civilly with Rose. She is still my second in command; I expect you to obey her orders without question if I am not there. You may not respect each other but you will learn to live with each other. If either of you acts like a prat like that in front of me, so help me Merlin, I will show you what a Marauder can really do," said Harry in a commanding and furious voice. Both girls were taken aback by his tone; they were lost in the furious green eyes that now pierced their very souls.

They looked at each other bitterly and nodded "Agreed"; they both said.

"Excellent, Ginny you need to get a few things done before you can become a full Marauder. Swiftblades will be instructing you as to what they are," Harry said as he faced Ginny.

"Ok I understand, I just hope it is nothing serious," Ginny replied, now slightly concerned.

"Oh no, just a bit painful that is all," Harry said and then laughed maniacally. She deserved to be scared after pulling a stunt like this. Harry knew full well she had no feelings for Neville.

Rose wasn’t going to miss this chance either. "Yep, quite right Snuffles, wonder if she will be able to cut it," she cooed evilly.

Ginny just grew angry, spun on her heel, and left to talk to Neville. She would do whatever needed to be done and then shove it in Rose’s face. Harry just shook his head and headed off.

Dinner was relatively uneventful as Ginny was now excited with the prospect of being an Animagus.

“Really guys, you should have told me you are all Animagi; I think it's brilliant,” Ginny exclaimed happily.

“Well it is kind of cool, I guess,” Neville replied shyly.

“That’s it Swiftblades, good to see you so confident. Too bad I am the only one single Black Marauder left. Well who cares? I always liked playing the field; it would just be too complicated. Relationships are just too complicated,” Seamus laughed as he looked at Ron and Hermione and Neville and Ginny.

“Hey, Crimsonsnow and me are single too, Pooka. So what are you belly‑aching about?” asked Harry.

“Oh, are you Snuffles? I thought you and Crimsonsnow were getting serious considering how you two look at each other,” Seamus replied casually. Both Harry and Rose grew crimson. Ginny grew livid and stared at Rose hatefully.

“Oh shove it, Pooka; you don’t know squat,” Rose replied. She knew he was right though, something about Harry was just driving her wild.

"Yea Pooka, I sometimes wonder if it wouldn’t be better for you to remain a horse. After all horsed are probably smarter than you," Harry added bitterly. Seamus had hit a nerve; Ginny was making him slightly jealous, but Rose was driving him wild. Something about her just drew him instinctively. Harry shook his head; instead he focused on every goblet in the room. Tonight they had all drank his potion, tomorrow the fun would begin. He was also pretty proud of the Red Board; it now had the results of the days activities on it. It marked "Malfoy annihilated" as the result of his match. It would stay on top of that board for the rest of the year, it would drive Malfoy insane.

Dinner ended and they all headed towards the Common Room. Harry was smiling thinking of the fun tomorrow would bring.

"What are you smiling about, Harry?" asked Ron.

"Oh nothing," Harry replied innocently.

They all stopped walking now; "Harry what did you do?" asked Hermione with a concerned stare.

"Nothing you need to worry about," Harry said simply and then began to walk ahead. Rose stopped him by holding on to his hand. Harry blushed, when Rose noticed what she was doing she let go and blushed as well.

"Oh common Snuffles, spill. You have kept us in the dark long enough," Rose said pleadingly.

"Oh, alright, I will tell you tomorrow morning. I am to tired to get into it tonight," Harry said and then he ran full speed.

"Bloody hell, he did it again," exclaimed Seamus.

"Did what again?" asked Ginny.

"Well we know for sure now that Harry is up to a very big prank, whatever it is though he won’t tell us. Every time we corner him about it he weasels out and runs away," answered Rose as she stared at the empty corridor.

"Well I think you should trust Harry," he said, "he will tell you tomorrow. That is good enough for me; I don’t think spying on him or pushing him like some people will do any good," replied Ginny directing her comments to Rose. The accusatory tone she used was not subtle in the least.

Rose just stared at her angrily but walked away. Ginny didn’t push it either; they both wanted to keep their word to Harry.

The next morning was beautiful. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, the lake was placid, and the weather was just right. Everyone began to stir as it was time for them to wake up.

Minerva McGonagall stretched her arms and then turned around to face the left side of her bed. She wanted to sleep a bit more; her arm fell on something lumpy. Her eyes slowly opened to the face of Albus Dumbledore. "Good morning, Minerva, you look fetching today," Minerva let out a mind‑numbing scream. Some were even awakened by it.

"What? When? Why?" she stuttered as she grabbed the sheets and wrapped herself in them. The sight she met was shocking indeed. Dumbledore was naked in her bed; she quickly turned around and tried to collect her now hectic thoughts. "Albus, why are you naked in my bed? You are supposed to be dead," she said as she slightly turned around, the curiosity in her defeating her sense of propriety."

“Well Minerva, that is quite mysterious indeed now isn’t it. I am dead, but here I am, laying on the bed of the most gorgeous woman in Hogwarts” Dumbledore said cheerfully.

Minerva swooned, she had wanted to hear words like that from him for so long that she forgot he was dead for a moment. Then the moment passed and she began ponder how this was possible.

Out in his hut, Hagrid was getting up as he had heard a scream. He felt utterly happy at the thought that today he would get to care for dragons. He turned around to find the gigantic body of Madame Maxine sitting next to him. “Good morning Hagrid, my you are looking quite handsome today” she said.

“Why thank you very much Maxine, that is very nice of you to say. And you look quite ravishing yourself…wait a tic. What the hell are you doing here!” exclaimed the half giant. Turning beat red as he saw she was naked.

Elsewhere, Remus Lupin was awakened by a scream. His werewolf ears were never deceived. He quickly surveyed the room, then noticed his hand was upon something soft and squishy, he looked down and saw that it lay on Tonks right breast. He jumped out of bed and covered himself in blankets, then spun around when he saw Tonks was totally naked. “Nymphodora Tonks I thought we agreed to more funny business, until we were married” screamed Lupin.

“Well good morning to you too Lupin, you look hot this morning. By the way call me Nymphodora one more time and I will decapitate you” she said cheerfully.

“Wait a second, when did you get to Hogwarts?” asked Lupin as he was surprised his sensed hadn’t detected her in the night.

"Well I really don’t know that myself, still it is nice to be with you, the sexiest wolf in all of Hogwarts," Tonks replied.

"I am the only wolf in all of Hogwarts, well maybe with the exception of… Wait a second, this seems somewhat familiar," started Lupin as his memory started to kick in.

Suddenly many screams began to sound, and even more came from those awoken from the first screams. In Harry’s room it was Seamus who awoke first, although his reaction was not of screams. "Bloody hell, what are all you six‑year girls doing in my bed?" he said.

Harry, who had woken early for this, just chuckled; Neville awoke next, "Pavarti, Padma, what are you doing in my bed? Ginny, what are you doing down there, why are all of you naked?" Neville jumped out of his bed, redder than a tomato. He smacked himself against the wall and stood wide‑eyed as the three girls wished him good morning and complimented him on his hotness. "Oh Neville, you are such a stud," the twins said in unison. "Come back to bed; we can play some more," said Ginny seductively.

Ron had been asleep until he heard the part about Ginny. His big‑brother genes awoke him at the alert. "What the bloody hell are you doing with my sister?" he said.

"Oh, shut up, you sexy beast and get down here so we can have some fun," rang the voice of Hermione.

Ron stared down at his naked girlfriend; his mind went blank. "Hermione, what are you doing naked in my bed? Get some clothes on. Do you want all these prats to see you naked or something?" Ron blathered on.

"Oh screw that, just give me some loving. I am here to have fun with the sexiest Keeper in all of Hogwarts," she cooed. Ron just let go and started to make out with her, everything else just evaporating from his mind.

Harry was in tears, laughing into his pillow. This was just gut‑busting hilarious. He dashed out of bed to see if he could hear something from the girl’s side of the room.

Hermione was the first to wake up; when she saw Ron next to her she flipped. "Ronald Weasley, what the bloody hell are you thinking? Get some clothes on and get the hell out of my bed," she screamed so loud it woke everyone else up.

"Oh but Hermione, you look so gorgeous in the morning. I just wanted to be with the sexiest and smartest witch in all of Hogwarts," Ron replied.

Hermione kicked him out of her bed. "I don’t care what you wanted; thanks for the compliments though. But that is besides the point: how did you even get in here? Get the fuck out," she screamed.

"Hey Hermione, please keep it down. Who the hell are you talking to anyway? You really shouldn’t talk to yourself, you know," said Rose.

"Hey sexy, how you doing?" said Harry who lay next to Rose.

"Fine thank you…Harry, what the hell are you doing in my bed?" screamed Rose.

"Well just looking at the most ingenious, fun, strong, and sexy witch in all of Hogwarts. You are perfection itself," Harry replied as he leaned over to kiss her.

"Wow, Harry, this is too fast," Rose said but then fell silent as Harry kissed her neck. "Oh that feels good, damn you Potter," she said and then kissed him passionately."

Ginny had woken up to all the racket, “How the bloody hell do they expect me to get some sleep when everyone is screaming like bloody idiots?” she said bitterly.

“Beats me, but I can think of worse ways to wake up that looking at a glorious figure like you,” said Harry coolly.

“Harry James Potter, what are you doing in my bed?” Ginny said, then thought about it. “Well, aren’t you the adventurous type? If you wanted to have some fun you could have told me,” she whispered then got under the covers. “Oh my, seems like you misplaced your clothes. O well less work for me,” she cooed and then got to work.

“Damn Ginny, you are definitely the sexiest and naughtiest witch in all of Hogwarts. OH that is good,” Harry said as he laid back and kissed Ginny.

Harry was rolling on the floor; he could hardly believe how well this was all going. This was just too funny; he could barely breathe. He still had to check on one more thing. He had already mentally checked on Hagrid, McGonagall, Moony, and the girls. He only had one more person he wanted to check on.

Draco yawned and opened his eyes; he turned around and found there was something very, very large in his bed. As his eyes saw what it was, his jaw tried to drop; unfortunately it was still wired shut. He mumbled “Bullstrode, what the bloody hell are you doing in my bed?” and then jumped off with his blankets. The next sight he saw would haunt him till the day he died. “OH HELL’s the fuck noooooo, get some bloody clothes on,” he mumbled as he closed his eyes. It was too late; the image of a naked Millicent Bullstrode, covered in zits and warts, was now emblazoned on his retinas.

Hey you sexy git, I don’t care if Harry beat the shit out of you, or that you were more well‑endowed as a ferret than you are now. I think you are hot; now get your slimy ass down here so we can kiss and knock some boots,” replied the uglier‑than‑normal Bullstrode. Then she got up and went after Malfoy.

Malfoy broke into a run, “Get away from me, you Hippogriff,” loudly mumbled Draco as he ran through the Common Room, making a break for the hall. He saw that many of his fellow Slytherins were doing the same.

Harry was now drowning in laughter, “Sirius, dad, wherever you are, this one is for you. I am sure this is going to cost me my hide, but I don’t care. I know both of you are laughing as hard as I am wherever you are,” he thought. He could feel their pride beaming upon him.

And Harry wasn’t wrong, for slowly but surely, people were figuring it all out.

“Now you can’t really be here; you are supposed to be in France. And you would never do something like this. This has to be a trick or a prank of some sort…wait, a prank,” reasoned Hagrid.

“You know you are so cute when you scratch your head while you’re thinking,” said the Madam Maxine from the bed.

“Right, a good prank of some sort,” Hagrid thought.

“It is impossible for you to be here since you are dead. Therefore this has to be some sort of spell. No, not a spell…,” said McGonagall.

“You know you look devastatingly gorgeous when you’re thinking. You will figure it out soon enough. Just follow what you know,” Dumbledore said.

“Oh shush, Albus, I mean…whatever you are,” McGonagall said.

No this isn’t a spell, this is a potion. And it is a potion that is somewhat familiar to me, dreams becoming real. I remember Sirius once giving a potion like this to Snivelus Snape. Wait Sirius…of course,” said Lupin out loud.

“Oh shush, you already figured it out, now come here and have some fun,” begged Tonks.

“Oh stop it, Tonks, you would never act like this; you remind me way too much of what Sirius would act like. Yea, this has Sirius written all over it. But he never would have made it happen, to be able to control the illusion one sees like this. None of the Marauders had an idea even close to this one,” Lupin began to say as Tonks pulled him back to bed. “Oh bullocks, well I might as well enjoy this. Still I think I know who is behind this. It would make sense; it has to be…” he started but was stopped by Tonks.

“Ron get off my leg, let go. I don’t want to do anything with you; now back away,” Hermione said as she kicked Ron who was kissing her leg. “This has to be a spell of some sort for Ron to act like this. Rose, what do you think? Rose?” Hermione said as she headed for Rose’s bed.

“Come on Hermione, don’t mess up the fun; just come to bed,” Ron begged.

Hermione ignored him, “Rose why are you making out with thin air?” asked Hermione.

“Back off, Hermione, let me make out with Harry in peace,” replied Rose and then got back to kissing Harry.

“Wait, is Harry under an invisibility cloak or something?” Hermione asked. The Ron hugged her from behind, “Get off of me you git, put some bloody clothes on,” she screamed.

Rose turned over, “Hermione if you are done yelling at the air, could you give me an Harry some privacy” she spat.

“Wait a second, you can’t see Ron?” asked Hermione confused.

“I don’t know what you are talking about, I don’t see anyone” replied Rose.

Hermione headed over to where Harry was supposed to be and put her hands on the bed.

“What the bloody hell, you hands are going through Harry. What the hell is going on” asked Rose now thoroughly surprised because of what she was seeing.

“Oh just ignore her Rose, let get back to snogging” begged Harry.

“Oh you shut up, I am talking to Hermione” answered an now very confused Rose.

“I have a feeling that neither Harry, nor Ron are really here. In fact I have a feeling that we have been given a potion of some sort and that we just got pranked” Hermione said as her temper began to flair.

“Wait, if that is true, then the only person who could be behind it…” Rose started.

“The only bastard that would dare prank a Black Marauder and that could pull this off…” Hermione continued.

“The only one who would be this clever…” added Hagrid.

“I will kill that bastard for this, I swear I will kill…” screamed Malfoy as he ran like crazy in the halls.

“The one who is going to pay with his hide for this is…” Lupin said between kisses.

“Oh, he will hear me on this one, Merlin is he going to get it this time…” said McGonagall who was now livid.

Only a few, including two Weasleys, seemed to be oblivious to the whole thing, enthralled in their activities as all of Hogwarts was now in chaos. Indeed the foundations of the school seemed to have shaken at his prank.

"HARRY POTTER! YOU WILL PAY FOR THIS" was heard echoing in every hallway and throughout the grounds of Hogwarts, in many voices all of which were now enraged.

"Let’s see you catch me first," said Harry who was on the Black Supernova flying over the pitch, laughing himself silly as he prepared for the onslaught.

Chapter 18 The Reckoning and the SOCK

Harry was flying over the pitch enjoying a victorious prank. Already his head was swimming in curiosity as to the different reactions he would get. This potion of his that he had come up with thanks to some of Sirius’s knowledge was a big success. “I think my business partners might be very interested in the story, and more so in the distribution,” Harry thought. As he was flying quickly around the pitch trying hard not to accelerate too much, he saw something flying in his direction, a big red flash. Harry dodged, and then saw a green one heading in his direction. Harry dodged and then looked down to where these flashes were coming from. On the pitch students where (should be were) beginning to gather, most of them females, all of them pretty pissed off. They were hurling spells at him and spreading the word to the rest of the student body.

Harry was smiling, “Excellent, practice”, he thought and then began to laugh at their bad aim. Well it was very hard for them to aim considering they had an invisible horny person taunting them. Harry (should be he) finally saw his Headmistress heading towards the pitch, McG...

"But Minerva, his it was just a prank. Sure it was a bit out of hand but you can’t blame the boy. You can’t suspend him, where is he going to go; you sure as hell don’t want him at the House of Black. The whole Order would bear the brunt of his pranks" Lupin tried to reason.

"I don’t care what he does at his house; I don’t care if he curses half the Order into oblivion. He will not make a mockery of this school" huffed McGonagall.

Now spells were being hurled from the castle, it appeared half of Hogwarts was now in arms trying to stun him. The other half was either cheering and clapping or was otherwise preoccupied. "Good to know there are some people that enjoy a good prank" Harry said as he dodged the new barrages of spells.

McGonagall put her wand to her throat, "Sonorous! Harry James Potter, get yourself down here and face the full severity of your punishment" her voice rang loudly.

Harry pretended not to hear, “Sonorous, sorry Professor, I can’t hear you; it is too high up here and it appears that it is not safe for me to come down,” he replied. His mind was suddenly wondering if maybe he should defend himself a little. It would be fun after all, and he couldn’t possibly be in any more trouble, after all there was a mob clad in pajamas hurling spells at him. McGonagall appeared beyond livid; she had even neglected to change or comb her hair. She looked like a furious Veela. Harry made the call; he went to the opposite end of the pitch, lined up with the crowd below him and then went down to a level just a few inches above their heads. Harry hung on to his broom hard, “Ok Supernova, let’s bust some barriers,” he said and accelerated to the point where he could barely hold on.

The crowd saw Harry line up to the left of them; he had gone down to ground level. They prepared to hurl curses as soon as he stepped onto the pitch. But instead of getting down he just looked at them, then they heard an ear‑shattering boom. Suddenly a force blew them 4 feet to the right, and they all fell on their rears.

The wind felt like a hurricane … … .. ... .. … ..…? ??

A few male students headed towards Harry to try to physically injure him. He deftly dodged their blows or took them and kept walking. They were light blows compared to the Bludger. Harry walked up to McGonagall and extended his hand to help her up.

“Sorry Professor, I was testing out my new broom’s speed. Still don’t think I have it down, I know I can push it faster. I just need to get stronger. Guess I am going to need more practice Professor Canem” Harry said as if nothing had happened at all.

“Well, yes, I see that is a fast broom and… Wait a second, Mr. Potter; you have done some very grave things. Don’t you dare deny you had a hand in this morning's occurrences. Come with me to my office immediately, we have much that needs to be discussed and punishment to deliver. I want you to summon your Black Marauders as well, I expect they had a hand in all of this as well” said McGonagall sternly.

“Actually Professor, I will not deny being responsible for this morning, but I am afraid that this time I acted completely and totally alone. I am willing to verify it drinking Veritaserum if necessary. The Black Marauders where unaware of my actions, calling them is unnecessary” Harry replied in a serious tone.

McGonagall was shocked, the boy wasn’t denying it. In fact he was taking full responsibility for it. “I see, I will still want them there to verify your claims” McGonagall replied.

“Minerva, it might be wise for Lupin to accompany Harry to go get them. In the meantime you might want to freshen up a bit” Alexander said as he pointed out McGonagall’s appearance.

Minerva looked herself over and realized the state she was probably in, “I see, you are quite right Alexander. Remus accompany Mr. Potter to summon his comrades.” McGonagall answered as she headed off in a huff. Everyone else started to leave; their chance a quick revenge was over. A few though were smart enough to walk to Harry and lay down formal challenges for next Bloody Sunday.

“My Harry you have quite the fan club today don’t you. Harry as your godfather I am extremely disappointed in you. What you did today was appalling, I never expected you to do something like this, you have gone over the line.” Lupin started with a scowl, Harry started feeling a bit bad about his actions. But then Lupin smiled “Damn it Tonks get off of me. Still, Snuffles, as a Marauder I must tip my hat to you. This was a brilliant move, I now see why Padfoot and Prongs were so enthused with your idea.” he said breaking out into laughter.

Harry also began to laugh, “It was wasn’t it. I marvel at my own greatness sometimes”

“So are you going to tell me how you pulled it off? I mean this Tonks is impressive, she feels so real.” Lupin interjected as they walked into the castle.

“Well I will let you know all the details when we get to McGonagall’s. I don’t trust these walls, after today many will probably be after me for revenge or the recipe” Harry said with a chuckle.

“Yea, he is so much trouble. I am going to kill him if McGonagall doesn’t do it first,” Rose replied half‑heartedly. All she really wanted was Hermione to go away and leave her with the fake Harry in her bed.

“Yea, I am sure the boys are enjoying this thought; I bet they are laughing…OH NO, OH HELL NO,” Hermione said as she made a mad dash to the boys’ room.

“Yes, score,” thought Rose as she got back under the covers.

Hermione stopped turned around and went to Rose’s bed. “Don’t go back to sleep, come with me; I am not facing a room of horny men all by myself,” she said as she pulled Rose away.

“Yea sleep, bloody, stinking luck,” Rose replied under her breath.

Hermione dashed into the room and saw her boyfriend getting hot and heavy with thin air. “Ronald Weasley, get off that, that, well me!” she exclaimed.

“Bugger off, Hermione; don’t you see I am busy with Hermione,” Ron said and then stopped. He did a double take: “Two Hermiones, bloody hell, this dream rocks. Well, get in here; there’s plenty of me to go around,” Ron blathered as he signaled the real Hermione to join him.

Hermione burst a vain, “You wish you filthy, pervert. Get your ass out of bed and get dressed. We need to find a certain wizard and ring his bloody neck,” she said as she jumped on his bed and pushed him off.

Ron suddenly realized this was very real, and that the real Hermione was about to hurt someone and if he didn’t get himself together soon that person would be him. “Sorry, Hermione, I will be ready fast, ok?” he said as he put on his robes over himself; he was topless but didn’t care. He closed his robes and then went up to his infuriated girlfriend.”

"Now let’s find that bloody git and kill him," spat Hermione.

"I guess you must be referring to me then," replied Harry coolly as he entered the room.

"POTTER!" Hermione said as she made a lunge at him; Lupin stopped her. "I am going to hex you into next century," she threatened as she kept trying to break free.

"Now, Hermione, calm down, McGonagall will have a chat with Harry and straighten him out. You and the rest of the Marauders have to go to her office," Lupin replied still trying to contain the angry brunette.

"You heard him, Marauders, enough horse play, get yourselves presentable. We have a Headmistress to face," Harry said proudly.

"Five more minutes, Harry," said the voice of Seamus.

"Make it ten," replied the voice of Neville.

"Both of you get your butts out here," ordered Hermione, now becoming very much more irritated.

The two wizards jumped out and started getting ready. "Yes sir," they both said in unison. Hermione just glared at them.

"I think I will go get Ginny while you guys get ready," Harry said and then made for the 6th‑year female dormitory. He stopped at the steps since he could go no further. He sent a telepathic message. "Hey, Ginny, get up and get dressed. We need to go to McGonagall’s office. The Black Marauders, well I am in trouble, but you need to come since you are now a Marauder," he said.

"Harry, why are you communicating with me mentally when you are right under me?" Ginny asked.

"I am not under you; it is a spell I made; it is the reason I am in trouble. Now get ready and come out," Harry replied.

"This is a spell? Damn this is fun, do I have to go?" Ginny asked trying to play down her disappointment that this was a fake Harry.

"Yep I am afraid so," Harry replied.

A few minutes later they were all ready and assembled in the Common Room. All of them were trying to shake off their respective illusios.

"Damn Harry, how the hell do you get these illusios off of you?" Ron said trying to sound serious.

"Yea, how do I get this git off of me," Hermione echoed, her voice was serious. As she kicked the fake Ron who was kissing her feet.

"Sorry, can’t help you there. It will wear off eventually," Harry replied smiling.

"I am rather enjoying it actually," Ginny replied.

"Of course you are, you are a slut after all," Rose added, truth was she was enjoying it too. Her Harry was kissing her neck and doing all sorts of work under her shirt, but she kept a straight face.

"You bitch…" Ginny began to say.

"Hey you two, I thought we were agreed," Harry said now serious. The two girls looked at each other and then looked away in anger. Both just got back to enjoying their Harry’s.

"Ok then let’s not waste time and get to McGonagall’s, maybe she can remove the spell," Hermione said in huff and then stormed ahead of the group.

"Slowdown Spitfire, no need to rush," Seamus said.

"Yea, no need to rush," replied Neville who was mesmerized with the ladies.

"So do you think he is ready?" said a young adult voice.

"Yes, I think he has proved his worth," replied a low raspy voice.

"I think we should induct him as soon as possible," answered an old wise voice.

"It has been a while since the last inductee," replied the first.

"Well, the boy has the gift; it is only right," replied the second.

"Indeed, I guess he will be the new king. Too bad it will be a short reign," answered the third.

"Yea, but I will teach him quickly. With his friends he should be able to use our knowledge very effectively," added the first.

"This suspension will be very good for his training," said the second.

"Oh yes, you have no idea how useful it will be," said the first.

"Now, now, Alexander, don’t kill the boy," replied the third.

He will live, and he will grow strong. A new king has already been born; I will just teach him his potential," answered Alexander.

"Now Harry, please behave; you are already in boiling water. Don’t make it any worse," begged Lupin as he entered the Headmaster’s room.

"Don’t worry, Moony; Snuffles will not let you down," said Harry as he gave Lupin a fake salute.

"That is what I am afraid of," Lupin replied and shook his head.

McGonagall was just coming down the stairs from her quarters. Alexander and Slughorn were already in the room. She saw the Black Marauders being led in by Lupin. “Good we are all here. Now we all know why we are here, Mr. Potter has committed a grave infraction. This morning’s incident must be addressed immediately. I asked the Black Marauders here because I want to make sure they had nothing to do with Harry’s little “prank.” Lupin because I expect you to deal with them given your history as a Marauder and because you are Harry’s godfather. Alexander because you are the boy’s teacher and mentor, and because of, well what you know. And Slughorn, we need you, because I have the feeling that this is the work of a potion, which is your strong suit.” she informed.

“Indeed, if this is a potion I am afraid it is beyond my capabilities to help. I have never seen anything like this,” Slughorn said smiling. “I am afraid that Mr. Potter has stumped me,” he shrugged.

“So Harry, what is it and how does it work?” Lupin asked Harry directly trying to hide his enthusiasm.

Harry smiled, “Well Mooney, you are correct in assuming it is a potion. This particular potion determines who the person fantasizes about and then makes them real, well sort of. See the person or persons you see are determined by your own desires. It could be that person is just the one you like the most, or it could be the person you love. If you have equal feelings about many people, then all of them appear. Now the illusions themselves don’t exist, but they can interact with you. As far as the person who drinks the potion is concerned, that illusion is real; it will feel just like a real person. The illusion directly interacts with your nerves, so basically you can feel them even if you have your clothes on.” Harry explained as some of the Marauders were trying to conceal what they were feeling.

“Well what about the Slytherins, they seem to not be pleased with their particular illusions” Lupin asked with a knowing grin.

“Hey I am not responsible for the sick things they like. If they are scarred it is because they wanted to be,” Harry lied returning the smile. Remus and Minerva looked unconvinced.

“Harry what about their behavior, I have never seen Ron act this way around me. This illusion like a house elf. He is all subservient and docile; he just seems to wait for my next command. It even called me mistress a few times,” Hermione asked angrily.

Harry suddenly grew an evil grin, “Really Hermione? That is very interesting, you see the illusions play out your fantasies. In other words, they behave like you wish they behaved, and say what you wish them to say. I think there is a book you should read; I got it from the Black library.” Harry surmised.

“Really, what is it about? The mind and its delusions or something to do with illusions?” Hermione said lighting up at the thought of a good book.

“No, it is one of Sirius’s favorites; it was called ‘Women who like their men that follow orders’,” Harry said with an evil grin.

Hermione blushed crimson, then blue. Lupin had the same reaction. No one else reacted. “What the bloody hell does that mean?” asked Ron angrily.

Harry went over and whispered the answer in his ear, “I am not going to behave like a house‑elf for anyone.” Ron said indignantly in a low voice.

“Well, she already wears the pants in the relationship,” Ron answered. “Ron,” Harry asked with an evil grin. Hermione now turned purple and Ron looked shocked.

McGonagall broke the scene: “So Professor Slughorn, can you reverse the effects?” she asked, trying to hide the reaction caused by the fake Dumbledore.

“If I had the formula or a sample, maybe I could decipher an antidote. Otherwise, I don’t think so,” replied Slughorn.

“Mr. Potter, I will ask you to relinquish the formula or at least a sample, for the good of the school,” McGonagall said plainly, hiding her true desire for the formula.

Unfortunately, not from Harry: “I am afraid, Headmistress, that I cannot do that. I am planning on keeping that secret. I am going to sell it though; I have a couple of buyers in mind who will be very interested in marketing and selling it. So if you or anyone else wants any, they will be able to buy it very soon,” Harry replied smiling innocently.

“Mr. Potter, this is an outrage; what makes you think someone would want to buy your perverted little concoction? Besides, how the hell do you suppose we are going to be able to do anything with these illusions chasing us? We need an antidote,” McGonagall said angrily.

“Now, Minerva, I think we should let Harry speak. This potion seems to have a lot of thought behind it; if he so wishes to sell it, it is his concern. I fully expect that he has an antidote at the ready or else he wouldn’t be so hesitant to part with his secret,” Dumbledore said calmly.

“Oh no, Albus, not today. I will not stand here and let you defend him after what he did today. When I saw you naked in my bed today…”, McGonagall stopped and then blushed.

“Ah, I see; that must have been most…disturbing,” Dumbledore replied with a chuckle and a wry smile.

Harry contained his laughter. “Don’t worry, Professor. The effects end after 24 hours. So by dinner tonight they should fade away. No need for an antidote,” he replied simply.

“Well, I guess that solves that now, doesn’t it?” Dumbledore added.

“Well, in light of this I think I will cancel classes today. This way we can all deal with…the inconvenience alone,” McGonagall concluded. Everybody seemed relieved or overjoyed—hard to tell. “Now as for you, Mr. Potter, this potion has harassed the entire student body. You have scandalized the entire student body with nude delusions,” she accused.

Well not entirely, there was an age restriction on it. Only people 17 and up saw the illusions naked; anyone younger saw them in their pajamas or robes. The more conservative the person is, the more clothes will appear on an illusion, regardless of age.

Harry explained. Ginny was wondering what the hell he was talking about; she had seen him naked. Harry telepathically answered, “Gin you saw me naked because I used some of your hair in the potion to brew it. Sorry it was a necessary ingredient, I hope I didn’t traumatize you.” He lied; he didn’t want to tell her what he actually had collected.

“Well I have already been traumatized enough times by you to not care if I see you naked,” Ginny thought back and smiled devilishly.

McGonagall and the teachers tried to ignore the fact that Harry had just called them a bunch of liberals since they had all seen the people in their beds naked. “Well at least you had the common decency to put that restriction on it. Still your actions were crude and vile; I have no choice but to suspend you for two weeks,” McGonagall concluded.

“Two weeks! All I did was shock the school a little bit, that will hardly give me any training time with my team.” Harry started complaining.

“Shock the school a little bit? Are you serious?” Lupin answered.

“No, I am Harry; Sirius only gave me an idea. I was the one who came up with the prank and how to pull it off,” Harry joked trying to break the bad mood.

“Enough jokes, Mr. Potter. I don’t want to make it three weeks. Now get your things ready; I will have Professor Alexander take you assignments throughout the weeks.” McGonagall replied with finality.

Harry knew not to argue, besides the team was already strong enough with their new brooms. Still he needed to appoint a leader; Ginny would be his first choice, but that would piss the crap out of Rose. Rose was the second in command of the Black Marauders. “I guess it will work. Ginny you are the captain till I come back,” he said out loud.

Ginny was ecstatic, Rose looked positively dreadful. “Why the hell is she the second at Quidditch? I am a better player than her,” Rose exclaimed.

Ginny was about to answer, “Because, Ginny took leadership last year. She is my second in command on the Quidditch field just like you are my second on the Black Marauders. I expect you will behave and follow her instructions on the field just like she does yours off,” Harry concluded firmly as the two girls reluctantly agreed.

“Very well then, since all that is settled. I believe I will retire to bed; this whole thing has been very tiring,” McGonagall said as she started to walk away anxious to get some alone time with her Dumbledore.

“Have fun, Minerva,” whispered Dumbledore with an all‑knowing grin.

“What did you say?” McGonagall exclaimed as she turned around.

“Nothing,” they all replied covering their mouths to hold the chuckles back. McGonagall just stomped off and slammed the door.

“Alright, Harry, let me take you to your room so you can pack. I think it is better if I escort you so that you don’t get mugged by the masses,” Lupin said laughing.

“Remus; Slughorn, Dumbledore and myself would like to speak to Harry in private if you don’t mind,” Alexander asked.

"No by all means, go ahead," Lupin said looking at them suspiciously, then left with a wicked grin on his face. He would have to neglect telling Tonks about this; otherwise, she would kill him, they had agreed to stop until they were married. Now he was going to spend a whole day enjoying himself.

"Okay mate, I will say my goodbyes now since I am going to be busy when you get back to the room," Seamus said with a grin.

"Yea, see you in a couple of weeks, oh and thanks for the potion," added Neville filled with anticipation.

"Men, such pigs, one track minds," Hermione huffed bitterly.

Harry laughed, "Really Spitfire, maybe you should tell Ron to heal and roll over. Maybe kicking his ribs in will make you feel better," Harry joked.

Hermione huffed and stomped away; Ron quickly said, "Harry, I love your potion, tell the twins to hurry up with production" and then ran after Hermione.

Ron had guessed his intentions, "I guess he isn’t that thick after all," Harry thought.

"Well Snuffles, I think I will go back and have some more fun with you," Ginny said then kissed him on the cheek and left.

"I think I am going to go to the Room of Requirements for a bit," Rose responded as she made haste. All the way wondering how the bloody hell she had grown to get the hots for Harry. She was Draco’s fiancée, and if what Harry said was true, Draco wasn’t even a close second to how she felt about Harry. In any case she would have to deal with being with Harry all day, she might as well enjoy it, tomorrow she would think it all through and decide what to do."

Harry was now alone with the two teachers and the portrait. Alexander raised his hands and cast a spell on the entire room. "Good, now we can talk in private; this silencing charm protects against every type of espionage," he concluded.

"What is all this about?" Harry asked.

"Well, Harry, today's actions have impressed us," Dumbledore began.

"You see, your prank was so outstanding, and the fact that you pulled it off by yourself has convinced us to bring you into our ranks," Slughorn continued.

"We are an ancient secret society of wizards dedicated to pranks that baffle the mind, and exceed those normally thought possible," Alexander informed, smiling.

"There aren't that many in our ranks, but we have existed worldwide for over 2,000 years. Today we have decided to give you the opportunity to join us," Dumbledore replied, smiling as well.

"Wait a second, you're telling me that you three are members of a secret pranking organization and that you want me to join because of what I did today. Are you serious?" Harry asked, now shocked that these three bastions of formality and authority were in fact great pranksters.

"Indeed, Harry, we are members of SOCK, the Society Of Chaos Knights. And we now formally offer you a place in our ranks," Alexander exclaimed.

Harry was reeling, but suddenly focused back again, "What is it in it for me?" he asked with a wicked grin.

"Smart lad isn’t he, you see? Harry is the only member of this generation in Hogwarts, so you are automatically given the title of King of Pranks. You are in charge of causing chaos in Hogwarts without disclosing anything about our organization. You will receive the collective pranking knowledge and spells of the best pranksters of the last 2000 years," Slughorn informed as he smiled at the boy’s wit.

"It is also a great honor; the last student inducted was your godfather Sirius, and that was over 20 years ago. Well, the Weasley twins are also members, but they didn’t get their nomination until after they left Hogwarts," Alexander added.

Harry grinned evilly, "I accept." Harry wasn’t surprised that Sirius had been one of them, and he was very proud to be considered better than the twins as a prankster.

"Excellent, now we must initiate you. Please turn around and bend over to receive the mark," instructed Alexander.

“The mark?” Harry asked as he bent over.

"Yes, every member gets marked with a red sock with black letters that spell SOCK. It is the mark of our society. Slughorn, will you do the honors?" Alexander relayed.

"Certainly, Marcutum Socklary," Slughorn replied as he pointed his wand and a shot of light appeared out of the end, hitting Harry in the left cheek.

"Ok, now to finish it off," Alexander said as he kicked Harry in the right cheek.

Harry fell forward face‑first. "Ouch, what was that for?" he asked angrily.

“Well it was instituted as part of the ceremony over 1,200 years ago, one of the inductees complained about how much the mark hurt and that he had to favor one side of his rear more than the other. The King at the time kicked his other side and told him the problem was fixed. Ever since everyone gets a kick on the other cheek so as to balance the pain out,” Dumbledore explained with a grin.

“Oh, well I guess that makes sense,” Harry said as he rubbed his rear and got up.

“Well then Harry, let’s get you packed up. As soon as you have had your little chat with the Weasley twins, I will take you directly to training. Two weeks of non‑stop work. This will be most useful; by the time you come back you should be ready for us to begin the important phase of your ultimate training regimen,” Alexander said happily as Harry groaned at all the work.

It was almost a year in an alternate dimension with nothing to do but train intensely. “Boy, this is going to be a barrel of laughs,” Harry said sarcastically as he made his way out.

Alexander was right behind him, “Oh stop groaning; it is after all what you wanted. To get strong fast. To tell you the truth, I am going to accelerate your training considerably, plus it won’t all be work,” he replied trying to cheer Harry up.

“What do you mean?” Harry enquired.

“Well, the way I figure I still need to teach my classes. So when I am not there, you will be training with your Black Supernova. Hopefully by the end of the two weeks you will have most of it down. I already have the whole training mapped out. Here’s your schedule,” Alexander replied as he handed Harry a piece of paper.

Harry read it but couldn’t make heads or tails of it. It all seemed way too normal for what Alexander normally did with him. When Alexander said something like Physical training, it was usually an understatement for Intense Physical and Mental exercise with large quantities of pain. This would not be a nice 336‑days.

Monday–Wednesday: Physical training.

Thursday–Sunday: Energy training.

Monday–Wednesday: Martial Arts.

Thursday–Friday: Applied Magic

Saturday: Homework and Advanced Broom Practice.

Sunday (first half): Pranks

Sunday (second half)–Monday: Advanced Dueling

“Somehow I don’t think I am going to enjoy most of this, am I?” commented Harry bitterly.

“On the contrary, Harry, by the end of this you will be able very, very happy with what you will be able to do.” Alexander said with a big smirk.

Harry saw his tutor’s face; it reminded him of that night on the plateau when he had shown him his power and he had convinced him to return to Hogwarts. Harry had a mission; he had been ignoring it, but now he remembered. He was going to destroy Voldemort, whatever the cost. Harry quickened his pace, now anxious to start his training. One year in hell…no problem.

Chapter 19 Pleasure before Business

Diagon Alley was relatively empty compared to when Harry normally visited. He headed straight for Weasleys’ Wizard Wheezes, because he wanted to get this over with before he got down to the business of training. Alexander was with him; they had already dropped Harry’s things off at the house of Black. Harry was pondering what had hurt more: the tattoo or the kick he had received earlier as he tried to comfort his rear. This was the scene when he entered the shop. It was empty with the exception of a pair of redheads.

“Welcome to Weasleys Wizard Wheezes, your one‑stop shop for everything naughty and funny. We have everything…” started the voice of Fred.

“Harry, what the bloody hell are you doing here?” George asked as he saw Harry enter rubbing his butt and followed by Alexander.

“Wait, is he?” Fred blurted.

“Yep, he is one of us now. Now if you will excuse me I have some business with Olivander the Wand maker,” Alexander replied knowingly as he exited.

“Bloody hell Harry, congratulations, we didn’t get accepted into SOCK till after we left school,” George exclaimed as he embraced Harry.

“Butt hurts, doesn’t it? I don’t remember what hurt more: the kick or the tattoo,” Fred retorted as he laughed.

“I was wondering that myself,” Harry replied laughing as well.

“So what brings you to our humble shop in the middle of the day, on a school day?” George asked.

“Well… I got suspended,” Harry responded with an innocent grin.

“Suspended! On the first week of school? Bloody hell he is better than us,” Fred exclaimed.

“Now technically it is the second week of school, though I got suspended before we had even had breakfast so you could say I got suspended after the first week,” Harry replied as a devilish grin grew on his face.

“How did you manage to get suspended before breakfast?” George asked as he looked at his brother signaling his interest.

“Well…” Harry started and then told them everything about the prank and all the different people’s reactions. He didn’t talk about Ginny, thinking it best to avoid a fight with her two older brothers.

“Bloody…” George began.

“Hell…” Fred replied.

“That was…” George continued.

“Brilliant,” Fred concluded.

Then they looked at each other, kneeled down and began to bow. “We are not worthy, we are not worthy. All hail the new King of Pranks,” they said in unison as Harry blushed.

“Guys, come on, it’s embarrassing,” Harry said trying to get them up.

“No, it isn’t, Harry; you are our new hero,” George said humbly.

“We bow before your greatness; we are your servants in any prank you so wish,” Fred retorted seriously.

“Ok, ok, enough worshiping. I am here to talk business,” Harry said still red with embarrassment.

“Business…” Fred started with an evil grin.

“You say?” concluded George returning the grin.

“Yep, I am thinking this potion could be a major seller and I think we should bottle it in and sell it. Have your shop be the exclusive distributor,” Harry explained.

“Brilliant, think of the chaos this potion could cause,” Fred began.

“Indeed, this is a potion worthy of all of SOCK’s efforts,” George continued.

“I wish I had been there when McGonagall woke up and saw Dumbledore sitting naked in her bed,” Fred replied.

“I would have paid to see that,” George concurred.

“Ok, ok, enough of that, here’s the formula; its pretty simple with the exception of the main ingredient,” Harry explained.

The twins read the formula and then saw what Harry was referring to. “What is essence of lovers?” George asked.

“Well it is sweat off the bodies of two people who have just shagged,” Harry explained simply.

“Oh, ok, got it.” Fred replied then did a double take.

“Did you say…” George interjected.

“Shagged.” Fred finished. Harry nodded; the twins wrapped their arms around him.

“Bloody hell Harry, you truly are the king,” Fred started.

“Why the hell didn’t you start acting this way while we were in school?” George said as he rubbed his knuckles on Harry’s hair.

“Oh come on brother, Harry was 15 back then; it would have been wrong on so many levels.” Fred replied.

“True, but he could have at least joined in our pranks. We could have gotten into SOCK sooner,” George interjected.

“Ok, enough you two; you will need to get that ingredient. A drop will suffice, so if you two work at it I think you can handle it.” Harry surmised as he smiled wickedly.

“So how do you make the one you gave the Slytherins? It must have been hilarious to see them chased by the last person in the world all over Hogwarts,” George replied.

“Well it is the same formula; only add a drop of blood from each of two enemies.” Harry explained.

“Excellent, so what are we going to call it, partner?” Fred asked.

“How bout Potter’s Passion Potion?” suggested George.

“I would rather not have my name on it. I think Snuffle’s Secret Serum will do just fine.” Harry replied with a smirk.

Got it, we will begin production immediately; we will have to put it in the restricted section of the shop. This is going to make us a fortune," Fred exclaimed.

"You got that, brother, plus it will be loads of fun to try out," George added.

"Whatever, guys, I leave it in your hands. I have business to take care of," Harry said as he exited the shop and met with Alexander. It was time to start training. He had been too busy this weekend to work; he was now anxious to continue where he left off.

The weird skies of the training dimension felt like home, and this would be his home for almost a year. But he was determined to train hard.

"Harry, we will now move into the next phase of training. We want to pump your muscles up as much as possible and raise your Kivide. Your target will now be a small turtle. There will be over 1,000 turtles in there; the only difference among them will be a single pressure point. The one you want has one extra point near its tail. In addition, we will now have four Bludgers; they will be moving faster and hit harder as well. I won’t give you false hope; you will probably fail this training. I want to push your limits beyond your capabilities; I find it’s the quickest path to growth. These two and a half months are necessary for you to survive what comes next," Alexander explained firmly.

"Let’s do this," was all Harry had to say; he didn’t care what happened. He wanted to get stronger faster, he had tasted a bit of the power he wanted when he beat Malfoy. Now he wanted more.

The training was indeed brutal; Harry was pushing to paddle harder and faster. The turtles were blinding, so many of them. His sight was frantically trying to adjust. He couldn’t get it to work. The Bludgers really hurt him when they hit; this pain was not negligible. He found himself taking a lot of the pain‑killing potion. The first month and a half was a complete failure. He showed progress, just not enough. Every day he woke up more tired; he wanted to sleep less and his body was obeying. He worked harder and harder; slowly the pain began to fade. His body became numb, but it worked harder and harder. Whenever Alexander was away he would fly over the water with his broom; he would fly as fast as possible. Every time, he ended up in the water; his progress in this department was in fractions of a second. How long could he hold on for? Slowly the instants were adding up, or at least that was what Alexander said. Harry no longer cared; his mind was focused on working harder and getting stronger. Whenever he felt like quitting he would picture the children being murdered by Death Eaters. That was enough for him to try harder and keep going.

The days passed; there was only a week left in his training. He could barely make it to the middle of the lake before getting caught. He was paddling with all his might under the fake sun, he focused everything into his eyes, he didn’t care if he got hit by a bludger. He needed to get stronger sight; he slowed down, he put all his might into his eyes. Then it happened, it was an instant, but to Harry it felt like minutes. Time stopped, everything around him stopped, frozen, he looked around. The Bludgers were suspended in the air, his body was frozen as well, his eyes were the only part that could move. He could see everything in front of him frozen; the turtles were standing still under the water. Harry searched for the one he was looking for, and he found it. His eyes must have been playing tricks on him because he saw it move back and forth in a small path, as if telegraphing what it was going to do. Then the world went dark and he passed out.

When he awoke Alexander was over him with a big smile on his face, “What the bloody hell happened?” Harry asked as he got up feeling completely drained.

“Remember when I said that there were many levels to the sight. Today you touched the next level. For a moment you managed to use a sight that makes the world around you look like it has stopped, and that you can predict the movements of the things around you. Now it was only a moment, and a very small area, but you still did it. I am proud of you Harry, you have touched Sentemus. Now I think we can stop with your eye training and focus on your physical training. After this week is over, we will get back to the eye training. Sentemus requires more energy than you have access to right now; we need to prepare your body for more energy.” Alexander explained smiling.

Harry was proud of himself; he had gotten more power, still… “What do you mean, prepare my body for more energy?” he asked trying to figure the mystery in his words.

“Patience Harry, you will know next week. Now rest, tomorrow we will make you row harder and faster.” Alexander said calmly.

Harry went to bed; he knew better than arguing with Alexander, he knew what he was doing. The last week was intense, he was rowing faster, now only concerned with dodging the Bludgers that were now moving even faster. By the end of each day he felt his muscles were going to melt off. Finally, the last day came and went, and Harry rested anxiously awaiting the morning and his new training. Alexander anticipated this and cast a sleeping charm on Harry. His sleep was deep and long; by the time he awoke it was late morning. “What, why did I sleep so much?” Harry asked desperately.

“Well, good morning, Harry, I have something for you to eat and drink.” Alexander said coolly.

{"corrected_text":"“Ok, but what happened, why did I oversleep?” Harry insisted.\n\n“Well, I cast a spell on you, of course; you need to be at full strength for what we are doing today,” Alexander explained as he handed Harry his food and drink.\n\nHarry ate quickly, wanting to know what was coming next; he nearly choked on the food and drink. It tasted horrible. “What is this crap?” Harry shouted.\n\n“It is special food and drink; it will repair all your wounds and restore your body. It is all part of the training, so eat!” Alexander ordered with finality.\n\nHarry obeyed and ate quickly; he wanted answers. His body felt like it was repairing itself with each bite. When he was done, Alexander looked at him and motioned for him to walk with him. They reached a cave and entered. Inside was a big room with a comfortable bed; the temperature was cool, in fact the whole room felt cozy.\n\n“Harry, this next part is the part I am rushing.” “Now sit and listen,” Alexander started.\n\n“Got it, Alexander,” Harry said and then took a seat on the bed.”}

“You already know that everything on the planet has energy in it. I also already explained that normally we only use 10% of the power within us. Well, now I am going to give you access to the other 90%. Normally, this would be done slowly and relatively painlessly, but I find that you don’t really have the time or patience for such methods. Those normally take years; instead I am going to use my own power to pump it into your body and basically open all your energy by pure and brute force. I will say this directly: this is going to hurt, imagine the Crucius curse then multiply it times 10. This pain will invade your body for an entire week.” Alexander informed grimly.

“Why did you wait so long to do this?” Harry complained bitterly.

“Because you needed a stronger body; I was planning on training your body even more, but I already see your Kivide growing too strong. You will fall to the temptation of using Sentemus. Right now you are nowhere near strong enough for that. You need more energy; otherwise every time you use Kivide you will faint because you will automatically draw on Sentemus. The more muscle mass and energy control you have acquired, the less this process of energy injection would hurt. Had I done it when I met you, it would have been 100 times stronger than the Crucial‑?… ??

...

It is good you are willing, and determined. Now get ready, lay back on the bed and enter Xchio, focus all your energy into feeling where you energy comes from. Turn off all your senses, focus only on the source of your energy, feel where it will come from, feel how it will flow. It will feel like a burning tidal wave, then the pain will come, I need you to focus on how and where your energy came from. Focus only on that for the rest of the seven days. Tell me when you are ready" Alexander requested as he sat next to the bed.

Harry focused and reached deep into himself, he shut the entire world out. When he was focused, he whispered, “Ok”. No sooner had he done this Alexander put his hand over his chest, and then Harry felt a rush of power surge from his core and flow to every inch of his body. It felt like heaven for a moment, and then the pain came, hard and fast like a tidal wave of destruction running through his body. It was beyond excruciating, the pain was indescribable. Harry focused his mind on the energy and tried to ignore the pain as much as possible, eventually his mind surrendered and he fell unconscious. Then the pain awoke him again and he focused on the energy until his mind shut down again. And so the cycle continued for what he felt was an eternity, slowly the pain felt less and less.  

Eventually, Harry could focus again, he felt like there was ten times more power in him. His muscles still felt incredibly sore, but he managed to move and open his eyes. He had regained control of himself. He was alone, he figured Alexander had gone to class. He fell back to sleep, when he awoke Alexander was there.

{"corrected_text":"“Hello Harry, I see you are feeling better,” Alexander said calmly.\n\n“Yea, I think I finally got the hang of it; how long have I been out?” Harry asked.\n\n“Six days now; tomorrow you should be able to come back to train,” Alexander informed.\n\n“Felt like six decades; still it will be good to get out of this bed, despite how comfortable it is,” Harry said, now anxious to test his new power out.\n\nAlexander chuckled, “Good thing you didn’t loose your spunk with all that pain. You are going to need it for what comes next.” Alexander said with a dark grin that made Harry feel very uncomfortable.\n\nThe next four months were to be dedicated to Harry perfecting the summoning and use of the energy within him. Harry was now going to begin with just the use of his eyes, since his body was still in some pain.\n\n“Besides, mastering Sentemus will help you the most out of all the other skills. Focusing energy on your eyes is one of the hardest parts of the training,” Alexander had explained.\n\nHarry was now to sit still and watch the waters searching for his target, a small turtle. Now there were hundreds of fish, and thousands of turtles in the lake. Harry’s mission was to freeze time and then predict that little turtle’s movement. Needless to say that he was off to a rough start. So far he still couldn’t remain conscious after using Sentemus; he was already a week into his training. At least now he could extend the use of his sight to what appeared to be an hour, but was actually just a few seconds. He could find the turtle, but never had enough time to predict its movements. “This blows, how is this going to make me a better fighter?” Harry asked Alexander bitterly.”}

"Well, when you master it you will be able to see where you are going with the Black Supernova; also you will be able to see where attacks are heading and dodge them. You will be able to sense all the enemies around you for a large area, to name a few benefits. Now, quite whining and train," Alexander ordered.

Harry didn’t argue; he knew Alexander was right. The ability to predict your opponent’s moves and locate hidden opponents was definitely useful. The days flew and his sight kept getting better. After two weeks he could remain conscious after using it, and by the time the month was over he could stop time for what seemed like three hours. But in fact it was just a minute. He could focus on everything in front of him; he could even sense how most of them were going to move while focusing on his little target.

"Good Harry, you are getting it. In battle though, you will need the ability to see all around you for a larger area. I think a quarter‑mile should do nicely to start. That will be your next training. To try to see everything around you in an instant, take the boat and go to the center of the water. Think about seeing everything above, below, and around in a single sight. This is the hardest part, but eventually you will extend the limits of it," Alexander explained.

Harry’s next month was dedicated only to this activity; slowly he was able to capture a complete view of spherical area around his eyes. Anything within it was captured and Harry could see and predict its movements. That area was slowly growing as was the amount of time he could focus. It was strange, it was a weird kind of sight; he could sense everything, but he perceived it as a sight not a feeling. His mind could pick and choose what to focus on.

“Ok Harry, now for these next two months we will focus on you projecting that energy through your body. It will cause your muscles to move faster and stronger than you ever thought possible,” Alexander said as he made Harry get into the rowboat and summoned the Bludgers.

“Well we’ll see; so all I have to do is project this energy into my arms and legs, and I should move faster, right?” Harry asked.

“Yea, that is the gist of it; now row,” Alexander said as he released the Bludgers.

Harry did so and focused his energy on his arms. The result was instant: the speed he was moving at and the ease with which he could do it were impressive. It was like he was flying in the water. Had the oars and the boat not been made out of magic, he felt they would have snapped in two at the force he was using. Harry rowed for the entire day and didn’t get tired in the least.

“That was easy; I could do that for a week without sleep,” Harry boasted.

“Well I was going easy on you since it is your first day. From now on you will be carrying a lot heavier weights on your arms and legs, you are not to take them off unless you are in danger or if I tell you to.” Alexander said as he put four thin jeweled bracelets on Harry’s ankles and wrists. Harry felt an incredible weight attached to each. He could barely move. “These are magical bracelets that will get as heavy as you can manage at your current energy level. In order to move normally you need to master your energy control. You have a lot of energy and that will only grow with practice, but what won’t grow is your ability to control it unless you practice and work at it. Your new mission is to regulate and control the energy you use.” Alexander explained.

“How exactly do I do that?” Harry asked as he tried to move faster.

“Remember the night you faced me at the plateau, the way I punched the ground and made it crumble. The way I jumped incredibly high, in order to (that) you need to be able to regulate how much energy you send to your muscles. Just enough to walk, or a big surge that will allow you to move beyond your limits. The key is in the mind, Xchio, meditate … the channels … within you, focus … opening and closing them at will. Try … push … to where … when … needed.” Alexander said … as he made the Bludgers move again.

Harry understood well enough and got back to rowing. It took him a week to move like he used to without the weights, but he couldn’t do it for long amounts of time. Slowly he was gaining the ability to control his inner channels of energy. As the weeks passed Harry found himself doing a lot of push‑ups and pull‑ups, and a lot of other exercises as the Bludgers kept sending him to the top of the hill for penitence work. These were the worst, but also the best for training. He needed to focus all his energy to the limbs necessary to do the exercise in question. By the end of the two months he was now able control most of his energy, even though he still needed more work in order to perfect his control according to Alexander.

“So what is in store for the final month of energy training?” Harry asked, it had been a rough five and a half 24‑day months. Now was the last month before the next phase of his training.

“Well Harry, now it is time for you to take off the weights and use your eyes and muscles at the same time,” Alexander said as he snapped his fingers. Harry’s bracelets fell off. Also, about a hundred Bludgers appeared in the air. “These are going to move very fast, and they are going to hurt very much, your job is simple…RUN” Alexander said as he unleashed them.

“Bloody hell,” Harry screamed as he ran frantically, it was to late. The first one had made impact already. The pain was like a Crucio curse focused on a single body part. The Bludgers were wrapped in electricity or some kind of pain spell. Harry focused his energy on his legs and ran. Another Bludger hit him in the stomach from the front.

“Now Harry, you need to use Sentemus to see where they are coming from, where they are going, and where you are supposed to move to avoid them.” Alexander instructed.

Harry turned his eyes, his range of vision had gotten larger, but he was also using energy on his legs. He could only focus on the front. So he ran, avoiding what he could see coming from the front. The next impact came from the side; the pain was getting worse.

“Harry, focus, you need to control how much energy goes to where. Remember your training, put it together, you don’t need to see the Bludgers for minutes at a time. You need to see a second in every direction, remember bursts of energy.” Alexander informed as he saw Harry.

Harry was beginning to get it; his legs needed all the energy possible to run fast enough. His eyes needed bursts of energy to capture everything around him in an instant, then Harry could process all the information in his head and then move out of the way of the right Bludgers. Harry tried to do so but his energy control was still off; he only avoided about half of the Bludgers. He was moving way too fast, most were hitting him from the front. Harry was getting tired fast.

“Come on, you’re using way too much energy on your legs; use less and then burst out of the way.” Alexander instructed.

Harry had heard this but it was too late; his energy was already half spent. He foolishly kept dashing forward, his focus was being lost. Eventually his body succumbed to pain and fatigue. Harry had nightmares about the night Dumbledore died. His mind raced on stopping Snape from killing him. His body frozen.”

Harry awoke in a cold sweat. “What happened?” he asked, and he found that he was asking a lot more questions these days.

“You know very well what happened; now get off your lazy ass and try again. This time keep your mind calm and relaxed. Focus on your energy control,” Alexander instructed.

Harry got back into the heat of training; he fared no better until two weeks later when he made a breakthrough. He was getting better, but he still lacked control. He was spending too much of his energy. This time he put all his focus on it; he began to quantify how much energy was in him. He dispensed smaller bursts in order to gain more control, and he figured if he could control small bursts then bigger bursts would be easier. This time the training went almost flawlessly; he got hit only twice.

“Great, Harry, you still don’t have it all down but you have most of it. These last ten days I want you to work on defending as well. When you see a Bludger going to strike you, focus your energy where you think it will hit. This will make it hurt a lot less, and you can use the strength to bat it away,” Alexander suggested.

“Couldn’t you have said that two weeks ago?” Harry replied bitterly, thinking of all the pain he had endured under the improved Bludgers.

“Nope, you would have only gotten tired sooner; it seemed a bit counter‑productive. Besides, pain is a great motivator,” Alexander said with a wink.

"Son of a…" Harry started but didn’t finish as the Bludgers were heading his way. The next ten days worked almost perfectly. Harry had learned how to control his energy more effectively; he could dash when needed, use his eyes quickly, and defend if necessary. All in all he was near perfect at energy control, or at least he thought.

"Great work, Harry, but you still have work ahead of you," Alexander said as Harry seemed too pleased with himself. "You have gotten the idea of how to control your energy, but you need to be able to do it to pinpoint accuracy in real life, and you have to do it automatically. There are no second chances on a battlefield," he continued.

“Oh, come on, Alexander, I have worked my ass off and that is all you can say to me," Harry complained.

"Harry, remind yourself why you are training before you complain," Alexander replied calmly.

Harry grew silent; he remembered now. This wasn’t fun, this wasn’t a vacation, this was training. He wanted to destroy every Death Eater and inflict suffering beyond imagination on those that had caused him pain. Alexander was right: on the battlefield there is no room for errors; errors had caused the deaths of Sirius and Dumbledore. In a war perfection was the only acceptable means to insure the safety of what remained of his friends. Harry grew serious again, "What comes next?" he asked.

"Well, Harry, next will be two months where you will be working on your own. You will be applying all you have learned so far to unarmed combat," Alexander replied.

"Why the hell do I need to learn to fight hand to hand? This is a magic war after all," Harry retorted.

"Harry, spells take time; if you are outnumbered, time is a luxury you won’t have. If you can attack and incapacitate your opponent without wasting time with spells, you are far more likely to get out of it alive. Besides, removing a hex is a lot easier than reappearing broken bones and damaged internal organs," Alexander explained as he drilled his fist into the ground, causing the earth to shake and the ground to break.

"I see your point, so why are you leaving me to train alone for two months?" Harry replied as he surveyed the damage. Anyone could just remove a spell once Harry had wasted time and energy delivering it. Repairing bones could only be done correctly by a Mediwitch, and there were very few of those in the magic world. It required a lot of training and a caring and dedicated type of personality, one which Death Eaters fortunately lacked.

Alexander smiled, "I need a vacation; besides, you won’t need me for the first two months. Now Harry take a seat and clear your mind with Xchio," he requested.

Harry was confused as to how he was going to train alone, but he knew better than to argue with Alexander. He was always right, maybe even more so than Dumbledore. Alexander was probably wiser than Dumbledore and he didn’t mess around. He told Harry everything straight with no bull, and he lacked Dumbledore’s trusting and forgiving nature. Those were the things that got Dumbledore killed; now Harry knew better, one had to be strong, forthwith, and severe in a war. He cleared his mind and prepared for what was next."

“Ok Harry this is going to hurt, a lot,” Alexander warned as he put his finger to his temple and drew out a long, thick led string. This was similar to removing a memory, but very different; those were silver, this was red and much thicker. Alexander made the string go rigid like a skewer. “Ok Harry, prepare yourself,” he said as he drilled the thread into Harry’s head. The pain was indeed excruciating; it was the worst headache he had ever gotten, worse even than Voldemort’s. “It is done. I have just put into your mind all the knowledge I have about every martial art, weapons training, and other fighting skills that I have gathered in my many years among the Muggles,” Alexander explained.

The knowledge was excruciating, but Harry could feel its vastness. It felt like many lifetimes’ worth of knowledge; slowly it settled and the pain subsided. “So what now?” he asked.

“Now, you must practice this knowledge. I can not help you there; the knowledge is in you, you need to make it your own, and turn it into an instinctive reaction. Now let me arrange for your training partners,” Alexander said as he waived his hands. Two figures made out of rock emerged from the earth. They had the shape of humans but no faces, their bodies were all made out of stone. “These are special golems; they possess all the knowledge you do. Their mission will be to kick your ass, don’t worry about them. If you break them they will regenerate. They will fight all day long; they will only stop when it is time for you to eat or to rest. Good luck,” Alexander said and then disappeared before Harry could say anything else.

Well that is great, don’t I get to ask anything? Harry replied to thin air, then looked at his training partners. "Man you two look like a barrel of laughs, well guess you want to get started, don't you?" Harry asked as he approached the two figures. They quickly reacted and Harry found himself being kicked and punched as he was pushed through the air and landed on his face. "Oh, that is going to sting in the morning," he complained as he pushed himself up quickly before the next assault. He didn’t have to wait long as the figures were already pouncing.

Harry quickly identified the moves with the knowledge in his head, but was too slow to react to the attach. He moved out of the way, then sprang into action delivering some roundhouses and then doing a handstand spinning kick that seemed more like part of a dance than a move of Brazilian origin. His crouch got stretched and he groaned. "I see what he meant about making the moves my own," Harry groaned as he realized that his body was definitely not used to some of these moves. His jumps, kicks, and punches were all deficient; his body was not acting like it should had it been properly trained in the martial arts.

Harry had a rough two months as the two golems beat him relentlessly. Slowly his body’s muscles got used to the commands that were coming from the memories Alexander had implanted. By the end of the two months his body was now used to the martial arts. He was kicking, spinning, and sweeping as if he had been doing it all his life.

Alexander had just come back; it was time to survey Harry’s progress. Harry was engaging both golems simultaneously, they both punched which Harry blocked with a handstand back flip. Then rotated into a sweep. His back was now to the golems who had sprung back on their feet; Harry used his eyes and surveyed the situation. His next move was to jump upwards and then use gravity to add velocity to his punch. The golems dodged so Harry flipped to a crouching position and then jumped forward with an overhead axe kick that destroyed one golem. Then he flipped around, dodged the other golem’s kick, and then drilled his fist through the golem's rock head. “Bravo Harry, you finally got it down I see. Excellent,” Alexander said as he clapped.

“Why thank you, Professor Canem; it is a delight that you find my fighting so exceptional,” Harry said enjoying his recognition. “So what is next?” he asked.

Alexander just gave an evil grin; he snapped his fingers. From the ground surged 98 more golems. “That should make it an even hundred, a small army of opponents,” Alexander said wickedly.

“OH SHIT,” Harry said as the two golems he had defeated regenerated and then called for their friends to join in. Harry could almost swear they were smiling evilly at him.

Harry fought with all his might but the numbers were overwhelming; he found himself being kicked and punched around like a beach ball. For three days he was beat to a bloody unconscious pulp and then brought back by Alexander over and over again.

"This is impossible, no one can take on this many opponents at once," Harry said bitterly as he spit out blood and chipped teeth. Really didn’t matter, Alexander would repair them and make them all grow back.

"Oh quit your belly aching, it is doable just watch," Alexander replied as he got up and stood in front of the golems. "Come one little bastards let’s dance you and I," he said smiling. The golems sprang into action; Harry could see that Alexander used his sight immediately, he felt the wave of his power reach out and survey as far as the eye could see. This sight was extremely powerful; its effects could even be felt as it physically washed over you like a soft wave. The next thing he saw was that twenty‑five or so golems were exploding at different spots in their bodies. Then another wave, thirty some golems fell. Then another wave, this time Alexander used the destroyed golems’ body parts as missiles and destroyed more than half of what was left. There were now about 18 very frightened stone warriors left. Another wave, then in a blink of an eye, the eighteen were turned to dust; they exploded violently into nothingness. "See, it is easy as hell," he said casually as he sat back down to take care of Harry.

"What the bloody hell was that, how did you destroy all of them in less than five seconds?" Harry said shocked. He knew his teacher was powerful but not to this extent; he destroyed them faster than Harry had even dreamed it was possible.

"Well, use your eyes effectively, plan a course of action, burst energy into your muscles, attach as much as you can, then repeat until your enemy is annihilated. Really very easy, actually I moved slower than I really can, otherwise that would have taken a fraction of a second," Alexander explained coolly.

Harry was now even more taken aback; Alexander was still holding back more power. Could he possibly even gain that much strength? With that power he could destroy all of Voldemort’s army in the blink of an eye. Then Voldemort himself, in the time it takes to think, Harry wanted this power, oh yes he craved it desperately. Still something was bothering him: "Alexander, why don’t you destroy Voldemort and all his followers? You could do it easily. I don’t know if I will ever gain all the power you just showed," Harry replied bitterly.

Alexander looked at Harry with compassion, "Harry, destiny has said this is your task. You are meant for great things, Harry; there is no easy path to that. I can’t fight your war, but I can teach you how to win it with one hand tied behind your back. You will face great challenges in your future; there are still many surprises in store for you. You will be shocked at how much you can do when properly motivated," Alexander responded in a mystic tone. And then snapped his fingers; the golems regenerated, but now they all bore faces. Not just any faces though; all of them now had on the faces of people Harry loathed and hated. Before him stood the lifelike faces of Bellatrix Lestrange, Draco Malfoy, Lucius Malfoy, Peter Pettigrew, Severus Snape, and… Voldemort. "Maybe you will fare better against an army of Death Eaters."

Harry grew livid; the hatred that now fueled him made him ignore all pain. He got up and simply said three words: “You will die,” and then launched himself at them on a mission of destruction.

Three weeks, a few bruised organs, several cuts, and a multitude of broken bones later, Harry had gotten the hang of it and was now fighting them all naturally and almost effortlessly. His vicious anger had not subsided; the damage he caused was brutal and deadly. He drilled his fists and legs through their bodies, his intent not just to beat them but to eliminate them with extreme and merciless prejudice. Every time his fists pulverized the skull of Draco, the spleen of Lucius, or the chest of Pettigrew, or when he put his foot straight up Lestrange’s backside so hard that it would split her body in two, or when he would drill it through Snape’s chest, he felt a surge of satisfaction. But no satisfaction was greater than ripping off Voldemort’s limbs and beating him to dust with them. Harry was in paradise now; he could hurt them all over and over again until his body gave up or it was time for food. He started to see something in their faces, something he longed to see: there was fear there.

“Fear me, I am the sword of Justice and Vengeance; I will not give quarter, I will not forgive. I will lay down upon the righteous retribution, beware for my wrath shall be swift and deadly. You will wish for death, but for you, just for you, it will not come fast enough,” Harry thought in his mind.

"Ok, Harry, we are done with Martial Arts," Alexander said as Harry finished beating a Voldemort golem into dust with his bare fists. "Now it is time for you to learn something quite more effective than beating someone into nothingness. Remember when I told you the power point sight had a sister technique?" Alexander asked.

"I do," Harry replied as he got up and dusted himself off.

"Well, for the next two months you will be mastering that skill. With it you will be able to strike these points with pinpoint accuracy. Some of these points will cause the opponent to suffer great pain, dismemberment, or even death. How painful or long these are depends on what combinations you puncture. This technique can also provide great comfort or healing. Leaning these points and combinations will come later. First you need to master the initial technique. Watch my energy flow into my fingers," Alexander explained as he raised his right hand and then Harry saw his fingers each shoot out what seemed like electricity only thicker and more powerful.

"Ok, so how do I do that?" Harry asked.

"Visualize the energy within you moving to your hands, then to your fingers, then out of them. It is the same premise as wandless magic, only more powerful; if you master this, you will be able to do magic without a wand. But that is besides the point: it requires very little power to do this, but an immense amount of control. This technique requires the exact same amount of energy to be released every time. It is actually very easy to measure. It is the exact amount that fits in the palm of your hand, no more, no less. Think of your palm as a glass that you need to fill to the brim, then extend that into your fingers equally," Alexander explained.

"Ok, got it," Harry said as he began to practice. Three days later he had mastered using the correct amount and then projecting it to his fingers successfully. It was easy after all the training he had done on energy control.

"Alright, Harry, next phase is the knowledge of which points to press in what order," Alexander explained as he drew another red thick string from his forehead. "You ready?" he asked.

"Yep, go ahead," Harry replied as he cleared his mind. Then the pain of the drilling came, this time less than before. A rush of knowledge and then a calm as it all settled in.

"Now you need to practice it," Alexander said as he pointed at the golems coming back to life. "Maybe a bit more," he said as he snapped his fingers and the golems now tripled."

"Oh fun," Harry replied as he got to work. It was hard to hit the points exactly in a real fight. He knew what to press in what order, but hitting it while in motion required Harry to move very fast and use his eyes at the same time. It was very draining, especially in numbers as high as three hundred.

"Keep going, Harry, you are doing fine," Alexander encouraged. This was constant as the two months flew by. Harry’s major problems had been speed, accuracy, and energy. At the beginning he could only take out about two thirds of them before he got tired and started to fail. Now he could take on them all, but he still got injured every once in a while by the golems’ blows. There was something he was missing.

"Alexander, what am I doing wrong? I am working hard and I still get injured when I fight," Harry asked.

"Well, I think I know what the problem is. Let’s run the drill one more time," Alexander suggested.

Harry got to it and worked beautifully, striking every one of them repeatedly, his blows aimed to cause maximum pain. Golems were writhing as some of their muscles were exploding, others heads blew up, some rolled in the ground as their nerves seemed to be on fire and then collapsed in a nervous breakdown. But still he got struck, repeatedly.

"Ok, Harry, stop, get your ass over here," Alexander said seriously.

"What did I do, Alexander? Why are you so pissed off?" Harry asked.

"Harry, what you are doing is wrong. You are trying to make all the golems suffer as much as possible while you are fighting. You should not fight that way; it is just wrong," Alexander reprimanded viciously.

So what am I just supposed to give those bastards a quick death, or do you want me to keep them alive so they can face the “wrath” of the idiots at the Ministry? Harry replied bitterly as he was reminded of Dumbledore.

“Harry, you misunderstand. I want you to do whatever you want to them; those bastards deserve it. Go ahead and torture them. But remember, incapacitate all of them first. After they are all paralyzed or dead, then you can feel free to torture and kill them at leisure, not before,” Alexander replied with a wicked grin on his face. “Remember, finish with all of them quickly; you can have fun with them afterwards. Time is a luxury you are not afforded in battle after all,” he said coolly.

“Understood,” Harry said smiling as well. This man was definitely not like Dumbledore; he understood that sometimes drastic means were necessary. As long as Harry lived, evil will know there was a high price to pay for the atrocities they committed; they would pay in pain the likes of which they never dreamed of in their worst nightmares.

“Good, now get back to work,” Alexander ordered. Harry did just that, only this time he incapacitated or killed first. Then when all was said and done, two thirds of the golems remained alive, paralyzed in fear. Harry had emerged without a scratch, so he proceeded to experiment with all the knowledge he had about pressure points. When there was only one left alive, one Voldemort, he proceeded to use the most vicious and brutal of his techniques. Then when he was at the edge of death, he would heal him, and start all over. Eventually the day died, and so did the last golem.

“Good work, Harry, just remember to keep an eye out; you never know when reinforcements will come. Tomorrow you will begin all your homework; it shouldn’t take you more than a week and a half if you dedicate yourself. If you do, then we can practice with the Black Supernova for the next two weeks. I think by then you will have mastered it. I think that the fans will be pleasantly surprised when you hit the Quidditch pitch,” Alexander said smiling and giving Harry a wink. Then he pulled out all of Harry’s work for the next few days.

“Got it, Alexander; I will start on all of this first thing in the morning. I really am looking forward to some quality training with the Supernova, so far I have only managed to barely hang on to it. The speed is still way too much,” Harry replied as he happily dug into his food.

“Well, Harry, that broom has a lot of power you have yet to tap. Trust me, get all your work done early; you will be glad you did by month’s end,” Alexander said knowingly.

Harry did just that; he dedicated himself fully to his homework. The teachers had been extra vicious with him, with the exception of Alexander and Slughorn. Harry guessed they were still cross about Snuffle’s Secret Serum. Harry asked Alexander to get word from the twins as to how it was going; he was expecting an answer in a few days. This whole hours‑to‑days thing was a bit frustrating at times. But the work got him through it. Indeed, after 11 days he had finished all his work; the teachers had been very brutal, and Harry had worked at a pace that even Hermione would have gawked at. He used all his newly acquired eye and muscle speed to work even faster. Harry guessed they wanted him to fail and then they could have given him bad marks as a reward for his little prank. Too bad he was going to disappoint them; he so looked forward to seeing their faces when they saw he had done it all.

“Well, Harry, good that you finally finished. The twins sent word that sales for your potion are beyond booming. They have blown through all their stock; seems like they couldn’t make enough fast enough. Also, Snuffle’s Sick Serum got sold out; the twins decided your alternate version deserved to be sold as well.” Alexander stated.

“That is funny; I can imagine all the poor bastards who got fed that one aren’t too happy with me. Darn, I knew that pricing should have been higher. I mean a Sickle for a single use, and a Galleon for a large vial was maybe a bit cheap. But the ingredients are all very common, except for that one single one.” Harry replied bitterly, thinking of the Essence of Lovers.

No worries Harry, I taught them one of the SOCK spells you are going to learn. It is a very ancient spell that replenishes the contents of a cauldron once it is nearly depleted. That should keep the supply going; now they only need a solid bottling supply which wasn’t that hard to achieve with the money they are making. They also decided to start taking international orders. Seems like they are pouring in by owl as we speak," Alexander replied smiling.

"Brilliant, I guess I have nothing to worry about. Might as well leave the price as it is; we are making a killing on it anyways. As it was, it only cost about a Knutt per dose, now we don’t even have to worry about making more. Well that is a load off my mind; guess it is time to get to my broom," Harry said happily.

"Yes Harry I believe it is. Grab the Supernova. Let’s teach you have to be it’s master," Alexander replied anxiously.

The next 13 days flew by, quite literally. Harry learned to use all the knowledge he had gained through training and apply it to his broom ridding. His sight helped him not only see where he was going at incredible speeds, but know about everything around him as well. Finding and catching the Snitch would be a cake walk pretty soon as his area of view was now about the size of a Quidditch pitch. Hanging on was easy as well, all he had to do was focus energy on his grip. In addition, Alexander taught him a few tactics and tricks he could use on the pitch to make your team invincible. "Bloody hell Alexander I would hate to ever face a team you were the coach of" Harry commented.

"Unfortunately for you, Harry, you will. But don’t worry, they don’t have the type of equipment your team does. Also, none of them has the power I have given you; if you trust in yourself, victory will be in your grasp," Alexander replied simply.

"Anyways, I can’t believe how much power the Supernova really has, all the tricks and maneuvers it can do; this broom is unbeatable," Harry said happily knowing he had mastered it.

"Yes, Harry, it is, but I don’t think you should use it in your games just yet. The Firebolt MS will do just fine for now. We don’t want to give away all the team’s secrets just yet," Alexander said with a wink.

"Guess you are right," Harry replied returning the grin.

"Well then, we will start with your Prank training. As the new King of Pranks at Hogwarts you are going to need to know all the skills that SOCK has to offer. For the next 12 days I will instruct you on all our secrets," Alexander stated with a wicked smile.

"Oh this is going to be fun," Harry replied with a smile.

Alexander laughed, "Oh it will; question is for whom?"

The training was simple, just learning spells and potions. But man, these were some bloody spells and potions. Harry was impressed and in awe of some of the things that were doable with what he was learning. "Indeed, they will be fun…for the Black Marauders," Harry thought wickedly when the last day of training ended.

"Well Harry, you now know all we know. You will now be in charge of spreading the smiles so to speak in the name of the Black Marauders, but in secret honor of SOCK. Remember you can’t tell them where you really got the spells from, lie and say Padfoot gave them to you," Alexander explained.

"Don’t worry, Alexander, the secret is safe with me," Harry replied. "So now tell me what all this advanced dueling is about?"

"Ah yes, your final task in this training; remember when I said I had some business with the wand maker Olivander," Alexander asked.

"Yea, so," Harry retorted.

"Well, I needed him to make a special wand, one that will work for any wizard. Your new task will be to master using two wands at the same time. I would teach you wandless magic, but that requires an exorbitant amount of energy to do well. Maybe when you are older and stronger I will. For now, I want you to master using two wands at once," Alexander explained and then gave Harry a wand he pulled from his robes.

"So these last 12 days will be dedicated to me using two wands; don’t you think that is a bit easy?" Harry said sarcastically.

"Really now, try sending two completely different spells out," Alexander instructed. Harry began to aim his right wand. "I meant at the same time," Alexander added.

"Say what, how is that possible?" Harry asked.

First you need to master using your left hand to send spells. Then you need to learn to instinctively start with your left and proceed with your right; since your right is faster it will seem like you are sending them simultaneously. Next you will have to master sending them without saying the words. And finally you will need to do it a lot faster, and I do mean A LOT faster,” Alexander replied, smiling.

“All of that in just 12 days,” Harry complained.

“I never said you were going to finish your training; just that was what you were going to do. Harry, all of this— all you have learned is still beginners’ stuff. You need to get stronger, faster, and more accurate if you expect to pass to the intermediate level. Just work hard and I promise you will reach your goal. In fact, if you do well this week in your training sessions, next weekend I will have a treat for you,” Alexander said, smiling.

“Uh, goody,” Harry replied like a little kid, smiling and then laughed.

“Cut the wise cracks and get to work,” Alexander ordered, laughing as well. “Harry, you have grown, but you still have much to learn, young Grasshopper,” he thought as he chuckled.

Chapter 20 Back to School

Harry knew he still had a lot of work ahead of him. The power Alexander had shown him was still way beyond his grasp, there was something missing. Alexander still had more power in him, and Harry had much to learn. Facing 300 stupid golems was one thing; facing 500 pissed‑off, magic‑wielding Death Eaters was another. Still his training had finished satisfactorily and now it was time to get back to Hogwarts. “Hey, at least I got my broom ridding down. Quidditch should be a walk in the park now,” Harry thought smiling as he stepped back onto the grass of Hogwarts as he landed with his Black Supernova. He started to walk toward the front door when he was met by a very funny sight. On the lawn lay his Headmistress, the Black Marauders, Lupin, and Slughorn, all of them paralyzed with shock and laying on their backsides.

“Um, hi,” Harry said nervously.

No one stirred for a moment; the McGonagall stood up and cleaned herself off. “Mr. Potter, would you be so kind as to explain what that explosion was?” she asked.

“What explosion?” Harry replied.

The rest had gotten up following McGonagall’s lead. “Well mate, right after you appeared there was a loud boom and a terrible wind that blew us all down,” Ron commented.

“I can explain that,” said Alexander as he appeared next to Harry giving everyone a start. He saw the effect and apologized, “Oh sorry, anyways that was a sonic boom. Harry has mastered the Black Supernova; that broom flies at speeds several times faster than sound.” Alexander explained.

“Well, how fast …? ” Lupin told the rest ..

Well so far I think Harry has gotten it to go to Mach 10. Might be able to go twice as fast if one wanted it to, but it is a bit extreme to use that much speed for anything other than travel," Alexander said nonchalantly.

"MACH 10! Harry was flying at Mach 10," Hermione screamed.

"What is that a lot?" asked Seamus curious at who the hell Mach was.

"The fastest Muggle planes can only go to Mach 5. Harry goes twice as fast; he could get to Paris in a minute, and be in Hawaii in an hour flying at Mach 10," Hermione replied in know-it-all fashion.

They all looked at Harry shocked, Mach 10 was frightening indeed. "So you mean our young Mr. Potter can move that fast and still know where he is going and steer?" McGonagall said excitedly.

"Yea pretty much, going to come dead handy in Quidditch won’t it?" replied Alexander knowing what the Headmistress had going through her mind.

"Indeed it would," Minerva replied smiling stupidly for a second thinking how good the World Cup would look in her office and already writing her speech to thank the team for their hard work. She snapped out of it when she remembered why she was there. "Mr. Potter, we all decided to meet you here in order to make sure that you were alright and to set a few things straight. We haven’t heard from you in two weeks even though Professor Canem told us you were in deep training. I sincerely hope you took the time to do your work," she added.

"Don’t worry Headmistress, I finished all my work and did splendidly on my training," Harry replied giving Slughorn a wink to symbolize he had done his SOCK work. Slughorn smiled.

McGonagall looked shocked, “You mean to tell me you finished all your assignments? How is that possible?” she asked in awe.

“Why Headmistress, why would I not be able to finish my work? I know perfectly well that the teachers wouldn’t give me more work than I could possibly finish,” Harry replied innocently.

McGonagall compressed her shock; Alexander was indeed a frightening individual with the things he could do with his student. “In any case, I also wanted to stress that there will be no more ‘Jokes’ of the sort you pulled with that potion. I never want to hear of Snuffles Secret Serum in these halls again,” she commanded.

“How do you know what it is called Minerva?” Alexander asked, reading the answer in her mind. She had bought herself a small stock. Alexander smiled wickedly; she was only human.

“Oh, I…uh…read rumors about the boom in sales in the Prophet. The effects they described coincided with the potion Harry had brewed. I therefore assumed it was the same one,” McGonagall replied, trying to hold her composure.

Harry chuckled, “Understood Professor, I will not do any more pranks in such poor taste,” he replied confidently.

“I should hope not; I also know that your fellow Black Marauders aren’t in any race to do any more detention with Professor Lupin,” McGonagall added.

Ron cringed, “He made us clean the Slytherin bathrooms, help Professor Sprout prune the Womping Willow, and help Hagrid with his lessons,” he said bitterly and cringing at the last one.

“Oh stuff it Ron, your just upset that Hagrid made us help him with the Acromantulas,” Rose replied knowing full well Ron’s phobia for spiders.

“Well those are dangerous creatures,” Ron replied stubbornly.

In any case Mr. Potter I would expect you and your friends to behave,” said McGonagall as she spun on her heel and left still flushed about the spot Alexander had put her in. Slughorn, Canem, and Lupin followed her.

“So Harry what did you do for two weeks?” Neville asked.

“Sorry, Swiftblades right now I need to get a shower. I will tell you all about it on our way to the Common Room, and the rest when I get out of the shower,” Harry replied as he looked at the state he was in. He had a pair of good robes on, but underneath his training clothes were in tatters and his body was severely wounded.

They all started walking, each of their minds on a different thing. “So Snuffles, I hear your serum is a big success,” Seamus commented with a smirk. “I sure know that you have a big client base here at school, even heard that some teachers were dead set on getting more of that potion. Of course there are those unhappy with you, most of them Slytherins,” he added.

“Yea Pooka, my first stop was with my business partners to get that all sorted out. I wanted to start selling immediately before the hype died down,” Harry replied.

“So what else did you do mate, besides see my brothers?” Ron asked as he hugged Hermione.

“Well I did a bunch of homework in order to keep up with class. Seems like the teachers where a bit cross with me,” Harry answered as he opened his bag to show the mountain of scrolls within.

“Bloody hell Snuffles, that is more than a month’s worth of work. I don’t think I could have done all that in two weeks,” Hermione said bluntly looking at the pile.

"Well Spitfire, they were pretty mad, but I figured a way to get it all done very fast. Maybe someday I will tell you about it," Harry replied coolly.

"So anything else interesting happened?" Rose replied trying to conceal her excitement for seeing Harry again. She had been miserable without him; she thought about what the potion had done to her. She knew that the truth was that she had feelings for Harry, but she couldn’t betray her blood, she was Voldemort's daughter, and Draco’s fiancée. Still, her feelings for Harry were definitely stronger than those for Draco; the potion had shown her that much.

"Well Crimsonsnow, let’s just say that I did more than work out and do homework. The Black Marauders have work to do," he replied evilly.

"Well a lot happened here while you were gone, seems like a lot of the school wanted to kill you at first. Now most of those have calmed down; still I would expect your Sunday to be very busy with duels," Neville started.

"Well Swiftblades, I am more than ready for them," Harry replied coolly, then he eyed Ginny who was looking at him longingly. His chest burned; she wanted him bad. "So how did training with Ginny go?" he asked.

Ginny cleared her throat, "It is Silentnight now Snuffles," she replied.

Harry stopped walking, "Really now, Silentnight huh. Let’s see it," he commanded.

Ginny looked around; saw that they were alone, she changed to a panther with dark red fur, then changed back. "There you go Snuffles, I guess I am in now," she replied.

"Impressive, yes you are in, but we still need to make it official like. I will do it after the shower," Harry replied as he resumed walking.

Rose looked at Ginny bitterly, she couldn’t be with Harry, but there was no way in hell she was going to let that harlot of a redhead have her way with him or any other girl for that matter. Harry would die alone, she would see to that, maybe before the end she could squeeze in a snog with him, or maybe take care of something else that she had always wanted to do. “Now there is a very nice thought” she said to herself.

They reached the Fat Lady’s portrait and Harry headed straight for the shower. When he got in he vanished his tattered training clothes and hoped in. He hadn’t had a decent bath in almost a year. He had just dived into the lake to freshen up each morning. After and hour he was satisfied with his cleanliness and exited the bathroom. He made his way to his trunk and pulled out some clothes. As he stated to dress his noticed something odd.

Meanwhile, downstairs the Black Marauders had been talking about what Harry had said. “I have a bad feeling about this” Hermione said.

“Spitfire, you have a bad feeling about everything. Just cause Snuffles seems to have thought up new pranks should not be a cause for concern, but for joy” Seamus said.

“You know Pooka is right, hun” Ron added

Hermione shook her head, “I don’t like it one bit, I hope he doesn’t get us expelled”.

“Bloody hell Spitfire, we are Seventh years, we won’t get expelled over a stupid prank” Ginny spat.

“For once I agree with Silentfright here” Rose said mockingly.

“It is Silentnight, Crimsonbitch” Ginny spat back.

“Oh you little, bloody slut, I am going to…” Rose began but was interrupted by a scream.

"Bloody Hell, Black Marauders get your asses up here… NOW!" bellowed the voice of Harry.

The Marauders leapt up and ran into Harry’s room, startled at what it could be. The sight that greeted them would have normally caused them to burst out laughing, but shock was the only thing on their faces.

Harry stood dressed only in his socks and boxers. He was livid, but that wasn’t the shocking part; his body was mammoth. "Who the bloody hell shrank my clothes? Out with it, who did it," Harry asked bitterly.

They all just stood jaws dropped surveying the figure of Harry Potter; the girls began to drool. His body was now straight out of a bodybuilding contest; his muscles were chiseled like a Greek sculpture. The true beauty of it was that it was just enough not to look like an oaf, yet his skin was covered in scars that made him look sexy and dangerous.

Hermione finally spoke, "Harry, how much training did you do exactly?" she asked as she kept sweeping over his body excitedly.

Harry saw the look in her eyes; he saw the look in all their eyes. The men were shocked, the women were something else. He delved into all their minds and found his answers. The women were horny because he was now very hot, hell‑hot. His clothes didn’t fit because his body muscle mass was now beyond what could fit in his skinny guy clothing. A year of training would do that to anyone, and it had done it to him without him realizing it until now."

“Sorry guys, I just realized what the problem is. I know I look buff, kind of didn’t notice it till now. I really only worked out and did homework so I guess I lost track of how my body changed. Guess I am going to need to buy a new wardrobe,” he said as he tossed all his clothes back into the trunk, then rummaged through until he found some baggy jeans and a baggy shirt. He ripped off the legs from the jeans, making them shorts, and then ripped off the sleeves of the shirt to make it a tank top with his bare hands. The girls swooned at the force he was exuding, and when but them on he looked like a bad boy as he left his shirt open because he couldn’t close it around his chest. He put his robes over them and the girls started to calm down. Harry could still feel an incredible burning fire coming from the pendant on his chest.

Ron looked at Hermione drooling, “Bloody hell Hermione, put your tongue back in your mouth,” he commanded.

Harry chuckled as Hermione and the girls turned beat red and then headed down to breakfast. The Black Marauders followed the girls still fantasizing about Harry and the boys with the exception of a pissed‑off Ron, were chuckling at the girls.

Harry broke the silence, “So Silentnight, how is the team doing?” he asked.

Ginny was dazed but then snapped out of it, “The team has been doing well; they have their brooms almost completely under control. I think we are going to wipe the floor with Slytherin, especially with you Black Supernova,” she replied.

"No we won’t, the Supernova won’t appear until we get to the World Cup, until then I will use the Firebolt MS. We need to keep our secret weapon secret after all," Harry replied. Ginny nodded.

Rose was fuming; she had hated practicing under the command of Ms. Redhead skank. Ginny had made Quidditch practice almost unbearable, she had taken the rains and become a dictator on the field. If it weren’t for Harry and keeping her cover, that redhead would feel the Crucio curse until she went insane or died. Rose didn’t know which would be better, maybe both.

As they approached the hall Rose saw someone she had been avoiding for the past two weeks. Her fiancée was heading in their direction, and by the look on his face this was not going to be pretty. Then again the look on Harry’s face showed that this was definitely going to be fun.

"Hey ferret face, what’s up," Harry said coolly.

Draco cringed at the word ferret, remembering Moody’s punishment during fourth year. "Hello Potter, good to see you back in school. Seems like your enemy list has grown quite a bit after that little stunt of yours, all of Hogwarts wants your hide as well," he spat.

"Really Malfoy and how would you know? I think my prank was funny," replied Harry coolly.

"Your prank was far from funny, you shithead. That nightmare potion of yours had me running half‑naked in the halls chased by fucking Bullstrode," Draco hissed.

"Now, now Draco, just because you sick little Slytherins seem to have a taste for being chased by ugly people all through school and hate admitting your weird perversions, is no reason to use such profane language," Harry chuckled back.

“You bastard, I will kill you” Draco spat as he drew his wand.

Harry moved into full speed, he drew both his wands lightning quick. And let loose, “Chabare, Cronte, Nerotum Imperia, Obliviate” he thought at high speed and shot two bolts from each of his wands. Draco didn’t even see him move, no one did, one second he was calm, the next Harry had two wands drawn and four bolts were heading towards Malfoy.

Malfoy couldn’t dodge and received all four, he stumbled back a bit. The spells took effect, his body and mind warped under the power of SOCK spells that Harry had learned. Suddenly, Draco now was a she, or at least a he that looked like a she. He had a nice rack, a tight stomach, and a round backside. His hair was long and he was wearing makeup and a tight black dress that looked skanky. He opened his mouth, “Oh, my god, Harry you look so hot. I like so want to do you right here” said a thick yet female sounding voice.

Harry shuttered, “Sorry Draco, but I am not into guys who like to dress like girls and chase guys” he said and then kept walking. All the Marauders followed stunned.

“Harry what the hell did you do and were the hell did you learn that” Hermione said half worried about consequences, half curious as to what had happened.

“Well those are some of the new spells I have learned for pranks. The first spell turned Draco into a girl, kind of, the second dressed him like a skank, the third made him flamboyantly gay, and the last one erased him memory of who the hell cursed him” Harry explained.

“Wait did you say gay, I thought you said he was a she now” Ron asked.

“No, he is just Liberace flaming gay; his body is still a guy's. Only that it is…well magically altered in certain places to look like a girl” Harry replied.

“You changed everything into a girl’s!?!?!?” Rose asked trying to hide her laugh.

“Yea, pretty much, can’t wait to see what Pomfrey says when she sees him, trying to fix him will be a challenge as well” Harry said breaking out into laughs.

“Snuffles you are a bloody genius” Ron said laughing his ass off.

“No Redfang, I am a Black Marauder, and from now on I am the King of Pranks of Hogwarts” Harry said with a malevolent grin.

The rest of the Marauders were bawling in laughter, tears were shooting out of their eyes as they sat at the Gryffindor table.

“Snuffles that was brilliant” Seamus said.

“Bloody hell that was awesome, look here he comes” Neville added.

“Wait watch this” Harry said and then aimed a spell at Draco. It hit its mark, Draco now headed to the teacher table, more specifically, straight towards the male teachers.

Slughorn saw Draco approaching, he immediately recognized SOCK handiwork. He made a quick get away; he wanted no part of this particular prank. Remus on the other hand was not so lucky. Draco walked straight up to him, “Good morning Professor Lupin” Draco said in a gitty girly voice filled with flirtation.

“Draco! Is that you? What happened to you?” Lupin asked shocked at what Draco looked and sounded like. McGonagall had already raised an eyebrow and had gotten up to inspect Malfoy.

Draco apparently had taken Lupin’s reaction as a compliment to his or her great looks. “Why Professor, you old wolf you. I didn’t know you were such a flirt. It’s just the new me, and there is more where this comes from. Just till I get you alone” Draco said winking and then giving a shocked and horrified Lupin a big‑wetted tongue‑filled kiss that lasted way too long.

Lupin was gagging; McGonagall was now pulling Draco off of him. The Black Marauders were bawling, the entire hall was shocked at what they witnessed.

Harry pulled both his wands out, “Negatum” he said and pointed his wands at the Black Marauders. Suddenly they were all looking shocked and nauseous. Just in time because McGonagall was giving them a glare. This had to be their doing.

Even after seeing their faces of disgust, she was unconvinced. “Black Marauders front and center” she bellowed.

Harry led his friends forward, “Play it cool, don’t admit to anything, I will get us through this” he whispered.

“Mr Potter … I thought you told me very explicitly that no more pranks of this magnitude would be pulled” McGonagall said angrily as she held Draco back from kissing Lupin again.

“Professor, we had no part in this whatsoever.” Harry …

Slughorn intervened, “Indeed Minerva, I don’t think the Black Marauders could have done this. This boy has been put under a potion, maybe similar to Polyjuice. No spell could possibly do this. I have kept an eye on my stores since the incident two weeks ago, there is no way that the ingredients came from this school” he finished as he covered up for Harry. One of the benefits of SOCK was the loyalty of all those who had come before you.

“Indeed, Minerva, I was with Harry every day, he could not have been brewing anything of this magnitude” Alexander replied following Slughorn’s lead.

McGonagall was now livid; she couldn’t prove Harry did it. Her teachers were insistent on his innocence. “I see, in that case Marauders, you are dismissed, please return to breakfast. I will take Mr. Malfoy to get fixed up and then I will see to it that he tells me who did this to him. I sincerely hope you had no hand in this, otherwise…” she said and then looked menacingly at them. She then walked away dragging Draco with her.

Lupin was now puking into a bucket he had summoned. He stopped and looked up at those around him, “Snuffles, I know you did this, I will kill you, I swear you are going to die, I know this was Padfoot’s idea, I will get that bastard somehow even if he only is alive in a book” Lupin said softly and viciously.

“Why Moony, I don’t know what you are talking about. Sirius had absolutely nothing to do with this” Harry said not denying that he had had a hand in it.

Lupin caught on, “I see, then you are the only one to blame, less work for me. Expect prompt retribution” he spat as he got nauseous again and started to barf into the bucket.

The Marauders turned around and left. Alexander and Slughorn were chuckling as they helped Lupin.

“Harry, what did you do to us? One second we were laughing, the next we were serious looking,” Ginny asked.

“Well if McGonagall has seen us laughing she would have known it was us. So I cast a spell that made us act all sick and disgusted so as to throw her off,” Harry replied simply.

“Well that was brilliant,” Ron said, now able to laugh again.

“Bloody hell it was,” Seamus added.

“Come Marauders, there is still the last scene,” Harry said as he drew both his wands and cast two spells on all of them. “Now we are invisible and no one can hear us but ourselves. Let us see the fate of young Malfoy,” he said laughing as they headed for the infirmary.

“Minerva, this is beyond anything I have ever seen. The physical damage this boy has received is major,” Pomfrey surmised.

“What is wrong? It can’t be that bad,” McGonagall stated.

“Come on ladies, you can understand me. Just let me loose so I can get me a piece of werewolf. Um, that Lupin is such a hottie, that mustache is so…Village People,” Draco said dreamily. Thankfully they were ignoring him.

“Minerva this boy’s body isn’t female; it is still male. He has grown breasts, had a pair of ribs removed, had his Adam’s apple cut out, had his hips and buttocks enlarged, and…” Pomfrey cringed.

McGonagall had heard enough already but she needed to know, “And?” she asked.

“Well, let’s just say he will need to sit when he goes to the bathroom,” Pomfrey said with a gasp.

“And I don’t miss it at all, good riddance. I am a female and proud of it sister. Whoever did this to me is my own personal hero. Oh, I only wish Snapiewapie were still here, that crooked nose of his. Can’t imagine how it got so crooked…or maybe I can. He is such a bad boy, if I could just get a nice snog with him…he would be…delish.” Draco cooed.

“Good Merlin, I never thought I would say it, but poor Malfoy,” McGonagall stated.

“I can repair the physical damage; it will be extremely long and painful. As for the insanity he is displaying, it almost seems like the Imperious curse, only that it is stronger and very much different. I don’t know how to fix it. It almost seems like his mind was totally replaced with that of an alternatively inclined male with excessive want,” Pomfrey added.

“Alternatively inclined male with excessive want?” McGonagall asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Fine, he is a horny fag,” Pomfrey spat, now red with embarrassment.

“You go sister, tell that mean McGonagall about my want for the boys. Forget Snape and Lupin. How bout Crabb and Goyle, they maybe big but damn, more to grab onto I say. I always liked being the one in the middle, sort of the ham between the two pieces of big, white, bread. Oh that brings up some images…delish,” Draco said girlishly.

“Oh, well that sucks now doesn’t it?” McGonagall replied laughing, “Fix his body and we will work on his mind later. I’ll talk to Professor Slughorn, maybe some potion could help.” She finished chuckling at the poor Pureblooded git who had finally gotten what he deserved.

She wasn’t the only one laughing; the Black Marauders had heard the whole thing, and they were rolling on the floor laughing invisibly. No one could hear them but themselves.

“McGonagall is brilliant, it does suck doesn’t it,” Harry said bawling in laughter.

Ron laughed harder, “Horny fag, horny fag,” he said while rolling on the floor.

“Delish…Snapewappie…ham between,” Rose rolled on the floor; “Harry, you are the king,” she said and then laughed harder.

“Crabb and Goyle,” Ginny said and cringed, then laughed.

Hermione was trying desperately to control herself. “Harry…Harry…fix the stupid git up,” she said laughing still trying to get out of trouble.

“Oh Spitfire fine, I will do it. The dress, body, and mind erase stay though,” Harry said sighing. And then pointed his wand and let loose the counter‑curse for the horny gay part.

Immediately, Draco shut up; he stared down at himself strapped into the bed. His body was that of a female. “What the bloody hell, oh no, this can’t be real. I thought it was all a dream, a sick nightmare. No…NOOOOOOOOOO!” he screamed.

“Well, looks like at least part of the problem got fixed,” Pomfrey surmised as she pushed him back down and gave him a full‑body bind. “Mr. Malfoy, I will now proceed to fix the damage; I need you to stay conscious since this is going to hurt. I need your input in order to know if I am doing it right. So I will now remove the curse from your mouth, please refrain from excessive screaming,” Pomfrey instructed.

Draco nodded, and his mouth was released, “You sick woman, I don’t want you to do anything to me you old bloody, retarded hack. Take me to St. Mungos; at least there some competent wizards can…” Draco didn’t finish that as Pom frey put the curse back on him.

“Well guess I will have to do this the trial and error way Minerva” Pomfrey said simply.

“It does appear so doesn’t it? Oh well, not everything can be perfect. Send him to my office when you are done” McGonagall said as she left the room.

“Indeed” Pomfrey replied, “Now them Mr. Malfoy, let me get started. I think we should start by regrowing your… equipment so to speak” then Pomfrey forced a potion down his throat. Draco wanted to die, the pain was excruciating, his whole body hurt. Sort of was, the whole thing took a few minutes. “Now Mr. Malfoy the regrowing organs is a long process, this potion only restores it physically. This next one will make it return to normal function, this one will take a few hours. Try to contain the pain if you will” then Pom frey forced a second potion down his throat.

The pain was now truly excruciating, he had felt the Crucio curse at it’s worst; this was ten times worst than that.

“Now let us take a look” she said as she examined Draco’s regrown extremity. “Wow that wasn’t much of an improvement now was it” …

"Same thing Redfang, video is Muggle’s way of making moving pictures," Harry added.

"I don’t care, but damn Crimsonsnow you poor girl. No wonder you are such a bitch," Ginny said laughing.

"Yea poor me… HEY, I will have you know I have never even come close to doing anything like that with that stupid git," Rose spat back laughing; she was going to insult Ginny and call him a skank but she couldn’t contain her laughter.

"Well seems like it wouldn’t have been that much of an event in any case," Neville muttered laughing.

"Overcompensating," whispered Seamus as he continued to roll laughing.

"Ok, guys enough, I think we should get to class. Don’t want any more detention," said Harry as he got up and dried his tears.

"Yea, Snuffles is right," Hermione added.

"Damn Spitfire, always interrupting our fun," Ron said as he laid a kiss on her. She scowled then chuckled and kissed him back.

The Marauders all headed to their first class of the day; Harry had had a good first day back. It was funny, but the week was still young, and he had to do his SOCK duty. "Ah Chaos Knight’s work is never done," he thought as he exited and headed to class.

Chapter 21 Classes, Quidditch, and a Hard Lesson

The rest of the week had been very entertaining for Harry and the Black Marauders. On Monday Harry had the distinct pleasure of watching every one of his teachers except Alexander and Slughorn be dazzled at the fact that Harry had done all his work.

"Harry did you really do all of this, I mean I left you a lot of work and you not only handed it in, but it is brilliantly done," Remus commented astounded.

"Well Professor Lupin, I picked up some very good studying tips while I was away. Thank you very much for the vote of confidence though, I imagine you must think very highly of my skills to have given me that much work," Harry commented.

"Yes, very highly indeed, Harry. Now if I could only get you to pay attention in class that would be wonderful indeed," Lupin replied.

"Sorry, just watching out in case Malfoy decides he wants to snog me as well," Harry retorted slyly with an evil grin on his face. Lupin gagged and looked nauseous.

"Potter, I know it was you; you will pay. I swear on my name as a Malfoy you will rue the day you crossed my path," screamed Draco hatefully as his face displayed memories of the pain he had endured.

Lupin regained some composure, "Now, now, Draco…No need for threats…I mean we don’t know for sure it was Harry…I mean what happened to you is well beyond his capabilities…oh Merlin," Lupin started but couldn’t finish; his face was in the waste paper basket barfing.

Harry realized that Lupin was baiting his ego, he wouldn’t fall for it. "That is true, Professor Lupin, I can’t imagine that even you would be able to pull something like that off," Harry retorted.

Lupin lifted his head out of the trash and began, "Well, I mean if I really applied myself…Harry!…oh crap," Lupin said as he started barfing again.

The Black Marauders chuckled as they walked through the halls. "You know Snuffles, it is too bad you didn’t get any of that on tape or something. I bet that would have been hilarious to watch over and over," Rose commented.

"Crimsonsnow is right; that would have sold out across all years, and alumni," Ron added.

Redfang! I will not have my boyfriend talking like that. I want nothing to do with a prank like that,” Hermione stated bluntly.

“Oh, lighten up Spitfire, Snuffles, I thought it was brilliant,” commented Seamus.

“I’m with Pooka, that rocked. Crimsonsnow is right, that would have been a great memory to share with all of Hogwarts,” Neville commented.

“Memory…memory,” the working of Harry’s brain began to stir. “Yes, a memory…by George, or wait maybe by Fred I think I’ve got it!” Harry exclaimed and went into a run.

“Oh no,” Hermione said as she chased after him, “Please Merlin, not again.”

“Oh yea,” replied the rest of the Marauders as they struggled to follow Harry, who was much faster than them even without full speed.

Harry burst into the Common Room and then headed straight for his dormitory. He started digging through his things till he found what he was looking for. It was a small golden box. “Eureka,” he exclaimed just as the Marauders walked in.

“Snuffles, what are you up to?” asked Neville staring at Harry.

“Why Swiftblades, whatever do you mean?” Harry asked innocently.

“Drop the show, Snuffles we know that look by now,” Rose exclaimed.

“Fine, fine, why don’t I just show you,” Harry replied as he put his wand to his temple. He focused very hard on what he wanted to come out. He pulled out a thin but long string of memory, the opened the small box and put it inside. Then with his wand he started prodding and poking it chanting small spells. Finally, he lifted his head and smiled triumphantly, “It is done” he said evilly.

“What was that?” Seamus asked.

“Snuffles removed a memory and put it into a small pensive,” Hermione stated.

"Spitfire is almost right; I took out a copy of a memory and put it into the pensive. The memory is everything that happened to Malfoy from the moment he entered the Great Hall to the moment when he passed out from the pain in the Infirmary," Harry informed.

"What are you planning to do with that, I mean you can’t go showing the school that? Everyone will know you are responsible; McGonagall will have your hide," Ron replied.

"Ah, but my dear Redfang, I have erased all evidence from this memory. I learned it could be done last year when Slughorn gave Dumbledore an altered memory. I recently learned how; I have therefore removed all traces of us from the memory. Now it only shows Malfoy and his misery," Harry said smiling.

"Oh that is sweet, mate; let’s spread it around the school or let’s show it in the Great Hall at dinner," Ron said enthused.

“No way, I repeat, we will have no more part in this prank," Hermione said firmly speaking for her and Ron.

“Enough, we won’t do either of those things. This little baby is going into mass production and retail. Hedwig here girl," Harry ordered as he summoned his owl. Harry went to his desk and wrote a quick note to the twins then tied the pensive and the letter to Hedwig and took her to the window. "By morn, the twins will have a new best‑seller, ‘The Misadventures of Malfoy’," Harry said as he let the owl go.

"Harry, no," Hermione tried to stop him but it was too late.

“Sorry Spitfire, looks like we will just have to laugh it up," Harry said innocently. Hermione was not pleased.

Ron saw this and knew he had to intervene. “Hey, Harry, why don’t you show me that new studying technique you learned over your suspension?” he asked slyly.

Hermione’s face immediately changed; she had one addiction. It was her fatal flaw, an unending curiosity and thirst for knowledge. And right now, Ron had just put it in her head that Harry had her fix. “Really, Harry, teach us; I really want to know. Imagine if it helped you do all that work so well—what it could do for me. Harry, you just have to teach me, please, please, please,” she begged anxiously.

Harry chuckled at this, but also realized that teaching her would be most difficult. The skills required were all supposed to be secret. “Damn it, Ron,” he thought. He would have to think fast; thankfully there was a spell he had learned that just might do the trick. It was one of SOCK’s specialties, extremely difficult to master. Harry had not tried to master it since he could speed read, but it would be enough for Hermione. In fact, after this, he thought she would worship the ground he walked upon. “Well… ok… come on over and let me show you,” Harry said.

“Yes, score,” Hermione said as she came up to the desk. The other Black Marauders stood behind her bushy mane.

Harry pulled out his Transfiguration textbook and opened it on his desk. “Now the best way to learn this is to practice the spell. Hermione, since you are so good at charms I will start by teaching you,” Harry lied, playing on her ego.

“Oh yes, of course,” Hermione replied coolly as the rest rolled their eyes. She was thicker than Ron if you complimented her brains.

“Ok, now this spell requires you to open you palm then chant a spell into it” Harry said indicating Hermione should do so. “Now repeat after me, “Devare Literati”” he instructed like a teacher.

Hermione did so and her hand glowed gold for a second, “Wow, that felt cool” she said happily.

Harry was impressed; she had gotten farther than he had. Then again, he never really tried that hard, “Good Hermione, now practice, your aim is for you hand to keep glowing gold until you break the spell. This is a very difficult charm, I think you might have heard of it though, it is somewhat famous, or at least its creator was” Harry hinted.

“Really, I can’t imagine why, making your hand into a night lamp isn’t exactly that impressive” Hermione said simply.

“Ah, but that light isn’t what it is meant for, try it again and this time really focus and use as much power as you can” Harry instructed.

“Fine, this better be worth it. Personally I think this is another of your pranks” Hermione sighed and then focused hard and tried again. This time her hand remained glowing.

“Close your eyes and run the hand over the page” Harry said quickly.

Hermione followed his orders; she still thought this was a joke. She closed her eyes and ran her hand over the open book page. Suddenly she opened her eyes and gasped, “It can’t be, no way. By Merlin…no way. It can’t be…that spell is supposed to be lost. Oh my god…oh my god” Hermione stuttered as she held her eyes open looking like an idiot and sounding like one.

Rose now grew interested, “Oh shut up with the oh my gods Hermione, what is it that you are trying to say. Just spit it out” she boomed.

Hermione was still dazed but she put her thoughts together, “Rose, this spell, it could only be one spell. It was a spell I read about my first year in Hogwarts a History. It is a spell that has been lost since the days of the founders; it is the spell I would have given my right arm to master. This is Rowena Ravenclaw’s Rapid Reading spell; with it the caster can read great books in a matter of minutes. Basically you run your hand over a page and it will magically be absorbed into your brain. Rowena had mastered it to the point where she only needed to pass her finger over a book's spine and she could read the entire thing.” Hermione said, growing excited again and looking to Harry to confirm her findings.

“Yes, Hermione, this spell I just taught you is Rowena’s lost spell,” Harry replied chuckling.

“Leave it to Hermione to swoon over a bookworm spell,” Neville chuckled.

Hermione snapped at this, “Neville, don’t you get it? Imagine being able to read every book in the library and remember it all in a matter of days instead of lifetimes. What one could do with all that knowledge, it is my greatest desire to learn as much as possible; with this will be a synch.” Hermione replied almost insulted at his wit.

“Plus I bet it will be dead useful when NEWT’s come along,” Seamus added.

“Damn right, no more night of reading boring crap all night long. Just a few page flips and waves of the hand and we will be done.” Ron said.

“Really, you people lack so much vision. There are far better applications than just passing exams,” Hermione said insulted.

“Wow that is a first, Hermione caring about something more than exams,” added Ginny, who had watched Harry dash in and had followed him.

Rose on the other hand didn’t lack vision; she had an abundance of it. And most of it was now focused on where the hell had Harry acquired such a spell. “So Snuffles are you going to tell us where you discovered this lost spell of yours?” she asked trying to downplay her true curiosity. Powerful and useful spells like this one were dangerous in the wrong hands, especially when those hands were those of her father’s mortal enemy.

Harry knew her thoughts, but would give her the answer anyways. It was the answer she was suspecting; might as well tell her. “Alexander taught it to me, he knows a bunch of useful stuff,” Harry said casually as if to make it sound like it was nothing.

It had the desired effect, Rose’s cool exterior barely blinked. Inside though was a different story, “I knew it, I bloody hell knew it, that Professor is dangerous. More spells of this magnitude. Harry made it sound like he learned far stronger spells from that guy. I will need to inform my father immediately. This man is too dangerous to us, he must be dealt with,” Rose thought bitterly.

“Man Harry, you always get to learn all the good stuff,” Hermione said bitterly.

“Oh get off it Hermione, remember that Harry has a big job to do. Of course he will learn all the good stuff. Just be thankful he is a good friend and leader who is willing to share with us,” replied Ron giving Hermione a lecture. It happened rarely, but it did happen.

“Oh right, sorry Harry, forgot about Voldemort,” Hermione apologized.

No worries Hermione, still you will probably master that spell faster than me. That plus all the time you spend in the library already, I imagine that by the end of the month you will know more than any teacher in all of Hogwarts," Harry said smiling.

"I wouldn't know about all that," Hermione said blushing. The others laughed, all except Rose and Harry. Rose because she was frightened at what power Hermione could gain if she delved into books such as those in the Restricted Section which she had access to thanks to McGonagall. Her knowledge would become Harry’s, and that could not be a good thing, maybe it could though… Blast her heart was being a pain again, she shook it off.

Harry on the other hand didn’t laugh since he knew what evil was going through Rose’s mind, but also what indecision. "Dumbledore was right about one thing, love can be a powerful thing," Harry thought.

Harry had had equal luck in all his classes. In fact now he was giving Hermione a run for her money as the number one student at Hogwarts. With her new reading spell, she would not allow that to happen though. She would loose [loose] to no one, especially a prankster like Harry Potter. The other Marauders had tried to learn the spell with marginal success, still it significantly speed[ed] their work up. Pretty soon the teachers would all be singing their praises. That should keep McGonagall off their backs.

Quidditch practice had gone beautifully. They had practiced twice that week and had seen that his team had made very good progress controlling their brooms. They should be ready for the tournament the coming week. Their last practice would be on Saturday. The team was working beautifully together with the exception of Rose and Ginny who still couldn’t work together. They refused to pass each other the Quaffle.

Near the end of the second practice Harry had had enough, he wanted to give them time to solve their issues by themselves, but this was ridiculous. He would have to put his foot down. “Weasley, Riddle, front and center” he boomed. Both girls flew over with looks of hatred in their eyes. The fact that Harry had called them by their last names could only mean he was angry at them, and they blamed each other. “I have had it with the way you two are playing, this is a team. I want you to work together, whatever your problems are with each other I want you to leave them off the pitch. On the pitch you are teammates and I expect you to act that way” he scolded.

“How the hell do you expect me to pass her the Quaffle, that traitor will likely “accidentally” loose it to the other team. Especially if it’s her little boyfriend Malfoy’s” said Ginny.

“Speak for yourself bitch, I don’t share your clumsiness and incompetence. Harry how the hell am I going to pass to her if she can’t even put the Quaffle through the rings. Her strength and accuracy suck donkey ass” hissed Rose.

“You wish you evil witch, I could beat the hell out of you on or off the pitch” hinted Gin ?

"What are you going to do to turn all Death Eaters against me?" suggested Ginny.

"You should know, judging by what you will do to get into the Black Marauders, I wouldn’t put it past you to be one yourself. You might be a traitor yourself," spat Rose.

"Bitch," Ginny said.

"Hoe," replied Rose.

"Sluuuut," hissed Ginny. They stared at each other down.

"ENOUGH!" screamed Harry, "You two will behave or so help me I will personally show you true horror. I will show you what I meant when I said I was the King of Pranks of Hogwarts. Every day from the moment you wake to the time you sleep I will make it my mission to prank you until you beg and plead for mercy. And I will show you NONE." Harry said with a tone and finality that shocked the very souls of the two girls.

Harry was extremely frightening, his body of muscles, his face of anger. He emanated terrible power. Both were frightened, "Still when Harry gets angry he looks dead sexy", they both thought.

"UNDERSTOOD?" Harry asked, yet sounded more like a command.

"Yes, captain," they both said quickly as they snapped out of it. They had been fantasizing about Harry, but now were back in reality. They looked at each other, hatred still in their eyes, but they wouldn’t disobey Harry. These new pranks he had shown since he came to school were frighteningly evil, but hilarious. They definitely did not want to be on the receiving end of one or more of them like Harry was threatening. They would behave, rather than suffer his wrath."

“Good, now let’s see it on the field,” Harry ordered and they followed his lead. They worked reluctantly, but beautifully as a team. Harry knew that the tournament would be a walk in the park with a team like this. The practice finished and Harry was satisfied; Saturday would be only a formality, they didn’t need any more practice.

The last Defense of Against the Dark Arts class of the week was about to end. They were all ready to head to the Common Room and enjoy the end of the week. Everyone looked restless. Alexander had finally agreed to move his class from theory into practical. “Starting next week you will be learning spells and techniques the likes of which you have never seen,” Alexander said, smiling.

Harry was to downplay his knowledge and power. The rest were thrilled to finally see what secrets Alexander was going to share with them. Rose was the most excited of all; unfortunately she could not share any of it with her father thanks to the oath she had taken at the beginning of the term. Still, she could at least tell him how dangerous these skills were. Information gathering was part of her mission after all.

“Now before we finish theory there is one more lesson I wish to impart, so unless you want to finish it next week, then you better sit still and listen up,” Alexander said to everyone’s dismay. They groaned in their seats. “Oh come on people; it will be most informative and very important,” he continued. Everyone now piped down and stared at their professor. “Now can anyone remind me what I told you about the ancient wizards who knew of the old magics of the world?” Alexander asked knowing full well who would answer.

Hermione stuck her hand up, Alexander signaled for her to continue, “You said they had learned and perfected the magic within and around them and that they disappeared,” Hermione stated matter of factly.

“Very good, Hermione, 10 points for Gryffindor. It would have been 20 but you missed one part,” Alexander said, signaling for someone to finish. He knew who he wanted to ask. “Rose, why don’t you tell us what Hermione missed?”

Rose thought about it and read her notes; she was sweating under the pressure. Then it hit her, something she had wondered about herself. “You said that they had found a way to extend their lives and become immortal,” she said, hoping that was the answer the professor was looking for, but curious to have it explained as well.

“Correct, 10 more points for Gryffindor, yes they learned how to extend their lives and even how to become truly immortal. Now why do I bring this up, anyone?” Alexander asked.

Rose interjected, her eyes lighting up, “Are you going to teach us how they did it?” she asked like a hungry tiger who just saw a big juicy steak. She desired and craved this knowledge.

“Sorry, but no. I can tell you this: in order to extend their lives they had to master one of the two fundamental applications of magic; in order to become immortal, they needed to master both,” Alexander said to the class.

“Magic around us, and magic within us,” answered Ron happily, he knew one.

Nice try, Ron, but no, those are the two sources of magic that we can draw power from. How you apply that power is divided into two broad categories, physically and magically. You see, tapping into the powers within and around you is only the first step; knowing how to use them is the second. You can channel the power inwardly and give yourself amazing power, or you can channel it outwardly and create spells so grand that they have not been seen in our world in a long time. By mastering one of these, the body’s cell decay is slowed as a side effect of the power. If one mastered both, the power would be so great that the body would stop aging all together. Now getting back to my original question, can someone guess why I brought this up? Alexander asked.

To explain to us about the uses of the ancient magics, Neville suggested.

Sorry, Neville, but you are only half right; 5 more points for Gryffindor. That was one reason, the other is something much deeper, having to do with the increase in lifespan," Alexander explained.

“So you want to tell us about how wonderful and great it is to be able to live longer and how perfect being immortal is," Rose said with a tinge of envy in her voice. She wished she were immortal like her father.

No, Rose, I want to warn you. Your father never had someone give him this warning; if they had, maybe he would have stopped all the madness he created before it even started," Alexander said bitterly.

“What are you talking about? Immortality is the ultimate goal of wizard," Rose replied now getting angry.

"What would you know about that Rose, where you have read that a longer life or immortality is all that great?" Alexander spat back.

Rose grew silent as she thought. Hermione raised her hand and spoke, "But Professor, what about Nicolas Flamel and the Philosopher’s Stone?" Hermione asked. Rose looked up to her professor to see if he could rebut that.

"Tell me, Hermione, what did Mr. Flamel eventually do?" Alexander asked.

Hermione remembered; Dumbledore had told them, "He destroyed the stone and chose to die in peace," she replied sadly.

"Do you know why?" Alexander asked Hermione with a smile.

Rose cringed; Hermione looked angrily at her professor for bringing up Voldemort so much. It caused Rose pain to be related to that "thing." "Because he didn’t want Voldemort to have it," Hermione replied angrily.

“You are half right, Hermione, but the real reason— the main reason—is what I want to talk about. A long life, immortality—they are curses in disguise,” Alexander said bitterly. Everyone was now in awe of what was being said. “A long life can be fruitful, but there is always a price to pay for something so great. Wizards live very long lives; to extend it even more is the pursuit of many of our kind. What they fail to see is the price of their folly. Think about it for a minute: what would you do if you could live longer, or even forever? You would do all the things you could possibly ever want to do; you could visit every place in the world, read every book, learn every spell. Some like Voldemort would use the time to conquer the world, finish their enemies, gain all the power and wealth coveted in their greed. Now that is all great and fun; you would have done everything your heart dreamed of. Imagine you have accomplished all that, and done all you could think of doing. Imagine you are in a field remembering all that you have done,” Alexander said and then looked at all the wondering faces.

All his students were in their dreams, imagining all the wonders they could have seen, and all the fun they would have had. Some, like Rose, were enthralled by all they could have conquered, all the enemies they could have vanquished, all the money and power they could have gained.”

“Ok, now ask yourself, what the hell do I do now? You have had the time to do everything you dreamed of doing; what do you have left to do? What are you going to do now? Let me answer that for you: you decide to have a family and see them grow. You may decide to just build a home and enjoy relaxing after a life of struggle. Nice, isn’t it? Now imagining burying your spouse, your kids, your grandkids, your great‑grandkids, your friend and their family, your pets, everything and everyone you love dying. They all will eventually—death comes for all those who are not immortal. So now what? What happens when all you love is dead? What happens when you get bored of the life you are living?” Alexander asked.

Now most of the students were imagining standing over the graves of all the people they had known, and the monotony of waking up every morning to doing absolutely nothing.

"Yes, people, that is the future of an immortal. First, they accomplish all their goals in life and gain as much as they want one way or another. Then they grow lonely and start a family. Then they bury all those they knew and loved, and realize that any bonds they make will eventually disappear. So they live alone and seek adventure. Sooner or later they grow bored; they change their lives, and then grow bored again until the boredom drives them insane. Then when the insanity reaches its peak they either kill themselves or if they find themselves physically or mentally unable to do so, they mentally melt down. Eventually they will get over it if they live that long and are lucky. After that, they will grow to accept the fact that immortality is a curse and that the only way their sanity can survive is to find small things to entertain themselves. Years become like days, and they wake up every morning miserable just existing, not living. Their lives died long ago when they became immortal." Alexander finished.

The class was now silent, imagining the horror of a life like that. The agony of living like that would be unbearable. "How could the ancient ones live like that?" some of them wondered. Rose was now contemplating what Alexander had said; in truth, he was right. Even after all her father wanted was accomplished, even if it all came to pass, what would happen then? He would rule, eventually, though ruling would bore the hell out of him. Doing the same thing every day for all eternity. Alexander was right, in the end, even her father, even she would despise immortality."

My ancestor warned me about it; he told me the ancient ones had been blind. Not seeing the eventuality of what they wished for, their nearsightedness cursed them. This is my warning to you, so that you may abandon the folly of immortality. If anything settle for a longer life, but not immortality. Even a longer life will come at a high price as you will likely outlive your own grandkids. I am told there is no worst pain then to bury your children, except that of burying theirs… Ok, next week we start Practical magic with a demonstration. Alexander concluded and then dismissed the class.

The Black Marauders were silent as they walked to their Common Room. Their minds processed all that Alexander had said. Rose especially, she was the first to speak. “Guys, that was depressing,” she said.

“Yea, I always thought that being immortal would be great, more time to read books,” Hermione said. No one bothered to make a joke at her for her obsession.

“Everything has a price; there is no such thing as a free meal,” Ron said repeating something he had heard his mother say once.

“Imagine how dull life would be if you had already experienced everything,” Seamus commented.

“I don’t know how the ancient ones could stand it,” Neville replied.

“Who knows maybe that is why they disappeared?” Hermione responded.

“I wonder if your dad would have stopped his pursuit of immortality if he had heard Alexander’s speech,” Harry asked Rose.

Rose thought about it; she knew her dad wouldn’t have stopped. He would not stop until he himself found himself in the hell he had created. Alexander now seemed like a much wiser man than her father. For a moment, just for a moment, Rose doubted the man she was following and the path he had laid out for her. She shook her head; she could not think that way, still she had to say it. "My dad is an idiot," she said bitterly knowing it was true.

Chapter 22 A Joyride, and the Midterm From Hell

The weekend was finally upon them. Their final practice had gone brilliantly. Everyone, even Ginny and Rose, were working together beautifully. Harry had already begun to work on his special strategies for the Tournament and very special techniques for the World Cup. Ginny and Rose were still not happy about working together; Harry could sense the hostility between them even without his powers.

“Weasley heads up,” Rose screamed as she passed the Quaffle to the redhead.

“Riddle, 11 o’clock,” Ginny screamed back and Rose reacted in time, dodging a Bludger. Ginny charged towards the hoops Ron was guarding. She flew under he brother, then flipped around behind him and threw the Quaffle while being upside-down.

Ron reacted beautifully and accelerated upwards using the lower part of his broom to throw the Quaffle away as he flipped around. Ginny reacted by spinning her broom to pass the Quaffle to Rose using the bottom part of her’s.

Rose got the pass, and shot a goal into the lower hoop. “Sweet pass Weasley,” Rose complemented her fakely.

“Thanks Riddle,” Ginny replied trying to sound grateful.

Internally they were both cursing each other and imagining what curses they would like to fling at the other. Harry shook his head and continued with the practice. After it was done, they headed down to get washed up.

“Practice went beautifully Captain,” Coote informed as he headed for the showers.

“Bloody yea mate, we are going to wipe the floor with the other houses,” Ron concurred.

“Especially those scumbag Slytherins,” commented Ginny.

“Can’t believe they are letting Malfoy play,” Demelza commented.

“Probably didn’t have a choice on the matter, that boyfriend of mine is a real prat, but I don’t think they have a better Seeker in that entire house,” Rose replied.

“Yea, considering how bad Malfoy is, that is saying a lot about the low quality of their team,” Peakes commented.

“You know the game plan, team; we play well, and we play fast. Let the bastards play dirty; they will have to catch us first,” Harry encouraged.

“Right on, Captain,” they all replied.

Harry blushed a little then finished changing out of his robes. He had two more things to do that day; one made him uneasy, the other strangely intrigued and attracted him. “Hey Rose, I need to talk to you on the pitch,” Harry said bluntly so as not to arouse suspicion from his teammates. The whistles and cheers he heard as a reply showed him that he had failed. Ron gave him a wink and a smile. Ginny glared at Rose enviously; Harry felt the cold stab in his chest from the locket. “Bloody hell, Ginny, every bloody damn time…” Harry thought bitterly, rubbing his chest.

Rose and Harry both blushed as they moved onto the pitch. “So Snuffles, are you going to tell me what could have inspired you to embarrass us both and start the rumor mill?” Rose asked with a naughty grin. Her mind was hopping; it was for some prank, but her heart on the other hand longed for something else, something more…intimate.”

"Well Crimsonsnow, if you must know, I wanted to keep a promise I made to you," Harry replied, thinking of the second thing he had to do today. For some reason he really wanted to keep this promise, and something told him he would enjoy it. Maybe it was the thought of shocking Rose, or maybe it was the fact they were about to spend an hour alone. In either case his heart was beating faster than normal, and he was excited. What he was reading from Rose didn’t help either, especially what was coming from her heart.

"Really, and what promise would you be referring to?" Rose purred in reply, seeing how red Harry was getting from his excitement.

Harry caught on to what she was trying to do and tried to play it cool. He put on his suave game‑face and said, "Why Ms. Crimsonsnow, whatever could you be thinking?", he asked wickedly, making her blush. "Why don’t I just show you? Accio Black Supernova," Harry yelled, holding his wand. The broom flew out of his room and down into his hand.

Rose’s face lit up; she suddenly got much more excited. "Are you going to let me ride it?" she asked quickly.

"Now Rose I told you, you won’t be able to handle it," Harry replied.

"Yea, but you said you couldn’t either, that no man could, and now you ride it just fine," Rose answered back bitterly. She wanted to ride alone; she wanted to feel the power alone.

"True, but a lot can change in two weeks," Harry answered back. He sensed how unhappy she was; she wasn’t going to let this go that easily.

"Oh, bloody … ?"

Harry thought about it, "Well you could ride straight into a wall at full speed and be turned into a human pancake," he said smiling, trying to distract her from her mission.

Rose didn’t buy it, and she was not amused. She was losing patience; her red eyes flared. She would have to try a different approach, "Oh come on Snuffles, pleeeeeeease," she begged and gave him a puppy face.

Harry knew he wasn’t going to win this argument; he had to think fast. This thinking‑fast thing was becoming a common thing for him these days, and he was getting very good at it. He wondered if it was due to all the training he had done with Alexander. In any case he needed a solution, and he figured one out. "Tell you what, why don’t I let you fly it, but I ride with you to make sure you don’t get hurt," Harry suggested with a smirk.

Rose sensed there was no other way to get him to budge; her puppy face was the best she had. Even her dad, maybe the darkest wizard in all of history, fell prey to it on occasion. She put on a disappointed face, "Ok, if you insist," she replied.

Harry smiled and sat on the back of the Black Supernova, Rose sat on the front and laid her hands on the smooth, jewel‑studded handle. She could feel the power oozing from it; it was intoxicating. "Ok Rose, take her up slowly—you don’t want to…" Harry began but was cut off as Rose had kicked the broom into the air and accelerated.

{"corrected_text":"They were flying straight into the Forbidden Forest way too fast; the broom was spinning as well. Harry had instinctively turned on his Sentemus and could see everything in slow motion. Rose’s body was now compressed against his, she had let go because of the force. Her body was beginning to slip off the broom and was about to fly off. Harry calmly grabbed onto her with arm and held onto the broom with his other hand. Next he slowed the broom down slowly as to not shock Rose’s body anymore than it already was. All of this happened in a matter of three seconds; Harry was now upside down hanging onto Rose with one hand.\n\n“You ok, Rose?” Harry asked simply looking down at her with a smile that said ‘I told you so’. \n\nRose was in shock, she snapped out of it when she looked up at Harry’s green eyes. His words had awakened her; she quickly looked around and realized what a predicament she was in. She was scarred for a second, she started to flail around. Harry’s grip on her was firm and enhanced by his training. She realized this and calmed down, “Well Harry, I am fine but I was wondering…HOW BLOODY LONG ARE YOU GOING TO KEEP ME HANGING…LITERALLY?” she blurted half‑mad, half‑frightened.\n\nHarry looked down at her calmly, “As long as you to admit to three things. First the fact that you just did something incredibly stupid, I warned you this broom was dangerous and you flew upwards before I even explained it to you. Two, that had you ridden alone you would be dead right now” Harry replied with a grin.”}}

“Yes, yes I admit it, I acted like a stupid idiot, I shouldn’t have flown up. I should have listened to you and waited for instructions. Yes, I admit I would have died if you weren’t on the broom with me” Rose replied quickly as she looked down at the Forbidden Forest. She looked back up, “So what is thing number three?” she asked anxious to find herself back on Harry’s broom.

Harry smiled wickedly, “Three is that I, Harry James Potter, just saved your beautiful ass from getting killed, and that in consequence you owe me one” Harry replied.

Rose looked up at him shock in her face, “POTTER, so help me, I will get you for this, I am going…” she started to say but then Harry dove shocking her.

“Better hurry, I think I might be slipping” Harry said jokingly.

“FINE, FINE, I agree. You saved my ass, I owe you” Rose blurted out nervously.

Harry smiled triumphantly as he flipped himself ride side up then threw Rose into the air. She landed in his arms. Harry was smiling and she was scarred shitless. “Harry, you bastard. You hang me upside down, blackmail me, and then throw me into the air. I should rip off your head…” Rose blurted and then was shut silent. Something was blocking her words from escaping. “Harry is kissing me, oh my lord, Harry is kissing me” she thought shocked. “Oh this feels so good. Damn this boy is a good kisser, no wonder that Weasel is so pissed when I talk to him. I wonder what else he can do well” her mind wandered, but then she willed her mind out of the gutter. “He is my bloody enemy, I can’t do this” she thought. With every once of will power she had she pushed Harry away softly. She lay in his arm speechless; she finally got her thoughts together. “Why the hell did you do that?” she asked with no conviction in her voice whatsoever.

Harry thought about it, “It was the only way for you to stop threatening me” he blurted out, immediately realizing his mistake.

Rose was livid, “You son of a bitch, I am going to rip your heart …

Harry’s mind was flying; he had wanted to do that for so long. While she was rambling, the urge had overcome him. He had messed up when he had told her it was to shut her up, now he wanted to correct his mistake. “Oh, man this girl can kiss, I wonder what else she can do well” he thought. Still, he couldn’t do this; it wasn’t right. “She is my fucking enemy for crying out loud. She is here to spy on me for her git of a father,” Harry thought trying to find some willpower. Finally he managed to separate from her with difficulty. This time he would get it right, “Also I really wanted to do that” he muttered out of breath.

Rose was satisfied with his answer this time; all her anger had passed. “Ok, I guess that explains it,” she managed to say. They stood there, Harry holding her in his arms, in a moment of awkward silence. Then they both noticed the position they were in and blushed.

Harry placed her on the broom, “Ok, now I am going to drive,” he said and then placed his hands through the spaces between her torso and her arms, and held on to the broom. Once again she blushed; she held onto the broom as well. “Now hold … ” he said.

“Roger Captain,” Rose replied smiling. The feel of his strong ...

Harry started off slow and then began to pick up speed. He flew around the castle a few times and then flew into the horizon. He then blasted the broom into overdrive. Rose lost sight of where they were going just like she had before, but now she felt safe and secure in Harry’s arms. When they stopped, Rose opened her eyes and found that they were at the ocean. The sight that befell her eyes was beautiful: white sandy beaches, soft surf, gentle palm trees swaying in the breeze, the air with the sweet salty smell of the ocean. “I always find the beach to be relaxing don’t you?” Harry commented.

“It is beautiful; I am surprised we got here so fast, but I guess that is the power of the Supernova,” Rose commented as she took the sight in.

“Yea, it’s too bad you can’t see the scenery when we are flying; getting here is just as fun as being here,” Harry replied.

“How do you manage to fly at that speed?” Rose asked, curious. It would require one to react very quickly indeed and see things moving very fast in order to fly like that. Somehow she sensed this had to do with Alexander.

“Well I learned a few things in my time away that allow me to fly like that. You need to be very strong to hold on, and you need a special spell to see everything at that speed,” Harry lied somewhat. One required a lot more power than that to fly the Supernova.

“Oh,” she replied knowing full well that whatever Harry had said was an understatement. Alexander had shocked her once again. For now she would focus on enjoying the broom ride; she would investigate her teacher some other time.

"Well, I guess I should give you a small demonstration of the Supernova’s other abilities," Harry suggested as he dove the broom down to the ocean.

Rose saw the water rushing toward her; she braced herself for impact, but it never came. She opened her eyes to see that they were now moving underwater. There was a sort of bubble around them and a light shown from the broom. All around Rose could see the life of the ocean moving back and forth. "How is this possible?" she asked, dumbfounded.

"The Supernova has many abilities; this particular one allows it to move underwater and provide oxygen to the rider," Harry replied and then moved faster.

"It is amazing," Rose replied as she took in the sights. "Simply amazing, really beautiful."

"Yea, you are," Harry responded slyly.

Rose blushed. "Well what else can it do?" she asked.

Harry grinned and then pushed the broom back upward. Once out of the water, he pushed the broom to the point where Rose could barely manage to see what they were doing. Then he began tricks and maneuvers at that speed that Rose could never even think of doing, let alone be suicidal enough to try. She looked back at Harry and realized he was enjoying the ride. "Well if he isn’t scared, I won’t be either," she thought and took the performance in. It was like riding a very lethal rollercoaster, and she was loving every swirl, roll, dive, and maneuver Harry came up with.

After about half an hour of this, Harry finally slowed down. "Well I think that is it for the day," he commented.

Rose was disappointed; she wanted to have more fun. She had completely forgotten about her mission. "Aww, can’t we do something else before we go back?" she asked.

"Well…there is one more thing I wanted to do today," Harry replied. The truth was there were two, one of which he had just come up with. "You interested?" he asked.

"Let’s go Snuffles," she replied looking forward.

Harry grinned and kicked the broom full speed toward Hogwarts. After a few minutes, Harry slowed down, and Rose surveyed the Forbidden Forest. Then they flew past Hogwarts and kept going. "Where are you taking me now, Harry?" she asked.

"You will see, let us just say I am looking into an investment of mine," he replied coolly.

Meanwhile back in the Common Room, Ginny was pacing back and forth, "They have been gone for almost an hour now, maybe we should go look for them," she said worriedly.

"What are you so stressed about, sis? Sure they are just fine," Ron commented.

"Oh shut it, Redfang, I don’t trust her," Ginny spat.

"Really Silentnight, are you worried or maybe…jealous?" Hermione commented with a grin.

"Jealous, why would she be jealous, Spitfire?" Neville commented.

"I am not jealous, Swiftblades. I am just worried," Ginny said as she gave her boyfriend a deep kiss to get his mind off what Hermione had said.

"Whatever, Snuffles can take care of himself, did you see how ripped he was when he came back from training?" Seamus commented.

"Pooka is right; he did look rather stunning, didn’t he?" Hermione replied.

"You best not be getting any ideas there, Spitfire," Ron spat bitterly as he put his arm around her marking his territory.

"Oh shush, you know you are the only one for me, Redfang," Hermione replied kissing Ron in order to placate his rage.

"Oh whatever you two, get a room," Ginny hissed and continued to pace.

Rose surveyed a clearing ahead, Harry began to descend toward it, Rose felt a rush of warm air, they passed through a magical barrier of some sort. “Harry, what is that, and could you please tell me where we are going?” Rose said as they approached what looked like a small fort.

“Told you, we are looking into one of my investments,” Harry replied as they landed next to the door to the building. Harry walked over and knocked.

A big roar was heard in the distance; it was echoed by many more. Rose jumped up and hugged Harry. “What the bloody hell is this place?” she asked.

Her reply came with a bang as the doors of the building swung open. There stood a very dirty redhead and a very large half‑giant. “Hello, Harry, whatcha doing here,” asked Hagrid.

“Just checking on how you guys are doing,” Harry replied simply.

“Harry, aren’t you supposed to be in class?” Charlie asked.

“Oh shut it, Charlie; it is Saturday. So what if I am off school grounds?” Harry replied.

“Still, you know it’s dangerous for ye to be wandering about like this,” Hagrid commented.

“Come on, Hagrid, I think that this is one of the safest places in England. Nobody would dare try to attack this place,” Harry replied.

“True; you would have to be totally daft to do that,” Charlie commented.

Rose had had enough. “What the bloody hell is this place?” she asked angrily.

“Oh, sorry Rose, forgot about you. Charlie Weasley, meet Rose Riddle,” Harry said pointing to the redhead. The two shook hands. “You already know Hagrid,” he said pointing to the giant. Rose nodded.

“Hey, you wouldn’t happen to be related to You‑Know‑Who?” Charlie asked nervously.

"Not by choice, I assure you, Charlie," Harry replied to her. "She is cool, don’t worry about her," he added, which finished calming Charlie.

"You still haven’t answered my question, Harry," Rose said with a bit of anger in her voice.

"Yeah, sorry, Rose, welcome to the Potter Protective Preserve. Home to the most dangerous and powerful of all magical creatures," Harry replied.

"You don’t mean…" Rose asked but was interrupted by a large shadow flying overhead—a shadow of a large winged lizard. "DRAGONS!" she squealed in fear as the shadow made a landing right in front of the group.

It approached them huffing and growling. Hagrid jumped forward; the dragon smelled Harry. Then it gave him a very big lick on his face. "Aye, Harry, seems like he remembers you," Hagrid commented, now relieved. He approached the dragon and began to pet him.

"Do I know him?" Harry asked.

"You should, don’t you remember Norbert?" Hagrid replied as he continued to pet the Norwegian Ridgeback.

“Oh yeah, I remember now. I helped him get away when he got too big to stay with you," Harry said as he thought back to his first year at Hogwarts. "My—he has grown now, hasn’t he?"

Rose was still frozen in fear. "Harry, are you fucking mad? It is a bloody dragon for Merlin’s sake. We should be running, not petting it," she said softly.

"Norbert wouldn’t hurt a fly," Hagrid said, offended at Rose’s comment. Norbert seemed to catch on as he huffed at Rose. She jumped back behind Harry.

"Really, Rose, you shouldn’t go around pissing off a dragon. I mean it is our school motto after all," Harry informed.

"Harry, the school motto is ‘Never tickle a sleeping dragon’. You could at least remember that much," Charlie said laughing.

"Well I always wondered about that. Why don’t we go test that theory out?" Harry asked as he got on his broom.

"Harry stop right there! You will NOT, and I repeat, will NOT go tickle a…" Charlie began but was too late as Harry had disappeared.

Two minutes later he appeared again, "So that is why you don’t tickle a sleeping dragon," Harry said laughing.

"Harry you are worse than Fred and George," Charlie commented.

"Aye, I still remember what you did that got you suspended. Maxine was none to pleased with your prank when I told her," Hagrid commented.

"Yea, I already had my experience with Snuffle’s Secret Serum. Bloody nearly got killed when mom found me snogging in thin air at the Grand Burrow," Charlie said with a cringe and a sigh. The first due to the fear of his mother, the second to the fun he had had with the potion.

"Damn it Hagrid can’t you keep anything a secret," Harry replied bitterly as he thought of an angry half‑giant after his hide and an angry red head right behind her.

Rose finally snapped out of it, "Well the Black Marauders are always up to some mischief after all. And Harry is our leader; he has to get into trouble. Besides you loved that prank didn’t you Hagrid," she said with a wink.

"Eh, eh, right, well…Anyways Harry tell us what you did," Hagrid said nervously trying to shift the conversation.

Harry just grinned evilly; he would let it slide. “Well I just went up to a sleeping dragon and used a tickling spell on it. Man, was it pissed off; it started chasing me as soon as it managed to stop laughing. I imagine he will be here soon,” Harry said calmly as he looked around innocently.

“Harry! Which dragon did you do that to?” Charlie asked angrily.

Harry just continued to look around innocently.

“Harry!” Charlie said with more force.

“Fine, fine, it was…that one,” Harry said pointing to the approaching figure.

“Oh please tell me you didn’t,” Hagrid cried. Norbert flew away, frightened.

“Not him, not that one,” Charlie begged.

“Harry what did you do?” Rose said bitterly as they all ran into the building.

“I’ll tell you what he did. He went a pissed of the most dangerous dragon in the entire preserve. A bloody Hungarian Horntail,” Charlie replied bitterly as he bolted the door. This was followed by a slam and a surge of heat passing through the crevices under and around the doors.

“Bloody good thing the doors are charmed to withstand impacts and fire,” Hagrid commented holding the door.

“Still at the rate that that dragon is going, the door will collapse eventually,” Charlie said bitterly as he bore holes through Harry. Harry was on the floor laughing; everyone else was scarred out of their minds.

“Harry this is all your fault. I want you to fix this,” Rose commanded.

“Oh and why would I do that?” Harry asked as he continued to laugh.

“Because if you don’t, I will never, ever ride with you again?” Rose replied in a way that made it clear she was referring to snogging Harry rather than ridding his broom.

"Ok fine, whatever you say," Harry said with a wicked grin. He walked to the window and unbolted it, swung it open. Then in a flash he jumped on his broom and picked Rose up, then flew out the window. All of this in a mere instant.

"What the fuck…" Rose shouted and then realized that she was now outside looking at the backside of a very pissed‑of dragon.

"You said fix this, didn’t you," Harry replied smiling.

"I meant YOU fix this, why did you drag me into this," Rose spat bitterly.

Harry shrugged, "It is more fun this way," he replied coolly and then flew to the side of the dragon. "Hey dumbass, over here," he screamed.

"Shut up, he is going to hear you," Rose whispered.

"That is the point actually," Harry replied. The dragon was now staring at him, his anger not dissipated. He jumped off the floor and began to chase after Harry. Harry accelerated and kept just outside the reach of the dragon’s fire.

"He is gaining on us, go faster," Rose begged.

"Naa, it is way too much fun to let him think he can catch me," Harry replied smiling evilly.

"Harry James Potter, speed the bloody hell up," Rose said livid with anger as her eyes began to flair.

"You know, Rose, you look gorgeous when you’re angry," Harry replied. Rose blushed. Harry saw they were far enough now; he spun the broom around so he was facing the dragon. Rose had been stunned by his comment but now she was cringing in fear at the sight of the approaching beast.

"Harry, what the hell are you doing?" Rose asked quickly, terror in her voice.

"Solving the problem," Harry replied softly and then kicked his broom into full speed.

Rose felt a sudden and violent rush of speed; she closed her eyes. When she opened them again she saw that they were now behind the dragon. "What did you do?" she asked still a bit frazzled.

Her reply was a sudden and ear‑shattering boom, one louder than any she had heard before. Then a strong force pushed her violently into Harry’s chest. The dragon went tumbling midair and then smashed into a tree unconscious.

Harry grinned, "Told you solving the problem" he said.

"What did you say?" Rose replied now deaf because of the boom.

"Who?" Harry replied.

"When?" Rose said back.

"Oh wait," Harry said and then waved his wand over his ears and then Rose’s. "That is better, sorry, the boom was necessary to knock the dragon out" he informed.

Rose surveyed what Harry had done; that boom had done more than that. A few trees were uprooted as well. "Well got to hand it to you Snuffles, you sure know how to show a girl a good time"

Harry smiled and then flew back to the fort. After explaining what he had done to his two financial advisors, he proceeded to get debriefed as to how the park was running. After he had heard enough, they said their goodbyes and headed back to Hogwarts.

"So Harry, I owe you one. What exactly do you want?" Rose asked as they flew.

Harry detected her thoughts; Rose REALLY wanted to pay him back. Some of the things that were going through her head, "Daaaaaaaamn, this girl is a freeeeeeeak" he thought. Clearing his head, he replied, "Well Rose, I will figure something out later"

Rose was visibly disappointed, she expected Harry to have a bit more creativity than that. "Oh well, whenever you are ready let me know" she replied bitterly.

Harry detected her disappointment; in truth it was better this way. He didn’t want to get too close to the enemy. He would think of something for her to do later. Still, now he needed to cheer her up or this “date” would end badly. “Well I think we can make one more stop, Crimsonsnow,” he said mischievously.

Rose looked at Harry’s face, “Oh no, I know that look, that evil, mischievous, dead‑sexy look,” she thought. She was butter and Harry was fire when he got that look. “What do you have in mind, Snuffles?” she purred.

“Why don’t we give your boyfriend a little surprise, shall we?” Harry asked back.

Rose now grew a big mischievous smile, “Let’s shall,” she replied.

Draco Malfoy was upset, actually more like pissed the hell off. “My freaking fiancée is off gallivanting with our sworn enemy,” he thought angrily. In truth since she had gotten sorted into Gryffindor their “relationship” had suffered a stiff decline. Not that it had been that juicy to begin with, “Bloody woman barely let’s me kiss her. You would figure being my fiancée she would put out a little,” he thought bitterly as he paced around the astronomy tower. He liked to come there to think, or to snog with some of his Slytherin Harem as he called it. There were droves of evil, sluty, Slytherins just like Pansy Parkinson who were at his disposal for “entertainment”. “I mean any girl in the world would give their right arm for a shot at me,” Draco thought proudly. “Like dad always said ‘Girls will do anything for a piece of Malfoy’.”

Still Rose didn’t seem to share that view; she had always been cold and condescending with him. Her kisses were few and far between, and she still constantly refused to sleep with him. Now she was off flying with Potter on his broom, or so he had been informed by the Weasel girl. Ginny had told Draco to keep a shorter leash on his girlfriend. “Bloody Mudblood lover, I am starting to think I am the one on the leash,” Draco mumbled. Rose was relentless, cold, and brutal; Draco had fallen prey to her on many occasions. With or without magic, if Rose was angry at you, you would need a Healer soon after. “Potter had no idea who he is messing with,” Draco thought with a smirk.

Still, recently she hadn’t been performing as she should. She was supposed to spy on Potter and she had not delivered as effectively as she was expected to. She had said it was due to the fact that there was nothing worthy of reporting, and that the stuff that was, she couldn’t report due to a wizard’s pledge she had made in Professor Canem’s class. Something bothered Draco; he had a feeling she was going soft because of all the time she spent with Potter. “Bloody woman should have finished the job by now,” he thought. It didn’t help much that he had heard a rumor that she had seen Potter after she had taken that potion a few weeks back. “Well maybe she had the version that all the Slytherins took. Shit I wouldn’t want to be chased by Potter,” Draco thought laughing. Suddenly, a loud boom threw him off his feet and he rolled towards the wall of the Astronomy Tower.

"What the bloody fuck happened?" Draco screamed out loud as he leapt to his feat and drew his wand. The sight that befell him scared him stiff. To his left there approached a large and mean‑looking lion, to his right an equally menacing white tiger. He slowly lifted his wand; the lion roared loudly. Draco immediately dropped his wand out of fear. "Nice kitty, nice kitty" he said in a low voice trying to soothe the lion. The lion approached, smelled his pants and then kicked his wand backwards with a brisk movement with his claws. It growled at Draco. Draco was frozen in fear. The tiger approached and started to growl as well. Draco surveyed the area; he needed to get to his wand. "Fuck that" he thought as he saw the two menacing beasts before him, "I need to get to the bloody door" he thought as he eyed the exit. It lay at the other side of the room; he would have to dash in order to make it.

His thoughts were interrupted when both beasts pulled his legs out from under him and began to paw at his clothes and scratch him a little. That was it, he couldn’t stand it anymore; his body reacted in fear and he wet himself. Both beasts immediately retreated quickly at the smell that met their noses. Draco didn’t hesitate; he jumped and ran with all his might to the door. He didn’t look back, afraid of what he might see.

What he would have seen was two Animagus turning back into humans, both laughing their asses off at Draco.

"Can you believe that dense git? He didn’t even wonder where the hell we came from," Harry sputtered as he laughed.

“Yea, well we did stun him with that sonic boom. By the time he had gotten up we had already hit the broom and transformed,” Rose replied laughing.

“Did you see that look of complete fear he had? Moron even dropped his wand.” Harry continued as he rolled on the floor.

“Oh, better yet, did you smell the fear when he wet himself?” Rose answered back as she too rolled on the floor.

“Yea, that was disgusting, but bloody hilarious. I can’t wait to tell the Marauders,” Harry chuckled as he began to get up.

“Better take his wand; don’t want people to go finding it now do we?” Rose said as she too got up and picked up the wand. It had a single claw mark. “Looks like you left him a reminder on it,” she chuckled.

Harry looked at it; “Guess so, thought I don’t think he will need it. That wet spot on his pants should keep it fresh in his memory,” he responded laughing again.

“Damn straight.” Rose replied as they both headed down from the tower.

When they reached the halls, Harry stopped. “Sorry, Crimsonsnow, I have something I need to do,” he said remembering his appointment with Alexander. It was time for the thing he had been nervous about all day.

“Ok, see you later Snuffles.” Rose replied, curious as to what Harry was up to but not wanting to push him.

“Oh and I think it would be best if we kept all the snogging parts to ourselves. I don’t think Malfoy would approve, and I am sure Silentnight would make a fuss about it,” Harry added with a shy smile as he looked at the floor.

Rose was startled, then furious at his nerve, and then she realized he was right. Bringing this up would only cause conflict. “Yea, you are right; we really shouldn’t do that again. Friends?” she asked. She would follow him as soon as they were done.

Harry detected her thoughts, “Yea of course. Oh, and wait for me to tell the Marauders about Malfoy,” he said coolly and then headed off.

“Will do,” Rose replied, happy to have a way to follow him. I mean had Harry asked her later why she hadn’t told the Marauders about it yet, she wouldn’t have an alibi as to her whereabouts. Now she had the perfect excuse to tell him if he asked.

Harry walked briskly; he wanted to move fast without Rose noticing he was running. Rose was following from behind stealthily. Finally, Harry rounded a corner, Rose followed closely and when she turned the corner…Harry was gone. “Bloody hell, where did that bastard go,” she mumbled as she looked around. She knew he was up to something, and whatever it was it had to do with Alexander. She ran the other way, knowing that it made little sense considering that she would have seen Harry change his course, but her instincts rarely failed her.

Harry had used his new found speed to get away; he was now dashing to the opposite end of the castle as he had walked the other way to distract Rose from his true purpose. Thought she already suspected, Harry wouldn’t allow her to have proof. It would take her a while to figure out how he had escaped, and even longer to get to where he was. He entered the Defense Against the Dark Arts classroom.

“Hey, Harry, good you are early,” Alexander commented. “Have fun?” he asked knowingly.

"Something tells me you already know, but yes I did," Harry replied with a wry smirk. "So what is the big surprise?" Harry asked anxiously, mostly because he feared it was going to hurt. Most of Alexander’s surprises hurt.

"Well Harry, it is time for your first test," Alexander said.

Harry’s face went somber. "A test, I hate tests, what sort of test?" he rambled.

Alexander smiled. "A midterm, if you will, on all you have learned so far," he said, smiling evilly.

“Oh, crap, this is going to hurt, isn’t it?" Harry said bitterly.

"Quite your bellyaching; if you pass I will give you a big reward," Alexander commented.

Harry grew a sarcastic grin. "Let me guess, more training?" he guessed.

"Nope," Alexander said as he rolled on his toes and heels innocently, swaying up and down.

"Pumpkin pie," Harry suggested with a grin.

"Nope, sorry," Alexander replied.

"Chocolate pie," Harry added.

Alexander looked at him intently. "Harry you are spending way too much time with Ron; you have food on the brain," he commented, chuckling.

"Oh what, it is not like you are going to give me something that I want, like a bloody shot at cracking some Death Eater’s skull or going after a Horcrux or something?" Harry spat bitterly as he looked at his mentor.

Alexander grew a big smile. "Damn Harry, seems like your Legilimency is going very well," he commented slyly.

Harry was stunned. "You mean if I pass your test I get to kick Death Eater ass?" he asked anxiously.

"No, Harry," Alexander replied.

Harry was disappointed; his face showed it. He wanted to hurt Voldemort, even if it was through his lackeys.

"Beating up Death Eaters is your test," Alexander returned with a grin.

Harry’s face lighted up, “SCORE, what about my reward, what is it?” Harry asked anxiously. He had a feeling that he knew the answer, but he was trying to hold against hope. He didn’t want to get his hopes up, and then be disappointed.

“Well, if you survive the test… we go after a Horcrux,” Alexander replied, stopping at the middle for dramatic tension.

Harry now had his game face on, “What the hell are we standing around here for? We have a midterm to pass,” Harry said with conviction.

“Hold your horses, Harry, first things first. I don’t think you should be going into battle in school robes. I think this is more appropriate,” Alexander said as he snapped his fingers. Harry’s trunk appeared before them.

“What is this for?” Harry asked.

“Put on the armor the Weasleys gave you, Harry. I will be watching you fight to make sure you don’t get hurt. We both know you are too fast to get hit, but better safe than sorry,” Alexander explained.

“Valid point,” Harry said as he began to change into the armor. It felt a bit loose. “Guess Gryffindor was a bit larger than me,” Harry thought. Then, as he put on the helmet, the entire thing suddenly tightened around his body and fit him like a glove. “Guess that Gryffindor knew what he was doing,” Harry commented.

“Yea, I imagine so; he was a very powerful wizard after all,” Alexander replied. “Well then, it is time for us to go,” Alexander said as he grabbed onto Harry’s shoulder.”}<|channel|>final <|constrain|>json<|message|>{

Harry felt a familiar jerk; this time though he used his eyes, and he managed to see what was going on. Alexander had opened a portal, and now he was running through it carrying Harry with him. Then when they crossed the other side, they were at a village, and back in normal time. It looked somewhat familiar; Harry looked back and the portal was gone. “I always wondered how you got so far away that fast, guess I will be learning how to make those portals eventually huh?” Harry asked.

“Ah, Harry, good show, I figured you would eventually try to figure it out. I mean it is ridiculous to expect anyone to enjoy running obscene distances, even with powers. Yes, you will learn how to create portals soon enough; that is part of the next phase of your training,” Alexander replied.

“Well I thought portals only took you to another dimension, so is that where we are?” Harry asked.

“No, you can also use portals to travel over great distances on the same plane of existence,” Alexander replied. Harry had a bewildered face on. “In English then, you can also use them to travel to somewhere else on the planet Earth. Kind of like a shortcut between two places. It involves folding space; it is complicated, I will explain when the time comes. For now you have a test to pass,” Alexander concluded.

“Great so where are we?” Harry asked.

“About a block away from what used to be the house of Voldemort’s mother, grandfather, and uncle,” Alexander replied coolly.

“Why the bloody hell are we here? I thought Dumbledore destroyed the Horcrux that was hidden there?” Harry replied.

“Yes, the ring of Slytherin was destroyed. Now it rests next to Riddle’s diary in a cabinet in McGonagall’s office. Fortunately for us, Voldemort doesn’t know that” Alexander replied as he walked briskly.

“What do you mean fortunately for us?” Harry asked as he chased after his teacher.

“Keep your voice down and follow me” Alexander commanded as they snuck forward, as sun was dying in the horizon.

Harry followed stealthily till they got to the house Harry remembered from Dumbledore’s pensive.

Alexander pulled him down behind a fence. Ahead Harry could see two dark figures, they were dressed in Muggle clothes, but they looked ridiculous. Both were wearing mismatched clothes and looked totally out of place. They were sitting on lawn chairs in front of the house. Harry had to squint a bit to make out their faces, but soon realized who he was looking at. “Crabb and Goyle? What the hell are they doing here?” Harry asked

“Well from what I can gather, after he found out that Lucius Malfoy had used his journal and had gotten it destroyed, he felt like he needed to protect his other Horcruxes” Alexander began to explain.

“Well how did you even know they were here?” Harry asked.

Alexander thought about it for a second, "Maybe I should start at the beginning. I was trying to follow Dumbledore’s leads, so I went back to check on the places he had found the other Horcruxes. I hoped I would find clues to where we could find the rest. When I got here, though, I found a pair of Death Eaters guarding the door. So I decided to probe their minds. Apparently Voldemort has spread several teams throughout all England to places he calls “Key strategic positions.” Some of these seem very logical, like Diagon Alley, the Ministry, and Gringots. Others aren’t so logical, like here, the cave where you found the fake locket, and other weird geographic positions. He has told them only to spy and guard them; he didn’t tell them why. I guess he really doesn’t trust anybody with his secrets. If they see anything suspicious they are to summon a team of Death Eaters to come and fight. From what I can tell, Voldemort wants to guard his Horcruxes without arousing suspicion from his men; he probably has sent them to some places that hold absolutely no value to him, just to throw his friend and foes off what he really wants to protect. Himself," Alexander finished explaining.

"I see, so what exactly is my purpose here then? I mean you already know what they are doing here. You also know that they don’t have a clue where the other Horcruxes are," Harry commented.

"Well Harry, your job is quite simple," Alexander replied with a grin, "Draw out the teams of Death Eaters, beat them, and deliver them to Azkaban," Alexander replied as if it were a walk in the park.

Harry looked at him like he was insane, then he thought about it. “Come on, Harry, if you can’t take out a few, how are you going to take on an army? Besides, with your training this should be a walk in the park,” he thought. “Ok then, best get to it.” Harry replied and headed towards his two former school mates.

Crabb saw him first. “Who’s there? Identify yourself,” he commanded as he pointed his wand.

Goyle turned around and trained his wand on Harry.

“Come on guys, don’t you recognize me? I mean we used to go to school together after all,” Harry commented slyly as he lit his wand.

“Call them,” Goyle said as he threw a curse at Harry. Crabb said a spell then touched his arm where his Dark Mark was.

Meanwhile, Harry dodged Goyle’s curses and started to throw a few of his own. He wanted to keep them distracted until their reinforcements arrived. After about a minute, several loud pops were heard. That was his cue; he kicked on his eyesight. Everything was now moving in slow motion, and he could feel all the curses and foresee where they were heading. Harry realized he had the upper hand immediately; there were about 30 or so of them. The area was small, so they had very little mobility, and all of them were in front of him. The plan was easy: get behind them, and get to hurting. He dashed through the slow moving beams and headed towards the first Death Eater on the right side. The first volley of spells was a bit too much for Harry; he detected which of them were Killing Curses and dodged them first. He let one stunner graze his arm, but the armor he was wearing absorbed it easily. He danced through the rest; Alexander was right—bringing the armor was a good idea. Kept Harry from getting distracted by minor curses. He finally reached his first victim.

“Let the fun begin,” Harry thought. Then he drove his fist hard into the stomach of the Death Eater, spun around and drove his elbow into the back of his head. Then he went towards his next target; he saw all their faces first. He wanted to make sure they weren’t someone of value, someone who he would want to have “fun” with later. He wasn’t so he restricted himself to causing pain and wounds grave enough…

The Death Eaters blinked, and then Harry was gone. Their target wasn’t at the end of their spells like he was supposed to be. Instead they heard a scream from their left side. Several of them were now crumpled over and screaming in pain. Their limbs broken, clutching their stomachs, a few were even unconscious. They tried to revive them thinking it was a stunning spell of some sort, but they failed. These were not magical injuries; these were battle wounds. They looked around trying to find their target again.

“We must be surrounded by enemies under invisibility cloaks,” one said.

“Well what do we do about it?” another replied.

“Let’s get out of here,” screamed one of them.

“FOOL, the Dark Lord would have our hides,” spat another.

Crabb and Goyle had hidden behind their lawn chairs. Harry meanwhile had been inspecting the faces of all his assailants. With the exception of Crabb and Goyle he knew none of them. “Guess I will have to settle for some quick fun” he thought. Then stopped behind his two former classmates. “Hey guys, what you doing hiding back here?” he whispered standing behind them.

Both of them turned slowly and looked nervously behind them, “Boo,” Harry whispered. They both jumped and screamed and headed toward the Death‑Eaters. They all turned to see the two scared idiots coming toward them and a very smug Harry Potter standing there. They started throwing curses again; Harry had accelerated again. He threw the two lawn chairs toward them. They hit three Death‑Eaters hard, and they got on their knees. Harry was already behind them again; this time he had dodged all the beams. He now focused on his goal. He drew his wand and threw a full‑body bind on a weak‑looking Death‑Eater in the back. Then he began to systematically annihilate the rest. He started punching their ribcages, crushing their ribs, grabbing their arms and snapping them like twigs, sweeping their legs and breaking their femurs, smashing their kneecaps; after each impact he was met with a satisfying snap as the bones broke. Those that were hurling Killing Curses, though, suffered the worst fate. Harry aimed his pressure‑point magic at their backs; he wanted them paralyzed for life, cripples. Those who would use that curse deserved a fate worse than death. Being paralyzed would have to suffice.

The Death Eaters were growing scarred; all of them were slowly dropping like flies. All of them suffering grave wounds; screams of agony filled the air. Soon some of them tried to escape by Disapparating, they failed. There was a barrier placed around them, courtesy of Alexander who stood watching from behind a fence, sitting on a lawn chair, sipping a Margarita. “Now this is entertainment” he commented as he took a sip of his frosty beverage. Soon only half a dozen of them were left, Crabb and Goyle among them. Then four of them screamed in agony and crumpled on the floor. Only the two of them remained.

"Well boys, it seems like your posy is out of it," Harry commented as he appeared in front of them. He was holding on to their wand hands, then with a simple pressure, he crushed their wrists and heard a snap. Their limp hands dropped their wands. Harry then focused on their power points and quickly struck those that would cause temporary paralysis. Crabb and Goyle dropped to their knees, completely unable to use their bodies. Harry walked over to the one he had put the full body bind on; he was face‑down on the ground. He lifted him up with one hand and walked to the edge of the cabin, on the way he picked up a lawn chair with the other. He put the chair down, and then threw the Death Eater on it. "Tell your master that I don’t know or care for what he is doing sending you bastards out here. What I do care about is that I am going to hunt you down and send as many of you to Azkaban as I can. The bind I put on you should dissolve in a few minutes. Tell him to send better troops next time, these weaklings don’t mean anything to me," Harry spat at the Death Eater. The wizard looked scared; if he could have, he would have nodded.

Harry knew what he was doing; he wanted to ease Voldemort into a calm. He wanted Voldemort to think that he didn’t know about his precious Horcruxes, that he wasn’t seeking them, and that all he wanted was to capture his Death Eaters. If Voldemort thought this was true he would think he was invincible and when the time came, Harry could prove him wrong.

Harry walked back to the two idiots that were watching him; he pointed his fingers at them and then pressed some points in their legs and arms. "Now you two won’t be able to use any of that idiot brawn of yours. I have disabled your arms and legs in a way that will make you weaker than a first‑year schoolgirl. Have fun in Azkaban, don’t worry I will make sure that Draco isn’t far behind," Harry growled, then walked over to the bushes. "So Alexander, how do we get this scum to Azkaban?" Harry asked.

"Don’t worry, I will take care of it," Alexander said as he finished his margarita and got up. He walked over to the piles of Death Eaters. In a flash they were gone. Then he walked back calmly. The single Death‑Eater left in the chair was stunned.

"Did you portal them there?" Harry asked.

"Yep, the Aurors should find them all piled up in the courtyard at Azkaban," Alexander replied.

"Hey Alexander, I was thinking, maybe I shouldn’t have left that Death Eater there. I mean I know we need Riddle to think his Horcruxes are safe. But we lose the element of surprise if he knows how powerful I have become," Harry commented.

"Good, Harry, you are learning," Alexander said and then shot a beam at the Death‑Eater. "That should take care of it," he said.

"What did you do?" Harry asked curiously.

"Just modified his memory to think that it was a team of rogue Aurors under invisibility cloaks that did this," Alexander said coolly.

"You have to teach me that one sometime," Harry replied.

"Yeah, eventually, for now we still have a few more sights to visit," Alexander commented.

Harry was stunned. "Oh well, guess the Midterm is only beginning," Harry sighed.

Two hours, and three “Key Strategic Positions” later, Harry was tired. He had fought nearly a hundred Death Eaters. Azkaban would be pretty busy in the morning. “How many more of these to I have to do?” Harry asked exhausted.

“Just one more, but for now we will take a break,” Alexander said opening a portal to the training dimension. Harry happily followed him in. “You have two hours to meditate and replenish your energy; after that we return to your final battle,” he said.

“Thanks,” Harry said sarcastically.

“Drop the attitude, Harry, you haven’t even fought a fraction of Voldemort’s troops and look at how tired you are. How are you going to survive the final battle? Tonight was about more than defeating Death Eaters and destroying Horcruxes. It was about you seeing how far you have gone and how much farther you must go,” Alexander explained.

Harry regained a grim expression, “I understand; I will be ready,” he said simply. Alexander’s words had stung him; they were true. He needed to get stronger, “I can’t afford to sit on my laurels and think I can beat him like this,” he thought before entering deep meditation.

Harry had finished his meditation; Alexander had taken him to his final test for the evening. Harry now stood in a place that brought him back bitter memories. It was the same place that he and Dumbledore had visited the night Snape had betrayed them all. These were the cliffs over the cave where Voldemort would torture his childhood roommates at the orphanage. “Where are they?” Harry said angrily. His hatred fueled by the memories of that night.

“Over by those rocks,” Alexander replied, “Focus, Harry, get it done.” He finished.

"Understood," Harry replied as he walked forward. As he approached the two figures he realized who they were; it was Crabb and Goyle Senior, Lucius’ flunkies. They were the first people since their son that he had recognized. "I guess Voldemort only assigns people he or Lucius trust to guard his Horcruxes, that or complete idiots," Harry thought. He threw a curse at them to gain their attention; Harry wanted to get this over with quickly.

The two Death Eaters were startled by the blast; they had been expecting company thanks to a report that had just gotten to Voldemort from an operative who was sent to help their sons. Both were eager to get their hands on the bastards that had sent their sons to Azkaban. They touched their marks and around 70 Death Eaters appeared, all battle ready, some under invisibility cloaks.

Harry’s eyes were not fooled; he could see their energies. He wouldn’t be fooling around this time; he wasn’t in the mood for games. He dashed full speed impacting the first one on the ribcage so hard that he flew back knocking those behind them down. Harry then immediately did a 360 spinning kick that crashed into a Death Eater’s arm, sending him flying to the right into more Death Eaters. Harry then went for the next victim punching hard and fast, breaking his ribs. Then back handing another breaking his neck. He then dashed forward and kicked both his legs forward in rotating on his side; his feet went through five sets of legs before he slammed his fists down and stopped mid‑air. He then pulled himself forward, flipping himself into the air and then spinning into a kick that hit another in the back paralyzing him."

To the Death Eaters it seemed like hell on earth, they were falling fast. Or more like flying fast, their bodies were being launched around like rags. Some unconscious already, others screaming as they became human projectiles. They had no targets, they had no way of knowing who or what was attacking them.

Harry was in full fight mode, he rounder to the outside where stragglers were trying to run away since they couldn’t Disaperate out. He disabled them quickly and returned to the rest. In a matter of minutes he had finished them all off. His anger was still fresh. “Alexander I am done, send this scum to join their friends in Azkaban” Harry boomed.

“Sure, just calm down Harry, you really need to chill. I know this place brings back some bad memories, but relax” Alexander suggested as he quickly gathered and sent all the Death Eaters to the courtyard in Azkaban. Then modified the memory of the one that was left.

“Whatever, let’s go get the Horcrux” Harry spat angrily.

Alexander looked at him, “​ …??

Chapter 23 Venting and His Reward

"What? You bloody promised to take me to destroy a Horcrux if I passed your stupid test. Well, I knocked all their evil asses out, so let’s go. You owe me, Alexander, it was part of my deal to come back to Hogwarts," Harry roared angrily.

"I won’t take you in the state you are in. You need to be prepared both physically and mentally for a task like that. In the state you’re in you would only fail to destroy it," Alexander replied calmly.

"So what the hell do you want me to do, relax? I am pissed off; what the hell do you want from me?" Harry screamed back.

"Harry, you need to be calm and collected to face the magic of a Horcrux. I think right now what you need is to vent some anger," Alexander suggested.

"Well, I already beat all those Death Eaters up and sent them to Azkaban; what do you suggest I "vent" on?" Harry questioned impatiently.

Alexander thought for a second, then snapped his fingers. "I got it," he said and then grabbed Harry and jumped down toward the entrance to the cave. Then he opened the door with magic and entered.

Harry remembered this place; it still haunted his nightmares. In the water floated the bodies of zombies created by Voldemort to guard his Horcrux. Mindless killing machines whose only purpose was to destroy, and only weakness a fear of fire. "What are we doing here?" Harry asked, as he shook off his terrible memories.

"Venting," Alexander replied and then waved his hands. The water suddenly vanished; what was left now was a pit of lifeless bodies some of which were beginning to move. Alexander kicked Harry in.

“What the bloody hell are you doing?” Harry screamed as he saw the bodies starting to move toward him.

“Well, you needed to vent. No need to hold back on the dead; let it all out,” Alexander suggested.

“You want me to beat up zombies? They don’t feel pain,” Harry screamed back as he got into a fighting stance.

“You need to do something a bit more extreme than beating them up. You have a lot of anger to vent, and you are right in supposing that pain won’t slow them down,” Alexander replied.

“So what do you propose I do? Discuss things with them?” Harry replied bitterly.

“No, I suggest you fight for your life, beat them shit‑less, rip them limb from limb, and then beat them into a bloody pulp. I think after that you will have sufficiently calmed down to take on the Horcrux. Besides, nightmares are made to be faced and then destroyed. These bastards have haunted you; now it is your turn to be the nightmare and theirs to fear,” Alexander said gravely.

Harry looked at the approaching bodies with different eyes. These were his enemies—white, pale, blood‑thirsty bastards. They reminded him of Voldemort, and that was all the motivation he needed. “Let’s vent then,” he screamed and headed into battle. He began to mercilessly beat on the corpses, throwing them left and right. They would smash into a wall and then get back up again. Harry was relaxing a little, but something was still missing. It took him while, but he finally figured what it was. “Hey Alexander, would you mind…?” Harry asked as he choked one of the zombies.

Alexander rolled his eyes, “Fine,” he said and then waved his hands. The zombies now looked exactly like Voldemort and wore black robes.

"Oh yea, it’s on now, bitch," Harry said as he removed his armor and got down to nothing but his pants. He stepped up to one and started punching it and swaying back and forth. "Come on Tommy, is that the best you got?" he taunted as the zombie swung. Harry punched him as he shuffled his feet, "Fly like a Snitch, sting like a Bludger," Harry said as he started beating him with his left. The zombie just reeled after each punch; another zombie grabbed Harry and he punched it hard, making it fly into a wall. "Don’t interrupt, I will get to you," Harry continued to beat the zombie until he started to feel its neck giving way. "Oh well, time to finish you with my patented right hook," Harry said and then swung hard. The zombie’s head flew off and struck another zombie in the face, causing its head to fly off as well. "Score, bonus points," he said. Then jumped onto the next one; this time he kicked a roundhouse into its chest. Harry’s leg went through, "Feels kind a squishy. Odd. Damn now I am going to have to wash these pants. See what you made me do, Riddle," Harry said as he removed his leg and the zombie groaned trying to get him. "Oh shut up," Harry said and then jumped up, bringing his head down onto the zombie’s head, his leg chopping the zombie in half."

Harry then jumped on to his next victim, this time he pinned it to the ground and began to beat its face. After each line Harry drove his fist hard onto the zombie’s nose. “This is for my dad, this one is for my mom, this one is for Sirius, this one is for the Longbottoms, this one is for Dumbledore” He stopped here since the zombie no longer had a head anymore, it was flat as a pancake and buried in the earth. So he jumped on another one and continue, “This one is for the Philosopher Stone bullshit, this is for the time you fucking set the Basilisk loose, this one is for framing Hagrid, this one is for framing Sirius, this one is for having stupid Death Eaters like Malfoy” Jumps to the next one, “This is for ruining my Tri Wizard Tournament, this one is for kidnapping Mad Eye, this one is for Cedric, this one if for fucking up the Quidditch World Cup, this one is for killing that nice Muggle guy” Harry jumped to the next one, “This one is for that stupid fucked up spell of yours to bring yourself back, this one is for making everyone believe I was insane, this one is for getting Dumbledore suspended, this one is for making me deal with a stupid bitch like Umbridge, this one is for trying to jack a prophesy”.

He moves to the next one; "This one is for starting drama at the Ministry, this one is for Sirius going through the veil, this one is for thinking you could out‑duel Dumbledore, this one is for plotting on Hogwarts, this one is for getting him killed." Harry jumps again, "This one is for that git Snape being a traitor, this one is for your stupid Horcruxes, this one is for being an evil bastard, this one is for being a thief, this one is for thinking you could be a teacher." Leaps to the next one, "This is for Hermione, this is for Ron, this is for the Weasleys, this is for making me break up with my girlfriend, this one is for Neville."

{"corrected_text":"Harry leapt up, he shakes himself off, by this point he is covered in…well stuff. “AND THIS…IS FOR ME, AND FOR MAKING MY LIFE A LIVING FUCKING HELL” Harry screamed, tears in his eyes. Being an orphan, being raised by idiot Muggles, living in fear, having to fight loosing [sic] and suicidal battles, having to be surrounded by death, loosing all those he loves. All of this flashing through his head, he dashes forward. He begins to relentlessly beat up zombies.”}

Alexander watched in stunned silence; Harry ripped the arms off a zombie and then began beating it up with them. Then he grabbed another one's leg, ripped it off, and… "Oh that is sick, Harry there is no way you are going to get that leg to fit in it’s…damn I guess I was wrong" Alexander commented. Harry then ripped off its other leg and swung it straight into another zombie’s skull, "That redefines putting your foot in your mouth I guess." Then Harry grabbed two zombies by the legs and then swung them together hard; there was a sickening clap, and sputter as their two bodies exploded on impact. Harry then ripped off another zombie’s head and… "No Harry, don’t. Oh that has got to hurt. Guess that one definitely is a new use for having your head up your ass." Harry did not relent and continued on his rampage. He pilled several of them and then piledrove a zombie into the middle impaling them. Then he jumped up and down, stomping them into a puddle of crushed bones and "stuff". Meanwhile screaming, "Die, die, die you evil worthless pile of snake shit. Dark Lord my ass, die, die, die a lot," he continued. Finally after a few hours, Harry had finished them all; the scene was…disturbing to say the least. Body parts every where, crushed bodies, mangled corpses, "stuff" everywhere. Harry was covered in it, he reeked of death. "So Harry, you feel better?" Alexander asked.

"Yea that was terribly therapeutic. I think I am fine now," Harry replied. Then looked back, "I am going to kill Riddle, I am going to kill him a lot" he said in a very disturbingly insane way.

"Yea Harry, you will kill him a lot," Alexander said as he patted him on his shoulders and led him out. He levitated Harry’s things behind him. "You know, Harry, I was wondering if you would be interested in something Muggles like to call 'Therapy'. I think it is you REALLY should look into it; might do wonders for you," Alexander commented as he took a glance back at the carnage.

When they got outside, Harry took a deep breath and let out a big sigh. He was feeling like a million Galleons. "The smell of the ocean is nice," he commented dreamily.

Alexander looked at him in the moonlight. "Yea, riiiiiight. Hold still," Alexander said then raised his hands. Harry levitated over the ocean, and then a big stream of water surged from the ocean and engulfed him. After a minute he floated back to shore; Alexander waved his hands again and Harry was dry.

"What the bloody hell was that for?" Harry asked angrily.

"Dude you stank," Alexander replied with a grin, waving his hand and clothing Harry in his armor again.

Harry smelled himself. "Yea, you have a point," he said and then chuckled. "So what now?" Harry asked.

"Now we go get you your reward, a Horcrux," Alexander said and then opened a portal dragging Harry with him.

Harry opened his eyes and saw he was at a very familiar place. "You have to teach me that. Why are we at my house?" Harry commented as he looked around the House of Black.

"Well, Harry, remember that night you met me?" Alexander asked back.

"Yea, what of it?" Harry replied.

“I dug into your mind that day and found a very interesting memory” Alexander commented and then waved his hand. A cloud appeared before them and a memory began to play. It was the time back in Harry’s fifth year when they had been cleaning the House of Black.

“Yea I remember, we were trying to clean it up so it could serve as a proper Headquarters for the Order” Harry commented.

“Recognize anything?” Alexander asked as they continued to see the memory.

“No not really…It can’t be” Harry stopped as he saw what was in the memory. There he was cleaning and he was trying to open a stupid locket he had found. Failing to do so, he threw it into a desk drawer in the drawing room. That golden locket had a snake on it, because it belonged to a snake, a very unlikable one. “That fucking Horcrux has been in the Order Headquarters all this time! Right under our bloody noses” Harry commented bitterly.

“Yep, good thing I scanned your memories huh? I mean we would have found it eventually, after all those initials R.A.B. that you found in the fake one would have eventually led us to Regulus Arcturus Black. We always figured Voldemort killed him because he had betrayed him. Guess old Tommy didn’t even fathom how much Regulus had betrayed him.” Alexander explained as he followed Harry to the drawing room.

Harry had listened, but his main focus was on getting to that locket. He quickly dashed in to the drawing room and opened the drawer in the desk in question. Only to find it empty. “What the hell, where the hell is it?” Harry screamed desperately.

“Shush, Harry, we don’t want to wake up the entire house. Remember this is Order Headquarters after all,” Alexander said, putting his finger on his lips.

“Well, the bloody locket is gone; how do you expect me to react?” Harry spat bitterly.

“Relax, Harry, I have it right here.” Alexander said, pulling out and showing it to Harry. “Did you really expect me to leave this thing just lying around for anyone to find? This thing is very dangerous after all,” Alexander commented.

“Yes, excellent; now let’s destroy it,” Harry said quickly.

“Woe, woe, hold your horses, Harry. First of all, you will be doing the destroying; remember this is your destiny and yours alone. Secondly, let us move this to a place we aren’t afraid of destroying; this might get messy.” Alexander explained, signaling the room.

“Good point,” Harry replied, remembering the damage the ring had caused to Dumbledore’s hand.

Alexander opened a portal and they both stepped through. This world was very different; it seemed to be a very large white room, everything was white. Harry and Alexander were the only color anywhere. In the center were two white cushions for them to sit on. “This place is creepy,” Harry commented.

“I know, but it is great for disposing of dangerous things. This dimension can heal itself very quickly. Plus the whiteness allows for a quicker state of meditation. Both these traits will be essential to destroying this locket and the remaining Horcruxes.” Alexander explained.

“I see; well I guess you know more about this than I do. The one I destroyed was just a stupid book,” Harry commented.

"Well, yes and no, you see, Harry, that journal I think was Riddle’s first Horcrux. Not as powerful as the rest of them, and also not as dangerous. But I fear that if anyone other than you had done it, the damage it would have caused would have been gigantic," Alexander continued.

"Why is that? Why am I the only one who can safely destroy them?" Harry asked.

"In truth, Harry, it is because you have some of Voldemort in you. When he gave you that scar he transferred some of his power. That power makes the Horcruxes think that you are their master, and as such they don’t react violently to you destroying them," Alexander concluded.

"I see," Harry said, shuddering at the thought of having anything to do with Voldemort within him. "Well, whatever gets the job done I guess," he sighed.

"That is the spirit, now let me explain to you what you need to do," Alexander began, "A Horcrux as you know holds a piece of its master's soul. As such it also has a purpose and power. Riddle’s diary was a sloppy attempt; its power was that of transferring a mind image into reality. By the time he had made it, he realized his mistake. That diary would create another version of himself, the last thing he needed was competition. So in every subsequent Horcrux, Voldemort imbedded a part of his personality to tempt the user, to turn him to the Dark Arts if you will. Once this was accomplished, the Horcrux would force that person to bring Voldemort back if he was dead, otherwise it would lead him to the Voldemort’s presence and there he would deal with the user accordingly. Your mission will be to fight off whatever Riddle put in it and then use your power to destroy it," Alexander finished explaining.

"How the hell do you know all this?" Harry asked.

"Even though it was destroyed, there was enough left of that diary Horcrux that I managed to delve into some of its memories. But the journal only goes up to the point where Riddle created the second Horcrux. So I learned why he changed his method of creating them, and what it was that he put into the locket," Alexander explained.

"We ... .. … The i … ??

Right, you need to sit on the cushion, focus your mind, and put on the locket. Once that is done, focus on sending power to it; this will cause it to react thinking you are Riddle himself. After that you are on your own." Alexander concluded.

Great, that just sounds perfect," Harry said bitterly as he sat down. "I securely hope you know what I am doing…or something like that," Harry said as he put the locket on. He focused his mind and sent a surge of power toward the locket. Immediately he felt a surge of power from it; his mind was no longer blank. Something was speaking to him.

Hello Harry, a venomous voice hissed.

Who the hell are you?" Harry asked.

Why am I you, of course," it replied.

No, you are not; you don’t sound like me," Harry responded.

But I am you, and I am telling you that you have a mission to accomplish," it hissed.

What mission are you talking about? My only mission is to kill Voldemort," Harry answered.

No, Harry, our mission is to kill all the Mudbloods and Muggles, remember?" it hissed back.

Kill all the Muggles and Mudbloods…kill all the Muggles and Mudbloods…yes, that is our mission," Harry replied as hatred invaded his being.

Yes, we need to wipe out every single one of those unworthy ones," it hissed.

Yes, they are the ones responsible for our world going out of control," Harry hissed.

Only pure‑bloods must remain; we need to make the world worthy," the voice hiss to ...

“Yes, Voldemort is our master, we need to cleanse the world for Lord Voldemort” Harry hissed.

“Destroy all the Muggles” the voice hissed and then images of men, women, and children Harry had met surged through his head.

“Destroy all the Muggles” Harry found himself saying, “But I like some of the Muggles” he added.

“No remember the unworthiness of the Muggles” the voice hissed back and then Harry saw the Dursleys.

“Yes, must kill all Muggles” Harry replied. Those bastards would pay for their dirty unworthiness.

“Kill all the Mudbloods and Mudblood lovers” the voice replied and Harry’s mind was filled with images of Muggleborn, half Blood, and Mudblood loving wizards and witches.

“Yes, kill all the Mudbloods and traitors” Harry replied. Then something flashed in his mind, “Hermione is a Mudblood, no not a Mudblood, she is Muggleborn. Only idiots call them Mudbloods. Ron loves Mud…Muggleborns, Ron loves Hermione. Ron and Hermione are my friends” Harry thought. “You fucking bastard, you are not me” Harry said focusing all his mind and power. “I am Harry Potter, I care for Muggles, I care for Half bloods, and Muggleborns, I care for those that love Muggleborns. You are not me; you are a piece of that git son of a bitch, racist, asshole Voldemort. I am a Half blood just like Riddle your master is” Harry spat angrily.

“TRAITOR” it hissed, “YOU MUST DIE” it continued.

Suddenly Harry felt his head burning and his chest throbbing. The locket was trying to destroy his mind, filling his mind with painful memories and trying to break him. Harry didn’t crack; instead he got pissed. “OH HELLS THE FUCK NO. You want a piece of me? You shitty piece of crappy jewelry, filled with the shitty soul of an idiot. You don’t have a clue who the fuck you just messed with.” Harry growled and then focused his mind.

“What are you doing?” the locket hissed in Harry’s head as it felt its powers blocked. “How are you stopping me, half‑breed?” it hissed.

He turned on his Xchio full force; he projected all his body’s energy towards his mind. “Take this, you bastard,” Harry said and then sent a psychic jolt to the locket.

“Ahh, ahh, aaaaaaahhh, noooo, stoop. Please stooooop, aaaaaaaaah” the voice hissed as it felt the blast overcome it.

Suddenly the locket glowed bright red, as if melting, and then exploded violently. Both Harry and Alexander were unphased. Harry opened his eyes, “So did I get it?” he asked smugly.

“Yea Harry, you got it,” Alexander replied smiling at his pupil’s victory.

“Score, I am the greatest” Harry said as he got up and jumped triumphantly smirking at his victory. “So where is the locket?” he asked looking at his chest.

“Well…it is kind of all over the place” Alexander said as he looked around the room.

“Can you fix it?” Harry asked with an evil grin on his face.

Alexander caught onto Harry’s plan, “Yea Harry, I can fix it. It will look like new, only minus the chunk of evil soul,” he replied, returning the evil grin. He waved his hand and the locket pieces flew into his hand and melded back together to form the locket. Alexander handed it back to Harry.

“Sweet, it looks just like new” Harry commented. “Now let’s get back to school so you can place it next to the other two,” he added as he gave it back to Alexander.

“Let’s head home then,” Alexander said and began to open the portal. He stopped, “Oh, and Harry,” he said.

“Yea?” Harry replied.

“Congratulations, you just passed your Midterm and are one step closer to defeating that bastard. Next week we start the next phase of your training,” Alexander said smiling.

“Thanks Axel,” Harry said and Alexander crossed the portal. “Three down, three to go…then your ass is mine Riddle,” Harry said and then followed his teacher.

Chapter 24 Let The Games Begin

Alexander and Harry appeared back at Hogwarts. The moon was out and the lake was illuminated as the giant squid came up to play. “Bloody hell, that was a tiring night,” Harry commented.

“Well, what did you expect after fighting all those Death Eaters? The bright side is that you did it unscathed,” Alexander replied.

“Yea, but I am tired as hell,” Harry added as he wiped the sweat from his brow.

“True, you still don’t have enough control over your powers to fight large groups of Death Eaters. You waste too much energy, and you don’t have enough to begin with. It is all part of the training; the next phase will teach you to harness more power from nature,” Alexander replied.

Harry frowned, “More training? Come on, Alexander, I can take out Voldemort and all his lackeys easily. You saw how I did today,” Harry answered.

“Harry, the truth of the matter is that you are underestimating your opponent. Voldemort is stronger than you think, and he doesn’t fight clean. Thankfully he is not as bad as Grindelwald, but he is still a menace,” Alexander responded.

“What do you mean?” Harry asked curious as to what the previous Dark Lord was like.

“Grindelwald was stronger than Harry; he used very old and dark magic. He never fought on the front lines; he always stood in the background and manipulated his forces like pawns. He used wizards, magical creatures, and Muggles as puppets, sometimes they didn’t even know they were being manipulated. His forces were solid in all parts of the world; he summoned them all to Europe for the war. His numbers were unbeatable, and near the end he perfected a weapon that guaranteed him victory. He would have eventually conquered the world if Dumbledore hadn’t disposed of him,” Alexander explained.

“So how did Dumbledore stop him?” Harry asked.

“He outsmarted him, got him away from his forces, and then tricked him. Voldemort in that aspect is smarter; he keeps enough manpower around him that … the … … …… ….. ... …… ...

There aren’t that many. Voldemort capitalized on the power vacuum left by Grindelwald. When he rose, most of Grindelwald's forces worldwide flocked to a new leader. When he fell for the first time, those forces didn’t disband. They went into hiding and rebuilt themselves into smaller independent cells causing trouble in their respective countries. Now that Voldemort has publicly returned, those forces have rejoined him. Riddle will have more power soon as he is already gathering magical creatures to do his bidding. I also heard a rumor that he wants to use innocent wizards on his front lines, all under the Imperious curse. All in all Harry, this isn’t a fight that you will win alone," Alexander replied.

"I have to win it alone; I don’t want to lose anyone else. I don’t want more deaths on my conscience," Harry spat bitterly.

Alexander grabbed Harry and shook him, "Those deaths are Voldemort’s fault not yours. You have done nothing but good, Harry, don’t forget that," Alexander said loudly so as to make it sink in.

Harry looked away, "I still want to fight alone, teach me to be stronger Axel. Teach …...

Alexander thought for a moment, “Yes, it is possible, but such power always comes at a price, at a terrible price. The last person who received it regretted that decision bitterly. Nothing in this world comes free, Harry; the greater the power, the greater the price. Just look at Riddle—he has basically sold his soul and ripped it apart, just to be immortal. He is no longer human; he is a thing,” Alexander explained.

“Still, I want that power; I want to be able to beat him on my own,” Harry insisted.

“Harry, the training I will give you will be enough for now. IF and ONLY IF you ever need that level of power, then I will teach you.” Alexander said with finality.

Harry was not pleased, but he was still going to get stronger. For now that would be enough for him. When the time came he would convince his teacher. “Ok, ok, I understand,” he said disappointedly.

Alexander knew what Harry was thinking, and to a certain extent he was pleased with his desire to get stronger. Harry wanted that power so that no one else would have to fight this war. “How little you know, Harry, of what is to come. How little you know of what that bitch is capable of. She will soon make her presence known, and when she does, then I will teach you the power you desire,” Alexander thought to himself. “Well, Harry, head to bed; you have had a long day, and you are now one step close to fulfilling your destiny. Besides tomorrow will be another long day for you,” Alexander ordered with a large grin.

“Yes sir, see you tomorrow,” Harry replied happily, now knowing what his teacher was smirking about. Then he headed straight to his bed.

The next morning Harry awoke and headed straight to breakfast. It was a Sunday and he wanted to spend it relaxing as much as possible. As he entered the dining hall, many eyes were trained on him; Harry felt like he was forgetting something. As he took a seat next to the Black Marauders, he continued to stare at the silent stares.

“Hey mate, what’s the matter?” Ron asked Harry.

“I don’t know, Redfang, I have a feeling everyone is looking at me,” Harry replied.

The Black Marauders looked around. “Snuffles, what did you expect? Everyone is looking forward to the massacre today,” Rose answered.

“Massacre, what are you talking about, Crimsonsnow?” Harry asked.

“Bloody hell, Snuffles, don’t tell me you forgot?” Seamus spat.

“Forgot about what, Pooka? What the bloody hell are you all talking about?” Harry answered.

“Harry, tell me you didn’t forget that today is Sunday?” Hermione asked.

“Yes, so,” Harry spat back.

“Well, on Bloody Sunday is when duels occur,” Neville replied.

“And you have a duel today,” Ginny added.

“Duel…duel…” Harry thought, and then it hit him. “Oh riiiiiight, damn, I forgot all about it. All those blokes that want payback for the prank with Snuffles Secret Serum,” Harry said with a grin at the memory of that fun morning.

“Not just any duel, Snuffles, a massive duel. You accepted a battle royal; you are fighting 23 students in a free‑for‑all,” Ginny said worriedly.

“Yes, well, like you said it is a free‑for‑all, I think I have a good shot at winning. It’s every wizard and witch for himself after all,” Harry said with a smile; even he was not this thick but he would play along. Watching his friends squirm was fun.

“Are you daft Harry? All those 23 people will be aiming at your head. They all want payback against you!” Hermione exclaimed.

“Ah, nonsense, I am sure they will play fair,” Harry said with a wicked grin.

They all looked at him incredulously. Harry proceeded to stuff himself; he had used a lot of energy yesterday and was replenishing it rapidly. Even Ron was in awe at the speed and quantity increase in his meals. They all sat silently and prepared to take Harry to the hospital wing after the duel.

Harry walked towards the large dueling area set up for the Battle Royal. Twenty‑three sets of angry eyes were looking in his direction. The rest of the school was divided, half cheering for him, the other cheering for his demise.

“Harry, are you sure that you know what you are doing?” Rose asked.

“Yea, yea, no worries,” Harry replied.

“Mate, you’re so going to die,” Ron said, half smiling.

“Now Redfang, have some faith in your leader,” Harry responded.

“Oh, we have faith, but you are going to need a miracle,” Ginny replied with worry.

“Relax Silentnight, it will all work out,” Harry said confidently as he stepped through the magical protective barrier around the ring.

“Wizards and witches, welcome to the first ever battle royal. We have 24 of your fellow classmates that will be battling in a free‑for‑all. Last wizard or witch standing wins. The rules are simple: no nudity, no Unforgivables, and nothing lethal; anything else is fair game. Is everyone ready?” Alexander asked, the group nodded. “Begin,” he screamed and then stepped back.

And begin it did, suddenly 23 spells were headed in Harry’s direction. Harry knew he had to keep his powers in check; he didn’t want to give out his secret. So he ran to the side and then dove shooting a spell from his wand. All the spells hit where he had been standing a fraction of a second earlier, barely missing him. The spell Harry threw pushed them all back like a wave, but they were all standing. Harry rushed towards them while they were distracted by his first spell. Some had already gotten their bearings back and were shooting spells at him. He deftly dodged with ease and then proceeded to attack again, this time the spell made the floor slippery. Soon all 23 of them were slipping and falling on the ground. Meanwhile Harry moved forward and began his attack. He would contain his punches, he started knocking the wind out of male classmates and shooting quick stunners on the females. Another wave of spells came at him from the left and he rolled on of his classmates around to use him as a human shield. Harry shot black smoke from the tip of his wand, preventing his remaining opponents from seeing him. But he could see them using his special eyesight. They were blindly shooting spells, some hitting each other. Harry capitalized; he started shooting stunners at them while dodging those aimed at him. Slowly the smoke cleared. Harry was the only one standing, as 6 students were struggling to get on their feet. Harry sent stunner to finish them off.

“Well looks like we have a winner, congratulations to Harry Potter on a most impressive Battle Royal” Alexander exclaimed loudly and most followed his example and began to clap.

Harry blushed and bowed, “Thank you, thank you, you are too kind. Thank you, thank you.” He said loudly and then headed towards his friends.

“Mate that was bloody brilliant,” Ron exclaimed.

“We thought you were a goner,” Hermione added.

“Yes, I mean you were outnumbered 23 to 1,” Neville said.

“We thought you were daft with what you were saying earlier,” Seamus replied while grinning.

“You have to be the best dueler in the entire school, Harry,” Ginny said with adoration.

“Where did you learn to duel like that?” Rose asked with curiosity. It was obvious to her that Harry was hiding something; he was getting professional training. That duel was beyond impressive, and she got the impression he was intentionally holding back. Alexander was the only explanation that came to mind.

“Well, I have been fighting your father for a while now; I had to learn to fight back. You would be surprised what you can learn in books, am I right Spitfire?” Harry said and at the end looked towards Hermione.

Hermione glowed, “Of course you are right Snuffles, I have always told you all that books are the key to getting stronger. You never know when a particular piece of knowledge will come in handy. I am glad at least one of you pays attention to what I say,” she lectured in a know‑it‑all tone. Truth of the matter was that she didn’t have a clue where Harry could have picked up those spells; the ones she recognized were straight out of the Restricted Sections oldest books.”

Everyone rolled their eyes. Harry grinned. Rose, on the other hand, was not so sure. It was possible, after all, her father had once told her that Hogwarts held much power in its books. But only in those in the Restricted Section, suddenly Hermione’s new ability to speed‑read seemed very dangerous. Next time Hermione went to the Restricted Section, Rose would be with her.

The rest of the day went by fast; the remaining duels of the day seemed boring after Harry’s. After doing some homework and eating dinner they all headed to bed early anticipating the week.

The next morning Harry woke up feeling sore from the strain his muscles were under. While giving him great speed and power, the techniques Alexander had taught him put the body under a lot of strain. “Bloody hell I don’t feel like walking today,” Harry blurted out as he stretched his arms out.

“Oh shut up, Harry, some of us are trying to sleep,” Ron yawned as he too was starting to wake.

“Yea, Harry, I was dreaming of Ginny,” Neville said as he too got up.

Harry laughed. “What is so funny, Snuffles?” Seamus asked.

“Oh nothing; it is a Muggle thing. There is a show called I Dream of Genie in the Muggle world, it just seemed funny that Neville mentioned it,” Harry replied.

“Oh whatever, guess we need to get ready for school. Personally I really don’t feel like walking to class today. It is bloody cold in the castle.” Ron replied.

“Yea, it be nice if we could just move around in our beds,” Neville said as he got up and started heading for the shower shivering.

Harry had an idea, his face illuminated in a diabolical smile. Ron caught sight of it and knew immediately that his friend was up to something.

"Snuffles, what are you plotting?" Ron asked.

Harry remained silent; Seamus now looked over at Harry as well. "Redfang I believe you are right, our leader is up to something," he replied. "Snuffles…Harry" he chanted as he moved his hand up and down in front of Harry’s face.

"Oh this is big, go get the girls, I’ll hurry Swiftblades out of the bathroom," Ron ordered excitedly.

They both headed off as Harry just stood there, a plan forming in his mind. Soon Neville came out dressed in his robes, and the girls came up dressed as well.

"Pooka what is all this about?" asked Hermione. Seamus pointed at Harry, "Oh no" she cried as she saw his face.

"Oh yes," replied Ginny excitedly looking at Harry.

"He is up to something" added Rose.

"How long has he been like this?" asked Neville.

"Since you went into the shower," replied Ron.

"Haaaaarrrryyyy" Rose said slowly as she moved her hand back and forth in front of his dazed face.

"Oh this is going to be good," Ginny said wickedly.

"I hope we don’t get expelled for his next harebrained scheme," Hermione said strictly.

"Oh let loose Spitfire, live a little," Neville replied.

"How long do you think he will stay like that?" Ron asked trying to distract his girlfriend.

"The longer it takes, the better the prank will be," Seamus commented.

"You sure this doesn’t have anything to do with your dad, Crimsonsnow?" Ginny asked with a tone of viciousness.

Rose acted offended, but she wondered that as well, "I don’t know why you are asking me Silentnight, I always thought you were the Death Eater," she spat viciously.

"Oh you little…" Ginny started but was cut off as Harry stood up with a jolt.

I’ve got it, I am bloody, stinking brilliant,” Harry exclaimed and then looked around. “Oh good you are all here.”

“Snuffles, what are you up to?” Hermione asked.

“You mean what are we up to?” replied Seamus.

Harry smiled wickedly. “Here’s the plan: listen up; it is a good one. Remember my duel yesterday,” he asked and everyone nodded. “Well here is what we are going to do…” he began.

Headmistress McGonagall was heading down the hall from her study. She had had a very interesting night courtesy of a certain product the Weasley Wizard Wheezes had recently started distributing. She was smiling when all of a sudden she found herself slipping and landing on the floor.

Remus Lupin was heading down some stairs; he was thinking about his fiancée. Tonks had always been a spitfire; he was looking forward to married life. It would surely never be dull while married to the cousin of his best friend. Her Metamorphagus abilities came in handy for her job but were even handier when it came to playing tricks on the poor werewolf. She had looked past his condition and had fallen in love with the wizard he was. He was happy for the first time in a long while. As he pondered all these things, a sudden feeling of weightlessness took over, as he suddenly slipped and did a 360 in the air landing on his stomach and slipping briskly down the stairs.

All around the castle people were finding themselves slipping onto the floor. What is more, they were slipping forward without any injury or pain. McGonagall was moving very fast; the corridor she was on was long but soon she would crash into a wall. She tried to slow herself down or grab hold of the ground but found that this was impossible. It was almost like she was floating just above the ground. As the wall approached, her mind went blank. “Oh no, this is going to hurt,” she thought, but suddenly she turned the corner automatically and headed down the next corridor without losing speed. “Well at least I will be alive to punish whoever did this,” she said to herself. Suddenly she was joined by Remus Lupin who was in a similar predicament as hers.

“Good morning, Headmistress; seems like we both are in a boggle, no doesn’t it?” Lupin said with a wry smirk.

“Remus, cut the comedy; this is not funny. This sliding down the halls is downright dangerous,” Minerva said angrily.

“Oh come on, Minerva, you have to admit. This is sort of funny, besides from what I can tell this spell protects us from harm. I fell down stairs and I don’t even have a bruise,” Lupin added.

“That is true, but this is still outrageous and quite strange. I wonder how this happened,” Minerva replied.

“I am more concerned with where we are going. I know we are moving forward, I just don’t have a clue to where,” Lupin commented.

“Well, I was heading down to breakfast; I think this general direction takes us to the Great Hall. I gather that is where we are heading,” Minerva responded.

“Something tells me that Harry and the Marauders had a hand in this,” Lupin answered.

"Yes, indeed, this does seem like the work of troublemakers. I just wish I could walk straight up to the Gryffindor Common Room so I could tell them all off and wring their necks," Minerva replied as she expected to head for the Hall.

"You and me both," Lupin said, trying to hide his smile. This was brilliant and fun; no one was getting hurt by it, all in all it seemed like a very good prank.

When they got to the corner something happened that neither expected; suddenly they turned the opposite way and started heading to a different part of the castle. Students were flying by on their way to the Great Hall; teachers were trying to calm some hysterical students down.

"Well looks like everyone is heading to the Great Hall, I wonder why we changed directions," Lupin asked.

"At this point I have given up trying to understand this; I just know that I will be glad to punish the Black Marauders if they are responsible for this," Minerva replied.

"Well go easy on them, Minerva, this is to an extent very fun and so far extremely harmless," Lupin commented.

"Now, now Remus, that may be true, but we must discourage such behavior. Otherwise, who knows what dreadful thing they will come up with next," Minerva commented as they approached some steps.

"Looks like we are going up," Lupin commented as they slid up the steps as if the laws of gravity were almost void. "This is the way to the Gryffindor Common Room."

"I think I have part of this spell figured out. Apparently one goes were one wants to go," Minerva replied.

"What do you mean?" Lupin asked.

"Well, we both wanted to go see Harry to wring his neck; now that is where we are going," Minerva surmised.

"Yea, I think you are right," Lupin added.

Suddenly they both saw the Black Marauders heading down, laughing and joking.

"Snuffles, you have outdone yourself this time," Ron commented as he sat on an invisible slide.

"This is so much fun," Ginny commented.

"Hey, can we move faster?" Seamus asked.

"Yea, just say ‘move faster’ and that should do it," Harry replied.

"Mr. Potter," rang the voice of Minerva McGonagall.

Harry cringed as he saw the Headmistress heading up the stairs in their direction. "Yes, Headmistress," he replied.

"Do not try to deny it this time; we both heard the entire thing," Minerva said as she pointed toward Remus and herself.

Minerva and Lupin kept going upward and passed the teens moving down. "Harry, how the hell do you control this thing?" Lupin asked as he headed upward with the Headmistress.

"Well, how should I know," Harry replied innocently.

McGonagall was furious and was about to tell Harry off when Lupin stopped her. "Harry, I suggest you fess up while you can. Lying at this point will only get you into further trouble; we heard you take the blame as we came upward," Lupin added with a smirk.

Harry was cooked, "Oh well, if I must. Just say where you want to go, then you will head there. If you want to move faster or slower, just say so and you will," Harry replied defeated.

McGonagall and Lupin did so and soon enough caught up with the Marauders and together they headed towards the Great Hall.

"Mr. Potter, this little spell of yours—how exactly does it work and how long will it last?" asked the very irate Headmistress.

Harry sensed the hostility in her question, “Well, Headmistress, this is actually two spells. One that creates a sliding surface around the castle; the other tunes into where the user wants to move and propels him in that direction,” Harry replied as seriously as he could. The other Marauders were trying hard not to laugh. “The spell should wear out by dinner.”

“Harry, what exactly are we supposed to do all day?” Lupin asked before McGonagall could.

“Well, I don’t really see a problem,” Harry replied simply.

“What do you mean there is no problem? Everyone is sliding around,” McGonagall said angrily.

Harry could hardly contain his laughter. “Well, I don’t see the problem; take it as a day off from walking. As long as everyone knows how it works, we should all be able to move around freely,” Harry replied as he began to chuckle.

“This is not funny, Mr. Potter; this is a grave matter. You and your Marauders will have two days’ detention for it,” McGonagall stated plainly.

Harry was shocked; the Headmistress had obviously gone easy on him. “Understood,” said all the Marauders as they slid into the Great Hall and each stopped in their usual seat.

McGonagall sat at the main table and looked at the hall. She was surprised that everyone was there except the Slytherins. Only Slughorn, their head of house, was there. “Professor Slughorn, where is your house?” asked the Headmistress.

"I haven’t the foggiest," Slughorn replied innocently. The truth is he did know; he and his students were under an old SOCK spell. It took them to the opposite place they wanted to be, it was quite confusing unless you knew how to use it. In order to go to the Great Hall you needed to say you wanted to go to the bathroom. Probably for the rest of the day the Slytherins would be lost in the castle. If memory served him there was a dead‑end point that is where most would eventually find themselves. That point was right above the Great Lake. Whenever the user desired to be anywhere but where they were, they would end up there. When the spell ran out, they would all be dunked into the lake; it would be hilarious. Slughorn nodded his approval to Harry and the Black Marauders.

Harry acknowledged it and then proceeded to heed his Headmistress’s call. She was furious and wanted to find the Slytherins.

"Mr. Potter, where are the Slytherins?" Minerva asked.

Harry had prepared for this, and as if on cue, half the Slytherin house rolled up to their table. "Right there I believe, Headmistress," Harry replied confidently.

Minerva saw them come in and sit down, visibly confused. Only half of them were there, but obviously the prank had been equally distributed to all houses. The other Slytherins must be off doing something else with the spell. "Oh well, I guess the other snakes figured it out. You may continue eating, Mr. Potter."

Harry returned to the table and then saw his Headmistress explain the situation to all the people there. Everyone, including the Slytherins, cheered and found it to be a very fun thing to do all day. The Harry and the Black Marauders were just smiling at the fact that Harry’s third spell had worked; it was designed to take all those Slytherin without evil in them around the school once and then into the hall. After that, the spell would work normally on them, for the evil half, though, they would suffer the negative effects of going to the opposite place they wanted to be and eventually their minds would trap them in the lake.

“This is funny, there is no way any of those thick heads will figure this out,” Ron commented.

“Isn’t that the pot calling the cauldron black?” Hermione said with a smile as everyone laughed.

“Still Redfang is right; those poor snakes don’t have a chance in hell of figuring it out. They are likely to bitch and moan their way to the lake and then bitch and moan some more. The only way out of the lake is to want to be at the lake, only a Ravenclaw could possibly figure that out.” Harry explain …

Everyone headed to their classes. McGonagall had sent out search parties throughout the castle to find the missing students. Harry sat through his classes and tried to stay out of trouble. He really didn’t want McGonagall to give his fellow Black Marauders any more detention. All the detention Harry was getting was really only used for training, so in essence it was nothing out of the usual. Dinner time finally came and Harry and the Black Marauders braced themselves. They knew that if they even smirked a little, the very distraught and furious Headmistress would have their hides. They needed to act perfectly innocent or else.

McGonagall was visibly worried; the missing Slytherin were heavy on her mind. Half of her worried for their safety, the other half worried that they had been pulled out in lieu of some sort of attack. Her fears were soon laid to rest as a group of soaking wet, hungry, and pissed‑off Slytherins entered the Great Hall. They all stared towards Harry and the Black Marauders, hatred in their eyes. McGonagall saw this and followed their gaze to Harry and his friends; she scanned them like a hawk looking for the slightest hint of pride for a prank. They showed none, their faces were like granite, showing only concern and surprise at the state of the Slytherins. “Well played Mr. Potter, well played” she thought and a small smile escaped her lips. She had always despised the Slytherins; Harry had played this prank in such a way that he could not possibly be held accountable, but she knew better. With the rest of the teachers’ help she cast a drying charm on the students and ordered the house elves to give them all warm soup. Meanwhile word was sent to Madame Pomfrey to check them all out.

“Harry mate this is brilliant” Ron said with a face of outrage.

“You have outdone yourself” Rose said with complete disgust.

“This mood spell is brilliant” Neville said with surprise in his eyes.

“The Headmistress must be furious” Hermione said with genuine concern for being suspended.

“Now Spitfire, don’t worry, there is no way she can blame us for this” Seamus said with sadness.

“Picking on those Death Eaters is just too much fun” Ginny said with grave seriousness on her face.

“I know, I hope they don’t get sick” Ron said sarcastically.

"Oh, perish the thought," Harry said with a tear rolling down his eye. The spell he had cast made them all look anything but glad, laughing, or light‑hearted. It was the perfect cover. Inside they all were rolling on their stomachs laughing. When they reached the Common Room that is what they did. Their laughs bellowed through the House of Gryffindor; had no one known about them being Black Marauders, they would have thought them daft. But all the Gryffindors knew, they knew why they were laughing, and they laughed with them. They laughed until the time for bed came and they all laughed themselves to sleep.

Meanwhile in the Headmistress’ office, Minerva was conversing with Dumbledore. "Albus, how did you handle it all? I mean these Marauders are terrible," Minerva said tiredly.

"Now, Minerva, they aren’t that bad. I seem to remember that when I was in school I was just as bad as they were. The previous Marauders were terrible indeed," the painting replied.

"Still, what they did today, it was terrible. Those Slytherins that ended up in the lake, they all are going to be sick according to Poppy," Minerva replied.

Dumbledore chuckled, "Yes, but you have to admire their brilliance. I would have found the spell most useful in my old age. Moving around the castle was sometimes so tiring," Dumbledore replied with a twinkle in his eye.

"Albus? Why do I get the feeling that you know more about this spell than you are letting on?" Minerva asked.

"Why, Minerva, I have no idea what you are referring to," he replied trying to hide his smile.

"Albus Dumbledore, you scoundrel," she said in shock with a grin on her face. "You know damn well what I am talking about. Don’t tell me that you allowed Harry into SOCK," she said shocked.

"I could neither confirm nor deny the existence of said organization, nor the body of its members," Dumbledore replied with a sly grin.

"Albus, lest we forget that I was a member of SOCK at one point in time," Minerva said with a smile.

"Ah yes, back in those days I was a Transfiguration teacher. You and Slughorn were terrible. Still, you know the rules; once you become Headmistress figure you can no longer be privy to the dealings of the organization," Dumbledore replied.

Understanding dawned on her, if Dumbledore was Headmaster in their times and she had never heard of the spell and he had that could only mean one thing. "Oh Merlin help us, you made him King of Pranks. He has been given the knowledge that is only passed down from one King to the next. Slughorn has passed the title. All hell will break loose, Harry is not responsible enough to handle that power wisely," she began to rant.

"Now calm yourself Minerva, I am sure that Harry will be very responsible with it. That boy has displayed nothing but the best qualities of a Gryffindor. I am sure he will not endanger the school," he concluded with a smile that he knew always made Minerva melt.

"Oh bugger off Albus," Minerva said defeated as she stormed into her room.

"I wonder if she is going to be drinking some of Snuffle’s Serum the weekend," Albus commented with a sly grin. "Always could make the ladies melt, guess I still got it," he said proudly.

The next day was an important day; finally Defense Against the Dark Arts would enter its practical stage. Harry entered Professor Alexander’s classroom and could sense the anticipation in the air. Today was going to be a very interesting day.

Professor Alexander took to the front, “Good morning witches and wizards, since the beginning of the term we have talked of the old magic and I have taught you how to harness the power within. Today, we will focus on using some of these abilities. Like we have discussed in the past, the amount of magic you can project is limited by how much you control the energy flows within you. The next step is for me to teach you were that energy is stored and open up those channels a bit. I need you all to sit on the floor, clear your minds and focus on your power like I have taught you.” Alexander instructed.

All the students took a seat cross‑legged and began to clear their minds and focus on their flow of energy like they had done since the beginning of the term.

“Now I will push a bit of my energy into you in order to open your energy channels and for you to feel where your power comes from. Remember to focus, this is going to hurt … … .. .. ? ?? "

He put his hand on the students' back and then released a small burst of energy. Harry could see this burst was very small, just powerful enough to open up the channels a bit and show them where to look for the power. Alexander had cast a silencing charm on everyone in the classroom; the student was on the floor writhing in pain. Harry could see that his energy flow had only increased a small amount, but apparently even that was painful. He guessed that his extra training made him more resistant to it. Rose was the second to last one; Alexander put a little extra power into her. Harry’s mind was distracted at the time thinking about his experience.

Rose had never experienced pain this intense; even the Crucio curse was better than what she was feeling, still through the pain she felt the center of her power and focused on it.

After everyone was on the floor in pain, he approached Harry and signaled him to act the part. So Harry too, took to the floor and began to writhe as in pain. After about an hour people began to stir and take their seats. When all were seated Alexander spoke again.

Well then, now you all know where the power comes from, you have felt it. This is where you need to draw it in order to make your spells. This you will have to practice mostly on your own if you want to get better; your class time will be to work out any major problems that you encounter. Now we will start with a practical demonstration, and I expect this to drain you considerably since you still don’t have a handle on how to use your power efficiently. Please follow me to the punching bag," Alexander explained as he signaled them towards a large chunk of metal about the size of a human, hanging from large heavy chains. "Now focus your energy into your fist and then punch as hard as you can," Alexander explained and then demonstrated. His punch was fast but not too fast that it couldn’t be seen, but the power drilled through it like a hot knife through butter. There was now a fist‑size hole going through 2 feet of steel in the center of the punching bag. "In time this might be the end result," he said simply and then waved his hand and the metal was repaired.

Everyone stared in awe; they didn’t believe that what they had seen was possible.

"Now Mr. Longbottom, you go first," Alexander said and pointed Neville to the bag. He looked terrified. "Neville, relax; just focus the energy I showed you into your arm and punch."

Neville focused hard; he focused as much energy as he could muster into his fist. Then he let it loose hard against the metal. The metal buckled under his fist and swung upwards, Neville crashed on his knees, completely drained. The bag started to swing back; it was heading towards his skull. He was too tired to move, he braced for the impact against his skull, but it never came. Alexander had his hand on the bag.

"Good Mr. Longbottom, remember don’t ever use too much energy. You might need it to get away. The blow itself was very good," Alexander said as he showed where Neville’s fist impacted. There was a dent in the shape of his fingers, two inches deep. Neville was shocked at what he had done. His arm was hurting, and his body wouldn’t move. Alexander levitated him to a chair and then repaired the bag. Everyone took their turn with varying results; some didn’t even make the bag budge, others managed to dent it a few inches. All of them ended up in their chairs exhausted.

Finally it was Rose’s turn; she had been shocked by what she had seen. She never expected results like those she was seeing. Her fellow classmates were showing skills that would make most Death Eaters cringe; if they mastered this skill, they could pose a severe threat to her father. What’s more, her father would kill to have information like this, and she couldn’t say a thing because of her oath. Still her curiosity about her own power was apparent. She felt the rush of new power in her; she was determined to give it her all. She approached the bag and focused hard, drew back her fist and then punched with every ounce of power she had in her. The impact resonated in the classroom; the back swung back as she collapsed on her knees. When she looked up she found the back resting inches from her face and a hole about a foot deep in the steel. “I did that” was the shocked thought that raced through her head as it had for every other person who had done it that day. Her body was paralyzed but her mind raced with the implications of what she had acquired; she could become her father’s right hand. She could finally be the offspring he had so desired; he had always loved her but had been disappointed in her being a girl. With this new power she would show them all. Alexander levitated her to her seat.

It was Harry’s turn now; everyone looked with as much attention as they could muster. Harry approached the bag and drove his fist straight through it; he had forgotten to hold back. The shock had also delayed his reaction, he fell to his knees faking weakness, but he had been a second too slow. Rose was the only one that noticed; she knew that instant that Harry had much more power than he was letting on. She finally thought it was time to step up her game; she would have to send word to her father first, explaining that Alexander was a significant threat. She would also require his authorization for her new plan of action, although she wasn’t opposed to the idea. She still required his authorization to attempt something like what she had in mind. She needed to get information from him by any means necessary.

Alexander levitated Harry to his chair, and moved ahead. “Ok that was good; you all have shown great promise. Especially Rose and Harry, I think the physical training you have both done greatly helped your performance today. Keep up the good work and if you can try and help your classmates. The power you demonstrated today, if properly mastered, will increase the power and amount of spells that you can cast. I’ll also be teaching you some old spells that you can use with this new power. In truth these will be slightly stronger than those you use today, but the fact that they are very old gives you an edge in battle. Your opponent won’t have the smallest clue as to how to block or fight against them.” Alexander explained as he looked around the core…

I think you are too tired today to write, so I will skip ahead a bit to some relevant information that you can absorb for now. Later in the term we will cover elemental magic; this practice is based on using the power around you to power yourself or the spells you cast. We draw this power from the six main elements: Fire, Earth, Water, Wind, Life, and Spirit. Everything in nature is composed of different combinations of these elements. Now this may sound simple, but in fact it is very complicated; using elemental magic is very complex. You need to know how each element acts and its uses, and by properly knowing this you can effectively use them in combat. If used incorrectly, they might land you in an early grave," Alexander said solemnly. The students sat in silence and awe from fatigue and shock at their teacher’s words.

"In suit of what we did today, I think I can give you a small demonstration," Alexander explained. He then walked up to the punching bag, and streams of energy started flowing into his hands. Only Harry could see them coming up from the stones and in through the window; a strong brown energy circled his arms and fused inside them. Harry turned back to regular vision; Alexander’s fists were now grey and rocky. He walked up to the punching bag and crushed the steel like it was a pillow, then ripped out chunks from both sides as if they were cotton candy. He held chunks of steel in each of his hands and then rolled them and pressured them. Then the energy left his hands. "This is a demonstration of the strength and power of Earth. Here a prize for the two strongest of the class," Alexander said, and then placed a perfect orb made out of steel on Harry’s and Rose’s desks. "To remind you that strength is not only about destruction, but creation as well. Class dismissed; make sure to eat plenty tonight and rest well," Alexander said as they all began to walk tiredly to their Common Rooms.

"Harry, that was bloody tiring. How is it you can still walk?" Ron asked as Harry helped him and Seamus forward, their arms over his shoulders.

"Guess it is because of all the physical training I did with Alexander’s apprentice. All this muscle must make it easier to handle the energy. I guess with some of the early training I got in broom‑modification, I learned to handle my energy more efficiently," Harry rationalized hoping they would drop the topic.

He wasn’t so lucky; Rose was also strong enough to help Hermione and more determined than ever to discover Harry’s secrets. “So Snuffles, just exactly how much training have you done with Alexander’s mysterious apprentice? Is that where you disappear to at the end of the day? What sort of training do you do?” she asked in a series of rapid‑fire questions.

All eyes were now on Harry; he felt the pressure on him. He quickly smiled wickedly, “Well aren’t we curious today Rose? Let me guess, I have you dazzled with my new body and want to know how I did it. Well I have gone climbing with Alexander’s apprentice a lot, and done a bunch of other physical training. Yes, that is where I disappear to sometimes. Really it isn’t so much training as good exercise and fun. I hope that satisfies your quandaries, if you feel like you need to work out I will gladly help you out. Still, I really don’t believe you are fat despite what other people are saying. You really don’t want to pay attention to what other people say.” he said smiling in anticipation of her reaction.

“Well I was just curious how you got buff, I mean…FAT…WHO THE BLOODY HELL SAID I WAS FAT” Rose blurted out angrily, as she dropped Hermione and grabbed Harry by the collar.

“Ouch, thanks for the help Crimsonsnow,” protested Hermione weakly as she rubbed her bottom.

Rose ignored her and was shaking Harry’s collar, “WHO THE HELL SAID I WAS FAT; ANSWER ME POTTER” she hollered.

“Well I don’t really know if I should say.” Harry said innocently.

“SPILL NOW,” Rose demanded.

Well, there were some Slytherins gathered around; I believe they were all Seventh years. The only one whose voice I could recognize was Malfoy; he said something along the lines of ‘Well Rose has always been a bit full‑figured’… Harry started but Rose didn’t wait for him to finish it. She stormed off.

“How dare those bastards! ME…FULL FIGURED…IDIOTS” Rose ranted as she paced to their Common Room.

Harry knew that was one of the things that would set her off; she was always very self‑conscious about her weight. In any case it got him out of the hot seat, his fellow Marauders were chuckling.

“Snuffles you are an evil bastard” Hermione said getting on her feet and chuckling.

“I never thought I would see that bit… I mean girl crack” Ginny said holding her tongue. She was too happy to spoil the moment with one of Harry’s lectures; she was going to enjoy torturing Rose in the future with her new ammo.

They all headed to the Common Room laughing. When they arrived they saw a group of Gryffindors who were all scarred at the scene of a fuming Rose Riddle stomping up the stairs muttering. They all laughed and headed up for a rest.

Harry on the other hand had training; he had skipped the day before because of his prank. Today was going to be his return to training since destroying the third Horcrux. Alexander met him outside and together they walked through the portal. Meanwhile, a cloaked female went up to the Owlery to get a letter delivered.

“So Axel what are we going to do today?” Harry asked anxiously.

“Harry, you have already gotten the hang of drawing out the power within you. What you lack now is control. That you will gain with a bit more focused training into using only the right amount of power for the job. This will be the focus of our next round of training. I think by Sunday you will have it done sufficiently to continue on to greater things.” Alexander explained.

“What do you mean with greater things?” Harry asked.

“Do you remember the demonstration I made today in class? Elemental magic, pulling the energy from the environment, requires intense training. Anything like what I did today will require a very special type of training. So far we have been lucky; you see you have only fought small groups of Death Eaters. Once you face Magical Creatures or small battalions of enemies, then you will see that your training will not be enough. You need more energy, especially since you are aiming not to kill.” Alexander continued.

“What is the obligation … ??” ..

“Harry I know you better than you know yourself, you really don’t want to kill anyone. You know that you need to kill Voldemort, and you definitely want to severely injure a select few Death Eaters that have hurt you and your loved ones in the past. But mostly you just want to stop them. In addition you have a very larger problem that you have overlooked. Voldemort will soon start sending people under the Imperious curse along with his regular troops. If you injured even one innocent person you would feel guilty for life. With Kivide you will be able to see when a person is under the curse, in order to properly stop them without injuring them; you will need to stun them. This will require time and energy in battle. In other words you need a lot more power” explained Alexander. The truth was that Harry needed more power anyways, he had no idea the severity of what was to occur in the coming years, but Alexander knew and he had to get Harry ready. Voldemort was no longer working alone; he could feel her presence helping him. This war would escalate before the end, and Harry needed greater firepower.

“I see your point. You are right, if innocents are going to be fighting against me, I am going to need to work a lot harder. Besides a little extra power wouldn’t hurt in a bind” Harry replied.

“That is the spirit, let’s begin then” Alexander said and then pulled a small metal orb from his pocket.

“Hey you already gave me one in class remember” Harry said with a smile.

This one is different Harry. This is a special orb; it requires a precise amount of energy to open. If you use too little, it will not even stir. Too much and it will explode. You cannot be off by more than one percent of the exact energy required. If it explodes it will regenerate in a matter of seconds in front of you again. Your mission is to get out the marble trapped inside. Beware using too little energy; if you do it enough times you will drain yourself just as you would if you use too much," Alexander explained and then tossed the orb to Harry. "Good luck," he said smiling and then walked away.

Harry had gone to training after classes all week, but the results were still the same. He would train until he was completely drained, go to bed, wake up and try again. He didn’t know how many times he had made the damn orb explode but each time it hurt like hell.

Harry was looking forward to the weekend. While the week had been entertaining especially with Rose fuming at the Slytherins and casting ? ??

Finally it was the weekend; the time had come for the first round of the school Quidditch Tournament. Today they would fight their first match against Hufflepuff. Slytherin would face Ravenclaw. Harry’s team was more than ready, today they would aim to win but not by too much. The truth was they wanted to save their real skill for the last game against Slytherin, them they would massacre. Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff they would just beat.

“Well team, you know the game plan, play clean, play well, let’s win, but not by too much” Harry said with a smile on his face.

“Aye, aye, Captain” they all said and headed for the pitch.

Headmistress McGonagall stood up and cast Sonorous on herself. “Student, parents, and faculty, welcome to the momentous day. The opening of the Hogwarts Quidditch Tournament. Today will be the first of five days of games. The first three days will be Qualifiers. A win will score a team three points, a draw one, and a loss none. At the end of the third day we will rank the teams by points. On the fourth day the first place team will face the fourth place team and the second will face the third. The winners of these two games will face for the cup on the fifth day, and the losers will face each other for the third place prize. The games will take place every Saturday. Everyone is welcome to watch. As you all know these games are so that we can select the best players in order to create the British National Youth Quidditch Team. The selected students will compete for the glory of their country in the Youth Quidditch World Cup Championships. I wish you all the best of luck and play a clean game. And now it is with great pleasure that I introduce out announcers for this evening. Two former students of Hogwarts and now successful businessmen, George and Fred Weasley” she said and then removed the charm.

“Well hello Hogwarts, it is good to be back” Fred began.

“Oh yes dear brother, mighty fine memories we have in this establishment” George continued.

“We would like to remind you all to drop by Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes, now with shop by owl service and several outlets worldwide including Hogsmede and Diagon Alley” Fred boasted.

“Weasleys!” warned the Headmistress.

“Sorry Professor, I mean Headmistress. Boy that’s weird” George said.

You are telling me, brother, I don’t think we would have lasted a day under her tyranny… I mean leadership," corrected Fred as the Headmistress aimed a wand at them.

“Well now, brother, back to the business at hand. Today’s first game features our former house and current school champion, Gryffindor, against the hardworking house of Hufflepuff," George informed.

“Yes, those Hufflepuffs always give it their all," Fred said.

“Although it tends to not be enough," George whispered to his brother and they both chuckled. Minerva just glared at them.

“Well then, here comes Hufflepuff, led by Derek Nolly. They look mighty excited and ready for the game," George said as the crowd of Hufflepuffs got up and clapped and cheered.

“And now wizards and witches, and all types of magical creatures, the Weasley Twins proudly introduce the greatest team in Hogwarts, the one and only Gryffindors," both twins chanted on their feet. Minerva tried meekly to stop them, a huge grin on her face. "Lead by their mighty captain, a Seeker among Seekers, the boy who lived, your savior and our partner…Harry Potter!" they chanted and the stadium of Gryffindors came alive. Everyone had shown up, all the Weasleys, Tonks, the Order, even Moody. Although he said it was because they needed security. In the crowd there was a man who stood nervously, on his eyes a pair of enchanted glasses. On his arm the Dark Mark.

“Lord, do you really think it wise to send one of our own into the grounds of Hogwarts?" asked Lucius.

“It is a necessary evil, Lucius, we must keep an eye on the enemy whenever possible," Voldemort replied as he looked into a large …

So this has absolutely nothing to do with the fact that this is a Quidditch game that happens to star your daughter, mumbled Snape from the side.

Did you say something, Severus? I couldn’t quite catch that, demanded the Dark Lord evilly.

Nothing, sir. Just commenting on what a brilliant idea this was, Severus replied with as much sincerity as he could muster.

Indeed, replied Voldemort with a raised eyebrow as he looked into the mirror.

There goes the Quaffle—brilliant catch by Rose Riddle. We have heard great things from her former school, Durmstrang, where she apparently was captain of her team, George began.

Oh and there she goes, all on her own. A brilliant dodge to the left of the Colden, the Hufflepuff Beater. And now she shoots…Score! Gryffindors strike first, Fred continued.

I guess it is true what they say: the lady has skills. That should dispel those rumors that she only got on the team because everyone was afraid that you know who would curse them, George replied.

Damn right I would have, Voldemort replied but then thought about it. “Well I am going to do it anyways,” he added with an evil grin. Snape just shook his head.

Looks like Harry is still looking for the Snitch. He has hasn’t seen much action with the exception of a few Bludgers aimed poorly at him, Fred commented.

Truth was that Harry knew were the Snitch was. He had used his Kivide to see it at the beginning of the game. He had kept his eyes trained on it just in case. He wanted his team to get some game experience with the new brooms.

"Now there go the Hufflepuff Chasers with the Quaffle. Oh, Bludger to the arm of Tallmadge. He drops the Quaffle; Ginny Weasley picks it up, she is our sister you know," Fred continued.

"Quidditch in the Weasley blood after all, with the exception of Percy. Every other Weasley has been on the team. Now Ginny, flies forward, what speed, what maneuvers?" George chanted from his feet.

"Taught her everything she knows," they said looking at each other.

"She passes to Riddle. Riddle dashes past a Beater; poor bastard almost fell off his broom," George said.

"Weasley! Language," McGonagall shouted.

"Sorry, Professor," George said.

"Now Riddle goes for the goal…she scores…Gryffindor 20 Hufflepuff 0," Fred informed as the Gryffindors stood and cheered.

"That’s my girl, show them who’s boss; looks like she took after her old dad," shouted Voldemort as he drank from his goblet.

“I didn’t know he played Quidditch," commented Lucius.

"Yea, apparently he was a Chaser; word is he was great," Bellatrix replied eying him dreamily.

"Not what I heard, I heard he barely made the team," Snape mumbled.

The game went on and soon Gryffindor was winning 70 to 0.

"Gryffindor is fighting hard, but Hufflepuff won’t give up. Hardworking Hufflepuffs to the end," Fred commented.

“You have to give them an A for effort. Now they approach the Gryffindor goal, Trebol shoots…OH what a save by Ron Weasley…damn we Weasleys rule at Quidditch," George chanted.

"Little brother is like an iron wall today; I don’t even think oxygen will get past him," Fred replied.
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Everyone was laughing, except the Ravenclaws who thought they should have won and the Slytherins who were mad at the Black Marauders and were staring hatefully at them. All in all it was a great day, and the Black Marauders laughed their way back to the dorm celebrating their first victory in the tournament.

Chapter 25 Break ups, Hook ups, and Revenge

The halls of Hogwarts were silent; nothing was stirring. Filch and Mrs. Norris were patrolling when two simple sleeping charms made them head toward a classroom and take a light nap. Once the classroom was closed, the two figures headed toward the infamous Astronomy Tower. The air was cold and damp over Hogwarts at this late hour, and the two figures were under heavy cloaks. The taller one headed toward the other.

“So now that we are up here what the hell is it you wanted to talk about?” said the first.

“My father has sent word; the mission has changed. I am to take care of Potter personally. Lord Voldemort wants to know how strong the boy is and how he became this strong,” replied the second.

“Are you sure that is all you wanted to do up here?” said the first seductively as he approached the other and wrapped his arms around her.

The second pushed him away and onto the ground, “None of that; this is a mission. My father is growing very concerned with the reports I have delivered thus far. I have a feeling that Professor Canem is teaching Harry more than what we learn in class,” she replied.

The first got up and dusted himself off, “Really, Rose, do you need to be that rough? I was only playing, and you are my bloody fiancée after all. All I wanted was a kiss. We know that Potter has gotten stronger; how are you so sure that it is Canem? I mean he hasn’t taught us or the Ravenclaws anything out of the ordinary.”

“True Draco, but what he teaches us is beyond impressive, and Harry seems to have mastered the lessons a bit too fast. You saw how he dueled on Sunday, I know for a fact that few Death Eaters can battle like that.” Rose replied.

“So you see, there are some among us that can still take him on; there is nothing to worry about.” Draco retorted as he approached again.

She moved away and paced. “No, what worries me is that my father wants to know what he has learned and how he can acquire that power. He wants Potter eliminated and his powers for himself. I am to get closer to him and learn everything that I can by any means necessary,” she said in fake fury. In truth, she wasn’t at all averted to the idea.

“So the Dark Lord wants to become more powerful and thinks that Saint Potter has the means for him to do so. So what exactly are you going to do?” Malfoy asked.

“Well, first of all I am going to have to gain his complete trust,” she replied.

“And how, pray tell, are you going to do that, oh great daughter of Lord Voldemort?” Draco asked mockingly.

Rose stared at him angrily, and then smirked. “Easy, I am breaking up with you; by doing so I defy my father and detach myself from Harry’s hatred for Slytherin.” She replied.

“WHAT!? What idiot came up with that plan?” Draco blurted.

“You heard me, and as for the idiot that came up with the plan. The Dark Lord himself came up with the idea, and as such it is an order. Although, I will be sure to transmit your opinion on it though,” Rose replied smiling evilly.

“Oh, no need for that. Just needed some time to wrap my mind around it. So what then?” Draco asked.

"Then I need to get much closer to him, get him to tell me everything: the origin of his new powers, how to gain them, what his fears are, weaknesses, and such," Rose answered.

"Good luck with that; I don’t think you will be able to pull that off in a million years," Draco replied laughing.

Rose got angry. "I will have you know that the plan I have is fool‑proof," she spat.

"Oh, and what pray tell is this oh‑so‑brilliant plan?" Draco asked still laughing.

A devilish smile came on her lips. "I am to seduce him and become his girlfriend," she said; Malfoy paled. "And you are to help," she added. Malfoy was livid.

"What the bloody hell!" he screamed. Rose turned around and started to leave. Malfoy snapped out of it. "Where are you going?" he spat.

"I think we are finished here," she said simply.

Malfoy dropped his anger and approached her. "Well, if you are going to have to dump me, how about we end it with a bang," he said seductively.

Rose looked him up and down, smiled, laughed, and said, "I don’t think so, Malfoy. I will dump you tomorrow, but as of tonight I believe I need to start playing the part," she smiled evilly and left. Malfoy was stunned, livid, and fuming.

Rose was deliriously happy. "That will teach his ass to call me fat…the nerve," she whispered and then stormed off. Her mind raced with strange excitement over the prospect of getting to know Harry more intimately."

The next day was eventful in the fact that at breakfast there was quite a show. The Black Marauders were all sitting eating breakfast. Malfoy and the Slytherins were staring at them hatefully; they in turn were smiling at them. It was then when Rose stormed in looking livid. The Marauders immediately noticed her state of mind and her direction towards the Slytherin table. They began to get up to back her up.

“This is going to be ugly” Harry said looking at her.

“Yea, she looks ready to murder” Hermione added.

Rose went straight up to Malfoy who had just seen her; she drew her wand as shot a burst that knocked Malfoy straight into a wall.

“What the bloody hell…?” Malfoy screamed as he flew.

“How dare you, you little, worthless bastard. Not only did you call me fat, but now I find out that you have been cheating on me” Rose screamed.

“But…how…what” Malfoy stuttered. It was true he had called her a bit plump a few times, and yea he did constantly cheat on her. Technically that last part was her fault I mean she still hadn’t slept with him.

“I don’t want to hear it, I am tired of you lame excuses. You are a filthy lying prat” Rose screamed.

“And you are a bloody fucking prude. Is it a wonder I cheat on you, you never bloody put out. And yes you are filthy, stinking, fat. I have seen pigs with better bodies than you!” …

Rose was taken aback, she knew he cheated on her and that he talked about her weight behind her back, but now he had openly said it and to the entire school. Soon real rage coursed through her veins, tears began to fall “YOU…” she spat venomously. “YOU and I are THROUGH you fucking son of a bitch. Consider this you going away present, STUPEFY!” Rose screamed. She wanted to use Crucio with every once in her being, but this would have to do. Malfoy flew back again and this time staid on the wall a while longer before falling unconscious on the ground nose first. There he lay unconscious and bleeding profusely on the floor.

The teachers rushed over and took Malfoy to the infirmary. Rose was given detention, but she was glad for it. She stormed towards the Black Marauders who all stood silent.

“That was bloody brilliant” Ron said breaking the tension.

“Bloody hell yea” Seamus added.

“Good work Crimsonsnow” Neville said patting her on the back.

“Bloody teachers gave me two weeks detention. TWO WEEK, WELL WORTH IT!” Rose screamed so that she would be heard by the teachers. They had heard and looked back with menacing eyes.

“Still congratulations of dumping the retarded git” Harry said smiling.

Rose acknowledged who had spoken last, “Thanks Harry, you are such a nice guy. You all are great friends” she said giving Harry a hug.

Ginny was not happy, but Neville had his arm around her, she couldn’t move.

Harry rubbed his chest as he felt the ice from Ginny’s hatred. “That is ok Rose; you know we all have your back. You are a Marauder after all” he said smiling down at her tear stained face.

The Black Marauders spent the rest of the week comforting her and helping her through the breakup. Strangely Harry was the one that found himself alone with her the most mostly due to what happened that day at lunch. They had laughed when Malfoy had come in with a crooked nose that now resembled Snape’s. Everyone proceeded to tell Rose about the ugly, greasy man.

“He was scary, I hated his class,” Neville said.

“We all hated his class; you were the only one that thought he was scary,” Seamus added.

“He was an arrogant pompous git,” Hermione said.

“Well said love,” Ron added hugging his girl.

“He was a traitor!” Harry said loudly and then stormed off.

“What was that about?” Rose asked, but she knew very well what it was about. She knew Snape and she knew what he had done for her father.

“Snape killed Dumbledore,” Ron said simply and everyone suddenly lost their mood and appetite.

“Oh,” Rose said and then got up to follow Harry. When she found him he was at the edge of the Great Lake.

“You ok, Snuffles?” she asked.

“Peachy,” he replied bitterly; she could tell he had shed a few tears.

“Tell me about him, Dumbledore I mean,” Rose said as she took a seat next to him.

“So they told you I take it,” Harry said knowingly.

“Yep, can’t trust them to keep a secret,” Rose said smiling.

Harry smiled, “Guess not,” he said then thought for a moment. “Dumbledore was a good man; he made sure that I stayed safe after my parents died. He cared for everyone, even his worst enemies. That is partly the reason that got him killed; he was too trusting. Snape betrayed him in the end; he personally killed him. You should have seen the betrayal I saw in Dumbledore’s eyes when he died. I was heart‑wrenching, the old man looked like someone had ripped his heart out. I was paralyzed with anger; every time I think of that night I feel like ripping apart everything around me,” Harry said bitterly.

“Well, I understand how you feel. When my mom died I felt like I needed to get revenge for her. I still do. She always warned me that my father would come back and that he would claim me,” Rose half‑lied.

“Dumbledore was a fool in the end, but a good fool. I loved the man, and I still do. I will fight so that his death means something; this mission is mine alone,” Harry said angrily.

“Harry, you have the Black Marauders. We will have your back; you don’t have to fight alone,” Rose said smiling, laying her hand on Harry’s.

Both their hearts skipped a beat, then they blushed. “Yea I guess you are right,” Harry said. I truth he knew this fight was his and his alone, but Voldemort could not know any more about the prophecy. He had already instructed Ron and Hermione to keep quiet about the Horcruxes and the Prophecy to everyone including the Marauders.”}}<|channel|>final <|constrain|>JSON<|message|>{

After that day they were almost literally attached at the hips. Wherever Harry went Rose would follow; they would talk and reminisce about their years at school and all the trouble they would get into. Harry would be careful not to divulge anything that Voldemort didn’t already know. Rose, on her part, would avoid divulging the fact that she was on her father’s side and that she was indeed dark herself. Harry could read her like a book, but he could also see that mostly her feelings were real, even if she didn’t realize it or want to realize it. He began to feel closer to her as well.

As for the Black Marauders, with the exception of Ginny that was dead jealous, they all tried their best to cheer her up. Hermione had offered to help Rose keep her mind on her studies so her grades wouldn’t drop because of the stress of the breakup. Ron, Neville, and Seamus, on the other hand, had offered to help her curse the living daylights out of Malfoy.

“I mean really you three; don’t you have any responsibility at all? Do you all want more detention? You should not be making things worse for Rose, you should be helping her,” Hermione said seriously as she stomped her foot.

“Oh relax Spitfire it is all in good fun. Rose can’t possibly get any more detention,” Seamus began.

“Besides if we plan it just right, there is no way in hell we will get caught,” Ron added.

“Yea all we need is a solid plan,” Neville finished.

“And where pray tell will the three of you numskulls come up with a brilliant plan?” Hermione asked sarcastically.

Ron looked offended, “I will have you know that we are brilliant masters of strategy, that is why we are Black Marauders,” he said proudly.

"Really? I always thought it was just because you are roommates with the only male Marauder with the genes and the brains for pranking," Hermione replied sarcastically.

"We resent that," the three males said in unison.

Rose just stood by and laughed hardily at the situation. She headed out looking to spend more time with Harry, while the others argued their heads off and Ginny seethed angrily in the corner staring at them.

"Bloody idiots, making a fuss for that worthless, bitch," Rose heard Ginny mumble loudly from her chair.

"At least I am not a skank," Rose said under her breath and headed out of the portrait hole.

In the meantime, Harry’s training had progressed a little bit. Finally after two more training session or about 14 "days" worth of work, Harry made a breakthrough. He was holding the sphere and hit the exact amount of energy required for it to open.

"Excellent Harry, now do it again," Alexander said.

"I am brilliant now aren’t I?" Harry boasted.

"Oh shut it Harry, let’s see you repeat it," Alexander stated chuckling.

The sphere reassembled in front of Harry and he took it in his hand again. He focused on it; he focused on its mass, and its size. He focused on the energy he required and then pushed it in a burst towards the sphere, like clockwork the sphere opened again and the marble fell out onto Harry’s other hand.

"Good Harry, now explain what you did," Alexander instructed.

Harry was very excited that he had finally got it; he was smiling profusely. “Well I figured out that the mass and the size of it were relative to the power I needed to use, so I adjusted my sight and saw the spectrum of energy it had. I then tested out levels of energy until it opened up right. When it did I discovered there was a pattern of energy flow within the sphere that appeared when the exact amount was obtained. I figured out that if I could reach that exact pattern repeatedly, then I would pass this test. So I figured out the exact amount of energy and now I can repeat it over and over again,” he concluded.

“Yep, seems like you got it down, Harry. Now on to phase two,” Alexander said and then pulled out an even larger sphere from his pocket. “Now you need to do it with two of them at the same time,” he said and tossed the other one to Harry.

“So let me guess, this one will require a completely different amount of energy?” Harry stated knowingly.

“Bingo, got it in one. This exercise will serve a dual role; it will teach you to find the different power levels for different sizes, and it will teach you how to use both hands to do this at the same time,” Alexander replied.

“Why do I get the feeling this won’t be easy?” Harry asked, smirking.

“Is anything worth knowing easy?” Alexander asked back with a grin.

“Guess not,” Harry replied and got to work.

Harry struggled through the training the rest of the week making very little progress; the new sphere’s energy level would take him a while to figure out. Plus he was still only using one hand, so he figured after he had gotten the energy level down he could work on that part.

Classes were dull as always with the exception of Defense Against the Dark Arts where they were practicing how to better use the energy within themselves. Harry would pretend not to know but in the end he would always score the points for getting it before anyone else, with Rose being his distant second.

Finally the weekend rolled around and it was time for the second round of Quidditch. Gryffindor would face off against Ravenclaw while Hufflepuff would face Slytherin. Such was the atmosphere on the Quidditch pitch were all four houses where gathered along with many spectators. Among the once again were the Weasleys and a few Death Eaters.

“Welcome to week two of the Hogwarts Quidditch Tournament. Once again I would like to introduce our announcers Fred and George Weasley. Let us hope that they will behave themselves today” said McGonagall who was looking at the two wearily.

“Hello Headmistress” George began.

“Don’t know what she could be talking about brother” Fred replied.

“We are the models of good behavior” George added. The entire stadium busted out laughing, including the Slytherins.

“Well we are” they both said in unison looking upset, the stadium roared loader. The twins finally laughed as well, “Who are we kidding, we rock” they said together.

“Well then brother I guess it is time to introduce the teams” Fred continued.

“That it is brother, after we introduce our sponsor for the day” George signaled and they both shot their wands creating fireworks above the stadium.

The blasts were loud and multicolored, they spelled out a message. “When ever a laugh is good and strong” then more explosions, “You will always have someone laughing long” Them more blasts, “The prank that always pleases” then big booms and pretty bursts, “Comes form Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes” then a final boom and candies started to rain on the stadium. Foolishly, some people actually tried them out. Soon some spectators found themselves turning into Canaries and then bursting back to human form, others had gigantic tongues, others were changing colors, the whole stadium was a giant sibhzle4zh of pranks.

“WEASLEYS” McGonagall’s screamed.

“Well then let’s get on with the game shall we” George said nervously.

“Yea, here comes the Ravenclaw team lead by their Keeper and Captain Daren Smithy” Fred continued.

“They are coming out of a very disappointing tie against the Slytherin team” George added.

“Yea they should have beat those slimy gits, if that Malfoy prat hadn’t gotten lucky” Fred said.

“WEASLEYS!” screamed McGonagall half heartedly, a smirk on her face.

“Oh and here comes the great and mighty, the unbeatable Gryffindor Quidditch Team. Lead by the one and only Harry Potter” George screamed on his feet.

“Oh listen to the girls swooning in the audience, that Potter has all the luck” Fred added.

“Well he is the best damn Seeker this planet has ever seen” George stated.

“Yea plus he is almost as sexy as we are” Fred added.

“Oh yes, almost” George concluded.

“WEASLEYS” McGonagall’s said aiming her wand at them.

"Ok guys, this game is not a pushover. Play hard, play clean, let’s beat them," Harry said as he broke the team huddle in the middle of the pitch and they all kicked up.

"Roger Captain," they all replied and took their places.

The whistle sounded and the Quaffle was released.

"And there’s the start of the match, Riddle swoops in fast and takes possession of the Quaffle. Look at that lady go," Fred began.

"Laramie throws a Bludger at her, oh and she dodges quickly. Look at the speed on that girl," George continued.

"She shoots, oh and she totally fakes out Smithy, 10-0 Gryffindor, Riddle scores," Fred shouts.

"That's the way you do it, go Rose," screams Voldemort and rises from his seat. Then he looks around. "I said go Rose," he said impatiently.

The Death Eaters around him immediately rose to their feet, "Go Rose" they said half‑heartedly.

Voldemort was not pleased; he took his seat again.

"This is ridiculous," Snape spat in a low tone.

"You are telling me, you should have seen what he did to us three years ago!" Bellatrix commented.

"What happened?" Snape asked.

"He found out we attacked the Quidditch World Cup; he nearly killed us all with the curses he used," Malfoy added.

"Yea, and that time England wasn’t even playing," spat Bellatrix.

"He said ‘No one, and I mean no one, messes with Quidditch or else’," Malfoy reminisced.

"Apparently it is the only thing he holds sacred. Massacring entire countries he has no problem with, wiping out every Mudblood, no worries, make a little ruckus at a Quidditch game and it is hell unleashed," Bellatrix spat bitterly.

"I imagine having his precious little girl playing only makes it worse," Snape commented.
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“Oh no, both Ravenclaw Beaters have sent Bludgers towards him. I don’t think he can dodge them both,” George added, horrified.

“Warren, the Ravenclaw Seeker is on his tail. Harry is about to get hit by the Bludgers,” Fred said urgently.

“What the hell…Harry just took a Bludger to the head and then used his fist to divert the second one,” George said stunned.

“Warren’s skull just got hit by Harry’s Bludger; he is out for the game,” Fred added, shocked.

“What game? Harry has just caught the Snitch. Gryffindor wins 230‑10.” George replied.

“That was brilliant; Harry Potter treated the Bludgers like if they were pillows. Took one to the head and diverted the other one with his bare hand. Is there anything that wizard can’t do?” Fred boasted.

“I don’t think so; he even designed our newest and best‑selling product, Snuffle’s Secret Serum, available worldwide through any of Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes, several distribution options,” George added.

They both waited for it, but it never came.

“Oh well, guess McGonagall is happy for the win as well.” Fred whispered.

“Yea, takes all the fun out of it if we don’t get scolded,” George added.

Actually Minerva McGonagall was trying to hide the extensive redness that had taken over her face at the mere mention of the product. She didn’t want it getting out that she was one of the Weasley’s best customers when it came to the product. So she just sat down and tried to calm down for the next match.

Hufflepuff was massacred by Slytherin, literally. The snakes had played dirty from the first whistle. The Slytherin Beaters had used their bats on two of the Hufflepuff Chaser’s heads simultaneously as the game got started. Hufflepuff was awarded a penalty, although Hooch wanted to award them two and kick the two Beaters out of the game. Hufflepuff scored on the penalty opening the marker. The celebration didn’t last long as Slytherin next aimed both Bludgers at the Keeper knocking him out. Finally, the Slytherin Chasers finished the job by “accidentally” running the points of their brooms into the two Hufflepuff Beaters. Two penalties were awarded this time, Slytherin protested but Hooch would have none of it.

“But it is unheard of to give away two penalty shots, the fouls occurred simultaneously,” Draco argued.

“Why, Mr. Malfoy? I do believe you are right. One penalty for the fouls, another for talking back to a game official. Want to go for three?” Hooch asked with a smile. Draco flew off irritated.

The only unscathed player was a solitary Chaser, who refused to incur the wrath of the opposing team who were eyeing him evilly. He chose to miss all his penalty shots and basically keep out of the game. The rest of the team was receiving medical attention from Madame Pomfrey; the Beaters could barely stand up, let alone fly; the Keeper was seeing triple which would be a problem stopping goals; and the two Chasers had broken arms from the fall and concussions. Hufflepuff was done for.

Slytherin took the game by a whopping score of 360 to 10, mostly because Draco had taken a long time to catch the Snitch and the Slytherin Chasers had an easy target once they took out the Hufflepuff Beaters and Keeper. As expected the first place would be decided between Gryffindor and Slytherin, and it would not be a fun game. Harry walked back to the Common Room with his team, already planning strategies for the next game.

Meanwhile two of his teammates were forming plans of their own. The red‑head and the blond were unconsciously on the same wavelength. Had they only known then, it would have simply been a fight; what was to come would be far worse. They both wanted a piece of Harry Potter, neither knowing just how determined the other was on this goal, and no one knowing just how ugly this was about to get. No one that is, except a very sly teacher who read their minds and knew exactly what was to come.

“Oh my young apprentice, the shiteth is about to hiteth the faneth. I only regret that Muggle video cameras don’t work at Hogwarts. O well, guess a Pensive will do, Fred and George are going to make a killing with this one,” commented Alexander as he smiled wickedly and walked towards his quarters.
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Chapter 26 A Potter Scorned

It was night and all of Hogwarts was silent, that is with the exception of a man and his cat, and a mystery and a painting. Dumbledore and Alexander had been talking about the old days and had shared many laughs. Now the laughter had stopped.

“So you think he is ready?” asked the painting.

“It is almost time, Dumbledore, this battle is drawing to its close, and soon the war will be upon him,” Alexander replied.

“I guess that is why you are convincing Minerva to do this:” Dumbledore answered with a wry grin.

Alexander smiled wickedly. “Well it also is going to be a lot of fun to watch him squirm. This is not going to be pretty. I think he needs to have as much fun as he can before going after his first set of stones,” he said.

“Ah yes, I still remember when I collected the stones. Those were good days, hard, but good,” Dumbledore said reminiscing.

“Harry will need the happy memories to get him through it; I just hope he has learned enough. It is already going to be a pain to have him miss this much school,” Alexander replied.

“Something tells me that after this Halloween he won’t miss school at all, Professor,” Dumbledore said with a grin.

“Oh, he most definitely won’t, Albus.” Alexander replied as he foresaw the chaos that was about to ensue.

Ginny had steadily been growing more desperate. She wanted to conquer Harry; it had been a long time since the last time she had even kissed him. Rose was beginning to creep into her territory, and she was not happy about it at all. She was beginning to formulate a plan in her head. She was going to kidnap him, take him away with her for a weekend of debauchery and fun. “Harry you aren’t going to see me coming,” she said with a smile as she was planning the wardrobe she was going to use to ask him out.

Meanwhile, elsewhere, Rose was thinking along the same lines. She was going through her clothes looking for the most alluring and sexy clothing she owned. She also had a few items in mind that she would order by owl. “Harry, if you don’t go out with me when I ask you in this then I would seriously questions your sexual orientation,” she said as she imagined her wardrobe in her mind.

Harry had woken up on a glorious Sunday morning. He stretched out his arms and yawned. Headed for the bathroom and got ready for the day ahead. When he was all dressed up, he headed down towards the Great Hall for breakfast; there along side Ron and Hermione, he proceeded to stuff his face with food. Training and Quidditch had drained him and this was his way of replenishing.

“Harry, you are eating like a pig,” Hermione commented as she saw Harry eat his 4th stack of pancakes.

“Hey Quidditch takes a lot out of you,” Harry replied with a smile.

“Damn right,” Ron said as he began on his 3rd stack and talked with his mouth full.

“You men are gross,” Hermione said and then walked away in disgust.

Today, thankfully, Harry had not received any challenges. It appeared that the school finally figured out that fighting him was a bad idea. Harry had a huge grin on his face as he kept stuffing in the pancakes. It was then that a small school owl flew down in front of him and dropped a letter. Harry looked at it, dreading what it could be.

He opened it hesitantly; Ron was too busy eating to notice. The note was simple; it read “Meet me at the Room of Requirements…Now”. “Wonder who the bloody hell sent this” Harry thought as he continued to eat. He didn’t have to wait long for the answer as three fork loads later he got it. A very warm and blazing hot feeling erupted on his chest. Harry had felt this heat before but never this intensely. There could only be one person responsible for this. Harry left his food got up and headed towards the Room of Requirement.

Minutes later, Harry Potter walked into a room with a plush red bed. Sitting on it was a red head who was focusing her naughty little mind on the most sexual, erotic, and dirty thoughts that she could muster, and surprisingly some of these could make the Marquee de Sade blush.

“Ginny you rang?” Harry said with a smile.

“Why yes Mr. Potter, I thought maybe we could have a few more practice sessions. I really need the exercise” Ginny said seductively.

Harry was fighting his urges remarkably well, though some parts better than others. The petite and sexy redhead was wearing a very revealing sheer red tank top and a very tight mini skirt, her underwear also a very alluring red. The only thing stooping him was one thought, one single thought that was clear and present. A thought that he felt the need to vocalize at this point in time, and completely kill the moment. “What about Neville?” he asked no longer smiling.

Ginny dropped her smile as well, she sad straight. She thought about it, smiled and replied. “What about him?”

Harry would do a lot of things, some of which might not be exactly nice or legal, but this was a line he would not cross. He would never stab a friend in the back. If he had to he would stab him in the front, but not before giving him fair and clear warming and ample time to defend himself. “I will not betray my fellow Marauder, he is my friend. You are his girlfriend, this is not going to happen” he said firmly.

Ginny was now getting impatient, “What, you know as well as I do that I am only with him to get into the Marauders. I don’t love him. Besides, there’s at least a part of you that isn’t agreeing with your decision” she replied angrily but with a smirk looking at his crotch.

“That may be so but the fact remains that you are with him. I will not betray a friend, and frankly I don’t like the fact that you are willing to use him like that or that you are willing to cheat on him” Harry replied getting a bit hot under the collar as well.

Ginny looked at him, her red hot temper soon matching her hair. Then it struck her, a smile broadened on her face. “Fine then, if that is the way you want it” she said as she dragged him out of the room and towards the Gryffindor Common Room.

Harry was surprised, had he bothered to read Ginny’s mind he would have know what she was up to. The fact was that he was curious as to what she was up to. So curious that he didn’t bother to read her.

They soon reached the Common Room and Ginny found her target coming down from the boys’ dormitory.

Ginny let go of Harry and walked straight up to Neville, kissed him passionately, then said, “Neville, I think we should break up”

Neville was stunned, “Huh, what, who, when, why” he stuttered.

Ginny continued naturally, “When I kiss you I feel nothing. I don’t love you anymore, it is over. I want to be with Harry now”

Harry and Neville were stunned; they both looked at her incredulously. She walked up to Harry, and kissed him passionately. Harry did not react, but Neville did.

He walked up to them, ripped Ginny off Harry, and pushed her away. He then punched Harry in the face with every once of energy he could muster. Harry was still stunned; he felt a small pain in his face and heard a loud crack, followed by a painful yelp. It was then he registered what had happened. “Neville are you ok?” Harry asked as if nothing had happened.

“No, you bloody bastard I am not ok. You have been dating my girlfriend, you just stole her from me, and now I just broke my bloody hand on your fucking face. NO I am not ok you stupid idiot” Neville screamed

“Shut the fuck up you asshole, how dare you push me.” Ginny screamed back at Neville.

“Who the bloody hell said I was going out wit your girlfriend? I would never do that to a mate,” Harry said calmly as he tried to help Neville up.

“Some mate you are, stealing your friend’s girlfriends, wouldn’t be surprised if you were after Hermione as well.” Neville said bitterly as he got up.

Ginny slapped Neville and continued her banter: “I am not finished with you, you bloody prick. How dare you lay your hands on me,” Ginny screamed.

“Shut up, you fucking whore,” Neville screamed at her and then pushed her hard onto the floor.

Ginny was taken aback; tears started to run down her face. That had hurt her; she didn’t know why but that had burned in her very soul. “You bastard, how could you?” she whimpered as tears rained.

That was it, Harry snapped. He grabbed Neville by the collar and slammed him into the wall with one hand. He choked him in such a way that he could not even whisper, let alone speak. “Now listen here, you fucking insensitive asshole. I can take your hits, I can take your insults, but don’t you ever, EVER, dare insult a lady in my presence and much less hit her. Let alone when that lady is my best mate’s sister, my ex‑girlfriend, my friend, and OUR fellow Marauder. For your bloody information, she was never cheating on you. She had the hots for me but until right now she had never betrayed your trust. When she kissed me I was in shock; I would never do that to a mate and you know that. Ginny used you to get into the Marauders, that was low, I admit that, but she had the decency to come and say it to your face and end it. Now I was going to leave and let you two handle this. I was going to be a friend and not let anything happen between Ginny and me until I considered that you were over here. But now after the show you just put on, I am going to take OUR ex‑girlfriend out to Hogsmeade like she wanted and then we will see what happens.” Harry concluded. Then he let go of Neville who slumped on the floor and went to pick Ginny up.

Neville just sat there letting it all sink in; he realized what had happened. He realized how he had been used, still he loved her, and he trusted Harry. He had been a prick, and he felt miserable. Harry had been right to tell him off. Still his pride was strong, “Fine, just go” was all he managed to say.

And that is what Harry and Ginny did. They walked out and left Neville there on the floor with his thoughts. Another person was watching; Rose was standing on the female staircase, she had heard the whole thing. She now needed a plan, and she needed it fast. She needed to get Ginny off of Harry and she needed to get Harry onto her. She would need help; she rushed up the stairs to get in less revealing clothing as a plan began to form in her mind. Vanity, jealousy, and passion fueled her forward more than the importance of her mission.

Ginny and Harry had a wonderful afternoon in Hogsmeade. Many of the male students and a lot of the male adults in the town had gawked at Ginny. They all were extremely jealous of Harry, some even worked the nerve up to try to steel her away from him, but soon came to two realizations. The first of which is that the guy she was with looked very strong and secondly that said guy had a lightning‑bolt scar on his head and went by the name of Harry Potter. Alone either of those facts would be deterrent enough, together it made them run for the hills. Ginny was delirious; she had been a bit put off by the fact that Harry would have left her alone if Neville hadn’t hit her, but she was pleased with the end result so she didn’t care. She hung on to him and when the day was through lead him back to the Room of Requirement.

“Harry, let’s go inside,” she purred.

“Ginny, you know I want to, but it wouldn’t be right. You know that, you just broke up with Neville. Today I am acting as your friend.” He replied seriously.

She was disappointed, but smiled, “We are friends with benefits now come on,” she replied seductively.

Harry was fighting internally, he lower half saying one thing, and his upper half quickly loosing its’ resolve. She looked at him with passion, his will crumbled as his chest and hers burned as the two lockets resounded. “Ok as long as we are clear that this in no way means that we are together. You and I are friends”

She was a bit disappointed, but then thought about it, “Understood, tonight is just about passion, two friends that want and need each other” she replied and then brought the two halves together.

“Oh bloody hell” they both said as a rush of furious and unbound passion filled them both. A rush more powerful than any they had ever experienced, their lust fueling it to these new and unexplored heights. Harry suddenly remembered every little dark secret that the Sirius in the Marauders Memoirs had taught him. The night was violent, erotic, and filled with things unspeakable as both tried every dark desire and secret they knew and craved, no boundaries, no restraints, and no stopping them.

Elsewhere, Rose was content as the coming week would bring her plan into action, little did anyone know about the surprises that now lay in store for all of them. Without their knowledge Alexander had unleashed a surprise that soon would rock the foundations of Hogwarts.

The next morning Ginny woke up, and Harry was gone. She was a bit depressed with the whole thing. She had gotten some of what she wanted, but Harry was still not hers. She would have to find a way to win his heart once and for all. Her mind was focused on this one goal, or at least it was until a flashback from the night before started to appear in her mind. Her face soon matched her hair with each passing memory. She could not believe most if not all of what the two had done last night. A very sexy smile of satisfaction lit her face.

Harry was suffering a similar reaction. He, on the other hand, knew full well what he was doing last night. He felt bad about being such a guy, but he had fulfilled his needs that had been building due to the equivalent of several months he had spent in training. Harry knew that Ginny had similar needs and that she was happy to have them fulfilled, which helped allay the guilt. He was walking towards the Great Hall when he heard screams. Screams that belonged to the only girl that could make him forget about Ginny. Harry rushed toward the screams to find Rose being held against the wall by Malfoy and two other members of the Slytherin Quidditch team.

“Let me go, you fucking bastard,” Rose screamed.

”Now, now, Rose, is that anyways to speak to your boyfriend?” Malfoy purred.

“EX boyfriend,” Rose spat back.

“Details, why don’t you show my mates here how much of a sweet little whore you are. Give them a kiss,” Malfoy commanded as he grabbed the place of one of the two and let him get close to Rose to steal a kiss.

Rose kicked him in the groin and spat at him. "Stay away from me, you fucking disgusting asshole. I would never kiss an ugly prick like you." 

"You bitch," the Slytherin replied as he drew his hand back to slap her.

Harry had seen enough; he knew Malfoy was in on it, but the other two were just stupid lackeys and would really hurt Rose. Besides, he hated seeing a girl in trouble, and he hated Slytherins, so it all worked out. He rushed forward and punched the Slytherin in the stomach, then round‑housed the second one in the face, knocking him out. Draco let go and looked at Harry in fear.

"Bloody Potter, always having to play the hero," he spat.

"Stupid Malfoy, always having to play the repressed closet homosexual," Harry replied with a grin.

Rose was not so forgiving, or at least she didn’t act that way; she knee‑d him in the groin. "That is what you get for messing with me, stay the bloody hell away from me from now on. We are through; if you ever come near me again I will make sure you never have children," she added menacingly.

Then ran into Harry’s arms and wept, "Thank you, Harry, you are my hero," she said smiling.

"You have got to be kidding me, Rose. I know your head is messed up but even the stupidest Slytherin would get that you are acting with a corny line like that," Harry thought. "You’re welcome, anything for a fellow Marauder. Are you sure you are alright?" he asked concerned.

"I am fine, just a bit shaken up," Rose replied still clinging to him, "Can you walk with me?" she asked pleadingly.

"Sure, no problem, Rose," he replied sweetly, and then looked back at the three Slytherin students on the floor. "You sure you don’t want to hex them?" he asked.

"Yea I think the fuckheads have suffered enough," Rose concluded.

The two walked into the Great Hall and took their spots at the table. Rose sat next to Harry. Ginny was livid; she couldn’t believe Harry would just totally forget about her and sit with that bitch Rose. They had agreed that it was meaningless sex, but this still hurt Ginny. An icy chill on his chest made Harry realize his mistake.

"Bloody Ginny, getting jealous? I mean, come on, does she really think I would go out with Rose?" Harry thought as he rubbed his chest and got up and moved to a neutral position, much to Rose’s displeasure.

Soon Malfoy and his goons wobbled in and sat at their table. The Great Hall was filled with chatter so few noticed it. It was then Minerva McGonagall stood up and raised her arms. Soon the voices started to quiet down and finally silence came."

“Well then, now that we have all quieted down, I have an announcement. As you all know, Halloween is this weekend,” started McGonagall. Her audience was now paying full attention. “In light of this, your teachers” she continued and looked at Alexander who had a large grin on his face. “Have convinced me to have a Halloween Costume ball,” she added. The hall now erupted into fast and furious conversation. McGonagall raised her hands again; silence returned. “Like I was saying, this Sunday there shall be a ball for all fourth years and above,” she said and the young ones “awed.” McGonagall cleared her throat and continued, “First through third years may attend only if invited,” she added with conviction. “Furthermore there will be an added twist to the ball; it will be a Girls Prerogative. Which means, the women have to ask the men out,” she said with a wide grin. The hall once again erupted into chatter, the women delighted, and the men somewhere between displeased and frightened. The women were looking at some of them like hungry lions to a fresh piece of meat. McGonagall sensed this and added, “Happy hunting, ladies, you may continue,” and sat down with a large devilish grin.”

There was one man in that Great Hall who was at this point consumed with fear. Harry Potter, the boy who lived, the Tri‑Wizard champion, the one who had defeated Voldemort on many occasions, the one destined to kill or be killed, was now terrified. His ability to read minds only worsened the situation; he could sense that all around him most of the female population of Hogwarts wanted him. He sensed hesitance in all but two females, the last two females he wanted after him—two vicious, determined and dangerous females, the worst two Marauders. Ginny and Rose had one idea on their minds: “HARRY IS MINE,” as if reading each other’s thoughts they looked instinctively at each other. Their eyes locked; each saw dogged determination in the eye of the other. They leapt up and rushed toward Harry. Harry grew more scared by the second, the two finally jumped into the spots beside him and asked simultaneously, “Harry, would you go to the ball with me?” The two girls now looked at each other with hatred in their eyes, but soon their eyes went straight back down to Harry.

Harry had never been so scared in his entire life; he was trapped, either way he answered, he knew all hell would break loose. He started thinking quickly; his fear‑filled brain paralyzed, finally he only had one idea…RUN. “I don’t know,” he said quickly, jumped up and ran as fast. His mind already racing, thinking of the repercussions that would sprout from this. Little did he know that out of all the options he had chosen the worst one. Pavarti Patil had heard the two girls ask Harry out; what she had misheard was Harry’s reply; she had heard him say “No.” She got up and said, “Harry Potter is not going out with Ginny or Rose, Harry Potter is single!” The Great Hall erupted in female screams; every girl at Hogwarts had wondered whether or not Harry was single. None of them were willing to face the wrath of Ginny or Rose if they were wrong. Now every single one of them knew the truth, Harry was fair game. Plans and battle strategies were forming, friend and family ties thrown to the wind. It was every single girl for herself, and even some of the ones with boyfriends were now joining the hunt.

Harry was oblivious to all this; his legs were running full speed to get away from the two Marauders he now feared. His only thought was to get to the Room of Requirements and create a place to hide. When he got there he walked around three times and stepped into a room with a mat for him to sit on and some food. He settled down and ate peacefully. It wasn’t until a knock came at the door that he jumped up. “Who is it?” he screamed.

“Harry, it's me Professor Canem,” Alexander replied.

“Come in Axel, glad it's you.” Harry answered.

Alexander entered and sat next to Harry, "You know Harry that you have only dug yourself deeper".

Harry looked terrified, "What the bloody hell do you mean?" He asked anxiously.

Alexander smiled evilly, "Open your mind and see for yourself." Alexander replied.

Harry followed his instructions; his power wasn’t that strong when analyzing large groups of people from a distance, still he could get general moods and a few crossed ideas. Harry opened his mind and then fell back, new terror filling his face. "Oh no, I am dead. Voldemort please come and kill me now. What the bloody hell have I done," Harry blurted out as he put his hands on his head.

"Oh come now Harry, don’t be a drama queen. You have to face this, you will just have to pick a girl," Alexander replied putting his arm over Harry’s shoulder.

"I was safe, now I am a sitting duck," Harry continued to rant.

Alexander figured it was pointless to talk to Harry in this state. He got up and left, as he reached the door, he had a thought. "Oh and Harry, remember we have training this afternoon after class. Don’t be late," he said with a grin and left.

Harry lifted his head up, Alexander was right, he did have training. Training meant he could disappear for most of the day. All he needed to do was avoid people between classes and he would be ok. With his ability to move fast, it would be easy to get away. Suddenly everything seemed like it was going to be ok. Still Alexander had been right; he had to pick one for the ball. "Oh well I’ll figure it out later".

Little did he know what was to come.

Harry had rushed from class to class all day. In between classes he had gotten several paper airplanes, all of each viciously attached each other to get to him first. They came not only from his classmates, but also flew in through the doors and windows from other classrooms. In the end the teachers would notice and incinerate them all. Lupin had particularly found them amusing; he was the only one who had turned a blind eye to them and kept teaching his class.

"Bloody Moony, still pissed off about the Snuffle’s Serum incident I bet," Harry muttered as he finally had several planes land on his desk. Harry opened them and read them. All of them basically asked him out to the ball in one way or another. Some were straight forward, others threatening, a few even had perfume and poetry. Harry would give each a polite, "I’ll think about it," and sent them back. The receivers pretty much acted the same, smiling at him and giggling as the thought of getting a piece of Harry Potter crossed their minds.

Harry was glad when he finished classes; he ran full speed through the corridors toward his room. As he rushed through the portrait he met with a curious sight: Ginny and Rose were sitting in the Common Room, each on a couch opposite to each other, looking at the portrait. Harry was moving very fast so they still hadn’t seen him come in. Both, though, looked ready to pounce as soon as Harry entered. Harry shrugged it off and headed up toward his room. There he met with an even more stunning surprise. So stunning that he slowed down to a regular pace and unconsciously screamed “What the fuck?” Immediately he realized his mistake as he heard two people rushing up to his room.

“I swear I heard him up there,” Rose screamed.

“Get out of my way; I heard him first,” Ginny hollered.

Harry quickly accelerated again; the shock of seeing a mountain of letters and packages on his bed was a bit shocking for him. He would get to the bottom of it later, but it seemed that a lot of owls had paid him a visit over the day. Now he needed to head to training. Harry worked hard, but his mind wasn’t in the training; he needed to pick a date. Deep down he knew that it was between Rose and Ginny. His heart was split between the two.

{"corrected_text":"Alexander noticed Harry’s distraction; in his mind he was trying to figure out how to get Harry to pick the one that he already knew Harry wanted to pick. In the meantime he needed Harry to focus on his training since it was going to soon be very necessary. “Harry, focus, you can figure out who you are going to the ball with later. For now focus on using both your hands simultaneously. See beyond what you see, fine‑tune your sight; that is the key to this exercise,” Alexander scolded.\n\n“Yes, Axel, got it,” Harry said, snapping out of his daze. He wondered what Alexander meant with his eyes being the key. He could see many levels of energy, but none of them could help him in this task. Still, if Alexander told him it was important then he would try harder. He focused his mind and tried to penetrate the spheres in his hand, trying to find a new level of sight. He continued this until his eyes felt exhausted. After several “days” his practice was drawing to a close. He had still not mastered the next level of his training; he didn’t get what Alexander meant, and he was now frightened of facing what was awaiting him in his room.”}

Harry exited from the portal, and rushed to his room. This time he was prepared for anything. He rushed through the Common Room and found no one. Then up to his room where there was now a larger mountain of letters. Thankfully, the rest of his roommates were asleep, he really didn’t feel like being teased mercilessly. Harry walked up and started to open them. They were all invitation to go to the ball with different girls of Hogwarts. Harry kept opening more and more envelopes, eventually he got tired and kicked in his speed, and soon he had finished them all. Most were simple letters, others contained perfume, poetry, promises of undying love, and many other things some nice and others frightening. “How the bloody hell am I going to answer all of these?” Harry got to thinking. Having no ideas he settled for using his speed to write responses in the back of all the letters. He would use a standard, “I will think about it” for the nice ones and a “I don’t think you are my type” for the others. It had been two hours since he started that he finally managed to go to bed. In his dreams hoping that tomorrow would be easier than today. Unfortunately, it wasn’t.

The next morning Harry was awoken by loud female screams. “What the bloody hell is going on?” Harry asked.

“What do you think is going on? What has been going on for a full day now, you prat. Every girl in Hogwarts is arguing and fighting to go out with you” Neville said still a little bit bitter but with a tinge of remorse in his voice.

“Bloody hell Snuffles, you are so lucky that you can go with anyone” Ron added sounding down.

"What up with you Redfang, why do you sound like your dog just got shot?" Harry asked.

"Well no one has asked me yet," Ron said simply.

Harry looked at him like he was daft, "Are you bloody retarded or something? You have a girlfriend, you are going with Spitfire," he said laughing.

Ron looked taken aback, "Well she hasn’t asked me yet, and you know how she is about me assuming things. She says that assumptions are the mothers of all mistakes," Ron replied.

"Technically the saying goes, Assumptions are the mothers of all fuckups, but I guess that works as well," Seamus added with a smile.

"Still, I don’t want to assume anything, so I am still dateless," Ron said sadly.

"Oh shut it Ron, I will talk to Hermione and get it all sorted out. Now can someone tell me how the bloody hell am I going to deal with all these girls?" Harry asked.

They all shrugged at him. "I am screwed," Harry replied to himself.

"Yea, pretty much," said Hermione as she walked through the door.

"Hey Spitfire, I needed to talk to you get over here," Harry said waving to her to sit on his bed.

"You aren’t going to ask me to the ball I hope, I know most of the female population of Hogwarts has asked you, but I am frankly not interested," Hermione replied laughing devilishly.

"Oh shut it Spitfire, sit down," Harry commanded and she did so. "Seems like Redfang is a ball of nerves because a certain girl hasn’t asked him to the ball yet," Harry added with a smile.

"WHAT girl, who is she? I am going to kill her, fuck that I am going to kill him," Hermione said angrily as she got up and headed towards Ron.

Harry stopped her and started laughing, “Guess being daft is contagious. I meant he is nervous since you haven’t asked him,” Harry said as everyone except Hermione and Ron laughed heartily. The other two simply blushed profusely.

“Well, I am his girlfriend; it is a given that we are going together,” Hermione replied embarrassed.

“Hermione, let me ask you something. If the roles were reversed, what would you do if Ron hadn’t asked you and had just assumed you were his date?” Harry asked knowingly.

“I would ring his bloody, oversized, egotistical neck… oh…I get it. Sorry love, I was completely insensitive,” said Hermione as she walked over to Ron and kissed him tenderly. “Will you go to the ball with me?” she asked as she kissed him.

“Well, I think I need a little bit more convincing,” Ron joked.

Hermione hit him softly in the arm, and then kissed him senseless. “How bout now?” she asked.

“I would say that is a yes,” Ron said before continuing the make‑out session.

“Get a room, your two,” Seamus said and then thought about it. “A private room,” he added.

“Yea Pooka is right. Now Hermione, what did you come up here for anyways?” Harry asked.

“Oh right, I had to put a spell on the boys’ side of the stairs since all the girls wanted to come up here and surprise you with breakfast in bed. Bloody perverts just wanted to see you without your shirt on,” Hermione said sounding like the Head Girl she was.

“Bloody great, now I got droves of food being delivered by perverted, horny females, what the hell am I going to do?” Harry asked.

"Don’t know, Harry. I asked Lupin how to make the spell for the stairs since he is our Head of House. He said he hadn’t seen anything like this since Sirius was in school," she replied.

Harry suddenly looked saddened, "Stupid Sirius, I wish he were here to help me out."

"Oh Harry, I am sorry," Hermione said, going over and hugging him.

Then a stroke of brilliance hit Harry. "Of course, Sirius," Harry said, and then got up and headed for his chest where he kept the Marauders Memoirs. He opened the book and wrote, "Mr. Snuffles would like to speak to Mr. Padfoot on a matter of the most urgent nature."

"Mr. Padfoot would like to welcome Mr. Snuffles and would gladly help in any way possible," the book replied.

Harry proceeded to write everything that was happening down. When he was done, the book began to answer again. "Mr. Padfoot finds it all hilarious; he guesses that his influence on Mr. Snuffles must have been great. He is proud that Mr. Snuffles has taken after him instead of his looser father."

"Mr. Prongs heard Mr. Padfoot, and would like to point out that one more comment of that nature from him will cause Mr. Prongs to relate to Mr. Snuffles the incident that happened that time in Mexico," it wrote in reply.

"Mr. Padfoot would like to know what particular incident Mr. Prongs is referring to," it continued.

"Mr. Prongs would like to remind Mr. Padfoot of the alcohol‑induced night he spent snogging a "girl" named Olympia who wasn’t quite what "she" seemed," it added.

"Mr. Padfoot would like to point out that Mr. Prongs was the Mac Daddy, man’s man, ladies‑man of Hogwarts. Mr. Padfoot bows to Mr. Prongs for spreading his manliness to his son Mr. Snuffles."

Harry was laughing hard; he wrote, “Enough you two. How do I get out of this mess?”

“Mr. Padfoot recommends that you keep sending the replies you have sent and that you pick a girl quickly. That way the others will give up. Now as for writing all those replies, there is a reproduction spell in my section that will make copies of reply letters and personalize them to the recipient,” it concluded.

Harry was disappointed; in the end he still needed to make a choice. He wrote, “Mr. Snuffles thanks you” and closed the book. Harry got up and went to get ready. When he finally headed down the stairs he found several trays of food on the ground, a few toppled over, and a crowd of anxious ladies banging on an invisible barrier.

“Bloody Head Girl, probably wants Harry all for herself,” one of them said, and all of them agreed. It was then they saw Harry and they all began to talk at once, trying to give him their trays of breakfast or convince him to go with them.

“Eh, sorry got to rush to breakfast, Quidditch team meeting and all. See you all in the Great Hall” he said as he rushed quickly through the crowd and ran to the safety of the Great Hall. When he finally reached his seat he breathed a sigh of relief. He started to eat and then felt incredibly nervous for no apparent reason. It was then he lifted his eyes and found the source of his discomfort. There entering the hall were Ginny and Rose, in a heated discussion that Harry could only guess had to do with him. He made a judgment call; he accelerated, picked up some food and ran for it at high speed. No one noticed where he went, to all it seemed he had just vanished. In truth he had gone to the Room of Requirements where he finished his breakfast and then headed to class.

His classes proceeded without incident, due to the fact that the teachers had put spells preventing the paper airplanes from disrupting their class. Harry finished his last class of the day and started to head out when he saw Headmistress McGonagall walking towards him. “Hello Headmistress” Harry said politely.

“Good afternoon Mr. Potter, I was looking for you, please follow me” she commanded and Harry obeyed.

She led him to an empty classroom where three other students were waiting along with a young woman who looked to be in her late 20’s. Harry recognized the three students as the captains of the other house Quidditch teams.”}

"Ah Mr. Potter, come in, take a seat," the young lady said. Harry took a seat and immediately looked at the Slytherin captain; their eyes displayed hatred. "Well then, my name is some of you know is Dominique Blaze, I am a reporter for Quidditch Unleashed. It is a show that is on Quidditch Vision every Tuesday at 9 pm. I am here to conduct and interview with the Captains of the Hogwarts teams. One of you is likely to be leading the English National Youth team into the Youth Quidditch World Cup very soon. So I will be asking you some questions and I want your best answers, don’t be nervous or shy. I will just be us in here with my filming crystal," she concluded.

Harry wasn’t too happy about losing practice time for an interview and he hated the limelight. Still he sat through it and answered the questions that were asked. Nothing really important was asked in any case. Just how they felt, their views on Quidditch, etc. She told them that they would be on tonight, Harry would finally use Ron’s gift since he had been too busy to watch any games since the start of the term. He smiled at the thought and headed to train. Once again his training proved fruitless; he was still expecting to gain a new type of vision and was frustrated that it was taking him so long."

He walked back to the Gryffindor dorms; he stepped through the portrait, not caring who was there. Sitting there in the Common Room were a brood of girls including Ginny and Rose who were all too busy arguing between themselves to notice Harry. He went up to his room for a quick shower and then he would see the show and then get some rest. After he was all cleaned up he sat in his bed, closed his fist around the special crystal, and closed his eyes. Immediately he could see and hear the show like if he was there.

It started off with news from around the world. Also some reports on the strong teams that were going to be a part of the Youth Quidditch World Cup. Harry grew enthused as he saw the tough competition he would face if and when he went to the World Cup. Finally, they got to the interviews; Harry wasn’t too excited since he already knew what had happened. But he showed something he hadn’t seen, and interview with Headmistress McGonagall. One particular part made Harry nearly pass out.

“So Headmistress, who do you see leading the English National Team?” asked Blaze.

"To be honest, there is only one player in all of Hogwarts that I would entrust the responsibility and honor of that position to: Harry Potter. Mr. Potter has helped Gryffindor win the House Cup for several years now. He is the youngest player in over a century to be admitted into a team as he became the House Seeker on his first year. This year, his last, he and his team have demonstrated incredible superiority. Indeed after what I have seen him do this year I can say that in my view there is no stronger Seeker in Hogwarts, I dare say England, even maybe the world than Mr. Potter" Minerva replied.

"Wow, that is amazing. This weekend Gryffindor and Slytherin, the two strongest teams in Hogwarts will face off in the final game of the first round of the tournament. We will have live coverage of it due to its importance. I am anxious to see just how good Harry Potter is," Blaze commented.

"I just hope he doesn’t tire himself out too much; he had the Halloween ball the next day," McGonagall replied as a smile of wickedness began to creep on her face.

"Oh yes, of course, I imagine his date wouldn’t be too happy if that happened. Mr. Potter is quite handsome and well built, in addition to his skill at Quidditch and his fame for his fight against You know who. The girl must be filled with excitement," Blaze replied.

"Oh, well so far it is my understanding that he hasn’t settled on a date yet. In fact, many girls here and Hogwarts and some in Hogsmede have asked him out but he has yet to settle on a date," McGonagall added wickedly."

“You mean to tell me that the famous Harry Potter is too shy to ask a girl and they have to ask him?” Blaze asked in shock.

“Oh heavens no, this ball is a Girl’s Prerogative dance. The girls ask the men out. Mr. Potter is just very nice and doesn’t want to disappoint any of the young girls. So he is accepting all invitations and eventually he will settle on one” McGonagall added.

Harry felt his heart stopping, “So you mean to say that any witch could ask him out, even if she isn’t a student at Hogwarts?”

McGonagall triumphantly smiled with evilness, “Why yes, the ball is open to anybody as long as they are a guest of a member of the faculty or a student, and that they not be wanted by the Ministry” replied McGonagall with a laugh.

Blaze laughed, “Well you heard it here first ladies, Harry Potter is looking for a date. Send him your owls and good luck. I’m sending him mine first thing in the morning” she said smiling.

Minerva looked at the camera, “Happy hunting ladies”

Harry dropped the crystal onto his bed, “That cruel, vengeful, evil, conniving” Harry began to curse as the fear invaded him again. All hell would break loose in the morning; McGonagall had made him a marked man on a major Quidditch show that was broadcast to several countries. “Oh this is not going to be pleasant”.

How right he was, the next morning he woke up and he was surrounded by mountains of mail. The entire room was filled, and some had even spilled down into the Common Room.

“Snuffles, I think this has gone a bit too far, don’t you” Ron said as he dug himself out of a mountain of mail.

“Yea mate, you need to end this madness and just make your ruddy mind up,” Neville added.

“Wow Harry, you are popular now, aren’t you? Some of these are from far away countries,” Seamus added.

“So how are you going to pick one now? I mean it was hard enough to pick one girl out of all of Hogwarts. This has now gone global,” Ron said laughing.

“Yea, poor Snuffles, you are going to have to answer all this mail and break a boat load of hearts,” Neville said sarcastically.

“Oye, Seamus, your mom is called Morgan Finnegan, right?” Ron asked.

“Yea, why?” Seamus asked.

“She sent Harry a letter,” Ron replied laughing.

“Wow, your mom wants to go out with Harry. I remember her; she was pretty hot,” Neville replied.

“Both of you shut it. Maybe she just wanted to wish Harry luck in the game this weekend,” Seamus said angrily.

“Yea, then why did she send her bra attached to the letter?” Ron said swinging a black lace bra in his finger.

“MILF bra, must have,” said Neville as he climbed through the mail towards Ron.

“Get your hands off my mom’s knickers!” shouted Seamus as he too went after Ron.

Ron in the meantime had begun to travel to Harry’s bed. When he arrived he found Harry stunned and in silence. Soon he was tackled by his two other roommates who started fighting for the bra. “Both of you stop it,” Ron screamed.

They two stopped and looked at Harry. “Harry mate, are you ok?” Neville asked.

“I hope you aren’t seriously considering asking my mom out, ’cause I will hurt you,” Seamus added.

Harry was still silent. “Harry please speak to us,” Ron pleaded to no avail.

Just then Hermione pushed through the door, "Harry there is a bunch of mail down in the Common Room for…What the bloody hell….where did all this mail come from?" she exclaimed.

"Hermione get over here, Harry is catatonic," Ron said.

"Where are you?" she asked nervously.

"On Harry’s bed," answered Neville.

Hermione reached them, "Can one of you tell me what is going on?" she asked.

"Well Hermione, it appears that Headmistress McGonagall, your hero, decided to get even with Harry. She went and basically told every person that looked at Quidditch Vision last night that Harry was single and needed a date for the ball. Furthermore, that anyone could apply for the position. So this morning we woke up to this," Ron concluded in one of his moments of brilliance.

Hermione was stunned, "She wouldn’t, she couldn’t," she stammered.

"She would, she could, and she did," Seamus said still fuming.

Hermione just burst out laughing, "Bout time someone gave Harry a shot of his own medicine," she said.

"Hermione this isn’t funny, Harry is totally gone," Ron pleaded.

Hermione sobered up and went to shake Harry. "Harry are you ok? Harry speak to me?" she said holding him.

There was no response, "This is serious, maybe we should get Madame Pomfrey?" Neville suggested.

It was then that Harry’s face changed; it was now a mix of rage and psychotic happiness.

They all moved back a bit, frightened. Hermione was the one that broke the silence, "Harry please say something."

No reply, "Harry your scaring us," Ron added.

Harry looked up at all of them, they all moved back at his gaze of maniacal evil. “That is it, I have had it. I was being nice, but now she goes and makes my life hell. Can’t take a joke, well let us see how she handles what I have cooked up for her” he said angrily

“Who Harry?” asked Hermione nervously.

“McGonagall, she has gone too far. Praying on my good nature and politeness. Well the kid gloves are off” Harry said maniacally.

“Harry, your scaring us again, don’t do anything drastic” Ron pleaded.

“Too late Redfang, this is no longer about fun. McGonagall has incurred the wrath of the King of Pranks of Hogwarts. This isn’t Marauder business, this is personal, this is….WAR!” Harry said with finality and viciousness.

They all cringed in fear.

Harry had already formed a plan in his head; he knew what he would do. “Guys, stay in your rooms today, you don’t want to be a part of this. Tell Rose and Ginny” Harry said and then left the room

Hermione looked at Harry leave, her head reeling from the implications of what Harry was about to do. Still his resolve and words were frightening, she hesitated. “Do you think we should do as he says?” she asked.

“Hermione, I think for once, we should stay out of it. Harry is on a rampage, if he says we don’t want to be a part of this, then I would listen” Ron said with fear in his voice.

“I will go tell the girls, then let us meet back here” Hermione concluded and went to get Rose and Ginny.

They all gathered and explained what had occurred to the other two. They reacted differently, "Those bitches, how dare they think they have a chance in hell with my Harry." Ginny exclaimed.

"Your Harry? Since when is he your Harry? You’re just a slut that worked her way into the Marauders by seducing a poor innocent dope," Rose screamed back.

"Hey!" exclaimed Neville.

"You shut up," they both said at once.

"Of course he is mine, you have no idea the bond we share," Ginny answered back.

"Oh I know what type of bond that is; you’re his shag toy. Typical for a harlot like you to think that the way to a man’s heart is through his privates," Rose hollered back.

"OUR sex life is none of your concern, you treacherous harpy," Ginny replied heatedly.

"Hey!" Ron exclaimed not wanting to hear about his sister’s sex life.

"You shut up," they both said in unison.

"Why don’t we let Harry settle this?" Ginny suggested.

"Fine, then he can tell you that you are nothing but his sexual plaything and maybe I can convince him to go out with me. I nice, good natured girl with morals, instead of wasting his time on a floozy like you," Rose replied and ran out.

"You evil, bitch…" Ginny started as she ran after Rose.

"Hey you two, wait!" Hermione exclaimed but it was too late; they were gone.

"Oh well, I guess it’s just us four," Neville said still a bit hurt about what had been said about him.

"Yea, let those two tear themselves apart," Ron said angry at being yelled at.

"I just hope they survive whatever Harry has cooked up," Seamus added with a smile.

“Let us hope we all survive whatever Snuffles has in mind. I’ve never seen him that way, the way he referred to himself as King of Pranks and all that. The look on his face. I don’t know but my instinct tells me this is going to get VERY ugly.” Hermione concluded as she locked the door and headed towards Ron’s bed followed by the other three.

Meanwhile, Harry had already moved forward with his plan. The stage was set as he sat down to breakfast. As soon as he finished breakfast and got up from his spot, the magic would come into effect. McGonagall was smirking at him from her place at the Teacher’s table. Harry smiled right back at her with the same psychotic evil look he had in his room.

The look of happiness and mischief on Harry’s face was troubling, in fact it was frightening. McGonagall grew worried; she had delivered her revenge on Harry, but knew little of how he would react. Her instincts told her something was wrong. “Remus, I need to ask you something,” she said.

Remus stopped talking with Hagrid and looked at the Headmistress. “Yes Minerva what can I do for you?” he replied.

“I want you to look at Harry for me and tell me if I should be concerned.” Minerva replied.

Remus smiled; he had no idea why Minerva was so concerned. Harry had already done his worst, and he knew better than to try something as bad as Snuffle’s Serum again. That was what he was thinking up until the point he locked eyes with Harry. It was then that he saw something he had not seen in a long time: the true and most frightening sight that a Marauder could ever lay eyes upon. In all his years, he had only seen that face three times—once when the Slytherins had destroyed the Quidditch Cup in retaliation for the humiliating defeat they suffered at the hands of Gryffindor, the second when Lucius Malfoy had forced kissed Lily in front of James, who she was engaged to at the time, and now this morning. The look that Harry had on his face was that of a Potter pissed off and reckless. Both times James had gotten that look, the Marauders had run for the hills to avoid having even the smallest association with the actions that he was about to take. And on both times they had been right to do so; James had unleashed mayhem unlike any the Marauders had ever dreamt of in their worst nightmares. Remus was now frightened, with Harry being as strong as he was now, and in possession of the Marauders Memoirs; this could be the end of Hogwarts. He finally managed to utter words again: “Minerva, what did you do to him?”

Minerva saw the fear in Remus’s eyes. She had never seen that before, and now she was truly terrified. “I let it be known on Quidditch Vision that he was single and needed a date for the ball,” she said hoping against hope that this wasn’t as bad as she now thought it to be or worse that she was responsible for it.

“Oh no, may Merlin have mercy on our souls. Minerva, I suggest you tell the students, especially the Slytherins, to head to their rooms and stay there until the day is done and I manage to calm Harry down. Minerva, this is bad; if Harry is anything like James, which we both know he is, that look he has on means he is about to unleash his worst in retaliation for what has been done to him. It may already be too late, but it doesn’t hurt to try and get everyone to safety,” Remus commanded.

“Surely, Remus, you are exaggerating; how bad could something Mr. Potter have come up with be? He surely wouldn’t endanger the whole school,” Minerva replied, trying to calm herself down.

“Minerva, the first time James looked like that he fed Slytherin and some of the other houses with a modified Draught of the Living Dead that made them sleep‑walk for a week in a nightmare where Gryffindor beat them mercilessly at Quidditch and then physically massacred them. The second time, he used a complex ancient curse so old that no one, not even Dumbledore, could undo it. Lucius Malfoy used to have dark blonde hair; after that his hair remained the near‑white you see today. Let us just say that Lucius erased his own memory just to prevent himself from remembering some of the pain and mental anguish he suffered that week. On both occasions we knew it was James, and neither of those occasions did anyone, not even the Ministry itself, find the slightest evidence to prove it. Whatever he has planned will be bad and he will not get caught.” Remus concluded.

"By Merlin what have I done," she whispered. "Students, classes are canceled for the day; please return to your Houses and stay in your rooms. Mr. Potter, please come to the Teacher table," Minerva bellowed.

All the students left as ordered, but Harry had already gotten up; the magic had begun. As all the students walked out of the big doors of the Great Hall, they entered his spell. Harry calmly walked up to the Teacher’s table. "Yes Headmistress, what can I do for you?" Harry asked in a maniacal tone.

Minerva cringed, "Harry, I was just hoping you were alright. I do hope my actions of last night weren’t over the line. I would hate for something unfortunate to happen." 

Harry smiled, "Oh, I am fine Headmistress, although it might already be too late for apologies. In fact," he said as he looked behind him, "I am sure it is too late for apologies. Have a nice day," Harry said and then turned on his heel and walked out of the Great Hall.

"Minerva, you went too far, and now we are screwed," Remus said simply as he put his head in his hands.

"We should go survey the damage, shouldn’t we?" Minerva replied wondering what the angered 17‑year‑old had done to her school.

"Yea, might as well now," Remus said and then got up and started to leave.

"What is going on, Lupin?" Slughorn asked.

"Harry is pissed off and now we are going to see how much damage the bloke has caused," Lupin replied.

"How bad is it, Remus?" Slughorn asked.

"Remember the two times James got 'the Potter look'?" Remus replied.

"Oh Merlin, we are screwed," Slughorn said realizing that Harry had a lot more power and knowledge than James. And James was frightening.

As they walked through the doors, the spell took them as well. Suddenly Remus was standing on the wall of the Potions classroom. “What the bloody hell, where the bloody hell am I? Why am I STANDING on the wall of the Potions classroom?”

“I don’t have a clue, professor,” answered a third‑year Ravenclaw who was standing on the opposite wall.

“How did you get here? And why are you wearing a Hawaiian shirt and rubber pants?” Lupin asked.

“Well I walked out of my room and appeared here, wearing this. You aren’t exactly in uniform either, Professor,” the student replied.

Lupin looked down and realized he was now in a tight mini skirt and a bra. “Oh bloody hell,” Lupin said angrily and then ran towards the door that was on the wall in front of him. He climbed up the wall and went through the door. He then fell down from the door of the Transfigurations classroom onto a wall.

“Hello Remus, so to whom do we owe the gratitude for pissing Harry off?” said Slughorn, who was dressed in a school‑girls uniform that was a few sizes too small.

“That would be Minerva,” Remus replied as he now looked down, dusted himself off and realized he was dressed in a long red tight evening dress with high heels. “Oh ruddy hell, what the hell type of spell is this?”

“Well, from what I can gather, Potter has combined three very old and difficult spells. The first causes gravity to act differently on every individual in a building; the second creates point singularities that send you to random points in a building with no sense of order, and the last causes a person’s clothes to change as he exits a room,” Slughorn concluded.

So let me get this straight: gravity is out of whack, the windows and doors all connect to random places, and every time we cross one we will end up wearing something different,” Lupin summarized.

“Pretty much with the exception of a few details you missed,” Slughorn replied.

“Like what?” Lupin asked, and then felt gravity pulling him toward the floor of the room.

Slughorn merely jumped to another wall. “Gravity shifts randomly in rooms, and shifts differently for each person. Also, portals will open randomly,” Slughorn explained, but then Remus fell back into a black hole that opened behind him. “Like that one. Oh well, boy that Harry boy knows how to get creative with the spells he learned in SOCK,” Slughorn said laughing.

Meanwhile Lupin had landed in the Divination classroom and was now wearing a tank top and clown pants. “Remus, are you OK?” asked a concerned McGonagall who was standing on the ceiling wearing a small pink bikini.

“Oh thank heavens I found you, Minerva,” Remus started to say, and then caught sight of Minerva. “I think I just went blind; my retinas have been burned. For the love of Merlin, I am blind. Can’t get the image out of my head, the horror, the horror,” he started to rant.

“Oh shut it, Remus, I am not happy about it either. I hope you have something better to contribute to the situation than rude and bad jokes,” Minerva scolded but was visibly embarrassed.

Remus had calmed down. “I am sorry, Minerva; it was wrong of me to comment. In any case I ran into Slughorn who figured out what is going on. Seems like Harry has used three very old and powerful spells…” Remus started and then proceeded to explain the rest.

"Oh good heavens, what have I done? All I wanted was a little fair play for what Harry did to the school... So is there any way to break the spell?" McGonagall asked.

"Didn’t get the chance to ask; I got flipped through a black hole and ended here," Remus replied.

"Well then, I guess we are in this for the long haul," McGonagall replied as the gravity shifted and she now landed on the floor while Remus landed on a wall.

Elsewhere two very irritated girls were having an argument. "This is your bloody fault you tramp," Rose began as she tapped her stiletto heel on the roof of the Great Hall. She was dressed in a puke green jumpsuit.

"My fault? You’re the one that said we should try the door, you bitch," Ginny replied from the wall dressed in an army uniform.

"This could have all been avoided if he had just listened to Hermione, but no, you had to go and mess everything up just because you can’t accept that Harry doesn’t want you. You should know by now that Harry would never go out with a harlot, skank like you," Rose replied viciously.

"No, this is your fault; I wanted to listen to my brother and his know-it-all girlfriend, but you insisted on finding Harry. I know for a fact that he would never go out with an evil, conniving, psychotic, asshole like you," Ginny spat back.

Then they both broke back into screams.

In the Runes classroom, Malfoy and three other Slytherins had settled on staying put. They had magicked some cards and were playing a bad game of strip poker, mostly due to the fact that they couldn’t remove any of their clothes.

"This sucks," Pansy Parkinson commented from the roof wearing a colorful outfit with a boa.

"Oh, just shut it, woman," Draco replied as he was wearing a bow tie, no shirt, and tight black pants.

"Yea, listen to the boy toy," Millicent Bullstrode said from the wall wearing a big muumuu with elephants on it.

They continued the jabs and played cards as the gravity shifted and time passed.

Harry was sitting in a strange cube of light; inside it he was protected and could affect the entire spell. He could see what everyone was doing and was thoroughly enjoying the show. He had sent many more students and teachers toward the Headmistress in an effort to get his revenge. They all acted the same way, traumatized by seeing her in a tight bikini. Harry was laughing it up. His attention then turned to the Slytherins who he kept making fall to the opposite end of the room, disturbing their game and causing small injuries.  

Finally, he noticed that Rose and Ginny had left the Great Hall and were now on the ceiling of the Defense Against the Dark Arts Classroom.

"Well look at you, I think you finally found a set of clothes that suit you," Rose said commenting on Ginny’s new look. She was wearing high red heels, a tight purple skanky dress that was see-through and no underwear. She looked like a complete slut.

"You don’t look that off yourself; I think the look suits you," Ginny replied as Rose was wearing a tight black leather strap outfit that wrapped around her body, and devils horns and tail on it. She looked evil.

“Oh shut you fucking whore, I think I have had enough of you," Rose said drawing her wand.

"Fine with me, you evil, treacherous Veela," Ginny said drawing her wand as well.

Spells started flying; finally one connected with one of Rose’s straps and made her end up topless. "Oh you little harlot," Rose said covering herself as Ginny laughed. Rose shot a spell straight at her in retaliation but missed. Instead the spell went through a black hole and hit Remus on the back, making his clothes vanish.

“Oh my," replied McGonagall as Remus covered his privates.

"What the bloody hell is going on here?" Remus asked.

Ginny meanwhile had launched a counteroffensive, but soon got hit by Rose’s spell. Ginny was now naked as well, "Oh you fucking bitch, you will pay for that," Ginny said as she too sent the stripping spell towards Rose. Rose dodged and the beam struck a black hole.

This time Malfoy was the victim as he now was naked and accompanied by two merciless Slytherin girls. They laughed at him heartily.

Rose got hit by a flash and was now completely naked. Ginny had conjured up clothing, although it wasn’t her pick. She now was wearing a fireman uniform. Rose did the same, and ended up wearing a toga. They continued to launch the stripping spell and missing each other. Some would hit black holes and attack random people.

Harry was finding all of this hilarious, and then an idea hit him. “Of course why didn’t I think of this before? This is going to be hilarious,” Harry thought out loud. Harry summoned two spheres and then placed a spell in each; the surrounded them with small black holes that constantly changed destinations. The spheres were released and soon were doing their work. They rotated endlessly, sending the spell in every direction randomly. Spells started flying randomly into rooms. One was stripping people naked; the other one was changing their clothes. Harry modified his room spell to prevent anyone from using a clothing spell. Only his would cloth someone that had been stripped. Soon the entire school was in even more chaos as they were dodging nudity spells or chasing after clothing spells. They quickly realized that their clothing spells didn’t work, so they tried to stay in the path of the clothing spells and out of the nudity spell's way. Some intelligent ones dove through doors and windows, so that when they entered a new room they would have clothes on, even if they were ridiculous. Unfortunately since gravity was funky, they sometimes landed rather painfully. People were randomly jumping from place to place trying to stay clothed.

“Oh bloody hell this has just gotten worst,” screamed Lupin as he got hit by a naked spell.

{"corrected_text":"“By Merlin, cover yourself up, Remus,” McGonagall shouted.\n\n“I can’t; the spell won’t work,” Remus replied as he tried the spell over and over.\n\nMcGonagall got hit by a clothing spell and was now in shorts and a t‑shirt. “What the hell is going on?” she screamed as she kept seeing spells randomly hit the room.\n\n“Harry has just stepped into this hellhole,” Remus replied as he dodged spells.\n\nHarry, in the meantime, had laughed his fill and had decided to go to training. Once again his days were fruitless; when he finally came back it was almost dinner time. So he decided that it had been enough and stopped all the spells. People reappeared where they were heading wearing the clothes they had been wearing in the morning. Most were exhausted from all the running and dodging. They headed for the Great Hall as it was dinner time, their hunger matching their fatigue.\n\nThe Great Hall was silent; no one wanted to remember the hell that the day had been. The rumor that Harry Potter had done it was running rampant. The Marauders had come down from the Gryffindor Common Room unscathed. They were all thanking their lucky stars that they had been in Harry’s room instead of the hell maze Harry had made, though they were all laughing at how funny it had all sounded. The teachers were also eating in silence, too nervous to do anything else.”}

Finally, Harry entered the Great Hall. Suddenly, there was complete silence; every pair of eyes followed him nervously as he took a seat at the table. He began to serve himself, and then eat. All the while the entire school stood silently in awe, all of them scared of incurring the man’s wrath. Harry ate peacefully and joyfully; he was laughing terribly in his head. When he was done, he got up and left to go to bed. Finally the hall settled down to the usual chatter, all of them trying to avoid talking about Harry Potter, fearful of what he would do next. For once Harry was in luck, for half of his female suitors were now dissuaded from their mission of getting him to go with them to the ball. Still there were two that would not surrender; they would never give up, and they would escalate the battle into a bloody war before that happened. And so the day closed, no one knowing that the next two days would decide who would finally take Harry to the dance. No one suspecting the extremes that would push him to choose, no one that is except Alexander, for he knew all.

Chapter 27 The Wonderful Waltz of Wickedness

Rose and Ginny had remained silent during dinner. They had been sulking, preparing their minds for what was to come. The memory of their final hour in Harry’s maze still fresh in their minds. Now they had to get ready for what that Thursday afternoon would bring.

They had both run out of energy, dodging and lunging, trying to stay clothed. They had both just given up and collapsed on the ceiling. Still, they had enough energy to turn and face each other lying down.

“I have had it with you,” Ginny said panting.

“The feeling is mutual,” Rose replied in a similar state.

“So how do you want to settle this?” Ginny asked.

“I think we should let Harry decide; he is the one that needs to pick one of us for the ball,” Rose replied.

“That may be true, but he is trying to spare ONE of uses feelings. He might not make his mind up in time,” Ginny added emphasizing that she was the one that Harry wanted and the one she referred to was Rose.

“You have a point there; he might not pick either of us just to spare ONE of uses feelings. So what do you suggest we do about it?” Rose replied emphasizing that she thought Ginny was the one Harry wanted to dump.

“I think we should settle this ourselves,” Ginny replied grinning.

“That sounds like a plan,” Rose said smiling as well.

“Bludger Joust tomorrow after class on the Quidditch pitch,” Ginny started.

“Looser bows out gracefully and tells Harry to take the winner,” finished Rose.

They both smiled competitively at each other and then collapsed back on the floor.

Now they both slept in their beds, seething and plotting on how they would win in the coming day. Harry and the rest of Hogwarts were completely unaware of their plans.

Morning came, and all got ready. Harry happily headed down to breakfast still smiling about the day before. McGonagall saw him strut into the Great Hall, her eyes like daggers raging upon him.

“Bloody prat can’t take a joke,” Minerva muttered. She was still upset that there was no way to prove Harry had done it. What’s more, when she told Dumbledore about it he laughed heartily at her.

“I am afraid this is my fault, Minerva, I should have warned you not to try to out-prank a Potter. It has been my experience that it is detrimental to one’s health to anger a Potter, and I am afraid my dear that you had that one coming,” he said calmly with a smile.

“How can you say that, Albus?” Minerva replied outraged.

“Simple, Minerva, you are a teacher, he is a student. You are supposed to be mature and set an example. Not convince him to cause more trouble,” Albus replied with a smirk.

“Blasted, must be fun being right all the time,” Minerva replied defeated.

Albus grew somber, yet had a sad smile. “I wouldn’t know, Minerva, I have been wrong so many times, and my mistakes have cost me and those I care about dearly. It was my mistake that got me killed after all,” he began and then drifted off. “There has only been one man that I have met that has never been wrong, my mentor, who apparently thoroughly enjoys being right all the time,” he said smiling briefly, but then grew somber again. “And I fear that he may never be wrong, Merlin, I fear that more than anything,” he finished.

Minerva snapped back to the present; the conversation she had with the portrait had disturbed her a little, but she didn’t give it much more thought. She now felt ashamed to have sunk to the level she had, her appetite almost gone.

Harry, on the other hand, was eating happily; he was still enjoying some of the details of yesterday's prank in his head and was sharing them with some of his fellow Marauders. Still, the question of who he was going to take weighed heavily on his mind. Harry, Ginny, and Rose all drifted through classes and lunch, each lost in their own little world of concerns.

Finally, classes were over; Rose and Ginny both headed toward the Quidditch changing rooms. They put on their gear and grabbed Beater’s bats and both Bludgers. No one had reserved the pitch for that afternoon. They would be all alone. They got ready for one of the most dangerous games known to wizards, the Bludger Joust. They would ride on their brooms and have an all‑out melee using the Bludgers as weapons.

They headed onto the pitch and released the Bludgers, then kicked off.

“You ready to go to hell, you venomous, evil, Veela,” Ginny said, smiling.

“Just bring it on, you wanking, cheap slut,” Rose replied, returning the smile.

The Bludgers headed towards them, Rose looped sideways and batted one upside down towards Gin — but she missed it. Ginny was barely connecting with her bat on the Bludger when she noticed the sphere heading towards her and dodged quickly. Her shot was weak, so Rose easily intercepted the Bludger and sent it quickly back towards Ginny, who was barely recovering from the first near‑scrape. Ginny dove fast and barely managed to avoid the hit. Rose in the meantime was laughing at Ginny’s performance. This is all Ginny needed; she kicked in the speed of her broom and dove towards a coming Bludger and then spun upwards, hitting it with her bat. A moment later she hit the second one with the back of her broom as she spun. Rose noticed the approaching projectile and dodged easily to the right, not noticing that there was a second Bludger in the wake of the first. As she connected with the first, the second smashed into her shoulder, spinning her backwards. Rose felt pain emanating from her shoulder but hung in there and accelerated towards the Bludgers. Ginny laughed at Rose now. Then both dove for their respective Bludgers. Rose had better speed and strength; she caught up with her Bludger first and hit it hard towards Ginny. Ginny connected with her Bludger seconds after Rose hit hers. Ginny dodged Rose’s Bludger, but Rose was angry and had charged forward straight into Ginny’s Bludger. The force of her blow, added to the momentum she had on her broom, caused the Bludger to rocket towards Ginny. Ginny saw it coming but it was too late and the Bludger hit her smack in the stomach. She doubled over in pain on her broom.

Meanwhile, Harry was heading towards his training. He always loved how the school looked as winter approached. The leaves of the Whomping Willow were interesting to see flutter in the wind an then get slapped by a branch. As Harry looked around he noticed two figures moving rapidly in the air. Harry couldn’t make out who it was a first, but after using his eyes he understood. It was Ginny and Rose; Harry rushed full speed to the locker room, then straight onto the field with his broom. Harry soon figured out what they were up to by digging in their minds. As the two girls each dashed towards the other with their bats on the Bludger. Harry rushed in and got in the middle of the two.

“Both of you stop fighting already” Harry said as he stood in the middle.

“No Harry, watch out!” exclaimed Rose.

It was too late, the two Bludgers hit on opposite ends of his skull. Harry dove and hit the pitch hard.

“Harry!” screamed Ginny concerned.

“By Merlin” Rose said as he dove and got back on the ground. She ran towards Harry and cradled his unconscious form in her arms.

Ginny reached the ground and rushed towards them as well. “Harry, please be ok, please be ok” she cried.

Rose hugged him closer and buried her head into his chest. Silent tears sprouted. She couldn’t think. It was then they heard a slight snicker. They both looked up and into each others eyes.

“No he wouldn’t” Ginny said as they stared at each other, both arriving at the same conclusion.

“Snuffles, quit playing, this isn’t funny” Rose exploded dropping his head on the ground.

Harry opened his eyes and started laughing, “Oh but it is my dear Crimsonsnow and Silentnight. You both care, you both really do care.” Harry said, laughing.

“You insensitive bastard, you had us worried,” Ginny screamed.

“How did you survive two Bludgers to the head at the same time?” Rose asked, curious as to how it was possible.

Harry read her intent. “Don’t know; guess my head is as thick as they say it is,” he said, laughing.

“However you did it if you ever do that again I will kill you,” Ginny said, hugging him strongly.

Rose reacted, “Get off of him, you slut, this contest isn’t over.”

Ginny let go of Harry. “Looks to me like it is; it is obvious Harry wants to go with me,” she said as she got nose to nose with Rose.

Harry had enough. “Both of you, stop this right now,” he bellowed, causing them to back away frightened. “You two could have gotten severely injured out here. You nearly took my head off, all because of some stupid dance. I have had it with you two; if you can’t behave yourselves then I won’t go to the dance period.” Harry said angrily and then stormed off.

Rose and Ginny looked down to the ground and then saw Harry walk away. They both felt ashamed; when they looked back up they locked eyes. Emotions took over.

“Harry is mine, this isn’t over,” Ginny said and then ran off after him.

“You’re right about one thing, this isn’t over,” Rose said as a dark look came on her face.

Harry hastened to train and kicked in his speed to get there faster. Ginny lost sight of him immediately and, after a while, gave up and went back to the dorms.

Harry was so mad at the two, thinking that they could make his mind up with a stupid contest. He focused all his rage on his training. As the three “days” passed, he had made little progress; he had barely slept. His mind was only on training; finally he was at his limits. His eyesight weakened and the energy his hands could emit as well. He could barely focus; little by little his eyes lost their sharpness. It was then he noticed something. Something he had not see before. The spheres in his hand that were shaped the same but different in size, were also had another difference. With his weakened sight he could see they had different colors in their cores. Now that his eyes were weak he could see the difference in their energy patterns, a small difference in color. The one of the right was a vivid yellow, the one on his left a dull blue. What’s more his hands were also different in color, the amount of energy he was using in his right greater than that of his left. “Could it be that simple?” he asked himself as he looked at his discovery. He focused his energy into his right hand and slowly saw it start to change into the vivid yellow, and when the color matched the sphere’s he released the energy and it popped open. Harry then focused on his left hand, stored energy until it matched the color on the sphere and then released the energy, the second sphere opened as well.

“Well done Harry, you finally figured it out.” He appeared behind his?

“Harry, one of your sights allows you to see power points, that is all well and good, but you still didn’t know how much power to use on a particular point. The purpose‑of‑this‑exercise is for you to master using your ability to use power points and that of seeing energy patterns to not only find power points but know how much energy is required to activate them. Now that you discovered the how, we need to focus on your speed,” Alexander explained and then snapped his fingers.

Harry was now surrounded by different sized spheres. “Bloody hell” Harry said as he understood immediately that now he would have to open them all as fast as possible, without mistakes. He was too exhausted to try, so he just sat down and decided to sleep and try in the morning. The rest of Harry’s training time was dedicated to speed, with limited success. He now was able to open them on the first try, but his speed was horrible. By the time he had to return to Hogwarts it took him 12 hours to do them all without making a mistake. He figured getting the hang of power levels was more important than speed for now.

Harry headed to his room, looked at the large pile of invitation on his bed, went into the bathroom and got cleaned up. Then headed down to dinner where he noticed that Rose and Ginny were still on violent terms. Neville was back to his old self and was joking with Ron, Hermione, and Seamus. Harry ate his meal in peace and then went and, using his speed, answered all the requests on his bed. He then finally headed to bed. Praying that nothing else happened to ruin his week.”

Harry awoke without a smile on a cold Friday morning. Tomorrow he would face Slytherin, and by the day after, he would have to make a choice on who to take to the ball. He didn’t know which of the two he was most nervous about. In truth he already knew it was either Ginny or Rose. He shook his head determined to think about it later. He got up and got ready, and then headed down to breakfast.

The day flew by: first morning classes, then lunch, and then classes were done. Lunch had been uneventful with the exception of Rose getting a letter delivered by a school owl.

“What’s that?” Ron asked with food in his mouth.

“Well it’s a letter from Einstein; what do you think it is?” Hermione asked sarcastically.

“Whose Einstein?” asked Ron, Seamus, and Neville in unison.

“Ah, wizards,” Hermione said as she rolled her eyes.

Harry didn’t pay any attention to them. “So who is it from?” he asked.

“Oh nothing, just some fan mail,” Rose replied quickly as she tucked the letter into her pocket.

“I didn’t know you had fans, you bitch,” Ginny replied venomously.

“No, I have fans, just not clients like you do, you slut,” Rose said with a wry smile.

“Whatever,” Ginny replied smiling evilly.

Harry didn’t pay any attention to their bickering; he was probing Rose’s mind for the real answer to his question. The letter was from Malfoy, who wanted to meet her alone in the Astronomy tower to discuss the dance. Harry suspected something was up. Rose had no idea why Malfoy would risk her cover with a stupid stunt like that letter. What’s more, when he probed Malfoy he didn’t get anything about a letter in his mind.

When classes were done they all headed to the Common Room to relax. Harry prepared himself to follow Rose as soon as she made for the portrait. Soon enough she did and Harry followed behind under his invisibility cloak. Harry prepared for the worst, Slytherins, Quidditch fans, stalkers, Death Eaters, or even Voldemort himself could be waiting for Rose in that tower. But what he met there he could never expect.

Rose reached the top of the stairs of the Astronomy Tower; she looked around and saw no one. “Hey Draco you bloody idiot are you here?” she called out.

Still nothing, Harry moved to the side of the tower expecting the worst to happen at any moment in time.

Then a voice came, a very unexpected voice, “Hello you evil bitch” said the angry female voice.

Rose and Harry turned around, behind a pillar stood Ginny, wand drawn and pointed at Rose.

“What the hell do you want slut? Better yet, what the hell are you doing here?” Rose asked since she was expecting Malfoy and Ginny was one of the last people she wanted to see in case he showed up.

“Well I was waiting for you of course, after all WE HAVE TO DISCUSS THE DANCE” Ginny replied evilly.

Suddenly everything clicked for Harry and Rose. Ginny had set Rose up. “So you set this all up, why?” Rose asked already knowing the answer.

“Harry can only take one of us, and I am tired of waiting for him to pick. So only one of us will be ABLE to go to the dance” Ginny said with conviction. Then screamed, “Bat Boogey” and a spell shot towards Rose.

Rose dodged nimbly and drew her own wand. They then started rolling around shooting curses and hexes. Rose was even starting to consider using the Unforgivables. Finally, both jumped out and screamed “Expeliarmus” at the same time. Both their wands flew beyond their reach. Harry still didn’t want to intervene, but he moved to the stairs in order to do so in case it was necessary. He would pretend to have wandered up the stairs and caught them fighting. Besides, he was enjoying the girl fight a bit, he thought with a grin.

Ginny jumped toward Rose, but Rose, who was stronger, easily dodged and threw her to the floor. Ginny got back up and slapped Rose in the face. Rose suffered the pain easily; it was nothing compared to some of the pain she had endured in the past. She returned the blow, knocking Ginny on the floor. Her cheek was bruised; she got back up and lunged at Rose again. Rose didn’t manage to dodge; she got knocked to the floor. Ginny started beating her face with her fists; once again the pain was nothing to Rose. Rose flipped Ginny over under her and began to beat on her again.

”Is that all you got, you little weak slut?” Rose taunted.

“You bitch, I will rip you apart,” Ginny screamed as she attacked again.

Rose dodged her assault easily, and then hit Ginny with a backhand. “You are slow and stupid, you hoe. Just give it up; you will never beat me,” she taunted.

“Fuck you,” Ginny screamed as his patience ran out. She transformed into a red panther, her animagus form, and lunged at Rose.

Rose was caught of guard as the claws of the panther dug into her skin. She nimbly rolled out the way as she fell to the floor and the panther dug her claws again into the spot where her face had been moments ago. Rose knew this was an unfair fight now, she quickly assumed her animagus form as well. Now a red panther and a white tiger were rolling around in a violent fight. Sharp claw slashes were being exchanged.

It had been mere moments, but those moments were too long for Harry’s liking. Harry dropped the invisibility cloak and rushed upwards towards them. “You two, stop this right now. You are going to kill each other” he commanded. They did not respond, they were too engrossed in their catfight. “I said stop it right now” Harry commanded again, he was still ignored. Harry lost his patience, he transformed into his lion form and roared incredibly loud. The two still kept fighting, completely taken with the idea of finally putting an end to the other. Harry knew what he had to do, out of the two, Ginny had the bigger temper, Rose would quit if she saw that she didn’t have to fight anymore. Harry jumped on Ginny as she rolled on top of Rose, and pinned her down to the floor. She struggled and roared, Harry stood firm and didn’t let her escape. Rose in the meantime had settled down and had returned to human form. Ginny finally settled, roared weakly, and then turned back into a human.

“What the bloody hell were you two doing!?!” Harry screamed as he became human again.

Both girls looked down at the floor, “Nothing” they both replied sounding sorry. 

“You …

"But Harry…" Rose began.

"Rose shut it, you knew better than to get into this fight. You could have run. I expected more from you, Rose. I always thought you were too mature for stunts like this. I guess I was wrong," Harry surmised.

"Ha," exclaimed Ginny looking pleased.

"AND YOU!" Harry exclaimed pointing his finger at Ginny, who then fell silent. "I know you started this fight, you tricked Rose into coming here, then you tried to attack her while she was unarmed, then you used your animagus form against her. We are supposed to be house mates, comrades, friends; we are bloody Marauders. We don’t treat Marauders like this, we don’t treat anyone like this. Only Death Eaters act this cowardly, I can barely stand to look at you. You accuse Rose of being a traitor and evil; you have in one day acted more traitorous than she had acted since I met her. I trust her more right now than I trust you," Harry boomed angrily.

Ginny was torn down with each word, until she lay on her knees, crying her eyes out, feeling shame and regret unlike any she had felt. Rose remained silent; she knew better than to get back into Harry’s sights now that he was angry, besides she liked where this was going.

"I am sorry, I am so sorry. Please forgive me, Harry, I can’t stand you being angry at me," Ginny pleaded.

Harry relented a little, “Ginny, I will forgive you, but I can’t see you for a while. You two have been at me like crazy for a while now, trying to get me to go with you to the dance. I guess I am accepting Rose’s invite, so Ginny I hope you will behave yourself on Sunday at the dance, and I hope I never see this side of you again.” Harry said, now a bit calmer.

Ginny was crushed; she had lost. Rose was ecstatic; she had won. They both kept their emotions controlled though, they didn’t want to upset Harry further. Ginny simply said, “I understand, congratulations, Rose” in a sad tone.

Rose replied with a simple, “Thanks.” Harry turned around and walked back into the castle, trying to shake the disappointment he had in his ex‑girlfriend. But his mind was also on the fact that he would be going to the dance with Rose, and deep down he was excited about the prospect.

Harry headed to training and began to work on multiple spheres. His speed was better but he still needed a lot of work. After the “days” of practice were finished, he headed back to his room to wash up; his bed had a new pile of letters on it. Harry figured he finally had a date and not a moment too soon. He headed down to dinner; there he waited for the entire population of Hogwarts to arrive. Once he saw the hall was filled he walked up to the Teacher’s table and asked McGonagall if he could make an announcement. She nodded her agreement reluctantly, her mind expecting the worst.

"Attention please, attention, I have an announcement," he yelled out. All eyes turned to him. "Well then, now that I have your attention, I just wanted to say I appreciate everyone who asked me out to the ball. I am glad to say I have finally accepted the invitation of my fellow Black Marauder, Rose Riddle. So once again, thanks for the invite, maybe next time," Harry finished and the entire hall erupted into female whispers of discontent and envy. Only Rose and Ginny remained silent, one gloating, the other sulking. Harry and Rose were congratulated and then they all headed to bed. Tomorrow was finally the game between Gryffindor and Slytherin and they wanted their rest.

The next morning was one filled with tension. As the bravest house, the noble Gryffindors, walked to the Great Hall, their minds were tense and anxious for the coming game. Leading them with an air of bravery was Harry Potter. His head held high, a confident smile on his face. He was the only one in Gryffindor that ate a full breakfast; the rest played around with their food. The morning flew by and soon it was game time. There was silence in the changing room when they were ready, Harry spoke.

"Team, today will not be easy, today will not be a clean game, today we must play safe. Use your speed and try not to use all your skill; we need to have an edge for when we get to the finals. They will try to hurt us, so use the nimbleness and maneuverability of your brooms to their fullest. Beaters, I want you to pick a Bludger and stick with it as best you can. Now I want all of you to stay safe; that said, let’s go kick those twisted arses," Harry concluded with a smile.

"Here, here," they all said.

They got on the pitch and took to the sky. The Slytherins had looks of malevolence on their faces. They already savored blood.

"Well then George, Ravenclaw showed a good game, won by 190 to 20," Fred said.

"Indeed a jolly good match Fred. But now it is time for the match we all came to see," George replied.

"Good vs. Evil," Fred said.

"Lion vs. Snake," George added, the cheers began to mount.

"GRYFFINDOR vs. Slytherin," they both said in unison saying the second team’s name faster and less audibly. No one but the Slytherins seemed to mind.

"Sir so who are you rooting for today?" asked Wormtail.

"Isn’t it obvious Pettigrew," hissed Voldemort.

"Of course your greatness," Wormtail replied and then crawled into a corner scared.

"So who do you think he is rooting for?" whispered Snape.

"I don’t even think HE knows the answer to that," Lucius whispered back.

"I take it we are screwed either way," Bellatrix replied.

"What do you mean?" asked Snape.

"Well if we cheer for Slytherin we will get punished for going against his daughter. If we cheer for Gryffindor we will get punished for cheering for the enemy. And if we don’t cheer at all we get punished for showing no enthusiasm. Any way you see it we are all bloody fucked," Bellatrix explained.

"Oh this is going to be a long day," Snape sighed as did his fellow Death Eaters.

"And the game is on. Riddle has the Quaffle, wow, she just dodged a Bludger attack, oh and an illegal bat swing by a Slytherin Beater," Fred announced.

"Passes to Ginny, boy sis can fly, she shoots, she scores! Weasley draws first blood." George said proudly.

"We taught her that," the twins said as they looked at each other.

“Slytherin has the Quaffle now, what’s this, Robins intercepts, passes to Ginny” Fred continued.

“You fucking wanker, vicious bloody foul by the Slytherin Chaser. Bloody bastard whacked our sis in the head with his brooms bottom” George shouted.

“Weasleys” McGonagall said without much emphasis. She was angry as well.

“You bloody, fucking snake we know where you sleep at night. You will pay for that” Fred said and George nodded his agreement.

Ginny blushed with fury at her brothers’ over protectiveness. “I don’t need you morons’ help” she shouted, but wasn’t heard.

The Slytherin Beater cringed at the thought of what awaited him, and so did the rest of Slytherin since they knew they were suffering as well by association.

“Weasleys!” shouted McGonagall, she really didn’t need more trouble at school.

“Sorry” the said without conviction.

“Weasley takes her penalty shot…and she scores. Gryffindor is now up 20 to 0.” George exclaimed.

“The game is back on, nice dodges by Gryffindor, what speed and skill. Slytherin is fighting dirty and Gryffindor is playing masterfully” Fred continued.

“Well said brother, the Gryffindor Beaters are fighting their heart out up there, but it seems all of Slytherin is out for blood. Malfoy and Potter as still circling the pitch” George informed.

Harry was indeed circling the pitch, keeping Malfoy away from where he knew the Snitch was. “This game is starting to get out of hand,” he thought. He really wanted to make the score greater, but playing as carefully as they were and with Slytherin in full assault, that was not going to happen. If he told his teammates to go all out they would massacre the snakes, but he wanted to keep their true power secret until the World Cup. He read the Slytherins’ minds; they didn’t want the win, they wanted to hurt Gryffindor so bad that they would lose their next match or the final. “Sod it, let’s end this,” he mumbled and then dove full speed to the pitch.

“What’s this? Look at Harry Potter go! Bloke is like a blur!” Fred exclaimed.

“And he’s got it! Harry Potter catches the Snitch in a dazzling display of speed. Gryffindor wins 170 to 0. Slytherin just got shut out,” George exclaimed as he and all the Gryffindors were jumping up and down.

“That was a good game, good effort,” concluded Voldemort.

“I agree, my lord,” mumbled all the Death Eaters that were now on the floor after receiving the brunt of the Crucius curse for one offense or another.

“Knew you would all see things my way,” Voldemort gloated.

“He is bloody bonkers,” Malfoy said.

“Yea, but he is so cute when he is psychotic,” Bellatrix cooed.

Malfoy and Snape rolled their eyes.

“It is days like this that I wonder if I shouldn’t have just stuck with Dumbledore. At least that idiot only rambled on and on, and ate candy compulsively,” Snape moaned.

Harry and his team celebrated on the pitch. They congratulated Harry on the great catch.

“To bad we didn’t get time to score some more,” Rose boasted.

"Yea, we could have massacred them," Demelza added.

"Didn’t even break a sweat," Ron commented.

"Save it for the final guys," Harry said with a smile and they all headed in to celebrate finishing first in the first round. Gryffindor was first with 9 points, Slytherin had 4, Ravenclaw had 4, and Hufflepuff had none. The next round would be Gryffindor vs. Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw vs. Slytherin. The winners would go to the finals.

Harry and his fellow house mates celebrated all night. The men were woken up by a great amount of chatter at 6 o’clock in the morning. They were groggy and moody..

"Ah the sun," moaned Neville.

"What is that ungodly noise at this ungodly hour?" Harry added.

"I don’t know, someone should go check," Seamus replied.

"I’m not it," said Neville and Harry in unison.

"Crap, I’ll go see," Seamus protested and got up angrily to go check on the noise.

Minutes later Seamus got back up the stairs and fell into bed. "I should have guessed, the women are in full ball mode," he commented.

"What the hell is that?" Harry asked.

"Well, on the day of the ball, women get up ungodly early, have breakfast, and then start making themselves ready for the ball. The take hours bathing, putting on make-up and perfume, picking out outfits etc. The girls are already done with breakfast. Soon they will start to consume the hot water at an unbelievable rate. We better get up," Seamus explained.

"Crap," the they all said and got up to prepare for the day. Harry though got up faster, there were a few things that he wanted to get done and he would use the extra time he had gotten wisely."

Harry exited the shower and then headed for breakfast. By the time his roommates were exiting the portrait hole, Harry was coming in.

“Harry why didn’t you wait up for us?” asked Neville.

“Sorry Swiftblades, but I have business to take care of” Harry replied and headed up to his room.

“Why do I get a very bad feeling about this?” Seamus commented as he stared at Neville.

“Because you have reason to worry” Neville said sensing the trouble brewing as well.

They both headed down to breakfast. Harry came down a few minutes later with supplies from his trunk and headed straight to the Room of Requirements.

Meanwhile in the girls room, Ginny, Rose, and Hermione were getting ready.

“Now you two better hurry up and make up your minds, we don’t have all day to pick our outfits” Hermione instructed.

“Oh posh, Hermione, why can’t I just go dressed as a witch” Ginny said jokingly.

“Oh stop it Silentnight, you will not go dressed as a witch it is bloody redundant” Hermione replied.

“I was joking Hermione” Ginny said smiling.

“Well I don’t find it funny” Hermione retorted.

“You don’t find anything funny Spitfire” Rose replied laughing. Ginny laughed as well.

Hermione blushed, “I do too, I just have a more educated sense of humor that you do, that is all” she said smugly.

“Whatever, you were laughing you bottom off when Harry told you about the Black Hole Halls he made” Ginny commented.

“Well that was a very complex and masterful spell” Hermione replied trying to make her point.

“Yea, right” Rose said sarcastically.

“In any case, Crimsonsnow, do you have your outfit ready?” Hermione asked.

“Yea, I made it weeks ago” Rose replied.

“YOU MADE IT!?!?!?” Hermione and Ginny exclaimed.

"You can sew?" Hermione asked.

"Yea, my mom taught me. She never trusted her designers; they always messed something up. So she learned how to make and alter clothes with magic, and in time she taught me," Rose explained.

“So what are you going as?" Ginny asked, she had become friendlier with Rose since the incident.

Rose winked and said, "You will just have to wait and see."

The afternoon passed in a flurry of makeup and perfume. Nightfall came; Harry was still missing. The men had come down and were waiting for their dates. The girls were, as usual, waiting to be fashionably late. Demelza Robins came down wearing a pirate costume.

"Hey Robins, looking hot," Seamus said as he admired the short black skirt, the tight white shirt tied around her exposed bellybutton, and the black pirate hat on her head.

"Not looking bad yourself there, lady," Robins replied as she laughed at Seamus’s leprechaun outfit.

"Hey, don’t make fun of my heritage," Seamus said in mock offense.

"I’m sorry," Robins said and kissed him on the cheek. "Forgive me?" she said pouting.

"Sure," Seamus replied with a smile.

A few minutes later, Ginny came down in a tight see-through red bodysuit. She had on a red leather bra and short shorts, and a pair of red wings on her back.

"Wow, you…you…lo...look amazing," Neville stuttered.

"Ginny I thought you swore never to use that fire pixy outfit again," Ron said trying to cover her up.

"Oh shut it Ron. Thanks Neville, you look great too. What exactly are you?" Ginny replied as she swatted her brother away.

"I am a lumberjack, they are Muggles that cut wood with axes," Neville replied in brown pants, a plaid shirt, and suspenders. He swung a rubber axe on his shoulder.

"Well it looks great on you," Ginny said as she sat next to him.

"You are going with Neville?" Ron said shocked.

"Yea, we got back together. Must have slipped my mind to tell you," Ginny said wickedly.

"Why you little, sneaky,…" Ron began to say but he was shut silent by the vision coming down the stairs. Hermione was wearing a black band of cloth as a bra, and a tight black skirt that was just barely long enough to be decent. She was wearing sandals and her hair was braided and tied back.

"What are you gawking at Ron? Haven’t you ever seen what a Muggle dancer looks like?" Hermione questioned.

Ron just stared at her, looking her up and down, stopping at her naked midriff. "You look incredibly beautiful and sexy," Ron finally said.

"You don’t look bad yourself. Although dressing up as a Keeper isn’t exactly a stretch for you," Hermione said blushing at the compliment.

"Hey I will have you know this is the official Keeper’s uniform for the greatest Quidditch team in the land, the Chuddley Cannons," Ron said proudly.

"Only you think they are any good," Seamus replied laughing.

"I still think you look handsome," Hermione said in his defense and then hooked her arm into Ron’s.

"So who are we missing?" Neville asked.

"Harry disappeared in the morning, we haven’t seen him since," Seamus replied.

"Rose was just putting on the finishing touches to her outfit," Hermione added.

"Funny how both of them are late," Ron commented.

"Wonder what Harry is up to," Ginny replied.

"Can’t be anything good," Neville added.

He wouldn’t dare do anything at the ball,” Hermione boasted, then thought about it.

“He’d dare,” they all said in unison.

“Who would dare what?” Rose asked as he came down the stairs.

“Well we were just commenting that Harry…” Ron began to say as he turned around and then got silenced by what he saw. He immediately started to drool.

“Harry, what?” Rose asked concerned.

All the boys were dumbstruck. The girls just rolled their eyes. “Snap out of it,” Ginny, Hermione, and Demelza shouted to their respective dates.

“Huh,” they all replied.

“BOYS!” exclaimed the ladies.

“Guess my outfit is a hit,” Rose boasted with a grin and a chuckle.

“Major understatement,” Hermione replied.

“You got mad skills, Rose. That outfit is incredible,” Ginny commented honestly.

“Yeah I guess the Veela in me wanted to come out,” Rose said as she twirled. Her disguise was made of white see‑through cloth draped about selected parts of her body. You could see her slim body through the fabric. A worn looking cloth wrapped around her bust and a tattered skirt covered her waist. Her hair and eyes were all dazzled up with make up and sparkles, and her hair had a spell that made it wave as if carried by the wind. She was a very convincing Veela.

The boys nodded stupidly, Rose laughed again. “So what were you saying about Harry?” Rose asked.

“Well seems like he has disappeared all afternoon and we were wondering if he was up to another prank,” Hermione informed.

“Wouldn’t put it past him, but then again he has disappeared for long periods of time a lot. Might just be off doing whatever he does when he vanishes without a trace.” Rose replied.

“True,” Ginny replied.

“Although knowing Harry…” Hermione started but then saw Harry walk in through the portrait hole.

“Knowing me what?” Harry asked with a smile as he came in.

“Eh…umm…oh…eh…he he” Hermione stuttered.

“Did someone eat Hermione’s brain?” Harry asked laughing.

“Heh…um..eh…oh…ha ha” Ginny replied.

“Seems like the brain‑eaters struck again” Harry chuckled.

“Yea…he…um…oh…hi hi” Demelza added.

“Three for three, those bastards must have been hungry,” Harry commented now laughing hard. Then he looked at Rose and was a bit taken aback. Finally he said, “Ehum, et tu Rose” making a mock Cesar reference.

Rose was also a bit taken aback, “Ah…no I can talk, they didn’t get me I’m afraid. Might have gotten out of NEWTS that way,” she replied chuckling. Harry laughed as well. “Now seriously, I think the girls are just a bit taken aback by your costume” she explained.

“Snap out of it” exclaimed the boys.

“Huh?” replied the girls.

“GIRLS!” replied the boys rolling on the floor laughing.

“Please stop drooling Hermione,” Ron added between laughs.

“I am not drooling,” Hermione corrected.

“Ah she speaks, there is hope for recovery” Harry joked and then all the guys laughed harder.

“Still Harry, you look incredible in that costume, what exactly are you?” Rose asked.

“I am a soldier,” Harry replied. He was wearing shades, his hair was messy as usual, his skin had been magically tanned and covered with fake scars and tattoos; he wore a sleeveless cameo shirt completely open exposing his muscular chest. He had on ripped shorts and sandals. All in all he looked impressive. “And by the way, you don’t look bad yourself,” Harry added.

{"corrected_text":"“Now stop your staring girls, let’s get down to the ball,” Rose said as she and the boys pushed the girls out of the portrait and towards the Great Hall. All students fourth‑year and up were gathering for the ball.\n\nThe Black Marauders walked in together; all eyes turned to them. They were the hottest people at the ball, and their costumes were outstanding. McGonagall was impressed as well; she had gone as a banshee. Lupin was oddly dressed like a werewolf; Slughorn was a Muggle scientist. But there was one that most of the girls were staring at: Alexander stood tall in an impressive and intricate black armor, looked like it was made of iron scales. His helmet was a dragon’s head, and in his hands he held an eight‑foot long, a foot wide, and thick black sword with jewels incrusted. The entire outfit looked somehow powerful and magical. He was intimidating to behold.\n\nHarry and his friend dispersed at started to chat. There was a large table set up with snacks and a large fountain that dispensed punch. Malfoy was sulking with Pansy Parkinson around the fountain, both dressed as vampires.\n\n“Crap, I wanted punch,” Rose protested.\n\nHarry smiled, “Trust me, Rose, you don’t want punch,” he replied wickedly.\n\nRose looked at him, mischief written on his face. “Snuffles, what did you do?” she asked more amused than concerned.\n\n“Oh, not much—just a little potions work to liven the party up,” Harry replied.\n\nThe thirsty masses all headed to the fountain eventually; they all had punch. Only Harry and Rose didn’t drink. Harry gave her some juice from a canteen on his belt. Two hours passed and there was no noticeable difference in the crowds.”}

“I think your experiment failed” Rose said disappointed.

“Do you now?” Harry replied..

Just then the band took to the stage. They were a rock/pop type group called the “December Demolition Duelers”. As they began to play, Rose immediately noticed that everyone was drawn to the dance floor.

“Shall we dance?” he asked extending his hand.

“With pleasure sir” Rose replied extending hers.

Rose and Harry melted into each other during the slow songs and danced sexily during the fast ones. They had fun, so much so that Rose failed to notice how people began to dance and progressively they danced in a more risqué manner, until finally some were snogging on the dance floor, others were confessing deep dark secrets, and a few were doing things they never thought possible. They were engrossed in each other.

“Hey Pansy, you are such as slut” Malfoy commented.

“Yea I know I even did it with Crabb and Goyle once…at the same time” she replied.

“That must of hurt” Malfoy added considering his two large minions fatness.

“No they actually were not well endowed at all” she finished.

Rose was in shock at when she finally realized what she saw, “Harry what did you do?” she asked seriously now.

“Rose I would like you to witness by new invention…Foreverclear” Harry replied.

McGonagall was now on top of a table dancing and removing select amounts of clothes. Meanwhile Hagrid was eating a table.

“What the hell does that stuff do?” Rose questioned.

“Well…as soon as you hear loud music it triggers a variety of effects commonly associated with being bloody drunk like loss of inhibitions and self control, delusions, and general idiocy” Harry answered.

Rose was shocked but now was now distracted. “Harry is Ron making out with another girl?” she asked as she saw Ron kissing a girl that was obviously not Hermione.

“Yes Rose I believe he is, and I believe that girl is…” Harry began to say and then they both stared at Ron and the mystery girl.

“GINNY!” they both said in unison. “Gross!” they added looking at each other.

They drew their wands and shot each to a different part of the Hall with and Expeliarmus spell. With one problem solved, they turned around to see that McGonagall was now stripping, Lupin was making out with Slughorn’s foot. Hagrid was now half done with his table, Malfoy was trying to put on Pansy’s outfit and vice versa, Ron was now making out with Hermione, Ginny and Neville were now snogging under a table and loosing clothes fast, and a myriad of other things getting out of hand.

“Harry, I do believe this time you have gone too far. When they snap out of this they are going to kill you” Rose replied.

“Oh, when they snap out of this they won’t remember the last 48 hours, let alone who could have been responsible” Harry said evilly.

“You mean they are going to loose their memories of the last two days!?!? Are you bloody bonkers, that has got to be illegal” Rose said seriously.

“Now I never said they would forget everything, they will remember just enough to never want to speak of it again. Now relax cause soon the real fun begins” Harry said malevolently and then rubbed his hands like an evil scientist.

"Oh shit, we are so going to get expelled for this," Rose said sounding like Hermione. Harry looked her deep in the eyes; her defenses melted. "But what the hell, you only live once, plus I have a feeling this is going to be VERY fun," she said with enthusiasm.

"INDEED," Harry replied smiling and then they both got to work.

The next morning was very peaceful throughout Hogwarts; not a teacher was stirring, not even a student, well maybe just two. Harry and Rose were the only ones that showed up to breakfast. They were exhausted but laughing harder than they ever laughed. Thanks to Harry the school would wake up somewhere around noon, tired, hung over, embarrassed, and in situations they never thought possible.

And so around noon they headed to the Gryffindor Common Room, unable to stop laughing at what was about to occur.

Ginny woke up delirious since she thought that she had just had the best night of her life. She rolled over and kissed the guy beside her, "Good morning, handsome, you were a stud last night," she purred.

"Thanks, you were outstanding yourself. I was kind nervous, it being my first time and all," Neville replied.

"NEVILLE! What are you doing here? Oh no," Ginny exclaimed as she realized that even though they were in Harry’s bed, that it was not Harry. "What have I done?"

"Oh come on Ginny, you weren’t that bad," Seamus said with a grin getting up from behind her.

Ginny turned in shock, "Would you guys keep it down," Padma said from behind Seamus.

"Yea I mean you were all great last night, but we are hung over and tired," added Pavarti from behind Neville.

"Wait a second," Neville replied.

"This can’t be," Pavarti added.

"I though it was," Seamus continued.

"A dream" they all said in unison.

"OH bloody hell, what the hell did we do?" Padma wailed.

“My brother is going to kill me," Ginny whined as she buried herself in her hand trying to die.

Thankfully, Ron was elsewhere. Ron stirred; he smelled the air around him; he knew the scent; Hermione was in his arms. He smiled and gently rolled to the side without opening his eyes. He then fell flat on his face as he fell off a large desk. "What the bloody hell?" he exclaimed as he opened his eyes and looked around.

"What are you making so much noise for Ronald?" Hermione said. "And why is this bed so hard," she added still not opening her eyes.

"Hermione, please keep your eyes closed," Ron pleaded as he knew where they were.

"What are you blabbing on about, why should I keep them closed?" Hermione asked.

"Honey, trust me, you don’t want to know," Ron replied.

"Ronald Weasley I will not tolerate you pulling this crap this early in the…" Hermione stopped as she opened her eyes and processed several things at once. It was no longer the morning; this was not their dormitory; Ron was naked, she was naked, their clothes were missing, there wasn’t even a blanket, she was lying on a desk, they had obviously had sex, the room they were in was in shambles, if caught, which seemed eminent at this point, they would likely be expelled, and finally and the worst thing on the list, the desk she was on was the Headmistress’s desk in the office of one Minerva McGonagall.

“Yes, my dear Ms. Granger, as you young people would say these days. You are so screwed. Both metaphorically, and, to the great displeasure of MOST of the portraits of the great Headmasters of the past, literally. You two put on a show of such magnitude…well I will just say that the last time I saw something like that it was when I caught Mr. Weasley’s brothers, Fred and George watching a Muggle movie called “Deborah does Dallas” or something like that.

Hermione was suffering from so many emotions at once, fear, regret, anger, confusion, embarrassment. All she could do is wail loudly, “Someone kill me now!!!!!” as she covered her body with her arms and Ron cringed covering his ears. His mind racing as to how to fix this mess.

But they had little to fear, for at that moment in the Divination Classroom, McGonagall had just woken up to the mother of all headaches. As she tried to roll to her side she noticed her arm was stuck. She opened her eyes and saw a half naked Lupin dressed as a werewolf lying on it. She then noticed that she was completely naked, and what was worst Lupin’s naked half was below his belt and that part was still wrapped around her under the sheets. Her eyes turned around the room and found that her pillow was a very naked Slughorn. To her right Madame Pomfrey was only wearing her medical apron and was embraced tightly with Professor Sprout. “What the bloody hell is going on here?” she screamed.

Everyone was startled awake. They all began to look around and were stupefied. They ran to try to cover themselves with tablecloths, books, and Slughorn even used a Teacup of a part of his anatomy. “Please tell me we didn’t” Slughorn begged.

I am afraid we did.” Minerva replied.

“How?” Professor Sprout asked desperately.

“These look to be the effects of strong alcohol in large quantities, but seeing as we didn’t do anything in large quantities, and definitely had no alcohol, that would be impossible.” Lupin replied.

“Would you get off my arm, Remus,” Minerva commanded.

“Oh come now, Minerva, don’t you find the irony in this Coyote Ugly situation?” Lupin replied.

“True. I woke up this morning next to someone I would rather not be next to, and yes my arm was trapped. But I would not gnaw it off; besides you’re a werewolf, not a coyote.” She concluded with a quick grin.

Just then something stirred in the back; Professor Sineastra and Firenze emerged from under a large table. “That was interesting,” the female professor commented.

“That is the last time I drink anything from the Wizard world. Bloody Wizards, I mean, that was gross. No offense, but that was gross. Ruddy, bloody bastard, he must have blocked my visions of the future to prevent me from seeing this. I swear if he wasn’t who he is I would try and kill him. Though I would fail, I would still try,” Firenze muttered as he left.

“This was the work of a potion.” Slughorn concluded.

“A potion, but what kind and who could brew it?” Minerva replied.

“A powerful and magical elixir that causes inebriation instantly, I imagine. Probably triggered by something.” Slughorn surmised.

“POTTER!” Minerva screamed. She knew that this was Harry’s message to her. NO ONE messes with a Potter. Only he could pull it off, and get away with it. The scream was an act of frustration and defeat. And as it rang in all their heads it caused a jolt of pain.

"Well that was an interesting vision," Trelawney said, coming up from between Remus and Minerva.

"Damn, Harry is good," Lupin said, half proud of James’s son, half enraged because he had caused him to cheat on his fiancée. Even though she would likely laugh her ass off at him. Especially since Tonks would laugh at it being old McGonagall, and secondly because she was related to Sirius, and he would never let him forget it. She would probably put the tale on his grave just like her cousin would, so that future Marauders could bask in the greatness of a prank. The teachers slowly scampered off embarrassed, ashamed, and angry.

"Harry…" Rose started to say between loud laughs. "Do you think it was wise to vanish all their clothes and then lock them in those rooms to their own devices?"

"Yea it was definitely better than having an all‑out festival of sin in the Great Hall. Students and teachers should never mix. Besides they will not want other people to know what they have done," Harry replied.

"I am definitely going to make fun of Ron and Ginny. I mean she made out with her brother…gross on so many levels," Rose said laughing.

"Still, the look on all their faces," Harry said, imagining them.

"Priceless," Rose concluded.

"The ones I really want to see are the Slytherins," Harry replied.

"Yea, I still think we went overboard there; it is very dangerous," Rose commented.

"Hey we were responsible. Hagrid should be right there when they all wake up," Harry replied, smiling devilishly.

They looked at each other, imagining the coming scene, and both busted out laughing.

And so it was that a very cold Draco Malfoy, began to stir. “I swear I am never drinking again” he said. Then he reacted to the feeling of a tongue on his neck. “Pansy, I thought I told you, I just want to have sex with you. None of this lovy, kissing crap” he hissed. The licking continued. “I said stop” he said angrily as he turned around.

“Grawk” replied a sharp beak. Draco was paralyzed, there in front of his was a large, feathery, and very lethal Hippogriff.

“OH SHIIIIIT, get these stupid, ugly, fucking things away from me” Malfoy screamed at the top of his lungs. All the other Slytherins woke up to find themselves naked and sharing a bed of straw with Hippogriffs. They all to shouted in fear and insulted the creatures, the Hippogriffs got riled up and offended. Hagrid woke up from the screams, and rushed towards them at giant strides.

“OH MERLIN” he exclaimed at the sight. His big head trying to come up with an idea to save the lot from a pack of offended Hippogriffs.

“And if worst comes to worst” Harry said, “there is always my plan B” he finished with and even darker grin.

One Hippogriff, a very familiar Hippogriff, squawked loudly. The others stopped moving and clamed down. He squawked some more. Then all the Hippogriffs squawked, did their necessities, and then flew off. Hagrid was dumbfounded, but glad.

“The fucking bastards just shat on us, my father will hear of this. I will have all their heads on my mantle” Malfoy protested.

Oh sod it Malfoy, first off be glad you got shat on and not turned to shat. They could have killed you; 50 points for forgetting that you don’t insult Hippogriffs. That goes for all of you, you all loose [sic] 50 cause you almost got killed for forgetting something so basic. Good luck winning the House Cup with negative numbers. Secondly, you should thank your lucky stars that your father is incompetent, since the one that saved you was Buckbeack; they one that you got sentenced to death. And finally, I will remind you that yer father is a known Death Eater now and won’t get you crap. So get your naked white, snake‑ass back to school. Hagrid boomed and then turned around and headed to his cabin not giving Malfoy time to react. Soon they all scampered off to the school, trying to conceal their nudity with their hands or branches.

“HARRY POTTER” rang the voices throughout the castle.

“Priceless” Harry and Rose said as they lifted their goblets and toasted. Laughing at all they had done as they saw the Slytherins return.

Chapter 28 The Strength of Earth.

Minerva paced around the office, her mind trying to process what had happened. This year has been the worst she has ever had since she started teaching. Harry and his Black Marauders have been a bloody nightmare, especially Harry. His pranks were getting out of hand. What is worse is that his last two have been diabolically bad and he managed to walk away without any repercussions. She continued to pace back and forth, deep in concentration. It was then that she heard a chuckle that broke her train of thought.

"Albus! What are you laughing at? Don’t you realize the gravity of all this?" McGonagall asked angrily.

"Oh come now Minerva, it is very funny to see you pace back and forth. I used to do it a lot myself when I was Headmaster. I found the practice very relaxing, somehow though I don’t think it has the same effect on you. Young Mr. Potter has you concerned, I can see that. Harry has a difficult battle coming, Minerva, Professor Canem said that his training is almost complete. You need to relax; once this year is over things should get back to normal," Dumbledore explained.

"Merlin help us if it doesn’t. Anymore of this and I am likely to kill myself," Minerva replied.

“Well, I for one found his last two pranks quite entertaining. Foreverclear sounds like a very interesting substance indeed. Pity that Mr. Filch is likely to add it to his list, especially since he and Mrs. Norris ended up sleeping with Fluffy because of it," Dumbledore added with a grin.

"Albus you are terrible," Minerva replied with a grin.

The Gryffindor Common Room was warm; the two‑sided…

"Snuffles, I have to hand it to you, that last prank was funny. The Slytherins are still pissed off," Rose commented.

"Yea, they have been after me all week; thankfully I have been busy with another project. That way I stay away from them," Harry replied. In truth he had been busy, his training was finally progressing. He could easily handle the different power levels now; his speed was steadily improving. In fact, Alexander had said that tomorrow he would start his new training. He had told Harry that it would be unlike anything that he had ever experienced. Harry was anxious to start; the new challenge excited him. He was going to enjoy the rest of the day, in the morning his new training was to start.

Rose laughed, "Harry you’re terrible, you just pranked the school, now you want to do it again. Your nutters," she said laughing. Then she sobered up a bit, "You know we have a Hogsmede visit this weekend; I was wondering if after the game you would like to go with me," Rose said as casually as she could.

Harry was stunned, he almost missed it, "Did you just ask me out?" Harry asked.

"Yea I sort of figured that I never officially asked you out last time and I want you to come with me, maybe spend some of that money you have piled up in Gringots. So what do you say?" Rose answered.

"Sounds like a plan, why not; after the game well head off," Harry agreed with a smile.

"Sweet, score," Rose said as she jumped of her seat. Then sat down and blushed, even she could not believe her outburst."

Harry just smiled and looked into the fire. In truth, his heart was happy, but he was also worried. Rose at moments showed hints of her real self, but mostly she was trapped in the shell her father had created. He knew the true Rose was locked away inside her, that was the Rose that he was beginning to have feelings for. That was the Rose he wanted to be with on Saturday.

Morning came, Harry was ready. Alexander told Harry to meet him at the lake as usual. As Harry walked he could feel a cold chill of adrenaline coursing his body, a feeling of sweet anticipation. Today was going to be different; he could feel it in his bones.

“Good morning Harry. You ready to go?” Alexander asked as he appeared.

“Ready as I will ever be. So I am going to be missing classes while I finish this training?” Harry asked.

“Yep, that is the plan, shouldn’t take you that long. You should be back by Saturday if all goes well. Well it is time to go, here are your supplies” Alexander replied as he handed Harry a canteen and a backpack.

“What are these?” Harry asked.

“They are both charmed to replenish themselves. The canteen holds a potion that will keep you hydrated and heal and recharge you. The pack holds bread that will help you build your energy back. That is about all you will need I think, the ground will be your bed and the sky your blanket” Alexander said as he opened a portal.

Harry could immediately tell this portal was different, he stepped through. The world where he appeared in was one of mountains and plateaus, rock and sand as far as the eye could see. There were no signs of water or life in any direction. “Where are we?” he asked.

“Welcome to the land of Earth, nothing but rock and sand in every direction” Alexander replied.

“So what am I supposed to do here?” Harry asked.

“Your mission is to find the Stone of Earth. Somewhere in this land you will find it” Alexander replied.

“That is it!?!?!? Find a ruddy rock” Harry said astounded at the simplicity of the task.

“Yea, you think it is easy now, just get the Stone and then tell me how easy it was” Alexander said with a diabolical grin.

“Oh shit, this isn’t going to be fun or easy is it?” Harry said starting to feel nervous.

“The shit will hit the fan. Kiss your ass goodbye, and Hell on Earth are the replies that come to mind. See you later” Alexander replied and then left.

“Hey, wait, where do I look for this rock?” Harry asked but Alexander was gone. “Crap, there goes the help. Ok I guess that mountain over there is as good a place as any to start” Harry said to himself and headed to the tallest point he could see, maybe when he got there he would see some clue as to where to go. When he reached the top he looked around, there was only rock and sand in every direction. This was no small planet either; he could see the mountains in the distance. “Well guess I will just have to run” Harry thought and then began to run towards the largest mountains he could see. On the way he climber every hill and plateau hoping to find a cave of some sort or something. Night came and thankfully there was nice warm weather. Harry was exhausted from running, he had found nothing. He went to bed after eating.

The next few days showed no progress. He finally reached the mountains and when he got to the top he only saw more land. On his way down he saw a cave and walked in. The cave was deep; it wound into the earth. Eventually he came to a large room. It was oval shaped and all around there was just more rocks. He started to search when something moved. “What the hell!” Harry exclaimed.

“What do you want, ruddy human? This is golem cave, only golems sleep here. Leave,” a voice said.

“Where the hell are you?” Harry asked looking around. Then a small mound of rock got up and shook itself off.

“Right here, human, now leave,” the golem said.

“Why should I? This is a nice cave, and frankly you have been rude,” Harry said with a wry smile.

“Leave now, human, or get hurt,” the golem replied.

“Oh, and who is going to hurt me? You? Come on, you’re my size, and I have fought plenty of you. I would kick your rock‑ass easy. I’ll tell you what: you tell me where the Stone of Earth is and I will let you leave in one piece,” Harry replied.

“Golem not alone; golem rise, human not want to leave,” the golem said and then more piles of rock now got up and surrounded Harry. “Human, I tell you what: you walk out of here alive, we’ll tell you where to find Stone,” it said.

“Deal,” Harry replied and then the fight began. Harry kicked in the speed and went to hit the first one; as his fist impacted he felt a sickening crunch and then pain shot through his fist. The rock head of the golem cracked, but did not break. Harry’s hand on the other hand, did break. “What the hell?” Harry said cradling his hand.

“Human stupid, human cannot beat golem, we strong, we real golem, we hurt you now,” the golem said smiling. Now Harry was using his speed to try to dodge all the impacts; finally a fist connected on his stomach. Harry felt the wind leave his chest. He buckled under the pain; he had not felt such pain since he started training with Alexander. The golems were strong despite their size. More now headed in to attack as well. Harry needed to move fast. He used his speed to hide behind a boulder; there he drank some potion to heal. When he felt that his hand was better, he got up and went to fight again; he would not be defeated by a pile of rocks. As he stepped back out he could immediately see that they were still looking for him to fight. Harry used his eyes; he saw all their energy, what was more he saw something he didn’t expect. Energy from the ground was feeding into the golems. They were connected to the world and they drew their power from the entire planet. No wonder they were so strong, a battle plan formed in his head. He kicked in the speed and using his newly acquired skill he attached the golem’s vital points. One after another he concentrated large amounts of energy on his finger tips creating weapons that he dug into the enemy mercilessly. One after another he struck, they buckled in pain, some crumbled, a few even exploded as Harry struck random offensive points that he had seen. Finally only one remained.

“Well then, looks like I win, now tell me where can I find the stone,” Harry asked angrily.

“Human won, I will tell. Stone be in Great Cave. It is 32 days north of here. Go to the highest mountain and then into the cave, then keep going till you come to the deepest level. There is where they keep the stone,” the golem replied.

“Who are they?” Harry asked.

“The strongest golems and the Great Golem live there,” the golem replied.

“32 days! Crap, that is far,” Harry said and then started to walk. He was drained from the fight and still felt some pain in his stomach. After he had walked and rested for a few days he was again strong enough to run. He eventually came to another cave; the sun was hot and Harry decided to relax in the shade. As he sat down he saw that out of the sand sprang several large golems, and horse‑sized rock creatures that looked like dogs.

“You will never reach the Great Cave; golem will hurt you first!” — the golem Harry had spared.”}}<|channel|>final <|constrain|>JSON<|message|>{

Harry was too tired to run, more than that he was pissed. Even if he was fed and had something to drink, the desert was boring. It was time for some action; the fight began almost instantly as one of the golem dogs lunged at him. Harry rapidly moved and dodged, then proceeded to strike as many points on the creature as he could. He was strong enough to fight but not strong enough to waste energy. His attacks would require precision and effectiveness. The rock dog howled in pain as Harry was struck from behind by one of the golems. The blow hurt tremendously and hurled Harry several feet. He didn’t stay down for long, as he lunged at a golem as another struck the spot where his head had been moments ago. Harry did a spin and brought his foot down with force onto where the golem was. The impact was strong but the golem suffered little damage. Harry continued the battle, receiving several strong blows in the process, but finally he was down to the last golem, the little one he let go. Harry walked up to the small rock creature.

“So you are going to hurt me?” Harry asked maliciously. He was injured, just not gravely.

The little one looked at him nervously, “I…I will be avenged, my big brothers will kill you” it said before Harry attacked. The golem sank to his knees as Harry struck three points on his chest. He felt his body crack, then darkness overcame and he exploded.

Harry sat down and drank his potion. He felt the bones pop back into place and heal. He felt a burning in his insides as the impacts on his internal organs healed themselves slowly. Finally, he saw the cuts and bruises sizzle away and heal. He was alive; he was healing rapidly, but it still hurt. He was tired—this was exhausting, fighting and then healing major injuries. Canem had been right: finding the stone would not be easy; the battles were nothing like he had experimented before. The golems were strong beyond his expectations, his fingers suffered greatly as striking them felt like trying to pierce iron with fragile nails of wood. Their bodies were rock stronger than anything he had ever seen. The impacts injured his bones; hitting power points hurt the least but it still hurt badly. The battles would get harder, he could feel it, and he was starting to fear for his life.

He kept moving, sometimes fast, other times walking. He had several more fights in the days he walked. The closer he got, the harder and more frequent they became. Finally, after about 30 days, he saw something on the horizon. Fighting had greatly slowed his pace. It was a set of great and gigantic mountains beyond anything Harry dreamed of seeing. They seemed to go higher than the sky. Those had to be the Great Mountains. He kept heading towards them slowly, trying to conserve energy. After ten more days of carefully walking, he finally was at the foot of the mountains. Up close they were even more monstrously monumental. Harry braced himself for the worst and began to climb. It took him four days, but he finally reached the summit. There he found a large plateau with five large mounds around it. And in the center stuck out the entrance to a humongous cave. Harry approached it cautiously; then he felt the ground shake. He looked around; the five large mounds started to move.

"Human, what are you doing in the most sacred lands of the golem, and why do I smell the sand of fallen golem on you? You have walked to your death, stupid human. We would have killed you for the mere sin of invading these lands, but killing our brethren marks you for a fate worse than death," boomed a voice coming from one of the rising mounds.

"Oh bloody hell," Harry said as five monumental golems sprang to life. Each was twice the size of Grawp, Hagrid’s brother."

Harry saw two of them pull out stone clubs that could crush Hogwarts in a swing. Harry started to move fast, but immediately the arch of the swing of one of the clubs brought a moving wall of stone hurtling toward him, throwing him into the air painfully. Harry landed on the edge of the plateau and saw the long drop below. The pain in his body was monumental. He felt that this might be his last day on earth… "This isn’t even earth" he thought bitterly. Harry couldn’t give up; he drew courage. He used his sight at full power, time stopped for Harry. He needed time to regroup; this would drain his energy considerably. He drew his canteen and took a drink. The effects were slow, Harry moved as fast as his body would allow to move behind the five golems. He could see the energy of the land flowing into them like rivers and waterfalls of power. Their pressure points were deep and large. Finally the effects started to kick in and the pain in his body and chest subsided. Harry ran full speed and got on the back of one of them. Then he ran straight to the most lethal looking power point. He punched hard inward, his fist collided and his entire arm crunched. Harry had failed. The golem brushed him off like a flee and Harry hit the ground hard.

"Foolish human, we are not as weak as the brethren you slaughtered. We will charge their lives from your hide. We will serve as the swords of our land and using its strength we will crush you slowly," said another golem as he laughed at Harry’s stupidity.

Harry felt the end was near; he could not defeat them. There was nothing he could do; they were too strong. How could Alexander have sent him into this world? It seemed like such an easy mission, gather a stupid stone. Now Harry saw the truth: the stone was probably worthless; Harry needed to be strong enough to face these monsters. That was the training; maybe if he had spent more time in the desert training he might have been strong enough to defeat the behemoths in front of him. “No, that is not it; I have trained my body to its fullest.” Harry didn’t have time to think more as a stone club was now falling on where he lay. Harry needed a plan; once again he used the full force of the power he had gained. Time stopped and Harry moved quickly behind the five again. He drank his potion and sat there, using all the time his power could afford him. It was a gamble, but one he needed to make; he needed a plan even if it was to throw himself off the side and run.

“How can I beat them?” Harry thought. “I have fought golems far more skilled and faster. But that was in the training grounds with Canem; these golems were different. Their power wasn’t in skill or speed but raw power. They apparently get all the power straight from the planet itself,” he pondered. It almost seemed to Harry that he was fighting the very essence of the planet: a planet of rocks and stone, a planet of strength. The golem even said that they were like the swords of the land, drawing power from it. “How would Alexander defeat them?” Harry pondered. Harry tried to remember all that Alexander said of ancient magic, the lessons he had taught them, then it hit him. A memory

They had just finished their first practice of using their internal power to punch a large slab of steel. Alexander was speaking, “Later in the term we will cover elemental magic; this practice is based on using the power around you to power yourself or the spells you cast. We draw this power from the six main elements: Fire, Earth, Water, Wind, Life, and Spirit. Everything in nature is composed of different combinations of these elements. Now this may sound simple, but in fact it is very complicated; using elemental magic is very complex. You need to know how each element acts and its uses; by properly knowing this you can effectively use them in combat. If used incorrectly, they might land you in an early grave.” Alexander said solemnly; the students sat in silence and awe from fatigue and shock at their teacher’s words. “In spite of what we did today, I think I can give you a small demonstration,” Alexander explained. He then walked up to the punching bag, and streams of energy started flowing into his hands. Only Harry could see them coming up from the stones and in through the window; a strong brown energy circled his arms and fused inside them. Harry turned back to regular vision; Alexander’s fists were now grey and rocky. He walked up to the punching bag and crushed the steel like it was a pillow, then ripped out chunks from both sides like if they were cotton candy. He held chunks of steel in each of his hands and then rolled them and pressured them. Then the energy left his hands. “This is a demonstration of the strength and power of Earth.”

“Of course! I need the power of elemental magic,” Harry thought. The question was how. Alexander had never shown him how to harness the power of the elements. Harry focused hard on the memory. The power had flowed out of the stones into his hands, like if he was summoning it with his power. Harry didn’t have a clue how to do that. Harry pondered hard, but soon felt the energy running out in his body. If he overdid it he would pass out. “Bloody hell, if I could only harness the power into my body like those idiots,” Harry blurted out. Another idea struck him, “What if…?” Harry turned what little energy he had left into his eyes and looked hard at the ground. He saw what he was looking for; veins of energy were flowing in the ground. Harry could barely see them. They seemed to concentrate where the golems were as if they were draining it with their bodies. Harry dug his hands into the dirt and focused, he tried to hit one of the veins. He focused his energy into hands, then tried to drain some energy out. Nothing was happening. Harry began to panic; the golems seemed to be moving faster now. Harry was moving slower again. “Come on Harry, you need to focus. You need to focus on the strength and power of Earth,” Harry thought. Harry closed his eyes; he focused only on his energy. He started to meditate, he started to use Xchio. His mind took over, time stopped again. Harry felt cold, it was dark. But then energy started to flow around him, it was light but strong. It wrapped around his body. Light brown energy surrounded him. He felt stronger, more solid, heavier. Harry opened his eyes, the energy was coming from the ground, it was fusing with him.”

Slowly, Harry realized that it was his trust and contact with the ground that gave him strength. He melded his mind with that of the Earth beneath him. Harry stood; he took off his shoes and laid his bare feet on the ground. He could draw power from the ground around him now.

"Prepare to die, human," laughed a golem. "There is no running now," he snorted and then brought his fist down on Harry.

Harry was focused. He drew the energy into his arm. He lifted his hand as the golems came down. Harry felt the ground give way below him, but his arm and body held. He was still standing; he was still unharmed. "I guess I am not going to be crushed," Harry boasted.

The golem was stunned, he took two steps back. "Brethren, kill him now, no more games," some fear could be heard in his voice.

The golems came upon him like an avalanche of rock. Harry moved fast; he drew his power and fused it with the one of the Earth and ran fast to the first enemy. He jumped and struck a point in the first golem’s kneecap. He fell to the ground as his knee exploded. Harry acted faster; he struck seven major points in the mammoth’s chest and then moved onto the next one as the first crumbled in pain as his body fell apart. The second he attacked from the back, he climbed him like a mountain with speed. He drilled the tough skin of the monster like if it was paper. The power of Earth was amazing. He jumped off its head and then on to the face of the third; he kicked straight into its eye. He dug his body into the golem’s head. Harry then wrecked havoc inside and the head exploded.

"You bastard, I will kill you," screamed one of the remaining two. Harry dodged his punch and then jumped into an uppercut to the chest of the fourth who was on his knee delivering the punch. The golem howled in pain; Harry used the time to strike five more points and then moved onto the last one as the fourth crumbled into dead stone."

Harry ran towards the last one and then jumped on its’ left leg, struck its’ kneecap. It lost balance, Harry then struck it with a series of kicks and punches pushing back, finally the golem tripped over the edge and fell down the mountain. Harry collapsed to his knees, he had won. But he was truly exhausted. He pulled out the canteen and food and ate and drank to his heart’s content. In the morning he would finish the mission and he would go home having completed his training successfully.

Harry awoke the next morning feeling like a million galleons. He headed into the cave and started walking down a massive chasm of gigantic steps. This was obviously some sort of shrine to the golems; it went deep into the ground. After about half a day he came to a monumental set of doors. They seemed like mountains onto themselves. Harry drew power from the Earth and pushed hard, slowly a crack formed between the doors and Harry entered through it. Harry looked around; it was a large cave, filled with treasures. There sitting on a giant throne of marble was a gigantic golem, one twice as big as the ones outside. On his head lay a crown of stone and jewels.

”Interesting, welcome human, it has been a while since a human has entered the halls of the Great Golem. This great cave is the throne room of the golems; here the greatest of golem rests. I am that golem, by right called the Great Golem. You have proven strong to have entered these halls. As such I will grant you a quick death” rang a strong deep voice.

Harry felt the ground shake as boulders hit dirt, rolling off the rising giant of stone. “Please stop, I am tired of fighting; all I want is the Stone of Earth,” Harry replied annoyed.

“Human, the Stone of Earth is our greatest treasure; that stone lies on the tip of my crown. If you want that stone, you will have to take this crown off my head. I know you will fail, but if you succeed I will let you go with the stone unharmed, and henceforth all golems will call you brother and never try to harm you again,” the Great Golem replied.

“Well then, I guess we fight,” Harry replied. His eyes already scanning his enemy, the Great Golem drew more power from the Earth than he had ever seen. In fact, it seemed to overflow from him. This fight already looked to be difficult. Harry also drew power from the Earth and headed into battle.

Harry jumped up and struck at the giant’s kneecap. His fist crashed against it but neither gave way. Harry fell to the ground and got back on his feet.

“Interesting, you have the power of Earth, but you still don’t have a clue as to its true power. You have just taped the surface,” the Golem boomed. “Let me show you its true power,” he said and then let his fist crash toward Harry. Harry dodged but felt the ground give way and crack as it shook violently like if there were an earthquake. Harry got back on his feet and beheld that now there was a deep pit where he had once stood.

Harry didn’t waste time; he attacked again, this time focusing more power into his fist. He climbed with speed and power and then struck at the center of the giant’s chest. Once again, his fist and his opponent did not give way. The Great Golem brushed Harry off him with force. Harry flew and hit a wall, his body sinking in. Had he not been protected by the energy of Earth, his body would have likely exploded. But Harry had little time to celebrate as a stone fist collided with the front of his body. He felt himself being pushed into the wall several feet. Finally, the fist retreated; Harry was hurt. He could feel that his ribs had broken; he was in the worst pain he had felt since the time Canem had opened his energy points.

“You see, human, the power of Earth, the true power of Earth is destruction. Pure destructive power, strength and endurance. Earth is all about these forces; only the biggest and strongest can channel the Earth,” the Great Golem boomed.

Harry moved forward and fell to his knees. He opened his canteen and drank thirstily. He was crushed; he couldn’t defeat that monster. The Great Golem appeared to be right, yet something told Harry that he could win. The power of Earth warmed him and he felt like he could win. Harry moved forward and exited the tunnel that had been created by the Great Golem’s fist. “I will win,” Harry screamed as he lunged at the laughing giant.”

"Puny, stupid, human," boomed the Great Golem, and then as Harry ran towards him, he jumped up and brought his left foot down on top of Harry. Harry could not dodge. He felt himself being buried in his grave. The Great Golem drove his foot down further; Harry felt his body crack as he was buried in a canyon of rubble. Harry began to lose consciousness, he dreamed.

Alexander had just demonstrated the power of Earth. He had crushed the steel slab. Now he ripped two pieces off the side and approached Harry and Rose. "Here is a prize for the two strongest of the class," Alexander said and then placed a perfect orb made out of steel on Harry’s and Rose’s desks. "To remind you that strength is not only about destruction, but creation as well. Class dismissed, make sure to eat plenty tonight and rest well," Alexander said.

The thought echoed in Harry’s head. "Strength is also about creation." He repeated this thought in his head; the warmth of the energy of Earth started to envelop his broken body. He felt something calling; the spirit of Earth was resounding with his spirit. He felt he was one with the planet, he could feel every boulder on the planet, every grain of sand. He could feel every golem. He felt his body become stone, pure stone.

Harry awoke; he indeed was stone now, and he knew what to do. As if by instinct he extended his hand and then punched upwards hard. The Great Golem’s foot flew out of the hole and its owner fell on his large ass. Harry jumped up. "I’m back," he said.

"Foolish human, you will die now," boomed the giant as he got up and lifted his foot and directed it to the top of Harry’s head. Harry dodged and stopped at the side of the Great Golem's foot. He drew back his fist and collided it against the Golem’s ankle. This time his fist went into the point. The limb exploded.

"Strength is about destruction," said Harry gravely as the Golem fell on his ass again this time without a foot.

"How?" the Great Golem said as he drew his fist back and aimed it at Harry.

Harry quickly dodged, then ran to where the Great Golem’s foot was buried. Using his speed he shaped it into a large sphere using his fists. "Strength is also about creation," Harry screamed and then kicked the boulder as hard as he could at the Great Golem’s head. The boulder hit and knocked the giant’s head back, knocking the crown off.

Harry ran to the crown and saw what that it was covered in giant jewels, but in the center tip lay a small jewel, small enough to fit in Harry’s fist. Harry knew that was his treasure; he jumped up and grabbed it. He felt the power of Earth emanating from it. He turned back to the fallen Golem who was now rubbing his face. "Guess I win," Harry said holding the Stone of Earth up in his hand.

The giant grumbled, then sighed. "Indeed human, you have succeeded, you may go now. No golem will ever harm you again," he replied.

Harry smiled, "Thank you," he replied. Then relaxed turned around and let go of all the power of Earth that was in his body."

He started to walk away, when the Great Golem jumped up and brought his fist on Harry. “No one will bother you anymore because you die now.” Harry turned around and didn’t have time to pull energy to defend himself. He braced himself for death, but death never came, nor did pain. He opened his eyes and saw that his teacher was standing in front of him.

Alexander held the Golem’s fist back with a single finger. “Now Golem, I have never known your people to be cowards that attach from behind.” Canem said coolly but with anger in his voice.

“C…C…Canem, Golem is sorry. Golem is so sorry. Golem was just playing. Golem not know human was friend with Axel. Golem honored by your visit,” the Great Golem started to stutter with visible fear.

“Riiiiiight, sorry no luck convincing me.” Alexander said and then he rushed forward and kicked the golem in the chin. The golem flew upwards several feet and then crashed against a wall. Alexander did not stop; he put his hand forward and several sharp spikes of stone the size of towers sprang from the ground and with a wave they flew towards the Great Golem and impaled him. Alexander extended his hand again and then closed his palm into a fist. The Great Golem exploded into a cloud of sand in an instant.

Harry was stunned; he couldn’t be‑​in the …

"Well then Harry, looks like you got your first stone; now you only need the other five... Keep that stone in a safe place; it will come in handy in the future. Now let’s head to Hogwarts. It is Friday night right now and people in Gryffindor are a bit anxious to see you, especially a certain blonde with red eyes," Alexander said with a wicked smile.

"Well, best not keep them waiting. I just have one question: Are all the stones going to be as hard to get as this one?" Harry asked.

"More or less," Alexander replied smiling.

"Fuck, I hate my life sometimes," Harry commented as they stepped through the portal.

It was night and Harry and Axel were walking towards the castle. "Axel, that training is too extreme; I almost got killed… repeatedly," commented Harry.

"Stop whining, you wuss," replied Alexander as they reached the portrait.

"Fine," Harry said defeated as he stepped through the portrait.

Immediately he heard a chorus of Harry’s. Then he was suffocated by females hugging him tightly and guys putting their hands on his shoulders.

"Harry, you had us all worried," said Ginny giving him a Molly crushing hug.

"I mean seriously, Harry, where did you run off to?" Hermione asked authoritatively.

"You almost made us faint thinking you were going to miss out on the semifinal against Hufflepuff," added Ron.

Hermione punched him in the arm. "Is that all you men think about, bloody Quidditch?" she asked.

"Yeah, pretty much that and girls; why do you ask?" Seamus replied.

"Yeah I agree with Seamus," added Neville nodding.

"Boys," exclaimed the girls exasperated.

Harry meanwhile had slipped away and had stored the stone in his trunk. And then he headed to the bathroom to get cleaned up. When he exited, the Black Marauders were waiting for him. The girls were impatient; the men were just relaxing.

“So…” said Rose angrily.

“So…what?” asked Harry.

“Where the blood hell were you?” asked Hermione.

“Sorry, can’t comment” replied Harry.

“Oh, no Harry, not this time. You better tell us where you ran off to in the last few days,” ordered Ginny.

“Or else what, Ginevra? You will pounce on me,” Harry replied in frustration.

Ginny recoiled from the reminder of her immaturity. “I didn’t mean to be that mean,” she said in a low voice.

Hermione shot daggers at Harry. “You can’t blame us for being concerned, given the fact that Voldemort wants you killed and you just randomly vanished,” she said.

Rose cringed at the mention of her father. “You really did have us worried…all of us,” she said in a way that stung Harry with guilt.

Harry knew he wasn’t getting out of this one easily, so he made a plan. “Well I was working on a new prank. But don’t know if you all would be interested in one of those,”

Harry said innocently.

“Oh, by all means Mr. Snuffles, let’s hear it” said Ron as he approached enthused.

“Damn right we are interested,” Neville added.

“Spill,” commanded Seamus.

The girls gave up their inquiry and joined in as Harry discussed his brand new prank.

Saturday came, Gryffindor was excited. They would have an easy game against Hufflepuff. They would have the second game of the day. Slytherin had played a violent game against Ravenclaw. Malfoy had caught the Snitch fairly quickly, but the damage had been done. Ravenclaw’s team was nearly annihilated by dirty plays. Their only scores came from the first goal and 7 out of many penalties awarded throughout the game. The end score was 220 to 80.

Despite the fact that it was an easy game, the team was still nervous. Harry was still tired from his escapade in the world of Earth. As a result Harry wanted to end the game quickly. Both teams took to the field.

“Welcome Quidditch fans to the second semifinal,” George began.

“After watching one of the dirties displays of sportsmanship that we have ever seen be called a Quidditch match, we are now looking forward to an actual game of Quidditch played by the best team of this tournament,” Fred continued.

“Weasleys,” McGonagall said weakly and barely audibly.

“Now let’s see the teams take the pitch,” George finished and the teams took the field.

“And up goes the Quaffle, nice catch by our sis Ginny Weasley,” Fred commented.

“Here the pass to Rose Riddle, and a quick pass to Demelza. Now she returns it to Riddle and she scores,” George commented.

“Lovely goal by Riddle and the crowd goes wild,” Fred said.

“They better go wild if they know what’s good for them,” said Voldemort from his throne.

The Death Eaters went so wild that they would make some extreme Muggle fans blush.

“Good, I see we now we all have proper enthusiasm for sports. It is good to externalize positive emotions through cheering for sports.” Riddle concluded to the massive approval of all Death Eaters.

“We are following a psychopath,” Snape said smiling.

“What tipped you off? The homicidal tendencies, the violent mood swings, or the fact that he magically altered his face to look like a snake?” Malfoy added clapping.

“What’s this, Potter dives, and yes wizards and witches, he’s got the Snitch. Gryffindor wins, 160 to 0,” Fred commented.

“The final shall be between Gryffindor and Slytherin this Saturday following the 3rd place match between Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff,” George announced.

Harry walked to the dressing room with a much more relaxed team than the one that had taken the pitch. They had won and now were one game away from the Championship Cup.

“That was a brilliant catch, Harry,” Demelza said.

“Yea, I really was relieved it finished so quickly,” Ginny added.

“You too, sis? I was so afraid I was going to mess up and cause us to loose the match or something,” Ron commented.

“Well I for one never thought we could loose,” Coote said bravely.

“Is that why you missed half your swings?” Peakes replied. They all laughed.

Harry had remained silent. Rose noticed, “So what about you captain, what did you feel in this match?” she asked.

Harry thought about it, “Victory is never assured, but we had the best odds. When we fight Slytherin we will be the better team. I just hope they don’t get lucky, we are still going to be holding back as planned so as to avoid giving away all our potential. We will play hard and we will win,” Harry finished saying with emphasis.

Harry finished and then stood waiting for Rose outside. As Harry stood there planning his afternoon date, Malfoy and some of his housemates approached.

"What are you smiling about Potter? It would almost seem like you had a new boyfriend or something?" Malfoy taunted and the Slytherins laughed.

"Actually, Malfoy I don’t share your particular orientation. And I will have you know I am happy because I have a date and I was thinking that the only thing that would make it better would be seeing the look on your face when I lift up the Quidditch Cup next Saturday," Harry said smiling.

Malfoy smirked, "Keep dreaming Potter, when we are done with you they will have to take you to St. Mungos. As for your date it is probably some fat girl from Hufflepuff, a mudblood at best, that is the sort you like isn’t it?" he boasted.

"Who the bloody hell are you calling fat!?" screamed Rose. "I will have you know that Harry is taking ME out, and as you can see I am neither a mudblood nor FAT. So if you excuse us," Rose screamed as she shoved Malfoy out of the way embraced Harry, planted an angry kiss on his lips and then turned around again, "WE will be leaving now, Mr. Malfoy" she finished with venom in her tone.

Harry and Malfoy were both stunned by the kiss, Rose pulled Harry passed them. Mal‑? The text seems cut off.

“Shut the fuck up you slut,” Malfoy said as he stormed off in a jealous rage.

Harry and Rose had walked ahead to Hogsmede. Harry was still speechless, and as they walked, Rose calmed down a bit. “Sorry about that, I just got mad at Malfoy for being an asshole, elitist, snob, idiot…well you get the point. I wanted to shut him up, sorry if I went over the line,” Rose explained.

“No, that was perfectly fine. In fact, I really think it was extraordinary,” Harry said, blushing.

“OH,” replied Rose as she felt her cheeks flush and a smile appear on her face. Rose got nervous, “Uhm so were we going?” she asked.

“Wherever the lady desires,” Harry replied with a bow.

Rose blushed again, “Oh”; she stayed quiet and thought quickly. “Uhm, how bout we go to Madame Rosemerta’s for some food? I am starved and take it from there,” she replied.

“Sounds like a plan,” Harry replied, and they walked to the establishment.

Harry and Rose sat and ordered butterbeers and sandwiches. The silence afterwards was awkward.

Rose finally broke it, “So Harry, is this prank really the reason you disappeared for three days?” she asked.

“Yea, I went to talk to some partners of mine about the necessary arrangements,” Harry lied, thinking of Fred and George.

“I have heard that you and the Weasley twins are partners,” Rose said knowingly with a smile.

Harry smiled, “Well so much for secrets being able to be kept, probably McGonagall will find out and tan my hide,” Harry said in mock concern.

Rose reacted nervously, “No, no, Malfoy told me he had heard of their success and that you must have been their backer. Plus we saw you at Diagon Alley together,” Rose replied.

“Ah, I see, yea I remember that day; it was the first time I saw you. You looked gorgeous even under all that fur,” Harry blurted out.

“Thanks,” Rose said before turning even redder. She really wanted to change the uncomfortable topic, “Man, I really wish I could go to the Alley again. I saw so many things I liked, but I had no money and didn’t want to ask Malfoy. He tends to expect repayment in…other ways,” Rose said trying to put it delicately. But Harry knew what she was referring to. Malfoy every woman was a simple thing that could be bought; to him they were just expensive toys to be used and thrown away.

Harry scowled, but then an idea hit him. He smiled wickedly, “Your wish is my command,” Harry said as he dropped a few Galleons on the table and then pulled Rose to the outside.

“Where are we going?” Rose asked trying to keep up.

“You will see,” Harry replied as he dragged her along. Finally they came to a familiar hill.

“The Shrieking Shack, why did you bring me here?” Rose asked.

“Well you made a wish, and now I am going to grant it. Accio Black Supernova,” Harry screamed.

“Where are we going?” Rose asked.

“Diagon Alley of course; you said you wanted to go shopping,” Harry replied simply.

“No…but I don’t have money,” Rose replied.

“No worries, I have more than enough,” Harry replied as he heard a whistling sound.

“But, but…I can’t pay you back,” Rose said embarrassed.

“You don’t have to; I am happy to buy you this stuff. You deserve this and more. Besides, I have more than enough money to waste, I really don’t think I will ever spend it all.” Harry said noting Rose’s discomfort.

Rose didn’t know what to say, here was the one man on the planet she should hate above any other. Her enemy, but here he was, treating her like a queen. Trying to make her feel better, being a friend and more to her. And when she was with him, she felt…alive. More alive than she had ever felt.

Harry’s broom flew into his hand and he got on. “Let’s ride, get on” Harry commanded.

Rose smiled broadly, then smirked, “Fine, but for the record, this is your doing not mine. So don’t go around expecting me to pay the favor back” she said smartly.

Harry laughed, “Yea sure, I will be happy if you manage to not empty my vault out” Harry jested.

Rose smiled evilly, “We’ll see” and then got on.

Harry raced at full speed and in a heartbeat they were at Diagon Alley. They landed and Rose immediately started dragging Harry from one store to another. She bought robes and clothes, trunks for it all, sweets galore, especially chocolate ones, a few books that she had been dying to get, among a myriad of other things. In every store the owners acted the same way, once they saw Harry Potter was coming they dropped whatever or whoever they were doing or helping and immediately tended to the approaching man. There had only been one exception.

Harry and Rose had just finished shopping and came upon a new building. It was a new French shop specialized in jewelry; it also had a very expensive restaurant. It was the talk of Diagon Alley, apparently only the most elite families would even be allowed to enter. The prices were exorbitant and overpriced. They looked at the two story window that displayed their more meager wares.

“Wow, look how gorgeous all those jewels look. I would literally kill or die for that necklace in the center,” Rose said bluntly and then realized her mistake.

Harry smiled, “You know it is supposed to have even better stuff inside. Plus there is a restaurant.” Harry said.

“No way we are going in there; look how overpriced this stuff is. I couldn’t afford even the smallest trinket if I had a million years,” Rose said nervously.

“True, but I can,” Harry said as he pulled the rope that rang the doorbell.

“Harry no!” exclaimed Rose, but it was too late.

The doors opened and a very snooty French man walked out. “May I help you?” he said arrogantly.

“Yea, we would like to look at your jewelry, please,” Harry said politely.

The man looked them up and down, neither looked all impressive. “I don’t think you can afford to shop at ‘Le Magic’,” he said. “Still our manager insists we tend to all comers. Follow me and touch nothing,” he said with complete contempt in his voice.

“Indeed, thank you,” Harry said as he started to hold himself back.

The man led them to the cheap jewelry section. Prices were still out of this world for a normal wizard. “Here is our cheapest…’jewelry’. Maybe you will find something to ogle at for a while and then you will leave,” the man said dispectively.

“These are stunning, I don’t know if I could pick anything,” Rose said staring at the jewels, dazzled.

“No I don’t think these will do, don’t you have something more expensive. I really do have a lot to spend, came into an inheritance you see,” Harry jested as seriously as he could.

"An inheritance you say? From here on all items are not priced; it is too cheap. All pieces are privately priced and you will not see them until you buy them. I doubt your ‘inheritance’ could cover any of them," the man replied in an arrogant French accent.

"I think I can manage something a bit better than this," Harry insisted.

"Harry!" Rose mumbled. Harry stopped her.

"I see, very well then, it will be your embarrassment at the end. All you are doing is wasting my valuable time. Follow me," the French man said and led them to a second room that was larger and held even greater and more dazzling pieces. "Here you go, go crazy as they say," the French man mocked them.

Harry surveyed the room quickly; he knew this wasn’t the best they had. Rose, on the other hand, was completely blown away; she wanted the entire store.

"No I am afraid I will only buy the best; show me your best," Harry insisted.

"Boy you have touched my last nerve. You cannot afford anything in this room, let alone our best jewelry," the French man said as he held Harry by the robe.

Now Rose had lost her patience, "Now see here you filthy, obnoxious prat, this is…" Rose began but Harry stopped her by raising his hand.

"I can assure you sir, that I can buy your most expensive jewels without a problem. Now would you be so kind as to release me before I call the Ministry on you, or worst ask to speak to your Manager," Harry said calmly.

“FINE, let us do both then. I will show you our best items, then once you make an ass of yourself by choosing something that costs more than your life, I will gladly call my manager to show her just how stupid her ideas are; she is wasting my valuable time with scum like you because she has a soft spot for the lower class.” Blurted the man and took them through a set of golden doors.

The room was small but every piece of jewelry was beyond compare. Rose was drawing, everywhere she saw things she would die for.

“Here you go, you stupid boy, hurry up so we can end this waste,” finished the Frenchie.

“Rose, go crazy,” Harry said simply.

Rose looked around and, although she wanted it all, she settled on three pieces, very elegant and tasteful. A jewel incrusted ring that showed magical shapes changing inside the jewels, a pair of diamond stud earrings that were made with red, rare diamonds, and a charm bracelet with jewels shaped like charms and containing different charms. “Those three,” she said, indicating them.

The French man smiled maliciously, “Very well, I shall ring them up then.” He said in mock politeness. Harry smiled as well.

“Here is the bill,” the French man said, throwing an invoice on parchment at Harry disdainfully. The sum of the purchase was 10 million galleons.

“I see, well let us floo Head Goblin Goldtree so he can forward the money into your shop’s Vault,” Harry said simply.

“This has gone on long enough; I will not bother the head of Gringots for your stupid game. Now leave before I call the Aurors,” said the Frenchman visibly irritated.

“I refuse to be treated like this, I demand to speak to your manager,” Harry said bluntly.

“Fine, I will gladly show her the error of her stupid ways. This shop should only be open to the most elite,” said the man as he went into the back.

“Harry, maybe we should just leave; I really don’t need this stuff and I don’t want to get into trouble with Aurors given who I am,” Rose said.

“Don’t worry, it will all work out,” Harry said, putting a comforting arm around her. “You are not your father,” he added.

Rose was taken aback again by how nice Harry was. Her heart once again went against her mind, and she felt like she was flying as her chest burned with fury.

Moments later a very fair and beautiful blonde appeared, one that Harry recognized immediately. “This is the boy Ms. Delancour,” said the Frenchman.

“How many times have I told you? It is Mrs. Weasley now. And I don’t see why you have to be so rude to people. I know you hate my new policies but it is for the best. You never know maybe the boy is…” And then Fleur saw who the boy was and then she took the bill from the man’s hands.

Her face grew grave. “Perou, floo Gringots and ask for Goldtree to come; I want this sorted out right now. There has obviously been a grave misunderstanding, I think we have scum that needs to be removed from my family’s store,” she commanded.

“Good, I see you’re finally seeing things my way,” said the man as he approached the golden fireplace in the wall of the room and threw powder in with a silver hand shovel. “Goldtree,” he said, and then the head of the Goblin appeared.

“What do you want, you stupid Frenchman? I am busy,” said the goblin.

Fleur stepped forward and spoke. “Hello Master Goldtree, would you mind coming over to solve a small problem we have. A boy here has asked for you by name while trying to pay his bill” she said simply.

“Oh hello Fleur, how have you been? I will be there in a second” said the goblin and then his face disappeared and in a pop he came through the fireplace. “I was just telling Bill how I looked forward to coming to your shop but was too busy to do so. So tell me where is this boy who claims to know me?”

The Frenchman obviously despised the goblin, “He is there you blind old dwarf” he said pointing to Harry. “This boy says you should forward this to our account” he said handing Goldtree the bill.

Goldtree saw the bill first, and then looked up and saw it was Harry. “I see”.

“Now you see I think there has been a misunderstanding, don’t you Master Goldtree?” Fleur said.

“Indeed there has my dear Mrs. Weasley. Frenchie would you mind coming over here?” said the Goblin.

“My name is not Frenchie, it is Perou. And what do you want?” said the Frenchman as he approached.

“I can not believe you wasted my time on this” he said handing the Perou the bill back.

“I knew it from the start, now let us call the Aurors so they can handle this boy and his escort” said the Perou.

“No you imbecile, I meant how you could waste my time thinking that this boy can’t pay this bill” Goldtree said sternly.

“What the hell do you mean? You mean to tell me this simpleton has 10 million galleons” Perou said astounded.

“That simpleton as you call him, happens to be Harry Potter. He is the richest wizard in all of history; he owns a quarter of the galleons in Gringots. This bill is chump change for him; he has several hundred times this. Not to mention he is a hero, how the bloody hell don’t you know this you moron” Goldtree said as he walked forward pushing the Frenchman against a wall.

“Moreover, how dare you treat him poorly? He introduced me to my husband and helped him become second to Goldtree in the bank. He is practically my brother in law.” Fleur said angrily.

“Oh Fleur, there’s more” Harry said with a vicious smile as he projected what had happened into both her and Goldtree’s minds.

“Oh please tell me that wasn’t real” Fleur said as she saw what had happened. “I am so embarrassed Harry, oh, by Merlin. How will my family live down the shame?” she said covering her face.

“Boy you have done great wrong today, even if this man wasn’t Harry Potter. There is no reason to treat him like that. Even Goblins have better manners than you, and that is saying a lot.” Goldtree said sternly. “Mrs. Weasley, I care for both you and your husband deeply. You and your family have done business with our bank for years. But I can not continue to do business with you while this man works for you. He has insulted our biggest client, as policy my hands are tied.” He said sadly.

"That will not be a problem," Fleur said gravely as she dried her tears. "Perou, you are fired. I hope, for Merlin’s sake, that Harry can forgive us and that this incident is forgotten, but you can no longer work for us. It is not economically or ethically acceptable. Be thankful, that it is me here today; if it were my parents you would have been killed for the dishonor you have brought on us today," she finished.

Perou looked as if his world had ended. He took off his nametag and put it on the counter. He started to walk out when he stopped in front of Harry. "I am sorry, Mr. Potter, please don’t hold my actions against my employers," he said and then began to leave.

"Wait," Harry said smiling, "Mr. Perou, I have already forgotten this incident. Fleur is like family to me; this will never be repeated. Still I appreciate your humility and forthrightious apology. I think I have an idea on how you might be able to find a job quickly," Harry said with a wicked smile growing.

Fleur knew the look; it was the same look that grew on the faces of her brother’s in law and sometimes on her very husband’s. "Maybe discuss it over a snack in our restaurant," she suggested.

"Yes, I need a business meal with my partners. Could you call Fred and George for me, Fleur?" Harry asked.

Fleur now knew where this was going; Perou deserved every ounce of what was about to come his way. "By all means, Harry, let me escort Goldtree to the fireplace."

"Thank you, Fleur, Harry I will forward the money to the account immediately. Fleur, I will send Bill over; I think he needs a break anyway," Goldtree said as he walked into the fireplace.

"Thank you, Mater Goldtree," said Fleur and then she threw powder into the fireplace. "Tweedledee and Tweedledum," she said and Fred and George appeared.

"Why if it isn’t out sister in law?" said George.

"And so it is," replied Fred.

Just then Bill walked up out of their faces, "Hey honey, how are you doing today? Master Goldtree sent me right over, said something about a business meeting and a French idiot." Bill said.

"Why Bill you have put on weight," George said.

"That he has brother, look at the size of his ass," Fred added.

"Oh no, the idiot twins are behind me," Bill said as he turned around, "What are you two morons doing in my wife’s fireplace?" he asked.

"Beats us, older brother," George started.

"We were summoned by your lovely wife. Still not too late to dump him and come with the more handsome and successful Weasleys," Fred added.

"No, I think I picked the right one. In any case, Harry need to have a business lunch with you," Fleur said.

"Score, business with Harry is always good for business," Fred said.

"Not to mention a lot of good laughs," George added.

Bill looked nervous; Fleur could feel the fear emanating from her husband. "Don’t worry honey, we are insured against property damage," she said calmly.

An hour later, they had finished an expensive meal that Fleur insisted was on the house to apologize to Harry and thank him for his purchase. Perou had just been hired as the Twins new assistant or lab rat depending on if you asked Harry or the Twins. He had immediately been shipped to work while the Weasleys talked to Harry and Rose. The Twins laughed heartily at the Foreverclear prank and were already planning the launch party at Fleur’s restaurant. Bill was trying desperately to get her to say no, but her brothers used money and got beat him out.

Like Fleur said, “For that kind of money, they can burn the place down for all I care”

The Twins replied in unison, “We will see what we can do”

Harry and Rose walked to the Leaky Cauldron. She was now wearing her new jewelry and loving how they looked. The rest of their shopping would be delivered to Hogwarts.

“So I guess we are going back to school” Rose said disappointedly.

“No, let’s live on the wild side. Let’s go shopping in the Muggle world” Harry replied.

“But we will be late for curfew” Rose tried to reason, but in truth she wanted to go as well.

“Too bad, let’s go” Harry said and dragged her to the Muggle world. Rose had never really spent much time in the Muggle side. Harry led her around shops and explained a few things. After a while Rose was dragging Harry along and by the end of the night they had done even more shopping which Harry would magically shrink when no one was looking and stuff in his pocket.

They now walked down a street of restaurants and Harry stopped at a pizza place.

“So what is this pizza?” Rose asked.

“Popular Muggle food, very good, very bad for you, but then most good things are bad for you.” Harry explained handing her a slice of pepperoni.

“Are you sure this is edible?” Rose asked holding the greasy wedge.

“Yep,” Harry said as he began to eat his.

Rose took a cautious bite, then immediately loved the taste. She began to scarf it down almost as fast as Harry. “Wow, this stuff is great. Who would have thought Muggles were this good at cooking?” Rose commented.

“Here’s some soda to drink with your pizza,” Harry said handing her a glass.

This time Rose didn’t hesitate and started to enjoy the soda with her pizza. “Bloody hell, these Muggles are geniuses,” Rose said as she pigged out.

“Well, Rose, there is a lot of good stuff that Muggles and Wizards could learn from each other. Cooking is just one of them,” Harry replied.

Rose stayed quiet, but inside she started to see that maybe her father was wrong. There was far more to the world than his limited vision. A simple piece of bread with cheese and meat could dazzle a great wizard or witch. “What else could these Muggles have that Wizards don’t?” she thought.

As they were walking back to Diagon Alley to fly home, Rose spoke up. “Harry, do you think you can teach me about more Muggle stuff?” she asked.

“I guess, but I think I could lend you a book that will teach you faster. Or better yet, I can make you a copy; I learned how recently,” Harry replied.

“That would be great, thanks.” Rose said as they reached the Alley and kicked off.

As they flew, Rose felt incredible; she had an incredible day—one that would forever be just hers and Harry’s. They landed next to the lake and started to walk up to the castle. Suddenly they saw McGonagall coming toward them looking visibly angry.

"Well, looks like the fun’s over," Harry said, looking at Rose. "Let’s go face the music," he added as he walked forward holding Rose’s hand. Her new bracelet jingled.

Rose looked down at her hand; she couldn’t hold back anymore. She didn’t budge, and Harry looked back to see why she didn’t move. Her shy red eyes met his green, and in a moment she jumped forward and kissed him deeply. At first Harry was too stunned to react, but then he wrapped his arms around her and they both shared a deep, passionate kiss—one that erased the world around them. Just then, in that moment, the real Harry and the real Rose were together, and their hearts sailed.

Chapter 29 Burning Fury

And then they were torn apart; McGonagall yanked Harry off of Rose. All three were shocked for different reasons: McGonagall because she would never expect the daughter of Harry’s sworn enemy to kiss him, Harry because the real Rose had finally broken through and had kissed him, and the kiss was beyond anything he had ever experienced; it was a kiss that penetrated all the way to his heart. Rose was shocked that she had lost control and acted impulsively. These new feelings she was experiencing were frightening to her.

McGonagall reacted first: “Where have you two been? We looked all over Hogsmede for you two. This is an outrage; you both will be getting detention.” McGonagall shouted.

“Sorry, Headmistress, it won’t happen again,” Harry said quickly.

McGonagall was caught off guard by his apology. “Well, it better not,” she finally said.

“You see, Headmistress, Harry can be reasonable. Now I will make sure he serves his detention. He will be spending three whole days cleaning all of the items Dumbledore left him in his vault,” Alexander said, appearing from nowhere.

McGonagall was a bit taken aback but she was now getting used to the Canem’s unusual style. “Very well, professor, I leave him in your care. Make sure he keeps up with all his schoolwork like he did this week,” McGonagall insisted.

“Oh, I will,” Alexander replied.

Harry groaned thinking about how long it took him to do all of the work. He had spent two days in the training world straight after coming back from the Earth planet.

“I will leave Ms. Riddle to Professor Lupin; he seems to know how to get through to the Black Marauders,” McGonagall said with a wry grin.

Rose moaned thinking of how she was going to spend her night cleaning dirty cauldrons.

Harry dragged Rose towards the Gryffindor Common Room before anything else happened.

Rose finally snapped out of it, “Harry, we need to talk” Rose said.

“You don’t need to say it, I know you just broke up with Malfoy. It is too soon for you to start dating again. I think we both got caught up in the moment. I think that we should give it some time and when you feel up to it, try going out again” Harry said reading Rose’s mind.

It was true that Rose didn’t feel ready for a relationship with Harry. He knew this, but he also knew that the real reason is because she was torn between her duty to her father and her true self. Harry simply provided her with an easy alibi.

Rose was relieved, “Thanks for understanding Harry” she said feeling grateful that Harry had misread her.

Dinner had come and gone, and there were a few people waiting for them in the Common Room.

“Well you got to admit it was funny to see the face that French guy made when he found out what his new job was going to be” Harry was commenting as he stepper through the portrait.

“Where the bloody hell have you two been?” asked Hermione.

“We’ve been worried sick” added Ron

“Looked everywhere for you two” continued Seamus.

“Well we went shopping” Harry said bluntly.

“Oh oh” Rose thought.

“You went shopping!” Ginny exclaimed irritated.

“Without us!” exclaimed Hermione and Ginny simultaneously.

Rose needed to do damage control, “Yea we needed some extra stuff for the prank we are going to pull this week” she replied.

“Oh oh” thought Harry.

“You went prank shopping” Ron started.

“Without us,” exclaimed Neville, Ron, and Seamus.

“Let’s run!” suggested Harry.

“Now!” exclaimed Rose as they both sprinted to their respective bedrooms in order to escape the very irate Black Marauders.

The next day, Harry and Rose spent trying to appease their friends with stuff. The boys were bought off with large amounts of food. Ginny caved with makeup, and Hermione with a rare book Rose had bought. By the end of the day all was forgotten. Then the next morning would bring forth one of Harry’s most brilliant ideas, one that all the Marauders would be in on. They had been quite irate at having been left out of the last few Harry had done, especially since they too had been pranked.

Harry and Rose still hadn’t told them about the fact that the Foreverclear only was partly responsible for the scenes they discovered the next morning after the ball. While some of them had done something stupid, others were only made to think that way by delusions and assumptions brought on by the potion and the hangover the next day. The potion would make them do stupid stuff, then hallucinate, then continue until the victim passed out. Harry and Rose had but conscious, semi‑conscious, and unconscious students and teachers in different rooms and taken their clothes. What happened after that only Harry and Rose knew.

Monday was upon them and as everyone awoke, Harry’s week‑long prank was unveiled.

McGonagall woke up to find herself surrounded by monkeys. “What in the… Potter” she surmised. “You will pay for this,” she screamed. Big mistake; the monkeys got riled up and started to fling feces at McGonagall, that in return tried to transfigure them to tea cozies. Unluckily, she failed and had to make a run for it.

Hagrid woke up and thought he was having lovely dreams as he walked out of his hut into a gigantic jungle. Everywhere he looked he saw wild creatures.

The halls of Hogwarts were now covered in wild plants and the castle was invaded with wild animals. Students and teachers worked their way to the Great Hall. There they cleared through the thick brush to their tables.

McGonagall stepped up to the podium; she was dressed in a safari outfit complete [with] machete. “Students it appears that we have once again been pranked, while it seems that this prank is mostly harmless, I strongly encourage you move in groups to avoid…incidents,” she said as she tried to block out her awakening. Everyone ate breakfast, some even cut it down from the trees that were growing around them.

Everyone then headed to class; they had to cut through dense jungle and fight off a few brave animals. McGonagall and the teachers divided their time between classes and finding the Black Marauders that had disappeared. In truth, they were now in disguise. All of them were in the Animagus forms. Only McGonagall, Lupin, Alexander were any of the wiser. Other teachers were nervous when they saw a lion, a tiger, a dog, a wolf, a stag, and a horse in their classrooms. They also found it odd that the Black Marauders homework mysteriously appeared in the pile even though none ever saw them hand it in or show up to class.

Lupin had laughed when he saw them in his class in animal form; he thought about how much fun Sirius and James would have had if they had come up with the idea. In Alexander’s class, however, they appeared in their human forms. Some congratulated them on their brilliant prank; others were slightly annoyed.

Alexander began his class, “So far I have been teaching you how to better channel your energy. Your spells have gotten stronger. Now I think it is time for me to teach you about Elemental magic. So can anyone tell me what I have explained so far?” Alexander asked.

Hermione immediately raised her hand, “You said that it is derived from the six elements of Earth, Fire, Wind, Water, Life, and Spirit. Also that if properly used in combat, they can power your spells; improperly used could cause death,” Hermione summarized.

“Very good Ms. Granger, 20 points for Gryffindor.” Alexander replied. “Now can someone tell me which of the six I have explained and what properties I said it had?” Alexander asked.

This time Harry raised his hand, “Earth, it is supposed to give strength and endurance” he replied.

“Very good Harry, 30 points to Gryffindor. Now I will explain the second element, Fire. Fire is a very volatile element, most people associate it with destruction and pain. But let us not forget that it warms us on cold night, helps us forge many tools, and aids in sustaining all life” Alexander explained. “Fire has the ability of passion and volatility. He who wields it will have a strong attack and a natural defense. His mind will be like fire, unyielding, strong, determined, passionate. His body will be able to help warm his friends, or burn his enemies to ash. His fist will be fast and strong, it will naturally injure an opponent with fire. To attack or defend against flame means to get burned in the process. But fire does have one weakness, if its burning defense is breached, the user will suffer a strong blow. Fire weakens the body’s natural defenses. The attacker will get burned, but you will also be injured” Alexander explained.

“So what purpose does fire have?” asked Hermione.

“Each element has its purpose and its weakness; Earth makes you strong and unbreakable but also makes you very slow. Fire makes your blows more lethal and gives you speed, also it fires your spirit so that you will be unbreakable; the downside is it lowers your defenses. Wind gives you incredible speed but you are very weak and easily injured. Water makes you very flexible and adaptable; in exchange you slow down a bit and your strength is diminished. Life allows you to use the energy of living things around you; you can acquire their strengths, but also their weaknesses. Spirit is a very abstract power; it serves more to encourage or destroy those around you, but in truth has no physical attributes; you can’t injure matter with it, only spirit,” Alexander explained.

“So how do you overcome the weakness of the element you choose?” Ron asked.

“First you need to master the element, then you answer that question,” Alexander replied and then the period ended.

The Marauders retook their animal forms. They had enjoyed torturing the Slytherins in these forms. It would be common to see them running for their lives chased by a tiger or a lion. Sprinting up high stairs as they were pounced upon by a panther. Running as they were about to be trampled by a wild horse. Praying not to get skewered by the rampaging stag. Or wishing not to get rabies from the vicious wolf and dog that were running around.”

The week progressed normally, then on Wednesday morning Harry headed to breakfast. He knew his next stone quest would start that morning. He would enjoy his last few hours of peace and his last good meal in a while—maybe his last ever. His first stone quest had nearly cost him his life.

His train of thought was interrupted as he was eating a raw steak in his animal form. Each of the Black Marauders had decided to eat in their animal forms in order to avoid McGonagall. They would hide under the tables or in the thick brush in order to eat in peace.

McGonagall’s voice rang out, “Well students, we are now in our third day of this jungle prank. We strongly encourage that you deliver any and all Black Marauders to a RESPONSIBLE teacher or myself,” she said eyeing Lupin and Canem. “Also stay in groups. So far we have lost 5 Hufflepuffs, 3 Ravenclaws, 1 Gryffindor, and 10 Slytherins in this blasted forest. Witnesses say that they saw a huge gorilla‑like creature carrying two of the Slytherins away. So be on the look out for this creature; it may be the main culprit in these disappearances. Now there has also been a rumor of a lion, a tiger, a panther, a stag, a dog, a wolf, and a horse rampaging in the halls. These rumors have been confirmed but we are not yet sure if these animals are a threat. If you see any of them, stun on sight and call me, Professor Lupin, or Professor Canem. If anyone is injured by these animals they shall all suffer grave consequences.” McGonagall finished. All but the Black Marauders, Canem, and Lupin understood what this meant. It was McGonagall giving them an ultimatum. “Have your fun, but if you injure a single person, you will all pay dearly,” The Black Marauders understood, fortunately for Harry, he would be gone for the next three days.

Harry walked to the lake and waited for Canem. He thought about what lay ahead, the challenges he would have to face to gain his next stone. He wondered what they were all for. He knew that the quests strengthened his elemental magic, but there had to be something more. Something else was also on his mind, Rose. She had broken through, even if it was only for a second; the true Rose had come out. There was hope for her yet, but why had it happened? How could he help? He was pondering when Alexander appeared.

“Are you ready, Harry?” Alexander asked.

“As I can be.” So which world am I going to?” Harry asked.

Alexander grew grim. “Fire, I personally think that this one is one of the most dangerous worlds, but in order for you to gain what you need, this is the quickest path. You are pressed for time; fire will give you what you need in order to face one of the two most dangerous worlds.” Alexander explained.

Harry didn’t understand, but he knew to trust Canem, especially when he didn’t understand. “Well let’s go,” Harry said with determination.

“That is the spirit,” Alexander said as he handed Harry his canteen and food pouch. Then he clicked his fingers and Harry was covered in a training suit, a very cold training suit; it felt like ice.

“I am freezing my Bludgers here; why the hell do I have to wear this?” Harry asked.

Alexander pushed him through an open portal. Harry landed face‑first; when he got up he got his answer. The air was hot and thick, the ground was burning, the heat compressed upon his body. Suddenly he wasn’t cold anymore; he was sweating. “Oh, so this is why,” he surmised.

“Now this is a rare sight indeed, a human in the World of Fire,” said a very shrill and raspy voice.

Harry looked around and saw a human‑looking creature covered in flames. His hair and beard were flames; his eyes were yellow. “What and who are you?” Harry asked.

“Ah, and he has no idea what I am. Interesting, I will answer your questions if you answer mine. Deal?” asked the creature.

“Deal,” replied Harry immediately; he hated sweating and figured the quicker he got information, the better.

“Well then let me begin: I am a Pyre, my name is Tritic. Now how come you to enter the World of Fire and what is your business here?” replied Tritic.

“My teacher opened a portal and brought me here. My mission is to retrieve the Stone of Fire. Do you know where I can find it?” Harry asked.

“Interesting indeed, I do know where to find it. Now tell me who is your teacher?” Tritic replied.

“His name is Canem, Alexander Canem, some call him Axel. Now where can I find the Stone?” Harry asked.

“Axel you say? Ah I know him; your teacher is very wise and powerful. I would listen to him closely. Now as for your quest, do you see those volcanoes in the horizon?” replied Tritic pointing to a cluster of fiery volcanoes.

“Yes,” Harry replied nervously.

“You must go there and find the Ring of Fire. You have only 36 days to get there. When you arrive you must register in the Tournament of the Stone. If you win, you will be allowed to battle our ruler; if you defeat him, you may receive the stone.” Tritic replied.

"This sounds way too easy," when I was in the World of Earth I had to endure constant fights against golems and then I had to beat five giant golems at the same time, finally I had to beat the Great Golem and even after I beat him fairly he still tried to kill me when my back was turned. If it wasn’t for Axel I would have died," Harry commented.

"Ah you see, Fire and Earth are very different. We members of Fire are ruled by a warrior’s code of honor. To betray that is to betray our very essence. You will have to fight. Your path to the ring will be traitorous and full of conflict. But Pyres only fight one on one. You might have to fight several Firehounds, but they are dumber than those golems and that is saying a lot. I will be honest, compared to what you faced in the World of Earth, this world is a lot more dangerous and the competitors wiser and more lethal. But your fights will be clean and honorable, that I can assure you. Now I suggest you hurry, the trip will take you a while and if you miss the start of the tournament then you will loose your chance," explained Tritic.

Harry felt a bit relieved, at least these creatures would fight fair. Still, if it what Tritic said was true, then he was in for a very painful couple of days. Harry gathered his courage, “Well I am off then” he said and headed towards the volcanoes.

"Indeed young one, your journey is just beginning. Axel still has much to teach you, but if he choose you, it is your destiny to succeed. He is never wrong," said Tritic to himself as he walked away.

Harry raced throughout the fiery lands. He now knew he needed to hurry. At first the land was flat and looked like a stone on fire. But soon black stones littered the ground, as he got nearer to the volcanoes, the stones grew bigger. Lava pools could be seen all around. Eventually, Harry was forced to slow down; pools began to impede his way. He needed to walk around them. “This is bloody great, now I have to walk around all these blasted things. And it is fucking hot in here,” he protested as he drank from his canteen. It was at this point he heard a growl. Harry immediately assumed a combat stance and prepared for the worst. From the lava pool in front of him, several large, canine‑like animals jumped out. “Ah these must be the Firehounds,” Harry said sarcastically.

The battle began immediately; the beast lunged at him. Harry defended but got burned as they were covered in lava. His suit, while undamaged, only lessened the burn. He needed a plan fast, as three more of them jumped toward him with open flaming jaws. Harry dodged nimbly and rolled on the ground. Four more beasts lunged at him; once again Harry dodged. “I can’t keep this up forever,” he thought. The beast surrounded him; they were going to pounce. Harry didn’t have any more time, so he reacted. He drew energy from the ground beneath him. As the first beast’s teeth sank into his skin, he heard a yelp and felt no pain. When he opened his eyes he saw why; his arm was now as hard as stone. “Why the bloody hell didn’t you think of this before, Harry,” he scolded himself. He drew all the power he could from the Earth and began to fight back. He leapt after the beasts. He drove his fists against their skulls; his attacks lacked finesse but were overly efficient. Soon after, the Firehounds backed away, those that still could. Harry relaxed and continued toward his destination.

The days passed, his encounters with the Firehounds were scarce but brutal. Harry had used the power of Earth as well as he could. Still he realized his power was nowhere near that of Axel’s. “Maybe I need to train more or something” he thought. He dropped it from his mind; he had a mission and very little time to execute it. There were only ten days left and he had barely climbed up the first volcano. He had used his speed and ability to move around and jump above the lava that spewed all around him. The World was brutal, he was always surrounded by fire and lava. The heat was suffocating. In all his days there he had constantly had to use his abilities to prevent getting cooked alive.

Finally, Harry found a small plateau where he could rest in peace. He sat down and began to eat and drink to replenish his strength. He was dozing off when he heard a loud bang and felt the earth beneath him shake. He woke up immediately and looked around. He found the source of the noise. Right in front of him there now stood four Pyres. Harry immediately noticed the difference, the old Pyre looked very weak compared to theses. Their flames were large and fierce, their bodies seamed to be more fit and muscular, they were also much taller.

“A human in the World of Fire? What a rare pleasure. What is your name human?” asked the largest.

“The name is Harry Potter, and who might you be?” Harry replied back.

“I am Cretos, the next king of the World of Fire” he replied.

“In your dreams” replied the second.

“Yes, I will win the tournament and defeat the king” added the third.

“Why don’t we settle this right now?” finished the fourth.

“Uhm excuse me, you wouldn’t happen to know how far the Ring of Fire is?” Harry asked.

“Yes we do, and why do you want to know? Are you here to observe my glorious victory?” asked Cretos. The four of them began to bicker again.

“No, I am here to compete,” Harry replied. Suddenly the four went silent.

“You…compete?” commented the second.

All four looked at Harry, and then they broke into laughter.

“That is ridiculous human; you don’t have a chance in hell,” added the third.

“Even the weakest among us could take you out,” said the fourth.

“Well then, I guess you and I have a fight,” Harry replied, feeling a bit angered by their laughter.

“What did you say, human?” said the fourth.

“Well Jurde, I think the human got your number,” replied the second.

“Yep, Talde is right; you are definitely the weakest,” replied the third.

“Shut it Braton, I will rip your head off,” shouted Jurde.

“So if I win you tell me where to find the Ring of Fire?” asked Harry.

“Human, if you win, I will eat my own foot,” Jurde replied.

They both took their places and signaled that they were ready. Harry moved forward with incredible speed; Jurde was taken aback. He barely managed to dodge the fist that Harry threw in his direction. Jurde launched his knee into Harry’s sternum, thankfully Harry had used the power of Earth and his stomach was like stone. Harry acted fast; he grabbed Jurde’s leg, slipped under it and then used all the strength of Earth to bring him down on his face hard. Then he raised his fist and brought it down on the back of the Pyre’s knee. Harry then brought the severed limb heavily on Jurde’s head, knocking him out.

The Pyres were stunned; Cretos was the first to speak. "Well done human, I never thought I would see a human defeat a Pyre," he said.

"Thanks, I think," Harry replied.

"As per your deal, the Ring of Fire is just over this large volcano. You should be there in a day or so. I look forward to seeing you compete," added Talde.

"Now if you will be so kind as to leave that foot, we will make sure Jurde eats it when he wakes up," finished Braton as they all laughed.

Harry laughed as well, "Thanks," he replied and headed towards the Ring of Fire.

As they had said, Harry found the Ring of Fire. The stadium was massive and made out of dark rock; in the center there was a large arena. Harry moved down toward where he saw an entrance. There he found an elderly Pyre sitting on a rock with a large stone table in front of him.

"Hello," Harry said.

The Pyre lifted his eyes, "What can I do for you human? It is rare to see one of you in our land without the words charbroiled coming to mind," he said laughing.

"I am here to compete," Harry said.

"You’re here to what?" the Pyre asked.

"Compete," Harry insisted.

"Is your brain fried?" asked the Pyre.

“No, I want to compete," insisted Harry.

"Ok then, what is your name?" asked the Pyre.

"Harry Potter," Harry replied.

The Pyre wrote it down on the stone slab in front of him. "Well then, the competitions will begin in three days. In the meantime I suggest you pray to your deity to have mercy on your soul," suggested the Pyre.

Harry just turned around and left. He found a nice place in the stadium to relax. There he ate and drank. The next morning when he awoke he found that he was not alone. There sat with him were Taldos, Cretos, and Braton.

“Good morning human, I see you found the stadium,” Braton began.

“Yea, thanks to you guys,” Harry replied.

“Jurde thanked us for completing the deal and went home once he awoke. So did you already register?” asked Taldos.

“Yea, although the Pyre that registered me thought I was crazy,” Harry replied.

“Well technically we all are. This competition is very fierce, but you already know that,” replied Cretos.

“Actually… I don’t know anything about the competition, I just know I need to win it to complete my quest,” Harry commented.

“Please tell me you’re joking; you don’t have any idea what type of competition this is?” Braton asked.

“None,” Harry answered honestly.

“Well then, I’d say you are in over your head. Let me explain: this competition is divided into three rounds. The first is a Battle Royal of sorts, all the competitors fight in the arena. Your goal is to accumulate 100 victories. The first eight to accomplish this and still be able to compete will pass on to the second round,” began Cretos. Harry grew pallid.

“Then in the second round you must fight the other seven competitors. The two with the most victories pass on to the third round, assuming that you survive all seven fights. Then in the third round you fight with the last competitor,” continued Taldos.

“Now if you win, you face the King of Fire. If you defeat him, you win the Tournament,” finished Braton.

“This is not going to be easy,” Harry sighed.

"Nope, it never is," Cretos replied.

Harry spent the remaining time before the tournament thinking about how he would pull this off. Alexander had been right; the journey and now this tournament. It was indeed incredibly dangerous. But he was determined to win.

The time for the tournament finally came. Harry and the other competitors headed towards the arena. Harry was handed a bracelet as he stepped through the door. "What is this for?" he asked Cretos.

"It counts how many victories you have obtained; when it reaches 100 it signals the judges to move you to the second round. Also it draws a harmless line of fire in the air between you and your next opponent," explained Cretos.

Harry then headed away from the Pyres he knew; he had grown to like them. He really didn’t want to harm any of them. Harry looked around, he was surrounded by Pyres, the whole stadium illuminated by their natural glow. On the arena there were about 1,000 or so Pyres competing.

The horn sounded, signaling the start of the Tournament. Harry began fighting with the Pyre next to him. The battle was brief as Harry caught him off guard with his speed and knocked him out fast. Minutes later a line was drawn in the air leading him to his next opponent. And so Harry fought for hours; some of the fights were easier than others. Some were extremely hard. That was the case with his 98th fight, the Pyre he was fighting was fast and had excellent defense. Harry had pulled the power of Earth, although he was stronger, he still couldn’t get past the speed of his opponent. Harry started to look for other means to win as the fight dragged on. Then is when he used his eyes; he saw the Pyre’s power points. Harry used his strength only in his fingers and kicked up his speed. The Pyre was soon unconscious as Harry struck several of his power points. His 99th fight was a short one, as his opponent was tired and Harry simply kneed him in the head to knock him out. His 100th fight was against a relatively smaller Pyre. Harry wondered how he had managed to stay in the tournament for so long. When the fight began Harry got his answer; the Pyre moved incredibly fast. Harry couldn’t keep up. He decided to use Sentemus, the Pyre now appeared to stop. Harry kicked in his speed, got behind him, drew the power of Earth into his fist and then struck hard against his neck. The Pyre tumbled to the side and fell unconscious. 

The …

A few hours later, the other four had been decided. Out of all of them, Harry only recognized Cretos.

They were giving one hour to relax. Then they were led back to the arena. The eight of them stood on the field when the horn sounded again. Once again the bracelets lit a path to their respective opponents. Harry finished quickly with his fight; he knocked his opponent out using the same tactic as he used with the previous Pyre. The next fight ended when a Pyre named Grotag killed his opponent. The last two ended in knockouts. The knocked‑out warriors were given half an hour to get ready. Harry’s second fight began, his opponent moved quickly as Harry threw a punch. The Pyre grabbed his arm and flung him. Harry used his Quidditch skills to flip in the air and land on his feet. Then he charged full forward and, as his opponent dodged to the side, he moved as well and struck three power points. The Pyre fell unconscious. Harry had refused to drink his potion once the fights started; he didn’t consider it fair, so instead he aimed to finish them quickly. Grotag once again killed his opponent. The last fight ended as Cretos beat his opponent. Once again the two knocked‑out opponents were given time to wake up. Harry’s opponent couldn’t wake up in time. The third fight began; Harry was set up against Cretos.

“Well, human, seems you have traveled far, but now I get to defeat you,” Cretos said.

“In your dreams,” Harry replied; they both laughed and began to fight.

{"corrected_text":"Cretos was fast and strong; Harry dodged his kick and then swept his leg. Cretos jumped up and then brought his fist down on Harry. Harry dodged and then flipped over, bringing his heel down on Cretos. Cretos stopped his kick with his arm and then threw a punch to Harry’s groin. Harry reacted by pushing upwards on his trapped leg an[d] then finished by landing his foot on Cretos’s fist. Then he flipped over Cretos and, while in midair, struck two points, paralyzing him. Harry was declared the victor and he released Cretos. Both took their seats and watched as Grotag snapped the neck of his opponent, killing him.\n\n“What is wrong with that Pyre?” Harry said, disgusted.\n\n“Grotag is a barbarian; his people are savage and bloodthirsty. They believe that life is only about fighting and killing. We are lucky only one of his kind came into the final,” Cretos replied.\n\nThe next fight was called off since the Pyre that was to face Grotag gave up rather than face him. So Grotag would face Cretos. They squared off; Cretos moved fast, as did Grotag. The locked hands and tested strengths, they were equally matched. Grotag took the opportunity to kick Cretos in the groin. Then backhanded him and brought down his elbow on his chest. Cretos rolled out of the way and struck Grotag with a kick to the head. Grotag rolled onto the floor and looked to be injured. Cretos approached to end it; Grotag jumped to his feet and lunged at Cretos. He pinned his arms to the ground and began to bring his fists down repeatedly on Cretos’s head. Cretos eventually stopped moving, Grotag picked him up and then forcefully ripped his head off.”}

Harry got on his feet, his anger boiling. He tried to rush to Grotag but was restrained by the judges. An elderly Pyre stepped forward, “As there are only two competitors left, we shall move to the final round. Grotag vs. Harry Potter. You will have one hour to prepare,” he said.

Harry headed down to where Braton and Taldos were. “I am sorry about Cretos; I will avenge him,” Harry said.

“Thank you, Harry, but I beg you to fight honorably; Cretos wouldn’t want you to sink to Grotag’s level,” Braton said.

“Other than that, feel free to inflict massive amounts of pain upon Grotag,” Taldos added with a smile.

Harry couldn’t understand why they acted so calmly at the news that their friend was dead. The wait time ended and Harry stepped onto the arena with Grotag.

Harry was determined not to hold back; a fury burned inside him. His eyes were already scanning all of Grotag’s power points. Harry saw how the energy of fire flowed in Grotag as it had in all other Pyres. He also saw the violence of the flame compared to the nobility of those he had faced. The fight commenced, and Harry moved full speed forward and delivered a powerful punch that knocked Grotag back. Harry didn’t waste time and attacked again with a kick. Grotag rolled out of the way and lunged at Harry. Harry dodged again, and this time struck a power point on Grotag’s shoulder. Grotag could no longer feel his arm. Harry ran forward; Grotag drew his head back, and as Harry drew his fist back, he spit fire in Harry’s eyes. Harry rolled on the ground nursing his burned face. Grotag didn’t waste time and began to pummel Harry. Harry drew the power of Earth into his body to ease the damage, but he was tired. His ability to draw force from Earth was weakened; the blows started to sting. The pain began to overwhelm him, yet there in his mind all he could see was how Cretos and all the other Pyres died at the hands of this monster. Something burned inside Harry’s heart; he felt his body grow cooler. Suddenly his eyes didn’t hurt anymore; he opened them and saw that fire now covered his hands. He saw Grotag bring his heal down on his face. Harry moved out of the way. He felt faster and more dangerous. Grotag was stunned, but didn’t relent; he attacked again. This time Harry moved way too fast for him. The power of Fire combined with his speed was beyond what Grotag could handle.

Harry choose his marks and attacked Grotag’s power points viciously. Grotag fell on his knees as Harry stepped back. Grotag began to howl in pain, his body’s flames grew hotter and hotter. His body burned brighter, and then after a minute that seemed eternal, he exploded violently.

The old Pyre stepped forward, “Harry Potter wins the right to face the King of Fire,” he said and the crowd erupted in applause. “Harry Potter may rest for an hour, and then the fight against his majesty will commence,” he said to Harry and walked away.

Harry sat down and relaxed. He had one fight left, but it would be his hardest one. He thought about taking his potion, something inside him told him not to. This was a fight of honor, and he would fight it with honor. Instead he focused on what had just happened, “How did I summon the power of Fire?” Harry asked himself. He pondered back to what Alexander had explained about Fire.

He had said “Fire has the ability of passion and volatility. He who wields it will have a strong attack and a natural defense. His mind will be like fire, unyielding, strong, determined, passionate. His body will be able to help warm his friends, or burn his enemies to ash. His fist will be fast and strong, it will naturally injure an opponent with fire. To attack or defend against flame means to get burned in the process.”

All that still didn’t explain how he had unwillingly summoned that power onto his body. The horn sounded disturbing Harry from his meditation; it was time for the final fight.

Harry stepped into the arena, on the opposite end entered a strong‑looking Pyre. He wasn’t that big, but his fire burned brightly and intensely. An old Pyre steps forward …? …??

The horn sounded and the fight began. Harry didn’t even blink when he already had received an impact from Varken’s fist. Varken’s speed was incredible, Harry immediately used his eyes to see faster. Varken’s fist was inches away from Harry’s face, Harry immediately blocked with his hand. He got burned because he didn’t have time to use the power of Earth to protect it. Harry took the offensive and brought his fist towards Varken whilst drawing power from Earth. Varken dodged and struck back with an elbow to Harry’s chest. Harry was thrown back. Harry jumped back up and this ran around Varken who looked like he was walking instead of running. His speed was the fastest Harry had ever fought, normally his opponents seemed to be standing still when he used his eyes. Harry ran around him and tried to attack from behind, he drew in the power and then launched his fist. Once again he missed and was struck with a knee to the side. Harry was puzzled as to how Varken could hit him if he was moving faster than the Pyre. Harry tried to attack again and found himself again on the floor.

“What is wrong with me? Come on there has to be an answer” Harry began to think. “He can move fast because of the power of Fire, I can move faster because of my training, what am I missing here?” he pondered as he settled for dodging Varken’s attacks.

“Come now human, don’t run. Just accept your fate and loose” Varken taunted.

Harry stayed focused, "I don’t know what is wrong but I can’t dodge forever. His weakness is a weak defense, so I will just have to attack," Harry thought. Then he planted himself and drew as much of the power of Earth as he could. Varken came and attacked. His fist collided with Harry’s chest, but Harry didn’t flinch; instead he had already started to bring down his fist upon Varken’s face. Just as he was about to connect, Varken disappeared. Harry got kicked from behind and he flew forward falling on his face. Varken got on top of him and started kicking his side.

"Nice try human, but you are as slow as a golem to me," Varken taunted as he kicked Harry while he was down.

"Slow as a golem…bloody hell how did I forget," Harry thought as he remembered that the weakness of Earth was speed. Every time he drew the power of Earth he slowed down, that allowed Varken to move faster than him. Harry was at a loss as to how to win. He couldn’t use the power of Earth; he couldn’t use his speed to strike because he would burn his hands; he was out of options.

"Well Potter, seems like you are going to die like your friend, because after what you did…

Harry kept receiving impacts; he couldn’t get up. He had to hold the power of Earth to defend against the pain and burns. “That bastard, I swear, somehow I will beat him. He reminds me of someone, his cruelty reminds me of someone,” Harry thought as he kept receiving more hits. Anger began to boil inside him, anger that focused his mind on an image. “He reminds me of…Voldemort,” he thought. Then I happened his anger boiled over; he saw Voldemort in his mind, Varken was Voldemort. Suddenly complete and utter rage came invaded his mind, the need to protect those he loved, the desire for justice, resentment from seeing his life destroyed, sadness from witnessing his parents, Sirius, Dumbledore, and Cedric die. All of it fed the pure righteous fury that raged in his heart.

Harry felt his body turn to ice; Varken brought his foot to Harry’s side one more time. Harry heard a scream, he got up and opened his eyes. Varken was cradling his leg, but Harry only saw Voldemort in front of him. He looked down at his hands, a bright, raging fire emanated from them. Where there once was skin, now pure fire burned. Harry looked back to Varken, fear in his eyes, fear from seeing a flame that could burn flame standing in front of him. “Prepare to die scum,” Harry said. He moved, and in an instant he had Varken by the throat and was moving him at incredible speed towards the wall of the arena. He smashed the Pyre’s body into the wall. He then proceeded to pummel him with his fists. Every impact drew sickening cracks as he hammered them into the Varken’s body like a machine gun, driving him deep into the wall. He stopped and then grabbed him by the throat again and threw him up into the air. He jumped up and drove his heel into his spine, driving him further up. He touched ground again and then jumped again, did a back flip bringing his foot down onto Varken’s stomach, propelling him to the ground. Then he landed his elbow into the Pyre’s chest. Harry snapped back to reality; no longer did he see Voldemort, now he only saw Varken laying near death next to him.

The stadium was silent; all the Pyres stood in awe of what had happened. A solitary voice spoke, “Harry Potter is the new champion. All hail Harry Potter,” screamed the judge. Cheers rang across the stadium; Harry was hoisted in arms and taken to a podium.

A very old group of Pyres stepped forward, in their hands stood a crown of black stone. “Harry Potter, as our victor you are entitled to become our new king; we present you with the crown of our kingdom,” said the oldest as he kneeled and lifted the crown to Harry.

“I don’t want to be king,” Harry said nervously.

“You don’t want to be king? Why? You would rule over this world, you would have no wants or concerns; all you would have to do is win the final every year and live out your life until you die or lose in battle,” explained another Pyre.

Harry thought about it; the offer was tempting, but he had a mission. Ruling this planet was not his destiny, his destiny lay elsewhere. Just by looking at his final fight, he knew this to be true. Passion ignited the Power of Fire, determination unbreakable, and destructive power. His desire to bring peace to the world and destroy Voldemort was the passion that drove him. “I didn’t come here for the crown, and an old Pyre told me I could gain the object I came here for if I won this tournament,” he said.

“Ah, I see; this tournament was originally set up so that the victor could have his heart’s desire. Since everyone wanted to be king, that is what the prize was said to be. Only the elders remember what its original purpose was. So what is it that you desire?” asked the oldest.

“The Stone of Fire,” replied Harry.

“The Stone of Fire?!? By all flame you ask a lot; it is our most sacred possession,” exclaimed one of the elders.

“We can’t possibly give a human that,” exclaimed another.

Murmurs and shouts began to erupt.

"Silence!" screamed the main elder. The stadium fell quiet. "This human has won the tournament; our laws are strict. By right he can ask for anything. By our code of honor we must honor the warrior who won. Harry Potter has demonstrated a great flame and true honor in combat. I say he is as much a Pyre as I, and as winner he deserves his prize," he surmised.

All stood silent, in their flaming hearts agreeing with the wise elder.

"It is settled then, bring forth the Stone of Fire," said the elder. Two Pyre elders headed towards a great big flaming torch that shone in the stadium’s highest point. They chanted something in a language Harry could not understand; suddenly the flames grew high and an explosion sounded. An eruption of fire burst from the giant flame, and a fiery projectile headed towards Harry. Harry braced himself, then inches away from him, the projectile stopped, there hovering in front of him was a pure red stone. Harry grabbed it and felt as flames consumed his insides as he touched it.

"And so it is done; the champion has his prize. Once again let us cheer for our champion the great Harry Potter," said the elder and cheers resounded in the stadium.

Harry basked in the glory for a few seconds, and then the cheering stopped again. Harry looked around.

"Hey Harry, looks like you found your second stone. Good work; hope it wasn’t too hard," Alexander said simply.

"Why, how, when?" Harry stuttered.

"Doesn’t matter," Alexander replied. Harry once again reminded himself that Canem was Canem and that this was normal when it came to him.

"Master Axel, it has been sometime since we last saw you. Is Harry Potter a friend of yours?" asked the most distinguished elder.

“Yea, he is my student here to retrieve his stone,” Alexander said simply.

“Well then I must congratulate you on a most fine pupil. He showed incredible promise. He is definitely better than the last one that came here,” the elder commented.

“True, but that was meant to be the way it was. Everything happens for a reason. Now Harry and I must go. It is always good to see an old friend; goodbye, Fryel,” Alexander said as he opened a portal and went through with Harry.

“It has been many centuries since I have been called that; that old bastard never changes,” said Fryel. He snapped back to reality, “Can someone come and scoop up our king? Looks like we are going to have to put up with him for another year,” he sighed.

Back at Hogwarts it was Friday; Rose was walking back from her last class of the week. Her mind had been taken over by thoughts of Harry and what she felt when she kissed him. She felt like she had two conflicting forces locked within her. The halls were still covered in jungle. Suddenly she felt someone pull her back. She was thrown against a wall, and when she opened her eyes she found that she was face to face with Draco Malfoy and all six of his Quidditch teammates. She noticed that they were concealed by wild brush in every direction.

“What do you want, Malfoy?” Rose said angrily trying to play the part. She thought this was probably a ploy by Draco to try and throw more credibility into her breakup with him.

“For starters, an explanation as to why you dumped me and now you are running around with bloody saint Potter,” Malfoy spat darkly.

“Well that is none of your business anymore, Malfoy. What we had didn’t work out; that is all. As for Harry, he is a great guy and a much better wizard than you.” Rose replied.

“Is that why you are putting out for him?” Malfoy screamed as he pushed her against the wall hard.

“Excuse me?” Rose asked, shocked.

“You never slept with me; you always told me you weren’t ready for that. Now you turn around and date Potter for less than a month, and you are his whore.” Draco said, pinning her against the wall.

“Not that it is any of your business, but I don’t know what you are talking about. Harry and I haven’t done anything else besides kiss.” Rose said angrily at Draco’s nerve of accusing her of having sex with Harry Potter, and worst calling her a whore.

“Don’t lie to me!” Draco screamed as he backhanded her across the face.

Rose fell to her knees; now she was growing scared. “I swear, Draco, I am not lying; I haven’t slept with Harry.” Rose said meekly.

Draco froze as he saw the tears in her eyes; maybe he was wrong. He bent down and put his hand on her face. “I am sorry, Rose, maybe I am just acting crazy. I mean…” he didn’t finish his sentence as she drove her foot into his groin.

She leapt up and said, “You wanna know why I put out for Harry and not you? Because he is more man that you will ever be; you could never pleasure me.” She suddenly saw that the others wouldn’t just sit idly so she busted through and made a run for it. Suddenly she felt two spells whiz by her, and then a third hit her. She fell to the floor paralyzed.

"You bitch, you filthy whore, I almost bought it. But now I am going to expose you for the whore you are," Draco said as he picked her up and dragged her back to the wall.

Rose was scared now; she had never been this scared in her entire lifetime. She looked pleadingly at Draco and his companions. All of them had demonic looks on their faces. You didn’t need to be able to do Legilemens to know what they were thinking.

"I hate having to pick up Harry’s sloppy seconds, but in this case I will make an exception. You were mine first and you denied me every chance you got; now I will take from you what you didn’t offer freely," Draco said as he ripped off her robe. Then his shirt and her skirt. Finally, he ripped off her underwear.

Rose was now naked and paralyzed, her mind screaming. "Please stop Draco, don’t do this. I don’t want it to be this way; I don’t want my first time to be like this. Merlin help me, someone help me," she thought as fear overtook her.

Draco unbuckled his pants as his companions looked hungrily upon Rose’s gorgeous naked body. They knew that once Draco was done, she would be theirs. "You would have done well to remember you are mine. Now you pay the price for your betrayal. Even if it is for the Dark Lord, you never betray a Malfoy," Draco whispered into her ear. "Be glad; you will finally have a use, you will help me and my team release some stress before the big game tomorrow," he said out loud and his teammates laughed evilly.

Rose began to sob, in moments Draco would take her most priceless possession. In all that fear and desperation only one thought came to her mind. One final plea for help that came straight from her heart, “HARRY!” screamed her mind.

Harry felt his heart stop; time slowed down to an absolute standstill. He heard Rose’s mind call out to him as he entered Hogwarts. He didn’t think, he reacted; he kicked in all his speed instinctively. He spread his Sentemus towards where he felt her thought come from, and in a fraction of a second he knew where she was and what was happening. He ran with all he had in him. A fire in his heart turned ablaze, a passion ignited. Suddenly fire wrapped itself around his body, a fire ten times more powerful than the one he had used mere hours ago. His speed became supreme; in a thought he was now standing in front of Malfoy. The reality of what his eyes saw fueled the fire in his soul even brighter. Rage, wrath, pure hatred—none of these words could compare with what now was burning in Harry’s soul.

Alexander had been startled when Harry moved away so fast; he immediately followed. Now he stood hovering over Harry, Draco, Rose, and the six other Slytherins. To him, Harry was standing still. “Big mistake, Malfoy, three days ago this would not have been as bad. But today you picked today. The Chinese have a saying, ‘Whatever you do, never, ever, hurt the dragon’s most prized possession. It is a sin that will cost you the most painful death imaginable.’ Today, Harry is one step closer to being a dragon, and you just went and tried to rape his most prized treasure. Fire is fueled by anger, but there is a fire that burns even hotter, so hot that it makes anger seem like a match to the sun…Love. Pray to whatever deity you believe in Slytherins, today may very well be the last day you breathe on this Earth,” Alexander said as he looked on.

Harry stood there, his body on fire, his hair standing on its ends. Fire swirling around him, his eyes black as night. He lay his hand on Malfoy’s shoulder, the smell of burning flesh invaded the room. He threw him to the opposite wall with force. “Malfoy” Harry said in a voice that was not human, but deep and primal. Fire spread out and burned the hall back to stone, it singed and burned the Slytherins, but Rose felt comforted and warm. All eyes turned to Harry now, Rose looked up feeling that her heart was being healed and that all the pain she had ever felt vanished from her memory. The Slytherins rolled on the ground trying to put themselves out. Malfoy was stunned and stuck to the wall. He couldn’t feel his arm, the nerves had been singed dead in a mere second. There had been no pain, that was yet to come. “Now you all die” Harry said in his primal reptilian voice. In an instant the other six Slytherins were thrown against the wall next to Malfoy.

Alexander was watching and what he saw impressed him. Harry was now combining Fire and Earth, his rage was so great that it required more power. “Magma” Alexander said simply. “The ability to join them, he shouldn’t have learned that till after he gathered all six stones. Then again he will probably not remember how he did it. Still much more promise that my last student, he was a real pussy. Harry will get the job done” Alexander said to himself as he headed down to try to contain the damage Harry was about to inflict.

Harry opened up with the six Slytherins. Colossal blows began to pound each of them into the wall that gave way as their bodies were turned to a bloody pulp. Harry was throwing punches and kicks like if there was no tomorrow. In a fraction of a second he impacted each with at least 20 blows, each powerful enough to kill a person instantly. The beating lasted a good 30 seconds. Then he stopped and turned his eyes on Malfoy. For him he had an even worst fate in mind. He attacked his power points viciously, seeking maximum pain and injecting insane amounts of power into each. This was beyond torture, it was inhuman. Harry would take him to the edge of human tolerance, where the mind breaks down and melts down to nothingness, then he would heal him rapidly and begin again.

Rose sat there, for the first time in a long time she was completely herself, she looked at Harry and felt more that gratitude. She felt complete and true love. Even though what she saw scared her, she felt safe and comforted by the flames that erupted from Harry and engulfed her. She saw how the seven people in front of her were being torn limb from limb. The fear and the horror melted away by the fire, all that was left was the feeling of freedom from her mental shackles, and of love for Harry. A love based on who Harry was, and on an instinct that lived inside of her, a primal instinct that told her he was her soul mate.

The rage began to cool, Harry relaxed and started to slow down. He regained his composure, finally he stopped altogether. He picked up Rose’s cloak from the floor and draped it around her. “Are you ok Rose?” Harry asked.

The darkness began to creep back into her conscious mind. But for a few moments she was still completely herself. “I am fine Harry, thank you for saving me” she said with complete gratitude and love in her voice as she lay her hand on Harry’s face.

“I will always be there for you Rose, no matter what” Harry said as he lay his hand on her face.

“I know” she said and they kissed. It felt like forever in an instant, as two naked souls were brought together. And in that moment the spoke everything to each other, there were no secrets. Then the darkness overtook Rose again. They broke apart, Rose now started to survey the situation. She remembered parts of what happened. She remembered that Harry rescued her, that he beat down Malfoy and his housemates. What was lost was most of the feeling she had felt. They had been locked away by the darkness. Still she felt infinitely closer to Harry, gratitude, and a deep sense of caring…or maybe something more. “What happened Harry, how did you beat all of them like that?” she asked returning to her sword duty to spy on Harry.

“I don’t really know, Alexander helped me. I think it was some elemental magic” Harry repeated as he felt his teacher put the words in his head.

“Yea I did most of it, but Harry was the one who got Malfoy off of you and delayed the rest of them while I ran towards you” Alexander lied.

“I see” Rose said half convinced, something inside her told her it was a lie and that Harry had done it all. Still her mind told her that only Alexander could have done it, she would have to report it to her father. Canem was a bigger threat than she had originally thought.

“Harry you should take her to see Madame Pomfrey. I will take these seven,” Alexander said as he pointed to the seven Slytherins on the floor.

“I killed them,” Harry thought.

“No, you didn’t; I stopped you from hurting them. I slowed down your blows and repaired most of the damage with my power. Still, I let you do enough so that they will regret it. They should be top shape for tomorrow’s game though, don’t want you winning on a fluke now, do we?” Alexander told Harry telepathically.

Harry was relieved and helped Rose up. “Let’s go, gorgeous; I don’t mind the view, but I think you do,” he joked.

“Hey, who knows, maybe later on we can enjoy it together,” Rose said half‑joking. A big part of her was serious; the desire flowed from deep within her. Her heart and soul demanded it. In her heart she knew, Harry was to be her first. Her mind simply interpreted it to mean that she wanted to jump Harry’s bones and that he was a perfect place to start. That prat Malfoy was an asshole, an idiot, and complete and utter crap. She couldn’t wait to tell her father, so he could give him a slow death. She had always known he was worthless; she just had no idea he was this worthless.

Harry knew what was going on inside Rose’s mind, and frankly he had no objections. For some reason he just couldn’t help what he felt. “It’s a deal, let’s get moving,” he said and headed towards the Infirmary.”

Chapter 30

"Harry, you might not know yet, but you will eventually. The last stone will see to that. Only then will you be able to see into your own soul and that of others," Alexander whispered to himself as he picked the four Slytherins up with wandless magic.

Pomfrey was in shock when she saw Harry bring in Rose with only a robe on. "What happened?" she asked.

Rose didn’t give Harry time to answer, "Some stupid pricks sent a nudity spell at me and then tried to stun me when I fought back," she replied. She didn’t want those Slytherins expelled. She wanted them to suffer waiting for their end to come when her father saw fit to finish them off.

Harry just smiled, "Are you sure?" he whispered.

"What and give them the satisfaction. I want to prank them into oblivion, I can’t do that if they aren’t in school," she replied in whispers.

"Well then come on, I’ve had a terrible week tending to all the animal attacks. I sure hope you plan to end this soon Potter," Pomfrey said angrily but a grin nearly escaped.

"Midnight tonight to be exact Madame Pomfrey," Harry replied.

"Good, maybe then we can find all those missing students. Although knowing some of them like Luna and Neville, they probably just got lost. That family of apes couldn’t have kidnapped them all," Pomfrey commented.

"Hey Harry, I just remembered something. Don’t you know a spell that can clothe people?!?" Rose exclaimed half angrily.

"Oh yea, sorry, forgot," Harry wove his hand and said the enchantment and Rose was clothed again in school robes.

"Better, interesting how your memory comes and goes," Rose said suspiciously.

“What can I say, your naked body dazzled and befuddled my mind” Harry said with a confident grin.

“I see” Rose said blushing from the compliment.

“Oh and may I just say. You are most definitely, not in any way shape or form, even close to being fat. You looked, well, beyond ravishingly sexy” he added.

Rose hit him on the arm and went an even deeper shade of crimson.

Harry laughed, just then Alexander walked in with the other seven.

“Let me guess, they were the prankers.” Pomfrey said sighing.

“Yep, got it in one” Alexander said with a grin as he set them down.

“Oh miss Rose you can go now, I don’t think there is anything I can do. A good nights sleep is all you need” she said and dismissed Harry and Rose.

She then proceeded to examine the seven Slytherins, she was shocked. “My word, someone sure did a number on them” she exclaimed. “Broken bones, broken ribs, severe burns, trauma; this will take a while to heal. I think I will barely be able to get them out of here by tomorrow morning” she commented.

“Trust me Poppy they were a lot worst when I found them. I had to use some very old healing magic to fix them up to this point” Alexander commented.

“My word, coming from you that means they were very near to death. Who did this and why?” she asked very seriously.

“Who did it won’t matter once I tell you why. But I must remind you that as a Healer you are bound to secrecy, we must respect her wishes” Alexander replied.

Pomfrey grew very somber, “I see, then I was right. I know my oaths Professor, please tell me” she replied calmly.

“They tried to rape Rose Riddle, and someone stopped them” Alexander said calmly.

“You were right, I don’t need to know who did this to them. They deserve more than what they got. I am even inclined to forget my oath to heal all those who need my assistance,” she said coldly as she saw them with disgust in her eyes.

“Knowing the Black Marauders, they will wish they had died tonight,” Alexander replied.

“Indeed,” Pomfrey replied with disdain as she reluctantly began to tend to them, making sure to be extra rough on them.

Harry and Rose walked into the Common Room; between them there was awkwardness and sobriety. The events of the evening weighed on their minds.

“Hey Harry, hey Rose, where you guys coming from?” asked Ron who was seated next to his girlfriend.

“Nowhere,” Rose and Harry said simultaneously.

Hermione ignored the comment; she was staring into Ron’s eyes. Ron was…well he was as thick as always. “Well goodnight,” Hermione replied.

Both of them had given up on trying to figure out what Harry was doing. They knew that whatever it was, it probably involved Alexander and defeating Voldemort. While the later made them nervous, the former allayed their concerns.

Harry walked Rose to the steps. “Are you sure you’re ok?” Harry asked.

“I am fine, Harry, thanks again,” Rose said shyly and then kissed Harry on the cheek. “Goodnight,” she said as she raced up the stairs, her heart fluttering.

“Goodnight,” Harry said almost to himself as he turned around and headed towards his room. But as he walked the events of the day flashed back to him, and anger filled his mind again. He walked up to Ron and Hermione. “Ron, Mione, I want you to call the team down here,” Harry asked with gravity in his tone.

“Huh, what?” said Ron as he broke the kiss he was engaging in.

“You want us to call the entire Quidditch team here? And you ask this now?” Hermione added angrily.

“Everyone but Rose, and hurry” Harry said with emphasis.

The look on his face didn’t leave room for discussion, Ron and Hermione saw this and raced to do what he asked. Minutes later a confused and anxious Ron and Hermione returned with the four sleepy Gryffindors.

“This better be worth it” commented Demelza grumpily.

“What is this about Harry?” asked Ginny as she rubbed her eyes.

“I want all of you to sit and listen” Harry commanded. The team shook of their sleep and sat down around the fire. Hermione settled with Ron, all looked at Harry attentively, noting the seriousness of his tone.

“I will only say this once, l want you all to promise that what you hear tonight will NEVER be repeated” Harry started off.

“We promise” they all said as curiosity and anxiety overtook them.

“Tonight, Malfoy and his teammates did something that I felt I needed to share with you” Harry continued, he stopped as he tried to find the words.

Hermione grew impatient, “Harry just say it” she insisted.

Harry looked up and tears of rage were in his eyes. “They tried to rape Rose” he said with a shaking voice.

Everyone drew their heads back stunned. Silence overtook them for a while, then finally Ron spoke, “They did what!?!?” he said.

“You heard me, I stopped them with Professor Canem and we got there barely in the nick of time. Any longer and well…” Harry said.

“Those fucking bastards, we should tell the Headmistress” Hermione stated livid with anger.

No, she didn’t want that. In fact, she wanted to take care of this herself," Harry replied.

"Those bloody pricks, I will kill them myself," Ron said angrily as he rose to his feet.

"Sit down, Ron," Hermione commanded and Ron reluctantly did so.

"So why are you telling us?" asked Coote.

"Remember when I said I wanted us to hold back until the World Cup," Harry asked.

"Yea," they all said.

"Well, I take it back; tomorrow I want us to massacre Slytherin. I want each and every one of them to have the worst game of their lifetimes. I want them pulverized and begging for mercy," Harry said angrily.

"Sounds like a plan," Coote said with a smile.

"Let’s make sure they never want to play Quidditch again," added Peakes with a wicked smile.

"I’m thinking more along the lines of them never messing with a Gryffindor again," Demelza suggested with a look of rage and viciousness.

"They won’t know what hit them. Tomorrow they will get back all the pain they have inflicted on that field tenfold," Ron said, joining in.

Ginny had remained quiet through all this; she looked up. The look on her face was one of anger and determination. "I have always had my issues with Rose, but recently we have gotten to be good mates. Even if that were not the case, what they did… I say we fucking castrate them to make sure," she said viciously.

Harry nodded, "Then it is settled; tomorrow Slytherin will get their bloody asses handed to them in pieces," Harry said and they all nodded. They got up and headed for bed, in their hearts, anger and determination burned bright.

Breakfast flew by; all of Gryffindor was excited. All except the Quidditch team—they were silent. Unlike other times, today they were not nervous; today they were determined. They would win, but first they would make the snakes pay.

Ravenclaw defeated Hufflepuff very quickly to take third place. The final score was 170 to 20. None really cared though; Ravenclaw celebrated briefly. All eyes were on the next game. As usual Voldemort had sent a spy, his eyes linked to a mirror in the Dark Lord’s hall. All the Death Eaters were assembled. Today they all settled on supporting Rose; they figured no matter what happened, they would cheer for the Riddle, that way they would avoid the Crucio curse.

“Well fans, it is finally time,” George began.

“Today we see the final, Gryffindor vs. Slytherin. Seems like it always comes down to them. Light vs. Dark. Good vs. Evil. Brilliant vs. Dirty,” Fred continued.

McGonagall didn’t bother; she knew what the Slytherins had done. Alexander had told her. Personally, she wanted them expelled, but then realized that they would suffer a much more tragic fate at the hands of Harry and the Black Marauders.

In the Gryffindor changing room, Harry got up. Everyone was somber, and Rose wondered why. “Rose, we talked it over. Today we are going all out; we want to wipe the floor with these fuckheads. We want to beat them, pummel them, make them bleed and then humiliate them,” Harry explained.

Rose understood what was going on, but no one said anything. She appreciated their silent support. “Whatever you say, captain, thanks guys,” she said with a small smile.

"No pep talks. Let’s go out there and make them hurt," Harry said simply and led them out.

"And here come the Slytherins. Seems like they are all wearing a few bandages. Heard a rumor they got pummeled for some stupid prank they pulled. Amateurs!", George announced.

The stadium erupted in cheers. "And here comes Gryffindor. Look at them fly. They look like they are here to win," Fred said as he saw their faces of stone‑cold determination.

"There’s the whistle, the Quaffle is in the air. What the hell!?!", George exclaimed.

"Seems like the entire Gryffindor team just blatantly fouled Slytherin. In a blink of an eye they each drove the point of their brooms into the stomach of a Slytherin," Fred said shocked.

"I can’t believe it," George said looking at Fred.

"We should have thought of that. Go Gryffindor, give it back to those bastards," Fred shouted.

“Weasleys," McGonagall murmured, a dark smile of satisfaction on her face. "Let it begin," she whispered.

"They are awarded six penalties," George said smiling.

"There goes the first shot, brilliant save by Ron Weasley. The second, again caught. The third…he is on a roll! The fourth…No way, he stopped that shot. The fifth, Weasley is the king, nothing gets past him. The final penalty shot, there it goes and…miss! Weasley stops them all. I have never seen broom maneuvering like that," shouted Fred excitedly.

”Ron flips on his broom and hits it out with a strong blow with the bottom of his broom. The shot is fast and collides with a Slytherin Chaser’s face. Riddle gets the ball, she heads for the goal. Bludger impact to the Slytherin Beater, he just fell from his broom. Wait, it appears someone is trying to help him. “No! it appears to be an attack, there goes the other Bludger into his skull. Pass to Weasley, she flips off her broom and uses the momentum to throw the Quaffle towards the goal. It’s going, going, ouch it hits the Keeper hard” George continued.

“Wait the ball is still alive, Ginny catches it in the air and now throws it through the left hoop. Gryffindor opens the marker” Fred continued.

“Slytherin has the ball…wait, vicious interception. Hooch doesn’t call it, but Coote used his bat to hit the back of one of the Slytherin Chasers’ heads” George commented.

“Pass to Riddle, the Keeper is still out of it. Malfoy takes the position. Rose shoots…oh man look at that, Malfoy receives simultaneous Bludger hits to both his legs. It appears his legs just got broken. And Rose scores” Fred continued.

“Wait, Peakes misses a Bludger, and hits a Slytherin Chaser in the back with his bat” commented George.

“Malfoy is playing through and has the Quaffle now, it appears he won’t be playing Seeker today. He approaches the goal. He shoots, Ron easily saves. What speed and dexterity” Fred continued.

"Mistake by Weasley, Malfoy has it again…daaaamn, vicious clothesline. Potter raced his broom and then slid sideways into Malfoy's throat; he is in a world of hurt. Harry picks up the loose ball. He heads towards the goal. Wow, where did that speed burst come from? Potter rams the Quaffle into the remaining Beater’s head, another foul. The Slytherin Chaser shoots a penalty, he misses, Ron has that goal looked on tight," George commented.

"Ron passes to Demelza; there is nothing stopping her. She scores!" Fred commented.

"Gryffindor is playing like a team possessed. Incredible speed and maneuvers, it is like they are ten times the team they were last week," George commented.

"All I have to say is that it is brilliant; Slytherin finally got what they deserved. Gryffindor is being brutal, I am surprised they are even breathing," Fred added with a smile.

"Those bloody cheaters," exclaimed Lucius. "Never in all my years have I seen such dirty play," he finished.

"That is because, my dear Lucius, you were the one playing dirty," Voldemort replied, aiming his wand at Lucius. "Still, you do have a point; it is quite rare to see Gryffindor play like that, very inspiring, most enjoyable, but rare," he added.

"Look at what they are doing to our team. My son, he is barely alive; those bastards are going to pay," Lucius said, losing all his composure.

"Crucio!" screamed the Dark Lord as he aimed the curse at Lucius. "I won’t have you cheering against my daughter now. But you are right; it is most disturbing to see Gryffindor making Slytherin bleed, in my day I would have…"

"There he goes again, reminiscing about the days he played Quidditch," Snape sighed.

“He wasn’t even that good, but he is bloody inspiring when he talks,” Bellatrix replied looking at her master adoringly.

“Slytherin better fight back; it is a disgrace to the uniform to lose this badly,” Voldemort shouted.

“Here, here,” they all said as Lucius got up and joined in the cheering for Slytherin.

Just then an owl flew in and dropped a letter into Voldemort’s hand. “What is this? Seems Rose has written to her dear father,” Voldemort said with a malevolent grin. “Probably wanted some last‑minute advice,” he surmised as he opened it.

Voldemort read it aloud:

Dear father,

Draco tried to rape me along with his teammates. I suggest a slow, painful, and excruciating death. Get creative.

Regards,

Rose

Voldemort looked at the page again; all around him were now silent. Rage boiled in his eyes. Fear overtook Lucius; he slowly tried to back away. “Accio Lucius,” Voldemort screamed.

Lucius flew in front of Voldemort, “My lord, I am sorry; he is no son of mine to treat a lady…” he began to beg.

“Crucio,” Voldemort said, interrupting his banter. He put vicious emphasis on the curse, “No one, and I mean no one, harms my property except me. I don’t want you sniveling; I will take your son.”

Voldemort then turned his eyes to the mirror where he saw the brutality of what was occurring in the game. “On second thought, I think Potter and his friends are doing a good job softening them up for me. I will leave them in their tender care until it is my time to strike. Then they will all pay. For now you will do,” he hissed as he continued the curse even harder.

“Now go Gryffindor, and kill those fucking Slytherins,” Voldemort yelled.

The game lasted for 2 more hours; Slytherin kept getting injured. Eventually the players were beyond repair and the hoops were open. The Gryffindors used their speed to score rapidly. They had beat them to a pulp, now they wanted to humiliate them. They kept taking turns making easy goals while the Slytherins got patched up. Pomfrey worked fast, painfully, and badly; she would have stopped them from going back on a regular day, but today they deserved what they got. They were unrelenting; as soon as they set foot on the pitch, they were targeted. Some got hit even as they had put their leg over their broom.

The score was now 520 to 0; Slytherin was on the ground either unconscious, surrendered, or getting fixed up. It was time to end it, “This game has been a massacre. Never in all my years did I expect Gryffindor to pulverize Slytherin, then add insult to injury. Wait a second, looks like Potter saw something, a quick dive. He has got it! It is the end, in one of the worst defeats ever in Hogwarts history, Gryffindor wins 670 to 0!” exclaimed George as he stood on his feet and cheered with the entire stadium.

“That was a very good game, finally those Gryffindors are playing like they should,” Voldemort commented as he saw the massacre that had occurred. The Slytherin team looked like they had just been mugged, beaten senseless, and then crashed head after falling off their brooms from high up.

“All hail Rose Riddle, she did the best job” said a Death Eater.

“Yes, Rose is definitely the one who did it all,” added Snape sarcastically.

“Of course, she is the Dark Lord’s daughter; it is only natural that she would be good.” Bellatrix added.

“It is good to see that you now know how to cheer properly. I was getting tired of having to curse you; better late than never to learn, I guess,” Voldemort said to his servants.

“Yea, like we enjoyed getting tortured for no good reason by a lunatic for cheering for the wrong team in a stupid game,” Snape said.

Harry and his team flew down to the pitch where they were mobbed by students. They carried them toward the Headmistress. Harry stepped forward when they laid them down.

McGonagall cleared her throat, “Attention please, attention. Thank you for all the support and effort you put into this tournament. You were all amazing, congratulations. Now please Captain Harry Potter step forward,” she commanded and he obeyed.

“I gladly present to you now the Hogwarts Quidditch Championship Cup. Congratulations to you and your team in becoming champs,” finished McGonagall with a smile on her face as she handed the trophy to Harry.

Harry lifted it over his head; the crowd went wild. Cheers for Gryffindor inundated the stadium.

McGonagall lifted her hands again, but no one listened. “Sonorous, SILENCE,” she shouted. Now everyone quieted down. “Good, there is still the matter of who will be representing England in the Youth Quidditch World Cup, Professor Canem if you please,” McGonagall said signaling for the Professor.

Alexander stepped up; there were a few cheers from the crowd. He lifted his hands to stop them, "Thanks, you have all played well, and most of you deserve to go. Unfortunately, as per the rules I will take a full team and one replacement for each position. I will start off with the replacements," the crowd held their breaths, "Greg Tarren, Seeker, Ravenclaw, Valerie Dodry, Chaser, Hufflepuff, Lucy Right, Beater, Hufflepuff, Bart Feldon, Keeper, Ravenclaw." Alexander announced. All four jumped up ecstatic for being chosen; their housemates cheered as well.

"Simmer down now, now for our main roster. Beaters, Ritchie Coote and Jimmy Peakes from Gryffindor," he announced. The two struck bats and Gryffindor cheaded. 

"Let’s show them the pain," Coote said.

"Oh, we will," Peakes replied.

"Keeper, Ronald Weasley, also from Gryffindor," Alexander continued.

Ron got mugged by his brothers, "Better not make our team look bad little brother," Fred said.

"No, that wouldn’t do at all. But then again if you play like today there won’t be any problems," George continued.

“We were thinking you could use a corporate sponsor. How do you feel about wearing a sign the blows up every two minutes and promotes Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes?" asked Fred.

"Drop it you two, I will keep the goal safe. You two can make money by betting on England," Ron replied confidently.

"Ah, I see our business savvy rubbed off on you little brother," George commented as they headed off plotting.

"Next up, our Chasers, Demelza Robins, Ginny Weasley, and Rose Riddle all from Gryffindor," Alexander announced.

“Damn straight my daughter is on the National team. England’s got the Cup for sure,” said Voldemort celebrating his daughter’s honor.

“Well, girls seems like we are the front line,” Demelza commented.

“Boys won’t know what hit them,” Ginny replied.

“The Three Bloody Queens of Pain, has a nice ring to it doesn’t it?” Rose asked.

“Hell yea,” Demelza and Ginny replied.

They put their hands in, “Go Queens” the shouted.

“Finally, the Seeker and Captain for the team, Harry Potter from Gryffindor,” Alexander announced.

The crowd cheered loudly as they gathered around Harry to congratulate him and wish him luck.

“Nice going Harry, figured it be you,” Ron said.

“Yea, the only captain that could be Captain is you Harry,” Ginny added.

“Thanks, I just hope I do well,” Harry replied.

“Oh sod it Harry, you know you’re good,” Hermione said smiling.

“My Spitfire, never thought I would hear a Headgirl talk like that,” Rose commented.

They all laughed.

Alexander quieted the crowd one more time, “Today we celebrate the end of this Tournament. Have fun and relax, but those of you who have been elected, must also get ready. Soon we shall start practicing for the World Cup. Meditate on what that means, remember that you are no longer houses divided, you are now the English National Youth Quidditch Team. You are comrades and patriots that will represent your nation before the world. You will have to play your best, because you will face the best of the world. Now enough with all that, let’s party” Alexander finished and cheers resounded.

“The best of the world…bring them on,” Harry whispered.

Chapter 31 The Struggle of Life

Voldemort was not happy with Lucius and even less with his son. As far as he was concerned the sins of the son reflected on the father. While he held no love for his daughter, he held pride for his possessions and the work he has spent creating and molding them. His daughter was perfect, dark, deceitful, cold, calculating, cruel, and with abilities that even she was unaware of. She was the perfect reflection of her father, with the exception that he was truly dark; she was molded into the role. He had expected much from Rose and her betrothed Draco. Still their results were only marginal at best. They had delivered regular information on Harry Potter; still something was not right. His daughter had often mentioned that she sensed he was hiding something from everyone, including his closest friends.

His daughter’s instincts were rarely wrong. Then there was this mysterious teacher; apparently he was the cousin of his most dreaded enemy, Dumbledore. Rose had said that she could not disclose the details of what he taught because of the wizard’s oath he made them take, but that he was powerful and his teachings were of magic long forgotten. This disturbed him; not having met the man, it still irked him deeply. Rose called him a threat; threats had to be dealt with. Her last report had stated that he had done incredible damage to the entire Slytherin team, and yet he managed to undo it in less than a day. Though he hated to admit it, the power to heal was something that escaped him. The magic was infinitely complex and he would rather spend that time learning a hundred destructive spells than one healing one. The ability to instantly heal major bodily injury was very frightening indeed. Such magic had been unheard of in several hundred years; every part of the body required different spells, to know them all and to perfect them all would require decades. All of these thoughts revolved in his head, but the conclusion was still obvious: Alexander Canem needed to be eliminated just in case he was a threat.

The attacks that occurred weeks back were large amounts of Death Eaters were defeated and then taken to Azkaban; all of these seemed to revolve around the mysterious professor as well. “I guess there is no other choice, I will have to use THEM. One should do, hopefully she will not be irritated with me” Voldemort said to himself. He headed behind his throne and said the password. The wall opened and he descended deep into the earth, there in the dungeons waited his final weapon, the one he would use to conquer the world.

His army was growing silently, nothing much had stirred in the magic world. He had sent out his Death Eaters around the world to recruit and build his army. Those that joined willingly would be his leaders; his grunts would be Wizards and Muggles under a very powerful version of the Imperious Curse, one that he was most proud of. It was a gift from his patron, one that had taken him many years to master. Once under it, the victim could not escape; the only way to free them was a counter curse, one only he knew about. His final surprise would be his secret weapon, the one he was going to use against the meddlesome professor. “This shall be fun, seeing them in action” he hissed as Nagini silently agreed rolling herself around his leg.

Rose was tossing and turning in his sleep. Her dreams was a terrible one, she was in a cold dungeon, she was alone and scared. Something was wrong; she didn’t feel like herself, she felt weaker, more defenseless, almost like she wasn’t herself. Suddenly the door busted open and her father was there, only she wasn’t happy, she felt terrified as she looked into his snake like face.

“Hello, my sweet, aren’t you glad to see daddy?” he hissed as Nagini slithered into the room and wrapped around her.

“Get this thing off me; you’re a psychopath, leave me alone,” she cried.

“Now, now that is no way to speak to your father, one who ‘loves’ you so,” he hissed venomously.

“You killed her, how dare you say you love me? You killed her,” she cried.

“I thought you hated her; in fact, you blamed her for everything. She ruined your life,” he replied.

Rose just shook her head, trying to remove the guilt from her soul. What he said was true; she had said all those things and many more. She felt responsible for her death.

“Poor dear, let me take the pain away. Nothing better than a bit of magic to liven one's day,” Voldemort hissed.

Rose looked up, expecting her pain to end. She knew she was going to die; she knew it was the end. The Dark Lord has no mercy, no compassion.

“Right you are, my pretty; no mercy, no compassion. Crucio!” he yelled as he read her mind.

Rose shook on the floor violently as every muscle and nerve in her body exploded in pain. It was unbearable; her consciousness began to wane under the pain. And just as she was about to pass out, the pain stopped.

“No, no, no, you won’t be falling asleep on me, little missy,” Voldemort hissed.

She began to regain her strength; her body ached.

“Breaks over, Crucio!” he yelled.

The pain returned; once again she was taken to the edge of consciousness. Then he stopped, and the process continued for an eternity. Hours that seemed like days, days that seem like years. And then there was one final scene.

“It is time, my pretty, time to join your father,” Voldemort hissed.

She was weak from the torture, but defiant. She refused to bend to the will of an evil man. “I will never follow you,” she spat weakly.

“We will see,” he said, then she felt another spell hit her, and the dream ended. She woke up violently and looked around. She was in her room; she was still herself. That girl in the dream looked like her, but she was not that girl. That girl was weak, stupid, and had no respect for her father. It was just a stupid dream to her; she lay back down and fell back asleep. Her sleep was dreamless now.

The next morning she was groggy as she headed down to breakfast. When she got there she noticed that only two of her fellow Black Marauders had woken up. Ginny and Neville sat at the table feeding each other and flirting. Since Halloween, they had been getting closer and closer. Ginny had finally given up on Harry; she realized that she was attracted to him but was not in love with him. It also helped that Neville was surprisingly good in bed and that he no longer looked and acted like a pansy. Harry, Seamus, and Ron had made it a point to buff him up, dress him well, and teach him some style; they couldn’t very well have a Black Marauder that was not cool. Sirius and James would roll in their graves—the last thing they needed was another Wormtail. In any case, Ginny and Neville were finally acting like a couple much to Harry’s relief, Rose’s happiness, and Ron’s dismay. He had repeatedly threatened Neville; if he even breathed wrong, he would get the thrashing of his life. Rose was glad she didn’t have to fight with her anymore—it was too tiring—and now Harry was ripe for the taking, which fit Voldemort’s agenda and did wonders for her own mission to get into Harry’s pants: “Hey, a girl has needs, and mine just haven’t been fulfilled…ever. Might as well kill two birds with one stone,” she thought with a mischievous grin. Eventually the rest of the Black Marauders came down and ate breakfast. They were still a bit tired; they had spent all of their Sunday celebrating the victory and now they were paying for it.

The only one that seemed energetic was Harry; his mind was swirling with an idea, a funny idea, a prank. He needed to add insult to injury, the Slytherins were furious to be the only house without a representative going to the World Cup, they were livid to have lost the cup to Gryffindor, but what really had them riled up was that they had been massacred physically by the Gryffindors. That was something that they were supposed to do, now they sat bitterly literally licking their wounds. Harry wanted them to suffer more. His mind was racking through the possibilities.

"Hey Rose, you don’t look that well, something wrong?" asked Hermione as she looked at Rose.

Rose looked up with a weak smile, "Just a bit tired that is all, had a rough night. My head hurts, I’m nauseous, and I have cramps…damn it is that time of the month" she whispered. She had forgotten it with all the drama and action that had happened recently.

"Oh, sorry Rose, I feel your pain" Hermione said as she sat next to Rose.

"Yea we are here for you" Ginny said sitting on her other side.

"What are you girls going on about? And why does Rose look like crap?" Ron asked bluntly.

Hermione stared daggers through her boyfriend, "Real subtle Ron, nice touch. You are so insensitive" she said angrily.

Ginny and Rose just looked at Ron with complete and utter disgust and said, "PIG!!" loud enough for everyone to hear.

Ron knew better than to argue when girls gave him that look, it was one that Ginny and Mrs. Weasley had shown him enough times for him to know to stay out of it.

The other guys hadn’t heard Rose either, and considering how the girls had reacted to Ron’s questions, they didn’t want to risk their necks.

Harry’s curiosity got the best of him and he probed her mind. He saw what she had dreamed; he was surprised. Apparently, the light inside her was fighting. He was happy; as he continued to probe he found something else there. He cringed instinctively; he really didn’t want to know what he found in her mind. Then something clicked, and an evil smile appeared on his face.

“Oh no,” Hermione said as she saw the look appear on Harry’s face.

“Harry, spill it, what do you have in mind?” asked Ron anxiously.

“Slytherins are going to suffer,” Harry replied.

“Oh no, please Harry, haven’t you done enough?” Hermione pleaded.

“You’re joking, right?” Ginny replied.

Hermione looked confused.

“Remember what they did to me?” Rose added.

Hermione thought about it, and then she remembered. Her duty to the rules was overridden by righteous indignation; “Do your worst, Snuffles,” she said with a dark smile.

“How can we help?” asked Seamus.

“Lead us, oh mighty King of Pranks,” Neville said in a mock bow.

“Gentlemen, your mission, should you choose to accept it, will be to infiltrate the kitchen and spike the Slytherins’ pumpkin juice,” Harry ordered.

“Roger!” replied Seamus, Ron, and Neville.

“What are we going to do?” asked Ginny with a wicked smile.

“Ginny, Mione, you need to create an alibi that will make sure we can’t possibly be held responsible for what will happen,” Harry said with a smile.

“What are you planning, Harry?” Hermione asked once again, this time with concern for her own continued stay in Hogwarts.

Harry ignored her, “Rose your job is the most important, you are going to help me with the potion,” he finished with an evil smile as he started to think of how funny it was going to be.

“Harry, what are you planning?” Hermione asked one more time.

“Harry, I don’t think I will be much help. I feel like complete rubbish,” Rose whined.

“Don’t worry, Rose, right now you are the only one that can help me with this potion and trust me you will be a great help,” Harry said smiling.

“Harry James Potter, this is the last bloody time I ask, what are you planning?” Hermione said angrily.

Harry relented under her dark gaze, “Ok, ok, I will tell you, but only the girls! You will know why once I tell you,” Harry replied.

“That’s fine with me,” Hermione answered, while the boys moaned.

“But we wanna be in on it too,” Ron said.

“Shut it, you pig,” Hermione commanded and Ron dropped his head in fear. Neville and Seamus followed his example.

The girls gathered around Harry, “This is what I had in mind, and please refrain from killing me till I finish…” and then he spilled his plan.

Hermione, Rose, and Ginny started off disgusted, then angry, and then when he finished his plan they were all smiling evilly.

“I think it is what they deserve,” Harry said at the end.

“Bloody hell they deserve that and more. Let’s do it,” Ginny said happily.

“Suddenly, I feel a lot better about this week,” Rose said with a wicked grin.

“I think this doesn’t qualify as a prank as much as a worthwhile experiment. Who knows the idiots might learn something,” Hermione said justifying Harry’s diabolical plan.

“Yes, it will be an exercise in academia,” Harry added with a grin.

“Maybe later we can slip the potion to you guys,” Rose said, smiling bitterly.

“Oh definitely, I think Ron should be the first one; he would make an excellent guinea pig,” Hermione said, smiling sweetly at her boyfriend.

“Yea, I agree with you. My brother should be the first to try it,” Ginny added.

“Bloody git needs to learn some tact,” Rose finished and all three girls nodded their heads.

“Remind me not to piss your three off in the future,” Harry said, backing away from the demonic looks on the three girls’ faces.

After class, Harry led Rose to the Room of Requirements; she was happy to be alone with him. When they got there and went through all the motions, the door finally opened and inside there was a cauldron with a fire under it, also a few basic ingredients. Harry had the rest with him, some things the Room would not provide. Harry figured it was a safety precaution put there by the founders of Hogwarts.

Rose wanted to use the opportunity to question him, but her body was aching and she was most definitely not in the mood for it. Besides Harry was extremely concentrated on the brew. She sat down on a comfortable chair and drank some juice. Harry had willed to room to provide all the comforts possible. He wanted Rose to feel relaxed while she helped. She couldn’t help checking him out as he sweated and worked furiously on the potion. He looked so hot as he stirred and added things in, the fire reflecting off his tanned skin and toned muscles. Harry could feel her eyes on him, and every once in a while he would look up and lock eyes with her. She would turn and blush. Harry smiled internally as he continued to work; he wanted it to be ready for dinner. This was going to be hilarious, one of his finest moments.

Elsewhere, Hermione and Ginny had come up with a plan. They would lock all the boys together with them in the Library and make sure Madame Pince knew they were there. If McGonagall looked to find the Black Marauders, she would find them in the Library studying hard for their NEWTS. Besides, the effects of the potion would not be blatantly apparent. Harry was making it so that it had a delayed reaction. It wouldn’t hit them till supper was almost over.

Ron, Neville, and Seamus split up the work. Since Ron was the largest and strongest, he would get the snacks and food so that they could eat in the Library as they studied. Neville was the quickest so he would distribute the potion, and Seamus would distract the House elves.

Harry finished the potion, Rose did her part and gave Harry the drop of blood, the tear, and the lock of hair he needed in order to finish the potion. The rest of it was simply having her in the room to give the potion the desired effect. Harry finished off by concentrating the purity of the potion and multiplying its strength. Finally he filled out three large canteens, one for tonight, one for safe keeping, and the last to send off to his partners. He was sure the Weasley twins would love it, once they stopped cringing that is.

Rose went to join the girls in the library as Harry went and handed the potion off to Neville. Harry then went to Slughorn’s office. Seamus went into the kitchens and immediately started asking for ridiculous things to eat, the House Elves gladly took his orders and prepared the extravagant food he asked for. Neville slipped the potion into the juice. Ron carried all the food to the Library. Harry, in the meantime, asked Slughorn to tell him about his SOCK days when he was a student. He was far from bored as the old man told him how terrible they were back when they studied, apparently Moody, and himself had been classmates in Gryffindor. Dumbledore was the one that had recruited them into SOCK. McGonagall had been the Prefect and later Head Girl that had made their lives hell, thankfully Dumbledore always calmed her down as he was the head of Gryffindor back then, and she had a mad crush on him.

The Black Marauders all met in the Library after a quick supper, which they thoroughly enjoyed given the delicious stuff that Seamus had ordered. The only one that wasn’t happy was Hermione since she knew the House Elves had worked extremely hard to make the food. “Slave drivers” she muttered more than once watching her friends eat. Part of the reason she liked this plan so much was the fact that she got them to actually study for once. They then started studying for their NEWTS; Madame Pince smiled at them repeatedly.

“It is good to see that some people have not lost track of why they really are in school,” she whispered as she passed them.

Hermione smiled proudly, the rest groaned. Their minds were not in the books in front of them; they were in the Great Hall where by now the Slytherins were consuming their potion. Only Harry and the girls knew just how devastating it would be.

Nothing was out of the norm in the Great Hall; everyone was finishing off a perfectly normal dinner. Some had already begun to get up to leave and go to their Common Rooms. It was then when a collective of gasps and groans started to come from the Slytherin table. McGonagall instinctively looked towards where the Black Marauders normally sat; she found they weren’t there. Her next thought was to go check on the Slytherins that were now holding their stomachs and looking nauseous.

“What is going on? What are you feeling?” she asked anxiously. The boys started to list off all the things they felt, it sounded familiar to McGonagall. The girls stood quiet and endured the suffering as if it was normal, thought their faces said otherwise. “All of you, off to Madame Pomfrey” she commanded.

Madame Pomfrey checked them all out as McGonagall and Slughorn looked on. In the end she sighed and shook her head and walked over towards them.

“So Poppy, what is the matter with them?” she asked.

Pomfrey just looked at her and tried to hold back a smile, yet failed miserably. “Minerva I believe it best if we talk alone” she replied holding back her laughter, yet failing.

Slughorn shrugged and then walked over to where the students were groaning.

“Well then, now can you tell me what is going on” Minerva asked anxiously.

Pomfrey chuckled, the laughter was starting to overtake her, “Minerva…as far as I can tell…they are all suffering from as severe and extreme case of…PMS!” she finished and then busted out laughing.

“Come again!??!?!?!?” Minerva exclaimed.

Pomfrey was holding her stomach, “You heard me” she replied laughing harder.

Minerva looked at the Infirmary astounded, and then it sunk in. She cracked a smile, and then started to chuckle, finally the laughter started to break out and she had to turn around not to laugh in their faces.

Slughorn was now worried at Minerva’s reaction and went to check up on her. She appeared to be crying. “Minerva, what is it? What is wrong with my house?” he asked extremely concerned.

Poppy whispered the answer in his ear. “They are what?!?!?!?” he exclaimed and then looked back at his house. The surprise passed and then he too started to laugh uncontrollably. “Harry, you’re a genius” he thought.

“Far as I can tell it is a potion, hopefully it will run out soon” Poppy said sarcastically as she rejoiced in the fact that among the affected were the ones that had tried to rape Rose.

“Yes, let us hope. Oh, well I think I better go pay a visit to the guilty party” said between laughs as she headed out. She too hoped that those bastards learned their lesson.

“Girls, I need all female Slytherin to come here” Pomfrey asked and soon they all gathered around her expecting an answer to what was going on with them. Pomfrey explained it to them. Then despite their pain they too started to laugh, the only ones in the dark were the males that were in terrible cramps.

“You gave them all what!?!?!” Seamus exclaimed.

“Those poor bastards, Merlin have mercy on their souls” Ron exclaimed.

“It can’t be all that bad” Neville commented. The girls just looked at him with disdain, especially Rose.

“Neville, you have no idea. When Ginny and mom have it they get extremely moody, and look to be in a world of pain. What is worst is the anger and horror they are capable of, oh the humanity of it all. The horror, the horror, and I have only had to deal with two of them” Ron said frightened

“That is the beauty of it, not only are all those bastards now in extreme pain, but now they also have do deal with every girl in Slytherin being pissed off at the same time. They will have the week from hell” Harry said laughing terribly.

“Gits deserve every second of it,” Rose said viciously, knowing that her pain was nothing compared to what they now had to suffer.

“Now if we can only slip some to you guys, we could call it a day,” Hermione said smiling evilly.

“You wouldn’t dare,” Ron said half‑knowing they would.

“Try us,” all three girls replied.

Just then McGonagall walked in still trying to kill her laughter. “You Marauders are in trouble,” she said, trying hard to hold the laughs back.

“Whatever do you mean?” Harry asked innocently.

“You know perfectly well what I mean. You gave all…You made all the Slytherins…Well you did something to the Slytherins,” she finally said, knowing that if she said it out loud she would loose her composure and start laughing.

“We have no idea what you mean, Headmistress. We have been here studying for our NEWTS since class ended,” Hermione added.

“And what about you, Mr. Potter? Where have you been all day?” McGonagall asked suspiciously.

“Well I have been here with them most of the day, except the few hours I spent with Professor Slughorn discussing potions,” Harry said innocently.

“I see, well let me just see about your alibi,” McGonagall said as she headed over to talk to Pince.

“Harry, I actually think we are going to get away with it,” Hermione said stunned.

“You ever had a doubt?” Harry asked as suddenly Pince broke out laughing and McGonagall did as well.

“Not anymore,” Hermione replied, seeing her idol loose her composure.

Minerva returned. “Seems like your alibi checks out; I know you did this. I will be watching you, you better stay in line,” she said, containing her laugh again.

“No bloody problem,” Ron said casually.

“Why is it that at least once a month we get blamed for something?” Seamus commented.

“It makes me sick to my stomach and nauseous to think how little you trust us,” Hermione added near tears.

“I mean we don’t mind—all the attention,” Ginny said, pronouncing a nearly silent n in mind.

“We know that these pranks can be a headache, but these accusations get bloated out of proportion,” Rose continued smiling.

“But all these accusations cramp our style,” Neville added.

“And we did absolutely nothing today, period,” Harry finished.

That was it; Minerva couldn’t hold on. She ran out of the library, and as soon as she exited the doors she let out her laughter. She leaned against the wall trying to hold it back, but could no longer do it.

The Black Marauders all laughed hard as well. They knew that at least for one week, Slytherin would behave and stay out of their ways. Finally, they felt that Malfoy and his goons were closer to paying up for what they had done.

The next two days were a blast, word spread out about what happened to the Slytherins. The Black Marauders were thanked, bowed to, and worshiped by nearly all of the school. At meals they could see people pointing and laughter resounding all over the school. The teachers would repeatedly have to leave their classes trying to hold back the laughter. Even the female Slytherins were enjoying the prank on some level; only the males were miserable and angry. Malfoy especially, as she looked at Rose and Harry with deep hatred as he writhed in pain and nausea. It was a common sight to see the male snakes puking in bathrooms, missing classes, and refusing to eat. Pomfrey and every girl in school seemed to have conspired to hide all medication that could possibly alleviate their symptoms.

The Weasley twins had sent Harry a letter when they received his parcel which included a canteen of potion, the recipe, and a detailed description of what had happened. When Harry opened it he found two things, a Howler, and a picture. Harry opened the Howler first as he looked at the picture. The red envelope came to life and started repeating in the voice of both twins simultaneously, “We are not worthy, we are not worthy” for five minutes until it destroyed itself. The picture showed both twins laughing wildly as they stood on their knees and bowed repeatedly at Harry and then hugged each other laughing and repeated the motion until they started to roll on the floor laughing. Harry took a guess and figured they liked his invention, “Female Fury”. “Guaranteed to show your man some manners or your money back” was its slogan. They would make a killing or get killed, either one would be funny.

Minerva did not look for any more evidence against the Marauders. Considering what some of the males of the house had done, she was glad to see that they were receiving some “light” punishment. The only thing she regretted was that the rest of the males and all the females had to go through a terrible week. Still the from what Poppy told her, the females would all be fine for a month as the potion seemed to have synchronized them all as they were suffering from real PMS.

As for the males w‑ ?? ..

Harry had enjoyed his prank, Alexander had told him his next stone would be one of the hardest to obtain. He welcomed a little relaxation before putting his life on the line in the pursuit of something he had yet to understand. The stones did nothing, and his power had not grown significantly. The only thing that changed is that he gained more battle experience and could summon some elemental magic. Still nothing near what Canem could do.

Wednesday finally came and Harry met his professor by the lake. “You ready, Harry?” Canem asked.

“As I will ever be, any chance you could give me a heads‑up to what to expect?” Harry asked.

“Nope sorry, all I can say is what you already learned: Life allows you to use the energy of living things around you; you can acquire their strengths, but also their weaknesses.” Axel replied.

“Ok then, I guess I am off to try and not get killed,” Harry said sarcastically, a bit bitter about now knowing why he was risking his life.

Alexander opened the portal; Harry began to head in when Axel stopped him. “Harry, before you go. If you pull this off, you will take another step towards defeating Voldemort. You will gain a lot from uniting the first three stones. Remember that as you work towards gaining the stone. IF you get it, you’re in for a bunch of surprises.” Alexander said trying to cheer Harry up.

With this new information, Harry felt renewed and with purpose in his heart he stepped through the portal.

“Merlin have mercy on his soul. Harry your about to face your…well you,” Alexander said smiling.

Harry opened his eyes and he was in a lush forest, he was engulfed by trees and wildlife as far as the eye could see. Harry looked around and took in his surroundings.

”Good, so far nothing dangerous” Harry commented as he looked around.

“Hello” said a familiar voice and Harry turned around.

“What the bloody hell!?!?!?” he exclaimed. Standing in front of him was a perfect copy of himself.

“Welcome to the World of Life human” said his doppelganger.

“How is this possible? I don’t think the world can take another Harry Potter” Harry asked out loud.

“Well let’s not dwell on the how shall we. Let us dwell on that you are here” said the other smiling wickedly.

“Yes let us” said another Harry that came out from behind a tree.

“Let us all” said five more as they too came out of the forest.

Harry felt weak; he was shocked at what his eyes were seeing. Seven Harry Potters all around him. “Who or what are you?” he asked.

“We are you” they all said simultaneously.

“Enough of that, you are not me, now one of you tell me what you are, or better yet, where the Stone of Life is” Harry commanded as he took one by the throat.

“We told you we were you” said the one he had in his hands. With a quick and powerful move he had Harry on the ground.

“How?” he asked himself puzzled over how he ended up on the ground, they had moved as fast as him and the blow was a strong as one of his own.

Harry jumped to his feet; he didn’t want to play anymore. He attacked fast, but his opponent dodged and struck at the same time. Harry barely dodged; he spun around and lifted his leg for a kick. The roundhouse missed and he received a sharp uppercut to the face. Harry lost his cool; he pulled the energy from Earth and struck a forward punch. The fake Harry blocked the punch easily and then delivered on of his own that Harry felt even with the endurance that Earth gave him.

Harry was surprised, whatever these things were they fought and moved like he did, they had his strength, what was more they moved better than he did. Harry decided to try Fire and struck with speed. Once again his twin moved faster and struck harder. Harry found himself looking up to him on the floor. At least he was honorable enough not to hit him while he was down.

Harry jumped back up; he heard snickers and laughs from those around him. He had had enough and decided to strike back. He went against the nearest one that was laughing, totally ignoring the one he had been fighting. Once again the fight ended with him on the floor.

“We are all you” said one.

“You will not be able to beat us” said another.

“And we won’t tell you were the Stone is unless you beat us all” said the third.

“Which is impossible” said the fourth.

“So that means you will be stuck here” said the fifth.

“Fighting us” said the sixth.

“Forever” said the first one Harry had seen.

Harry would not give up and went back to fighting.

It had been two days since Harry had left; Alexander was walking calmly through the castle when he felt someone near. He knew who it was, and a smile appeared on his face. He headed towards the Entrance Hall and out the gigantic doors. Alexander walked briskly toward the Whomping Willow. Just as he expected, 10 cloaked figures emerged and headed in his direction.

“Hey there Tom Tom good to finally meet you, heard oodles about you” Alexander said casually while smiling.

Voldemort was surprised as were all those with him, with the exception of two of the hooded figures.

“How? Never mind, I take it you are Alexander Canem?” Voldemort hissed.

“Yep, that would be me. What can I do you for?” Alexander replied confidently.

“You can die!” Voldemort said hatefully and nodded his head in Alexander’s direction.

Just as fast seven of the figures drew their wands along with Voldemort and started to shoot killing curses toward Alexander. But in a blink of their eyes he was gone.

“Now I am afraid to say I cannot acquiesce to your invitation” Alexander said standing to their left.

They shot again, and again he was gone.

“I must also say that you are either dumb, slow, or have terrible aim” Alexander joked standing to their right.

“Why don’t you be a good boy and just die!” Voldemort exclaimed as they shot cursed at Alexander again.

They were too slow; Alexander just danced around and kept dodging and taunting them. Yet Voldemort and his seven Death Eaters kept flinging spells. Alexander could care less about them; he knew they were no match for his speed, let alone his power. But the two figures that stood silently, they were another story. He wanted them to receive the orders to attack; Alexander knew who they were and what they could do. Indeed if they attacked, he could have some fun.

“So Tommy, that the best you guys can do? I really don’t see what the big deal is, people shouldn’t be afraid of you, you’re a joke. I mean, with that weak power and poor skill, it is no wonder that a toddler beat you. And even less of a surprise that he continues to thwart you once and again. Harry is a thousand times the wizard you are and he is still growing” Alexander taunted.

Voldemort had had enough; he knew that he shouldn’t use the new spell that he learned from the sorceress. She told him only to use it as a last resort, yet his rage got the better of him. “Nectum Obliteratei Kraken!” he screamed and pointed his wand towards Alexander.

An explosion of darkness came from it and the earth shook as a terrible explosion engulfed an area of 30 square feet. Like a hellish fire everything in the area instantly combusted. A thick cloud of smoke rose from the burnt ground.

Voldemort looked evil and satisfied. A confident smirk on his face, he looked around to make sure that Alexander hadn’t escaped, but he was sure that he had been standing in the area on his spell and was satisfied. The spell he used was supposed to be for emergencies, it took a lot out of him. But in two or three months he would master it and be able to use it as much as he wanted, and he wanted to use it a lot. He basked in his victory seeing the smoke clear to see the nothingness that would remain. Everything was leveled every time he used it. Neither tree, nor stone, nor living creature would survive it; all that would remain was scorched earth and ash. The smoke cleared, and then he heard it.

“Interesting, seems like you learned a new trick. Oh how fun” Alexander joked.

Voldemort saw that all the smoke cleared in an instant. Indeed the earth was scorched, and nothing remained. Nothing but Alexander and everything that stood behind him. He had one hand up in front of him and a shield stood firmly in front of it.

“How!?!?!” Voldemort exclaimed, nothing should have survived the blast, nothing.

“Well we are full of surprises today. I want to thank you” Alexander said with a grin.

“Huh, what?” Voldemort asked as he was still stunned and confused as to what had happened.

“You see, you just gave me the opportunity to have some fun with you” Alexander answered with a grin. “Normally our laws would protect you, but alas you have used one of our spells and that automatically gives me the right to defend myself. Therefore…let the fun begin” Alexander stated and finished the last part with malevolence in his voice.

In a blink of an eye, they all felt an impact on their stomachs and fell to the floor in pain.

"That was a hello; let the fun begin," Alexander said as he looked into all their eyes.

"What are you?" asked Voldemort.

"I am someone who could kill you and all of your men in a blink of an eye, but alas I am bound by law not to. So now I will just torture you," Alexander said cheekily. With his hand he levitated one Death Eater in front of him. "Now I see why you like that spell; it is one of ours after all. Your Avedra Kadevara is a joke compared to the spells we have come up with," Alexander continued. "For example," he continued and then snapped his fingers. The Death Eater exploded, suddenly all his insides were out. Voldemort was splashed with blood. "This spell makes all your insides your outs and you outsides your ins. Quite an interesting one to say the least," he said. He levitated a second Death Eater. "Now this one," he continued, snapped his fingers. The Death Eater started to shake; he felt his insides go cold, his body began to seize up, his lungs constricted, his breath shallowed, his body stopped moving, he felt his body freeze solid, then died. All the heat in his body escaped and swirled into Alexander’s hand. "Removes every ounce of warmth from the body of the victim," Alexander said holding a ball of heat in his palm. "And then you can use it to," Alexander continued and threw the ball at another Death Eater. This one began to sweat profusely, then he felt his body warm up extremely; the sweat began to sizzle on his skin, his eyes swelled and exploded, his lungs and throat went dessert dry, he coughed boiling blood that dried as it hit the air and became red dust. His body dried, and then his skin burst into flames, flames that consumed him into ash."

“Send the heat into another and cause them to burst into flames,” he levitated the fifth Death Eater; “Now this one is one of my favorites.” Alexander said, and snapped his fingers again. A sickeningly loud crack could be heard escaping the Death Eater’s body. Then a white mist erupted from his extremities and mouth. Alexander dropped the body, and the Death Eater crumpled into a pile of liquid human, like a body of jelly collapsing upon itself. “It pulverizes every bone in the body so that when you release the victim he will die a slow and painful death as his nerves try to process the unthinkable,” Alexander continued.

Then he levitated the sixth; by now Voldemort was truly terrified. Alexander was a monster, and coming from him, that was saying a lot. “This curse is rather complex,” Alexander commented and then snapped his fingers. The Death Eater fell to the floor; he got up and realized he was fine. He looked over to Voldemort and smiled. Then his face warped; suddenly he was no longer smiling. He clutched his stomach, then his arm, then his leg; finally he began shaking violently, trying to stop the pain that came from the inside. Then it happened: a hole opened in his chest and a bloody rat came out. Then ants began to exit his fingernails. His arm exploded and a ferret dug out, then his legs as a line of scorpions dug out followed by a snake. The finally his chest exploded and a big monkey burst out, finally killing the wizard. “It transfigures parts of the internal body into live animals who then dig themselves out, killing the victim from within,” Alexander explained as Voldemort could do nothing but stare. Finally, Alexander lifted the last Death Eater. “Now what to do with the last one?” Alexander pondered out loud. He thought about it and then his face light up in a smile. “Got it,” Alexander said and snapped his fingers. The Death Eater felt his toe melting, incredible pain and then nothingness. He looked down. His legs were slowly turning to a red mist; slowly his body dissolved until there was nothing left. “That one scratches from the toes upwards and slowly sands the body into a mist of blood and bone,” Alexander said with an evil smile. Finally it was Voldemort’s turn.

“Am I to die now, at the hands of a bloody teacher, one that would have never fought me directly unless I struck first,” Voldemort thought. He considered begging for his life yet knew it would be pointless. “For you I will use one of the slowest deaths imaginable,” Alexander said with a smirk and snapped his fingers. Feathers appeared out of thin air and began to tickle him.

Voldemort was caught by shock again, “Are you serious? You are going to tickle me to death? Are you mad?” Voldemort exclaimed.

“Actually that is only half the spell; the other half,” he replied snapping his fingers. Suddenly the feathers did more than tickle him—they hurt, a lot. His body came alive in an ocean of pain. “I will turn up the nerve receptors to maximum in your body. Now everything you do, say or experience will result in feeling intense pain. Enjoy.” Alexander explained as Voldemort felt his nerves explode.

He twisted his body in order to escape, but the movement caused his muscles to feel like they were going to explode. He screamed; he felt his throat rip apart. His heart accelerated and he felt it beating out of his chest. Every nerve in his body began to throb into unimaginable pain. He tried to stay perfectly still, but he could not; even the smallest movement caused pain. The pain caused him to move, causing greater pain. On top of it all the feathers felt like they were ripping the skin off his arms. Finally, his mind just shut down and he passed out.

“Enervate,” Alexander replied as he brought Voldemort back to consciousness. Voldemort was still in unimaginable pain, pain that kept getting worse. Finally his mind shut down again. Once again Alexander brought him back over and over until, in the end, Voldemort felt his mind melt and his body gave out.

“Looks like this is the end, ey, Tommy boy,” Alexander said with a grin as the life left Voldemort.

“Curse you, how? The Horcruxes…” Voldemort thought as he felt his life extinguishing.

And then they all woke up; Voldemort and his seven Death Eaters were still alive. They were standing there, perfectly fine. In front of them stood Alexander, smiling triumphantly.

“What happened? Didn’t we die?” Voldemort blurted out in shock.

“Despite how much I want it to be real, and man, do I want to kill you, I am afraid I just can’t do that. I will not meddle in this affair; this is Harry’s fight, you will die by his hand, not mine. It is your destiny. I only killed you in your minds. When I looked you all in the eye, you fell under an old spell that allows me to pump illustrations straight into your brain, making them seem real,” Alexander explained.

“So all those spells were fake?” asked one of the Death Eaters. Voldemort looked at Alexander anxiously for a reply.

“I am afraid not; those are real spells which I can cast just as fast as you saw in the dream, if not faster.” Alexander answered with amusement.

Voldemort felt fear, something he didn’t like. The man in front of him could kill him in a thought, thought he would not die because of the Horcruxes; the death would still be rather unpleasant. He remembered that he brought assistance in that moment, and looked back to the two silent figures that remained motionless behind him.

“Well then, I guess we can’t destroy you, but I think my new toys can. Attack!” Voldemort commanded and the two figures instantly jumped forward and stood on opposite sides of Alexander.

Their hoods fell off and their decayed and disfigured faces could be seen. Dead faces with no eyes and an open mouth, they almost looked like Dementors with a tinge of human in them. Just as quickly they began to fling spells from the disfigured wands in their dead, clammy, hands. Alexander barely dodged. Explosions resounded where the two figures silently aimed their wands. Alexander moved faster and struck both of them hard in the back of the head, launching each several feet in opposite directions.

“Well then, it appears that she has bigger plans for you than I originally thought. She has entrusted you with a few playthings, unfortunately since they are from my world they don’t fall under your protection” Alexander said smugly as he stood a few feet from Voldemort.

Rage seethed from every poor in Voldemort’s body, he launched as spell and missed. He saw Alexander standing triumphantly a few feet away. “You know those things are much prettier, smarter, and powerful than you. Too bad they aren’t in charge of the whole taking over the world thing, they might actually stand a chance” Alexander taunted.

Just then two blasts headed in his direction closely followed by the two fast‑moving instruments of destruction that had launched them. Alexander dodged the blasts and then moved out of the two creatures’ way. “Well, that was a close one; these things are hard to kill after all,” Alexander commented.

“Impossible is more like it,” Voldemort corrected. “They are indestructible, feel no pain, and heal instantly,” he continued with an evil smile on his face.

“Really, you don’t say? Interesting how you’re trying to give me lectures on something you don’t understand that just happened to come from the same place I did,” Alexander said sarcastically. Then launched two strong curses at each of them. One was flung high in the air, and the other exploded.

“You will see,” Voldemort said, not losing his composure at the sight.

”Indeed we will,” Alexander said with a knowing grin.

Sickening cracks could be heard as the one that smashed into the ground got back up. Then a ball of guts and bone reformed in the air and the second creature re‑formed next to the first. Immediately they began to throw curses again at Alexander.

"Oh well, let’s have some fun," Alexander said as he kicked in his speed and power. He ran behind the first and struck with a violent and powerful kick. Then he ran in front of the first and delivered a powerful uppercut that nearly ripped its head off. Both creatures flew in different directions, but were intercepted with another sickening blow that launched them into a different angle with greater force. Then again Alexander met each separately and delivered a round house that shifted their flight to a different direction. He violently juggled them for a while until he had had enough fun, then he delivered one final blow that made the two heavily damaged abominations crash into each other, burst open and crash to the ground.

Voldemort and his men looked on in awe and fear at the spectacle of carnage; Alexander was too fast to follow, but the two creatures were not. They saw how each impact caused their already frightening appearance to change for the worst.

“They will reform," Voldemort said, almost trying to convince himself more than telling Axel.

“I know,” Alexander replied with a smile.

And they did; their bodies reconstituted and they again began to fling curses.

“Ok, I am tired of playing time to end this,” Alexander said smiling. Voldemort was now scared, the two were supposed to be indestructible, but there was no doubt in the voice of Axel, and that caused them to ...

Axel moved fast and knocked the first away with a strong kick that launched him 20 feet up and backwards. Then he stood in front of the second, in one movement he gathered all the powers of the elements and focused them into his body. Each bringing power to his attack, each critical to destroying the creature, he combined them in the way that Harry would have to eventually. In a flash he delivered several hundred impacts onto the body of the creature that slowly began to float off the ground with each impact. Axel moved around him until he was done. Then he stood back and let the creature fall back to the ground.

Slowly it got back up again, “I told you, they are indestructible” Voldemort said with a smile. But the creature did not move this time. It stood there, then its body began to glow as a thousand holes appeared all over its’ body and compressed like putty squished in a hand. Then it began to inflate and finally it exploded into ash. This time it would not come back.

Voldemort was not truly afraid, his trump card had failed. A flash came from the woods, the other creature had returned.

“Now let us kill the other one, shall we?” Alexander said with a grin.

He ran towards it and clotheslined it towards Voldemort and his Death Eaters. He dropped it just 30 feet away from them.

“This time I am going to do it slowly so you can enjoy the show” Alexander said and then struck his hand to the earth.

The creature’s legs were wrapped up in metal that rose from the ground. But it kept flinging curses. Alexander raised his hand and a small tornado enveloped it and immobilized it. “Earth to keep it in place, wind to immobilize. Now let us mix it up a bit, water and wind,” he said as two spheres appeared in his hand. He crushed them together and threw them up into the clear night sky. They exploded and a violent storm appeared in the sky. “Now add fire,” he said and another sphere appeared in his hand and he threw it up. Now violent lightning rolled in the clouds illuminating the pitch darkness. “Did you know that fire and lightning are exactly the same thing, they are plasma, I guess it was obvious since they tend to do the same thing, burn things to the ground,” Alexander commented. Voldemort trembled in fear. “But regular lightning won’t do, let’s give it some spunk. Life and spirit,” he said and two more spheres appeared in his hand; he crushed them together and threw them up as well. They exploded in the sky and lit up the clouds; it was brighter than day. Suddenly roars could be heard, bestial and thunderous. Long dragons made of hurricanes, and water, their bodies wrapped in incredible amounts of lightning. It was if the electricity defined their skin and teeth and eyes, as if electricity was their very blood. They roared and danced in the sky. “Dinner time boys,” Alexander said as he gathered a ball of lightning in his palm. With a wave of his hand the tornado around the creature dispelled. He threw the ball down at the ground beneath the creature.

Under that ground was a huge ball of iron he had gathered with the power of earth, now with the ball of lightning created with flame that a ball was now a giant lightning rod. The dragons in the sky wasted no time; they all headed from different directions crashing down on the creature. The ground shook at the impacts, the creatures wailed in pain as the electricity shocked his body, the water ripped it apart, and the wind compressed it together. And just like that the sky cleared, the creature remained immobile, everything was quiet. Voldemort was in shock; the power Axel had was terrible, too much, hundreds of questions flooded his mind but were quickly forgotten in fear.

"It is not over yet," Alexander said with a grin.

The earth shook and there was an explosion; a giant dragon rose upwards, engulfing the creature, and it kept rising into the sky. Its body was made of the six elements: shining steel, rain, lightning, hurricanes endowed with life and intelligence. It rose and consumed the creature into nothingness, then danced in the sky and finally exploded into a brilliant, almost fireworks‑like explosion that lit up the sky beautifully.

Voldemort and his men looked up, then when the blast ended their eyes returned to the man in front of them. The fear had paralyzed them; they had no escape.

Alexander read their minds: "I am not going to kill you, but I can’t have you remembering any of this or coming back here before it is time. So I will erase your memories," he explained and then shot a beam through each of their skulls. "This spell is much more effective than your memory charms; it also allows me to program new memories. You will now think that coming to school is a bad idea, you need more men to take Hogwarts. You will remember none of this. Now I will transport you back to that hole you live in," Alexander finished and then, with a wave, he opened a portal and launched the eight near‑catatonic people through it. They would fall unconscious on the floor and not remember a thing when they woke up.

"Now I wonder how Harry is doing. I sure hope he has figured it out by now," Alexander commented, smiling as he walked back to the castle.

Unfortunately Harry had not figured it out; he was getting himself pummeled repeatedly. No matter what he did, he could not manage to injure any of them. He was tired now; he lay panting on the floor, deep in thought. “Whatever they are, they are stronger than me. Thank Merlin they don’t attack me while I am down, otherwise I would be dead by now,” he thought sitting there. Rest was not effective at all; he felt himself getting weaker and weaker. The only thing that helped was the potion and food he ate that restored his energy, but even then he would lose energy incredibly fast. “Something is wrong here, think Harry. You can’t solve this with brawn. Ok what do I know? They look like me, they have the same powers I do, and they definitely don’t act like me. They don’t attack me when I am down. They could have killed me by now…why haven’t they killed me. I am down, they don’t attack, when they do attack, they don’t inflict major injuries. If they were me, they could easily injure me severely with the knowledge I have of pressure points and the strength I have. So in conclusion, they are not me. So how the hell do they move like me, and have the same powers I do?” he asked himself. “The answer has to be in the power of Life,” Harry surmised. Then it hit him, something Alexander had said in class. He needed to make sure though; he focused all his energy into his eyes and looked at the fake Harry’s. Just as he suspected, “Life draws out the power of the opponent” he thought to himself. The creatures were drawing power from Harry; he could see how his energy was being siphoned off through the air.

He was extremely irritated that he hadn’t figured it out in all the time he had been there. Had he just used his eyesight sooner, he would have saved himself several days’ worth of frustration, but they had made him angry and he lost his composure. Harry scolded himself; he shouldn’t have let his rage take hold of his actions. “Ok, enough mopping, I need to come up with a plan,” he thought. “Well, if they can take energy from me, maybe I can take some from them,” he thought. He started to try and siphon energy from the fake Harrys, yet failed miserably; he couldn’t‑t …

Two days later, their taunts were still haunting him, but he was focused on using the power of their Lives to power his fists. Their taunts had gotten weaker; they too were sitting on the ground now, yet still looked lively. “Why can’t I do it?” he asked himself. He decided to look at their energies again, maybe that could give him a hint. He focused on his eyes, this time it was much easier that last time. Harry was shocked; the lines of energy coming from him had nearly disappeared. “Of course, by trying to get energy from them I have been cutting off their supply of my own energy” he thought. He focused even more now, the channels of energy disappeared. Harry now saw that his opponents really had almost no energy of their own. He focused his mind and drained a bit of their energy, suddenly their pressure point sharpened and new ones appeared in Harry’s vision. “By absorbing some of their energy I can see their weaknesses and strengths” he surmised. They were indeed very weak creatures, the best word to describe them would be parasites, they needed his energy to survive. Harry now knew how to block out their power, but he needed more energy in case they had any surprises in store for him. He looked around, and found the answer. “The trees!” he said out loud.

“What, are we loosing our minds now” asked one of the fake Harry’s.

“Nope just ready to fight again” Harry said getting up.

The fake Harry’s smiled and got up as well. Immediately the lines of energy appeared again; Harry guessed that in combat they gained a stronger ability to suck energy. "That is why the probably like their victims fighting them" he thought. Harry focused on the trees and drained energy from them, the forest became one with him. He felt as though all the strength and wisdom of the trees flowed through him. He immediately began to fight. The fake ran to him and quickly threw a kick towards Harry’s head. Harry easily dodged using the energy he had gotten from the woods.

"How?" said the fake Harry, stunned.

"I know your secret; you need my energy to fight. You become as strong as me, but by adding your own strength you become stronger than me. Well now I am draining energy from the entire woods, so I am stronger than you," Harry explained as he kicked the fake hard across the face and sent him flying.

"I also found out that you guys can only get energy from one source at a time; you can’t handle absorbing two different life energies, so if I use the life energy of the woods, then you have to pick which of the two to absorb. In either case, I still remain stronger," Harry finished and this time wasted no more time. He kicked in his full speed and strength combined with the energy he got from the woods. He systematically beat and pummeled each Harry until they fell unconscious. In the end there was only one left.

Harry approached him with a confident grin; the fake Harry looked scared. "What are you, and why do you look like me? Answer or die," Harry said.

The fake Harry didn’t have to be asked twice, “We are Vitagarts; we assume the form of the victim and then feed off of him.”

“Any relation to Boggarts?” Harry asked with a grin.

“Don’t say that. We hate Boggarts; they are our distant cousins,” replied the Vitagart.

“Well touched a sore spot now haven’t we? Now tell me, where is the Stone of Life?” Harry asked with force. Something was off though; he felt shaky.

The Vitagart saw it immediately and smiled, “I don’t know what you are talking about,” he said coyly.

“Stop playing around; where is the Stone of Life you said I would get if I beat you?” Harry replied.

“Well, you haven’t beaten me yet, have you?” the Vitagart replied smiling.

Harry felt extremely weak; he swayed back and forth and then fell on the ground. He tried sucking more energy from the trees, but it only made his weakness worse.

“Now human, I will teach you a lesson,” said the Vitagart and began to beat Harry on the ground. “We normally try to keep our food alive, but in your case I think we can make an exception,” he said as he continued to pummel Harry with his foot.

“What is happening to me?” Harry asked out loud. He felt extremely thirsty and hungry.

“Foolish human that doesn’t understand the complexities of the power of Life,” replied the creature as he kicked Harry hard across the face.

Harry knew he was in deep trouble; he felt exhausted and hungry. Something was off, and he needed to figure out what it was. He jumped back up and ran; as he ran, he pulled out his canteen and drank thirstily. He instantly felt a lot better, still something was off though. He still felt weak, he felt hungry. He pulled out his pack and bit down into a loaf of bread. It tasted awful to Harry.

“Oh no you don’t,” said the Vitagart as he kicked the bread out of Harry’s hand and then threw himself on Harry and began to pummel him again.

Harry reacted and drew the energy of Earth. Suddenly he felt fine again, and he felt protected by the endurance Earth provided. While the Vitagart started hitting harder since he also had the power of Earth now, Harry thought about what had happened. “It must be the power of Life; why would it make me feel sick?” he asked himself. He thought back to school; there had to be an answer, and he needed to use the power of Life to beat the Vitagart. Alexander had said that the power of Life gave you the target’s abilities as well as…his weaknesses. “Bloody hell, why didn’t I think of that,” Harry said as he moved quickly and threw off the Vitagart. He summoned the power of Life from the trees. Again the hunger and weakness overtook him. He dropped to one knee.

“Foolish human, you still don’t get it. You will die today,” replied the Vitagart.

Harry just smiled. “No, but you will,” he said as he took off his shoes and socks quickly while on the ground and then firmly planted his feet on the soil and got up. He felt better at once. “Still a bit parched though,” he added with a smile and then dumped his canteen on his feet.

"Oh, bloody hell," said the Vitagart.

Harry wasted no time; he jumped up and brought down his leg on the Vitagart's head. He then pummeled him with his fists mercilessly.

"Who is dying now, huh? What do you want, some more? Here let me feed you a fist sandwich, you bloody fucking leach," Harry screamed as he beat the Vitagart to an inch of his life.

Then he put his hand on the unconscious creature’s body and drained some of its energy. Immediately he knew what to do to revive him. Drawing energy from the trees he punctured several life points and pumped energy into them. Soon the Vitagart woke up and found that he was bound and had Harry’s hand around his neck.

“I will only ask this once, fail to answer, and I will kill you. Where is the Stone of Life?” Harry asked in a tone that sent shivers down the Vitagart’s spine.

“It is in the center of the forest, at the foot of the Great Tree. It is the tallest tree in the whole forest. We left it there cause it wasn’t of any use to us, it is just a bloody useless stone, you can have it, just let me live” begged the Vitagart.

Harry smiled, “Very well, let us go then” Harry said as he raced towards where the creature had pointed while still holding on to its neck and dragging it forward. Eventually Harry saw the giant tree and soon enough he was in front of it.

“So this is it?” Harry asked.

“Yea, this is it” replied the Vitagart gasping for breath on the ground where Harry dropped him.

Harry walked forward and used his eyesight. The tree was magnificent; you could see why it was called the Great Tree. It size was enormous; its top went high above the clouds. Harry could not tell how high it was. He also saw the Stone, shinning brilliantly on the inside of the tree.

“I thought he said it was at the base. O well I guess I am going to have to punch through it, seems like a waste though, ruining a perfectly good tree” Harry said as he drew back his fist and prepared to destroy the tree.

"I would ask that you please not do that," said a voice that came from nowhere.

"Who said that? Come out," Harry commanded.

"My dear boy, I am right in front of you and I would prefer to be left in one piece if that is alright with you," said the voice.

“You’re the Great Tree! How is it that I can hear you speak?" exclaimed Harry, puzzled that he could talk to a tree.

"Yes, that would be me. You can hear me speak, because I learned to speak human many centuries ago. Few of us trees can. You will probably never hear another one, unless that is you get the Stone of Spirit, then you can listen to everything. Now why is it that you want to destroy me young human?" asked the Great Tree.

"That Vitagart told me that the Stone of Life was here and I see that it is within you. Therefore I want to get it out of you, and the only way I can think of is to drill a hole in you and get it out," Harry replied frankly.

"Ah I see, well those Vitagarts have given me and my kind plenty of trouble over the years. I am nearly 50,000 you know, oldest tree here. The Stone of Life is always stored in me, the Vitagarts knew it. They probably wanted you to kill me; they don’t like me much since they can’t get a good meal out of me. I mastered the power of Life over my existence and they are no match for me. In any case you can have the Stone, all i ask is that you kill .."

No, I won’t take a life needlessly. I have already seen too much death in my life; I only wanted to kill one man and for that one man I have had to kill many golems and see warriors of Fire die. I won’t kill for you, not when the Vitagarts are not a threat to you. They only siphon off a bit of your energy and don’t kill. Harry replied with determination.

Good answer,” the Great Tree replied and then opened up into six incredibly large parts that had been twisted together. There in the center stood the Stone of Life.

Harry went forward and retrieved it, then went back in front of the tree. The Great Tree twisted back into its original state. “Thank you,” said Harry.

“No thank you, human; you have not only taught a lesson to those pesky Vitagarts, but you have acted like a true warrior of Life. There is no purpose in killing without reason; we value life above all else. You passed the test when you refused to kill the Vitagarts for the Stone. I wanted to make sure you were good before giving it to you; after all, you nearly killed me for it,” the Great Tree chuckled.

“Yea, sorry about that, it is just very important that I get the Stone. I need it to vanquish a Dark Wizard who has no respect for Life,” Harry explained.

“Indeed, it is a common story in your world, I am afraid. Human, there is something you should know: the Worlds of Fire, Wind, Water, Earth, Life, and Spirit all share a particular trait. I know you have felt great pain in killing and seeing death, but worry not. In these six worlds all that die are reborn immediately. Therefore, you have killed no one, and watched none die…well, in a manner of speaking,” the Great Tree explained.

Harry was shocked; suddenly the burden of many deaths came off his shoulders. He almost feared that it was all a dream. Then a hand touched his shoulder and he turned around. There stood Axel, smiling, “It is true Harry, you don’t have to feel bad anymore.” He said.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Harry exclaimed.

“Because if I had, you would have killed indiscriminately; I needed you to learn that life was precious and that killing is not a joke but a necessity. You will have to kill at least one in your life; I needed you to be able to handle that reality before facing Voldemort,” Alexander explained calmly.

“Master Alexander, how good to see you! Been ages since I last heard from you,” exclaimed the Great Tree.

“Well, you have grown well, my friend. Have the Vitagarts given you much trouble?” Alexander asked.

“No, not at all; they have behaved themselves since you talked to them all those years ago,” replied the Great Tree.

“Well we must be on our way; Harry here has just gotten his third Stone. It is time for the next phase of his training to begin,” Alexander explained as he put an arm around Harry.

Harry felt relieved to know that all those he had killed or seen killed would return immediately. He understood why Alexander had wanted him to learn that fact, in a hard way. “Let’s go then Axel, can’t wait to get back home,” he said, smiling cheerfully. He finally allowed himself to celebrate his achievement of gaining the first half of the Stones.

Alexander smiled, feeling glad that Harry was growing in wisdom and maturity as well as power. “Yea, plus I imagine you miss the food at Hogwarts and a certain girl there by the name of Rose,” he said, smiling.

Harry blushed and looked down. "Just open the bloody portal," he replied.

Alexander did so, laughing, and then both stepped through.

"That young seedling will make a fine tree, my lord, a fine tree indeed," said the Great Tree and then fell silent.

Harry returned to school and went to sleep with a calm contentment and a glad heart. He didn’t even bother going to eat since he was so excited. He had wanted to see Rose but thought better of it; there was no need to arouse suspicion. He slept a sweet dreamless sleep and awoke the next morning feeling refreshed. As he walked into the Common Room he found that he was expected. There stood the Black Marauders waiting for him.

“Well, good morning sunshine,” Ron started.

“Morning Harry,” Neville, Ginny, and Seamus chimed.

“Where have you been?” Hermione asked blatantly.

“Huh?” Harry replied confused by Hermione’s greeting.

“Hermione, you could have a bit more tact,” Ginny scolded with her hands on her hips, reminiscent of her mother.

Hermione ignored her and pressed on, “You have constantly been disappearing, missing classes, and we don’t have the foggiest where you are going. So tell us where have you been?”

“Uhm…Well, can’t tell you top secret. All I can say is I am training to fight Voldemort,” Harry replied.

Rose who had been silently watching Harry perked up.

“Who have you been training with? Professor Canem?” Ron asked. Rose became even more interested.

“No, no one as strong as that. I have just been having a few classes with Moody; that is all,” Harry lied blatantly as Alexander had instructed him to.

“Moody?!? That old bat, he is half bonkers, he is” Ron exclaimed.

“Still one of the greatest Aurors to have graced this Earth,” Ginny replied defending Harry.

“True, but he has greatly lost his skills. I really don’t see how it warrants missing class to go train with him.” Hermione added.

“Typical Hermione, the only reason you care that Harry has been missing is that he missed class,” Ron said carelessly.

“Ronald Weasley! I will have you know that school is important. Also I care about my friend’s safety, and that is the primary reason I asked,” Hermione said angrily with a look that Ron understood to mean that if he didn’t shut up he risked not only his nightly snogging session, but his life as well.

“Sorry, dear,” he whimpered.

Hermione nodded and turned back to Harry. “Anyways we are glad that it is not something dangerous,” she said.

“Yea mate, we hope that you would let us know so we can go with you if it is something dangerous,” Ron said.

“Ronald!” Hermione growled.

“I mean so we can talk you out of it,” Ron corrected.

Hermione smiled and nodded, “There is hope for you yet,” she said and pecked him on the cheek.

“Anyways, we are surprised that you aren’t training with Alexander,” Neville added.

“Yea he looks like he is pretty strong,” Seamus replied.

“Well I sorta am training with him,” Harry began and then all looked at him and paid attention, especially Rose. Harry was a bit taken aback by their reaction. “Well he is training me in Quidditch. I needed some help getting the Black Supernova under control. I would love to be training in fighting with him but he said he could only train his apprentice. I’ve talked to the guy and he refuses to teach me a thing until Canem is done with him.”

“Well that sucks,” Ginny said.

Ron’s stomach growled, “Hey guys can we get some breakfast? I’m starving,” he said.

Hermione sighed, “I take back what I said, you’re hopeless,” she commented and everyone laughed as they headed down to the Great Hall.

Harry gobbled breakfast greedily. He had spent so long without the taste of that angelical food he missed it terribly.

“Hey, Harry,” said a voice in his head. Harry looked up and saw Alexander looking at him.

“Yea, Axel. What can I do for you?” Harry replied.

“Meet me by the lake after breakfast and bring the three Stones,” Alexander answered. Harry nodded and continued his large breakfast.

After finishing he rushed to his room and got the three Stones and headed down to the lake. When he got there Alexander was waiting for him.

“Hey, Axel, so what is this about?” Harry asked.

“Did you bring the Stones?” Axel inquired.

“Yep,” Harry replied and pulled them out.

“Ok, now let me explain. This is merely a formality but I must ask you. Are you sure you want to gain the power that I have been training you for? Know that with this great power will come repercussions, some you know about, others you may not even begin to fathom. Today is one of those days that will change your life depending on what you decide. A day of destiny so to speak. So I ask you, are you sure?” Alexander inquired.

Harry took in his words; he hesitated for a moment, but then Voldemort’s face appeared in his mind. “Hells the fuck yes I am sure,” he replied with conviction.

“Excellent, then let us continue. I need you to eat those three Stones,” Axel said simply.

“Say what, you want me to EAT these three Stones? How? Why?” Harry asked now profoundly confused as to how he was going to eat them and why it was necessary.

For starters, the how, those Stones are like candy. Just think of them as food and bite into them; each should take you about to quick bites to eat. Now why, within those Stones are the essence of the elements. They will strengthen your bond to the element they represent and they open then door for you do perfect them one day Alexander replied.

Harry nodded, "I see. Anything else I need to know?" he asked now less confused and actually a bit excited with the prospect of growing stronger in a matter of minutes vs. days.

"Yea, there is ONE more thing. When you eat the first three, a tattoo will appear on each of your arms. One will be a crest that represents who you are, the other a crest that represents your power level and rank in the magical world. This second crest will look something like this when it is finished" Alexander explained as he lifted his shirt sleeve partially revealing the lower part of a crest. On it a wand and a mace were crossed together. "The wand represents mastery of the magic of the elements, the club a mastery of the strength of the elements. You have only been trained in the strength of the elements, maybe one day, if it is necessary, I will teach you the magic" Alexander continued.

"Why didn’t you teach me the magic aspect of it?" Harry asked slightly angry at not knowing that there was that much more for him to learn.

"Because it would have taken waaaaaaay too long. You don’t have the type of…

"Oh, I guess that is alright," Harry said realizing that Canem was right. He didn’t have that sort of time; even the stuff he was learning was taking too long. Harry needed more power fast, if he survived he would look into maybe growing stronger. Frankly he didn’t care.

"Good then eat up," Alexander ordered.

Harry bit into the Stone of Earth, it tasted like chocolate. Two seconds later he was done. Harry felt a surge of energy; suddenly he felt a lot more connected to the Earth and he figured that he had gained more of its power. He quickly ate the Stone of Fire that tasted like a spicy, yet sweet candy. Now he felt the same thing only with fire. Finally he ate the Stone of Life, it tasted like watermelon candy. Suddenly, he could hear and feel the living creatures all around him. Harry was dazed at how strong he now felt. He looked at his hands and felt the new power coursing through him. Then it hit him: his arms burned hot. He rolled up one of his sleeves and on it a crest formed with a helmet on top and in the center a mace appeared on a red background. The tattoo was still faint.

Alexander read his mind…literally, “That tattoo will become clearer as you grow stronger in the six elements. The second you perfect them it will grow solid, the helmet on top represents your rank among all wizards. That is the rank of High Apprentice,” he explained. Harry looked disappointed. "Hey that is a big honor, Minerva for example is barely considered an Apprentice. It is very rare for wizards to go higher than High Apprentice. Those ranks were made by the Ancients and they were much stronger than you can fathom," Alexander added.

Harry smiled again, “Guess I am getting better,” he said smugly. Alexander laughed. Harry rolled up his other sleeve. This tattoo was completely solid and far more complex. On top it had a small shield with a beautiful and intricate Pot on it that had the images of a stag, a werewolf, and a dog on it. At the bottom was the Gryffindor Crest.

“That tattoo represents who you are. The crest on top is the crest of your family name, Potter with a few modifications to make it more to who you are, ergo the Marauder animals. Now the bottom crest represents where you grew as a wizard, in this case the House of Gryffindor. Now the only thing that is missing is your Animagus form to appear in the center flanked by one more creature. That creature is your Soul Companion, it is an animal or creature that is the best fit for your spirit. That animal will magically appear soon in your life and shall live as long as you do. Think of it not only as a pet, but as a comrade in arms, it will help you in your battles,” Alexander explained.

Harry was excited, and was smiling widely. “Wicked, I wonder what I am going to get” Both of them looked at Harry’s arm attentively. As expected a Lion appeared, only that it was rather small and slightly above the Gryffindor crest. It was roaring proudly despite its’ size.

“That is odd, usually the Animagus form shares half the shield with the Sprit Companion. That is unless…” Alexander started but then saw a figure emerging.

“Unless what?” Harry asked anxiously.

“Unless the creatures extremely larger than the Animagus form” Alexander said worriedly.

“So…what’s wrong with that?” Harry asked.

“Harry in the Wizarding world that are very few creatures that significantly larger than a Great Lion and all of them are BIG trouble. Part of the experience of a Soul Companion is that you must tame it. I just hope it is not what I think it is” Alexander replied as he looked anxiously at Harry’s arm. And then he saw it, “OH SHIT, it had to be one of those. Out of all the creatures, it had to be one of those, any bloody animal in the world would have been perfect, but no it had to be one of those” Alexander ranted.

“What’s the matter, is it dangerous or something?” Harry said trying to see what it was on his arm, but failing because of the angle.

“Yea, extremely, and stubborn, hard to train, tricky and smart, incredibly intelligent, and immensely powerful. IF you manage to tame it, it will be the best ally on the battlefield. For now I need to go get Hagrid…fast” Alexander said and then dashed off. Harry remained and tried to see what was on his arm, yet still failed.

Moments later, Canem appeared with Hagrid. “Darn, that be strange, get some getting used to I figure. So what is this emergency you were talking about, Professor?” Hagrid said.

“Well Hagrid, let me put it simply, Harry is about to get a very interesting pet, and he is going to need A LOT of help taking care of it and taming it, and I figure this is something best left to you, the best Care for Magical Creatures teacher Hogwarts has ever seen” Alexander replied with a small smile.

Hagrid blushed profusely, “Well I don’t know about all that, but I guess I am pretty good. So what creature is it, can’t be all that bad?” he commented.

“Look for yourself,” Alexander said, pointing at Harry’s arm.

“Probably a right cute little…OH CRAP,” Hagrid said when he looked at that tattoo.

“Will someone tell me what it is for Merlin’s sake?” Harry blurted angrily at being out of the loop.

Hagrid had a look of excitement and terror rolled into one. “It is a dragon, Harry,” he said simply.

“You’re both getting worked up about a simple little dragon. I’ve dealt with Hungarian Horn Tails; this one can’t be that bad,” Harry said smugly.

“No, this one is far worse. This isn’t just any ordinary dragon. It is one of the rarest magical creatures known to wizards; most consider it a myth since they are impossible to find given their powers. This could be considered the Supreme King of Dragons; in fact that is why it is named the way it is: the Dark Emperor Dragon,” Alexander said, summoning a mirror so Harry could see what it looked like.

Harry saw its reflection; the lion looked minuscule compared to it… and it looked mean and nasty.”

The Dark Emperor Dragon is the largest species of dragon; it is five times larger than the second‑biggest species. It is completely black, as its name suggests; on its head it has seven large golden spikes that almost seem like a crown, and on its tail there are 12 spikes used for attack. Its bones and teeth are unbreakable; they are essentially made out of metal‑like substances. Its skin is impenetrable by weapon or spell. In addition, the reason it is so hard to spot given its blatant size and appearance is that it can shape‑shift without losing its defensive properties. In other words, it could make itself look like a small bunny rabbit and you still couldn’t hurt it. What’s more, its blood is rumored to act like Pollyjuice Potion, only longer lasting. Also its claws, teeth, and horns are coated with poison that prevents healing, though it doesn’t need it, considering its flame is so hot that nothing can withstand it. It breathes black fire; that flame is almost as hot as the sun, one blast can decimate everything within 300 feet of its epicenter. These dragons are incredibly smart and unbelievably stubborn. You are in for quite a large pain in the butt,” Alexander finished.

“OH CRAP” is all Harry could say. But the fact that if he tamed it, he would gain an unbelievable ally gave him strength. “Oh well, I guess I should have expected this to be difficult,” Harry commented. “So when does it get here?” Harry asked.

“Right about…now,” Alexander replied, and then an egg popped out of thin air. It was almost as big as Harry and completely golden.

"I guess it was to be expected that the egg would be huge as well. So am I and Hagrid going to be raising this in the forest?" Harry asked.

Hagrid, who had been dazed up until now, snapped out of it and looked anxiously at Professor Canem.

"No, given the situation I think you are going away for a week to a training ground is warranted. I will cover for Hagrid. Harry explain the rules to Hagrid when you get there, good luck," Alexander said and then he opened a portal.

"Blimey," Hagrid commented.

"You don’t know half of it. Let’s go," Harry said picking up the egg with his newly improved Earth abilities and going through the portal. Hagrid remained in shock. Harry then popped out of the portal again. "Come along, Hagrid, we don’t have all day you know," he said and then pulled Hagrid through.

Alexander closed the portal and then sighed. "Well that is going to be interesting, too bad I am going to miss it. Harry having to deal with the likes of you Necros," he said pulling out an iguana from his pocket.

The iguana looked at him irritatedly and then roared loudly and threw a fireball at Alexander’s face. Axel remained unphased and then laughed.

"I love you too, you big lizard, now get back to normal size and bite into your tongue. I am going to need some of your blood," Alexander ordered and put the iguana down. It suddenly grew full size into a majestic Dark Emperor Dragon, who just huffed to show it was still irritated, but then lowered its head and licked Axel lovingly.

Alexander laughed, "Yea boy, Harry is going to have a VERY interesting time."

Harry and Hagrid appeared in the middle of a lush forest in front of a large stone house with an even larger outside pen. Harry looked around and found that there were geysers all around them and that the weather was rather warm and humid.

“Where the ruddy hell are we?” Hagrid muttered.

“Don’t ask, but I take it this will do nicely for raising the dragon” Harry replied knowing that Canem would have thought of everything they would need.

“Yea I’d say so” Hagrid answered looking around. “Them hot springs will help us hatch the egg. The pen is perfect for keeping it, and the house is made to withstand fire. The woods will make excellent training grounds, all in all I would say this is perfect for your new dragon” Hagrid added now getting excited.

Harry smiled at his friend’s simpleness, “He sure loves dragons” Harry thought warmly. “Well then let’s get to it” Harry commented putting the egg on his arms.

“Right, we should place that in that large hot spring pool over there, it looks nice, warm, and sulfury that will be the perfect place for it to hatch” Hagrid instructed and pointed to a spring near the house.

Harry walked over and carefully placed the egg there. “Ok now what?” Harry asked.

“Well now we wait for it to hatch” Hagrid said as he walked over to a fallen tree nearby and sat on its trunk.

“Fun” Harry said sarcastically taking a seat next to his teacher.

Back at Hogwarts, Alexander who now looked exactly like Hagrid was having fun teaching the Seventh Years.

“Well then, today we will be learning about snakes. Can anyone tell me the difference between a Basilisk and a Great Magic Boa?” Alexander asked still admiring how effective Necros blood was.

Hermione immediately raised her hand, “Ah yes, Her…I mean Mione.” Alexander said, pointing at Hermione.

Hermione was a bit weirded out by the way that Alexander addressed her, but answered anyway, “A Basilisk and a Great Magic Boa look exactly the same except that the Basilisk has poisonous fangs and can kill or petrify someone with their site. Also….”

“Perfect Mione, 10 points for Gryffindor,” Alexander said, cutting her off. “Now will you all follow me please?” he said, signaling them to follow. They all did so and Alexander headed back for a bit towards the Gryffindors. He spoke straight into Hermione’s mind, “Hey Hermione, this is Alexander.”

Hermione was startled and looked around then thought, “Where are you?”

“I look like Hagrid right now,” Alexander said, waving slightly.

Hermione was further startled, “I am not even going to ask. So what is up?” she thought.

“I need you to spread the word to everyone except the Slytherins; we are about to go see a Great Magic Boa. I am going to tell the Slytherins it is a Basilisk, scare them a little,” Alexander replied, smiling.

“Professor! That is not funny. No wonder you didn’t let me tell them about the white mark the Great Magic Boa has on its head,” she thought, trying to suppress the laughter caused by the irony of having the Slytherins scared by a snake.

“Yes it is and you know it. Now go on and spread the word,” Alexander thought back.

A few minutes later they reached a clearing and everyone was ready to scare the Slytherins. Many were hiding laughs and were getting ready to put on a show.

Well then today we are going to be studying my friend Marty. I found Marty down by the castle when it was a wee little one," Alexander explained as everyone got ready for it. "Now come on out, Marty," Alexander ordered.

Necros in the form of a Great Magic Boa came out. Everyone was a bit taken aback even though they prepared themselves to see a giant snake, but their instincts forced them to react. As for the Slytherins, they were deathly afraid, especially when the snake coiled around them.

"You bloody insane lunatic, you are going to kill us. You have finally gone too far; we are going to bloody die when the Basilisk looks at us," Malfoy began to rant. "I swear if I live through this I will have your job, no—your head for this," he said with terror in his voice.

"Oh come now, it's not all that bad. Marty is pretty friendly; who would have thought the Slytherins would be scared of a nice, little snake?" Alexander replied.

Everyone laughed at the comment and the Slytherins' fear; some of them were even pissing in their pants with fear.

"Little, you call this monster little," Draco protested.

"Oh shut it, Malfoy. This is a Great Magic Boa, not a Basilisk. Had you done your homework you would know that. I am surprised that none of you snakes know anything about your kind. This snake is completely harmless," Alexander finished explaining.

Necros uncoiled and went towards the Gryffindors.

"Well now everyone, go ahead and pet him. He is a really nice snake," Alexander instructed, and everyone did so. Necros loved it, though he didn’t appreciate being called Marty.

The Slytherins remained angry but restrained themselves from doing anything rash, since the snake seemed to like Hagrid and would hiss at them when they went for their wands. The class ended and everyone headed back; the Slytherins went ahead, some of them needed to get new clothes since they had soiled themselves.

“That was fun, wasn’t it Necros?” Alexander asked the snake.

The snake growled its approval and liked Alexander.

“Hey, stop that tickles,” he replied. The snake stuck its tongue out at him.

“Ha, ha, very funny,” Alexander said sarcastically.

Harry had just returned from hunting. He had taken it upon himself to keep Hagrid fed while he looked after the egg. It was a week and still there had been no signs of the egg hatching.

“How much longer is this … ?” — ??

“Bloody egg, can’t it just hatch…” Harry mumbled to himself as he looked closely at the egg. Its golden shell looked like a golden wall and felt just as impenetrable. His face examined it closely, just then it burst open and something knocked hard on Harry’s forehead. “What the bloody hell!?!?!” Harry shouted. There was a loud cry, and Harry looked up to see a black dragon looking down at him curiously. Harry smiled a little and extended his hand upwards. The dragon suddenly snapped its jaws at Harry’s hand barely missing his fingers. Harry drew his hand back, then the dragon spit at him. “Bloody stupid dragon” Harry muttered. Big mistake, the dragon got the gist of what Harry had said and then threw a fireball at him. Harry quickly reacted and stopped it with his hand absorbing the flame. “Ha, sorry you little bastard, you will have to do better than that” Harry replied.

“Now Harry, enough of all that, help me get him out of his shell” Hagrid ordered as he approached the egg. The dragon saw what he was attempting and quickly spread his wings shattering the shell he was in and jumping forward splattering egg shell and ooze all over Harry and Hagrid. “Well he is a rambunctious fellow isn’t he” Hagrid commented.

“So it is a he?” Harry asked.

“Yep, he is a male dragon, what you gonna call him?” Hagrid asked anxiously.

“No Hagrid, Norbert is already taken. I guess I’ll call him little bastard or something cause he is such a pain” Harry joked and stuck its tongue out at it. The dragon spit another fireball which Harry dodged.

“Now Harry, name the dragon proper” Hagrid ordered.

"Fine, fine. Hey, dragon breath," Harry ordered toward the dragon. The dragon looked at him with angry eyes. "Your name is now Shadow; you got it?" Harry said disdainfully. Shadow roared but seemed to like it since he refrained from blasting Harry again.

Time flew by as five months came and went in the world that Canem had sent them to.

Harry awoke to a loud banging on the roof of the fort they were in. "Shut the bloody hell up, you stupid dragon," Harry screamed.

"Oh, that Shadow; he is just wanting to play with you, that's all," Hagrid replied.

"That gigantic idiot doesn’t want to play with me. It wants to roast me and have me for dinner. But I got the better of him; the size he is now, I wouldn’t be more than an appetizer," Harry said half‑delirious from the lack of sleep caused by Shadow tormenting them at all hours.

"Now, Harry, there is no proof that he wants to eat ya," Hagrid continued.

"That bastard hates me. Since he hatched we have been at each other's throats; he tried to hurt me, failed, and I try to hurt him and fail as well. I would say we are at a stalemate, except it gets to sleep," Harry screamed the last part in frustration, and received a roar as a reply.

"I don’t get how that asshole is supposed to be my partner; it is a fucking nightmare," Harry screamed and then ran out of the house to face off against the dragon.

Shadow swooped down and shot a fireball that Harry dodged with speed then impacted his elbow into the dragon’s hide, but Shadow felt nothing. Then he tried to slash Harry with his claws. Harry took the hit but was unharmed because of the strength of earth. They continued to fight for hours, neither really harming the other.

“This is just plain retarded,” said Canem who was watching all of it from a nearby tree. The eagle on the branch roared to signal he agreed. “Were we ever that bad Necros?” Canem asked the eagle, who nodded in return. “Yea I guess we were, you figure we should help them out?” Canem asked. Once again the eagle roared. “Yea we don’t want to spend the next year waiting for those two morons to figure out that they need each other,” Canem replied and raised his hands. Suddenly it started to rain very heavily. Harry ran inside and closed the door. Shadow was now too big to enter the fort since he had grown to his full size. “Now for the twist,” Canem said using the power of spirit and life to gather something and shoot it at Shadow. “That should do it,” Canem said with a smile and disappeared with the eagle. Shadow was hit and not soon after he sneezed.

Hagrid saw Harry come in from the downpour, “It really is coming down hard out there” he commented.

“Yea what is up with that? The weather gets ugly all of a sudden, it is weird,” Harry replied.

“In any case poor Shadow better find somewhere to shelter himself, otherwise he could catch a cold,” Hagrid said worriedly.

“Do dragons even get colds?” Harry asked incredulously.

“Yes, and it is terrible. A cold is serious business for a dragon; it could downright kill him,” Hagrid replied.

“Well if he does die, he deserves it,” Harry said carelessly and turned to go into his room.

“Now stop right there, Harry Potter, I will have none of that sort of talk in my presence again,” Hagrid said putting his heavy hand over Harry’s shoulder angrily.

Harry turned around and saw the mixture of anger and disappointment in the half‑giant’s eyes. “I am sorry, Hagrid, it is just…that dragon has me frustrated…that’s all.”

Hagrid relaxed, “Don’t worry, Harry, I think the two of you will be the best of friends once you get used to each other,” Hagrid replied.

“I hope, I also hope that he found a good place to stay out of the rain,” Harry said as he went to bed.

The next day he awoke and saw that the storm had passed. He lazily got up and headed outside. When he opened the door he met with an unexpected site. Shadow’s large body was right outside the entrance. “Hey, you big oaf, what the bloody hell are you doing sleeping outside our door?” Harry asked annoyed. There was no response; Harry moved quickly towards Shadow’s face. When he got there he saw that he was still asleep. “Wake up, you brainless lizard,” Harry commanded. Still there was no response; now Harry was worried. He walked up and shook his head a bit, no response at all. Harry could see the dragon was breathing. He quickly ran to get Hagrid.

Hagrid quickly followed Harry outside and soon he had figured it out. “Harry, Shadow has a cold, and a whopper of a cold at that. He is going to need a lot of help to survive this,” Hagrid explained.

Harry felt distraught, “You tell me what I need to do. I will make sure he makes it, I don’t want to loose him” Harry said nearly in tears.

“Don’t you worry Harry, just do what I say and Shadow will be fine. Now here is what you need to do…” Hagrid explained.

Harry followed Hagrid’s instructions to the letter. He tended to Shadow’s every need. He built a cave around him with stones and trees. He hunted for food to feed him. He used all the power he could muster to push the Power of Life through Shadow to help him heal faster. There were times where Harry thought that Shadow wasn’t going to make it. Many tears shed as Harry would talk to him. Finally, a week later, Hagrid looked extremely serious, “Harry, tonight is the night, I think Shadow’s cold has reached its peak. Tonight will be the roughest night yet, if he makes it, then he should be well in a couple of days” he explained.

Harry didn’t leave Shadow’s side that night. He stayed there and hugged the giant dragon. “Don’t you leave me, Shadow; you’re my friend, my partner. I know you don’t like me, but I really like you. You remind me of myself in a way; you are a fighter, but at the same time you hate being alone. I know that you didn’t leave me that night because you wanted to be close to me. That is why you got sick; it was because we both were too stubborn to admit we liked each other. I just want you to know that I won’t do that anymore. You and I are together, forever, whether you like it or not, I won't leave you,” Harry cried as he hugged his only pet. Harry really did care for Shadow, deep down they were the same in many ways. Orphans, loners, and fighters, they were bound together in more ways than they knew.

The next morning Harry was awoken by a large tongue licking up his cheek. Shadow was showing his gratitude to Harry. He had heard him and felt his help all through the sickness, and he had decided to stop being stubborn as well.

“Hey Shadow, looks like you are feeling better,” Harry said enthused.

Shadow growled and nodded to show approval, then signaled Harry to get on him.

“What do you want me to ride you?” Harry asked. Shadow nodded and grewl…

Harry got on, and in a flash they were in the air. Soon Harry discovered that Shadow and him shared another passion: flying. They both soared for hours feeling totally free and having fun. “Go faster, Shadow, let’s have some fun,” Harry ordered. Shadow growled and flew faster and started doing tricks in the air. Harry just laughed and shouted as he had a blast. “Shadow, I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship,” Harry commented as they rode even faster, to which Shadow agreed with a roar and then flew even harder until the sun went down on them.

Harry and Hagrid returned on a Saturday. They had spent several months in the alternate world. Shadow was in the form of a shaggy black dog that reminded Harry a lot of Sirius; despite how painful it was, it was also pleasant to be reminded of his godfather.

“So I take it you finished your training?” Alexander asked once the portal was closed.

“Yep, fully successful,” Harry replied with a grin, and Shadow gave a growl to say the same.

“Excellent. What about you Hagrid, do you think Harry learned all he needed to take care of Shadow?” Alexander asked the half‑giant.

“Sure thing, Professor,” Hagrid said with a smile. “Those two be the best of mates.”

“Excellent, now onto the formalities,” Alexander said, raising his hand and shooting a beam through Hagrid’s skull. “Now you will forget everything about the dragon, and I will replace your memories with mine of the time I spent substituting for you,” Alexander explained.

“Was that really necessary?” Harry asked as they started to walk away from a dazed Hagrid.

“Yes, secrecy is of the utmost importance and Hagrid unfortunately has a loose tongue,” Alexander replied.

Harry smiled realizing Alexander was right; Hagrid had caused himself and many others a lot of trouble thanks to his propensity to spill the beans. “True, so where we heading?” Harry said as he noticed they weren’t heading for the castle.

“It is time for you to show me your skills with Shadow, after which we will be going on a Death‑Eater Massacre Tour,” Alexander began to explain.

“Oh fun,” Harry said sarcastically remembering how much of a pain in the ass it was last time he had to annihilate all those Death Eaters.

Alexander smiled and continued, “After a few of those we will go get something to eat, go club hopping, pick up some girls so I can teach you how to go on a successful date, destroy a Horcrux, see some Quidditch, and some other stuff” he said casually enumerating them on his fingers.

Harry groaned after each one and wondered why they were going to do such meaningless things, especially the social part and the girl part. “What a pain this is going to be…” Harry thought, then he did a double take. “Did you say destroy a Horcrux?” Harry asked anxiously.

“Yea I think I did, didn’t I?” Alexander replied innocently.

“Then what the bloody hell are we waiting for, let’s get to it. Shadow come on” Harry said with determination and a smile as Shadow turned into a small lizard and got into Harry’s pocket.

“Ok, if you say so” Alexander said opening the portal. “He is so predictable” Alexander thought with a grin.

They appeared in the middle of a street in what looked to be the northern part of London. Harry let Axel lead the way as they quickly made their way down a few streets finally they stopped in front of a building. They walked towards an alley on the side. When Harry saw who was there he did a double take.

“Are you telling me that those two bastards are Death Eaters?!!?!??!” Harry asked shocked.

“Yep, those two are Death Eaters” Alexander replied simply.

“And Voldemort trusted those two idiots with guarding a Horcrux?” Harry enquired.

“No, this is just a random battle, but I know you have issues with both of them so I thought I would give you a shot at them” Alexander replied smiling evilly.

“Oh Christmas had definitely come early” Harry said with a smile as he walked up to Umbridge and Fudge. “Hey fuckwads how you two been now that you are no longer with the Ministry?” Harry asked with a large smile on his face.

“YOU! You filthy little bastard” Umbridge screamed.

“Boy what are you doing here? The Dark…I mean it is dark here and it is late, and you’re supposed to be at Hogwarts” Fudge added.

“No, well tonight I’m out with my pet vanquishing Death Eaters. You haven’t seen any have you?” Harry asked mischievously.

“Well, no I can’t say we have” Fudge replied.

“Really, that is too bad. So what are you two doing out here?” Harry asked.

Umbridge had enough, “It is no business of yours what we are doing here, now you should get your troublemaking self back to Hogwarts before we drag you to the Ministry and get you expelled and banned from the magic world. You don’t belong here, you are a liar, a troublemaker, and absolutely no good” she said exasperated.

“Now Delores…” Fudge interjected.

“Cut it Cornelius we should just take care of him ourselves. Call for backup, I am sure HE will be grateful” Umbridge replied.

“Oh by all means you fucking ugly cow, call your Death Eater buddies. I promise you I will not be going easy on you. Because it is you two fucking twats I will make it a point to hurt you. I am done playing nice. Call your friends, and sign their death warrants, I am frankly not in the mood to spare lives tonight” Harry said as he approached them with fire in his eyes and in his veins.

Fudge chanted the spell and touched his mark. Then a hundred or so Death Eaters filled the street and stood behind Umbridge and Fudge. “Seems old Voldie has gotten nervous; he is sending more of you these days. Oh well, two against a hundred, not the best of odds, but oh well, not everything can be perfect,” Harry said out loud.

“Ha, the boy thinks he still has a chance against us. As for your companion, I don’t see anyone else with you, so the odds are more like one‑hundred to one,” Umbridge snorted.

“Oh, I think you misinterpreted me; I meant that me and my pet Shadow could take on three times more than you have, so it is you who doesn’t stand a shot in hell,” Harry said smiling.

Umbridge was boiling over. “Cut the nonsense and the lying, I see no one else; where is this pet of yours?” she asked viciously.

“Right here,” Harry said, taking out Shadow in the form of a small lizard.

Umbridge and several Death Eaters started to laugh. “You are joking right, boy? A small little lizard? What can that little thing do to us? I should have made you write ‘I am stupid’ with that blood quill of mine,” Umbridge snorted.

Harry boiled over; the mention of that blood quill made his blood boil. “Shadow, show them what they are laughing at,” Harry ordered and Shadow complied. He assumed his full shape and roared as the Death Eaters stopped laughing and started shaking with fear. A shadow grew over them and they stared into death. “Shadow, give them a proper welcome,” Harry ordered, and Shadow roared and threw fire at the back of the Death Eaters. Twenty of so were killed instantly; the rest were now between a wall of black flames and Harry and Shadow.

"What in the name of Merlin is that?" Fudge screamed.

"A dragon," Harry replied simply.

"That is too big to be a dragon," Umbridge snorted, shaking.

"Well it is a dragon, in fact this breed is considered the king of dragons," Harry informed them.

"So you are just going to let that thing eat us?" Fudge asked, shaking in fear.

"No, why would I want to poison my dragon? Besides, I am going to deal with you personally. Shadow here is just going to make sure none of you try to get away," Harry said and then kicked in his speed. The strength of fire flowing through his veins. He felt that the world had stopped. His speed relative to the Death‑Eaters was inhuman. He took out the first 40 in a second. He delivered subtle blows, but the strength that the element gave him created deadly wounds. Harry now stood in front of Umbridge and Fudge again. A collective moan and screams of pain raised into the night. The two ex‑ministry officials looked back, what they saw scared them. It had been less than a second, and half their forces were now at death’s door. Harry was shocked himself, but that was quickly overcome as anger fueled his next action. Another second later only Umbridge and Fudge stood standing. The remaining Death‑Eaters suffered the fate of the first. Harry would tap their back and their backs would break in two, grace a limb and it would break, flick his finger at a chest and have the ribs crash into the vital organs inside. Flood was coughed up by many; some were drowning in it as their lungs collapsed.

"What in Merlin?" Fudge asked as he saw the carnage with terror.

"What is he?" Umbridge asked.

"I am the man who is going to bring down the Dark Lord. But tonight, I am the angel of vengeance here for you two traitors," Harry said as he appeared in front of them.

Both of them stumbled back and fell on their asses. "Mercy, Harry, please mercy, I beg of you."

"Yes boy, we were nice to you, no need for violence. We surrender," Umbridge said as she literally wet herself.

"Fudge, you called me insane, and a liar, yet you were nice to me most of the time. I think for you, just a few broken limbs shall do," Harry replied. No sooner had he uttered that last syllable than Fudge screamed. His arms and legs were crushed; the bones inside pulverized by the power of Earth that allowed Harry to simply pass his finger along them and have them break like a thin wafer."

As for you, Umbridge, you were always a bitch and a fucking pain in the ass to me. I still have the scars of your blood quill on my hand, but tonight I will get rid of them, and I am going to give you the scars. Harry said with anger in his voice and a vicious smile on his face. He pressured down on a point in his arm and the scars in his hand healed almost instantly, leaving nothing behind. He then grabbed a dagger and crushed it in his hand creating a sharp needle‑like object. He flashed it in front of Umbridge’s eyes. "Payback time" he said, and a second later her face, arms and legs were covered in deep marks that read "I will not be a bitch." "I guess that is a start, but there is something missing," Harry commented over her screams. He dug his fingers into several of her pressure points; soon she was howling in pain. "Now you will feel those wounds for the rest of your life. Every second of every day, even after they heal, the pain will never dull. Enjoy," Harry finished with a grin and then walked away.

"You done?" Alexander asked.

"Yep, you can send their asses to Azkaban," Harry suggested.

"Ok then," Alexander said waving his hand and creating a portal under each of them that dropped them onto Azkaban.

The night progressed in a similar fashion, only less bloody. After four stops Harry wasn’t tired at all. "So when are we going after the Horcrux?" Harry asked.

"Why? You tired?" Axel asked.

"No just bored that is all, plus I really want to take out that Horcrux," Harry replied.

"Well now we are going to go get some food, then go to some clubs, and dance for a while. I also think you might need some lessons on how to pick up girls. After that we will go for the Horcrux, and round the night off with some video crystals of Quidditch games I wanted to show you." Alexander explained.

"You are kidding right?" Harry asked, hoping he was.

"Nope, let’s go," Alexander replied as he magically changed their clothes to Muggle’s and then opened a portal.

An hour, and several pizzas later, Harry and Axel were standing outside a fun‑looking club that pumped loud music and had a line going around the block. "How are we going to get in?" Harry asked hoping that he wasn’t going to waste the night waiting in line.

"Through the front door," Alexander replied as he walked up to the bouncer.

"Sorry, back of the line," the bouncer told Alexander rudely as he put his hand on his chest.

Alexander grabbed his hand and flipped him onto his back. Just then another bouncer came out.

"Axel, bloody hell, ages without seeing you sir," the bouncer said clapping Alexander on the shoulder.

"Hey Bull, how have things been?" Alexander replied letting go of the first bouncer.

Bull looked down and busted out laughing, "Don’t tell me the new guy put his hand on you? Carlo, this is Axel, he is VIP, and you always let him in with all his guests." Bull laughed. "Please come in Axel, who is your buddy here?" he asked.

"This is Harry, he’s cool, see you on the way out," Axel said leading Harry into the club.

Harry was impressed at how wild the place looked; everywhere he looked there were gorgeous girls and very little competition. Just a few guys. Alexander walked up to a group of girls. "Harry follow closely and listen well," Alexander instructed. Harry listened in as Alexander talked to the girls, every once in a while they would giggle or talk to Harry. Harry would blush and reply. Eventually Alexander asked them to dance with the two of them, all six of them.

"Alexander I don’t know how to dance," Harry said telepathically.

"You are going to learn tonight," Alexander replied mentally. Then he talked to the three hottest girls in the group: a blonde with blue eyes, a redhead with green eyes, and a girl with jet‑black hair and grey eyes; the three were in their mid‑twenties. All three listened to Axel, then smiled at him evilly. Harry was getting nervous; suddenly the three of them dragged Harry to the dance floor.

"Axel tells us you need to learn how to dance," said the girl with black hair; her name was Pamela.

Harry nodded shyly.

"Aww, look at him get embarrassed, he is so cute I just want to have my way with him," said the redhead, her name was Gwen.

"Ah the things we would do to the poor bloke, don’t want to traumatize him," said the blonde; her name was Talia.

Harry just blushed. They started to teach him slow. A few basic steps, Harry knew how to dance to formal music. Club music was a whole other story. Harry looked around and picked up some ideas for moves. He started practicing with the girls; they would correct him every once in a while. Then he started to get creative and use advanced moves like some break‑dancing moves his saw other guys do. His superior physique helped him pull off all the moves he tried. Soon enough he was bumping and grinding with all three girls like a natural. The girls were actually getting impressed.

“Talia, I think we should kidnap Harry,” Gwen said.

“I totally agree with Gwen,” Pamela replied.

“He is such a hottie; let’s drag him to our pad,” Talia suggested.

“I mean just look at those arms, plus the boy has skills dancing,” Pamela said with a wicked grin.

“I wonder what other moves he knows,” Talia said licking her lips.

“It is settled then, let’s rock his world,” Gwen concluded.

Harry meanwhile had suspected something was up as the girls were whispering amongst themselves while he was at the bar getting drinks.

“Yea Harry, it is what you are thinking,” Axel said as he got to the bar as well.

“You do know I am into Rose right?” Harry replied.

“Yea, but you aren’t with her yet. So I say as long as you aren’t together, you are single, besides you are seldom going to be afforded the opportunity that is being offered to you tonight. I will meet you back here in 4 hours for the Horcrux. I want you completely unwound and relaxed, so give it your all,” Axel said with a grin.

Before Harry could protest, the three girls were dragging him out of the club; half a block later, they pushed him into a building, up three flights of stairs, through the front door, another door, and onto a bed. All the while the three nymphs were kissing him and going at his clothes. What followed were three and a half hours of debauchery that ended in the three girls falling exhausted on the bed.

“Well, got to go; it was a pleasure meeting you girls. Alas I have things to do tonight,” Harry said as he got dressed feeling totally relaxed. He had given it his all and let it all out; all the rage, anger, and frustration were rendered moot. Shadow had taken a nap in his pocket. He walked toward the club with vigor and energy, ready to take out the Horcrux.

“Where does he get the energy?” Pamela sighed.

“He knew A LOT of moves, and he was GOOD at them,” Talia replied feeling sore.

“I don’t think we are going to be able to walk for a week,” Gwen added.

“Yea,” the other two replied.

“He had his way with us,” Gwen said smiling.

“Oh, the things he did to us,” Talia said laughing.

“Guess the pupil became the master; it is always the quiet ones, isn’t it?” Pamela said smiling.

“Yep,” replied the other two and then all three fell unconscious.

Harry met up with Alexander in front of the club.

“You look relaxed,” Alexander commented with a knowing grin.

“Oh shut it, let’s go,” Harry said blushing.

“Hey whatever,” Alexander said chuckling as he opened a portal. They both walked through.

Harry looked around and saw that he was standing in front of a broken‑down building. What was more, there were two cloaked figures there. Harry looked at them intently; something inside him was boiling. He felt anger and didn’t know why.

"Who are they?" Harry asked.

Alexander used his power and read their minds. "Damn it, it had to be those two," Axel whispered.

"Who are they?" Harry asked again with more intent.

"Harry, I want you to remain calm; I know you will likely explode. Just remember that there are fates worse than death, and I know them all," Alexander said quickly.

"WHO ARE THEY?" Harry screamed now as his anger boiled over instinctively.

"Peter Pettigrew and Severus Snape," Alexander sighed.

Two seconds later, Pettigrew was lying with broken legs and arms and Snape was being helped up by the throat by Harry’s hand as he choked the life out of him.

"Hello Snape, how have you been?" Harry asked with a grin that hid immense anger. Shadow felt his rage and roared. "Stay out of this fight, Shadow; these two are mine."

Snape just looked at Harry in shock and fear.

"Didn’t you say something to me about me never being a match for you?" Harry continued as he let just enough air into Snape’s lungs to keep him alive.

Snape started kicking his legs in the air trying to get loose, but Harry’s grip was firm.

"Yea, that is what you said after you killed Dumbledore, betrayed Hogwarts, and ran away. So now the Half‑Blood Prince is dangling in the air and his life is literally in my hands. I could snap your neck in an instant, but it wouldn’t be enough," Harry hissed.

Snape continued to try to escape but failed miserably. Meanwhile, Pettigrew managed to react through the pain. “Harry! Ahhh, my arms and legs. Harry, please, mercy,” squeaked Pettigrew.

“And you, shut the hell up. Your crimes are far worse, you betrayed your friends not once, but many times over. You caused the death of my parents, the false imprisonment of my godfather, and probably his subsequent death. The death of Cedric, the revival of Voldemort and all the horror that entails. All for your scrawny hide and a new hand. The only reason you are alive is that I want you to suffer the most; I don’t know how, but I will make you pay in kind. Now shut the fuck up and let me think of your punishment,” Harry boomed, shutting the fat traitor up.

“Potter, you best leave us be. The Dark Lord will know of your actions tonight; we are very important to the Dark Lord. You best leave us be and beg us to forget we saw you.” Snape hissed through his nearly clenched throat.

“You are joking right? I’ll tell you what. I will let you go and let you draw your wand. If you call for help or try to run, I will kill you in a manner that will make Voldemort look like a saint. I will fight you head on, one on one.” Harry said in a tone that made it clear he was deathly serious.

He let Snape go and walked away a few steps. Took a bow and readied himself. Snape got up, dusted himself, and smoothed his hand over his neck. He drew his wand and prepared for battle. “You were lucky, Potter; you must have used your invisibility cloak to get the better of us. I assure you that will no longer be the case.” Snape hissed as he took a bow.

"Bring it on," Harry said viciously.

"Stupefy," Snape screamed and shot a beam at Harry. Harry dodged, ran over to Snape, and smacked him in the back of the head, then stood at a distance. "Sectumesempra," this time he didn’t dodge; he absorbed the power of Earth, and a few scratches appeared on his stone‑like face. He walked slowly towards a shocked and frightened Snape, who kept shooting the curse at Harry. Harry didn’t mind; he kept walking forward to Snape’s dismay. Finally, Snape used "Crucio" when Harry was standing in front of him; Harry didn’t even flinch.

"Was that it? Well then, I guess it is my turn," Harry replied as he dug his finger into the first pressure point. Snape rolled in pain as he felt his leg was on fire. Harry held him fast and dug his finger into another point; this time Snape felt his arm was freezing cold and becoming rigid.

"What are you? How are you doing this?" Snape blubbered as he went for his Dark Mark.

Harry stopped him and snapped his wand. "It is through training with a competent teacher, as for what I am. I am your worst nightmare," he said.

"Actually Harry, you aren’t but we will get to that in a moment. Do you think you can let me handle it from here?" Alexander asked.

"What did you have in mind? I want these bastards to pay for what they have done," Harry said angrily.

"Well, let’s see how this sounds…" Alexander said as he explained his plan to Harry.

"That sounds perfect to me; I think that they both deserve that plan of yours. Bloody brilliant if you ask me, those are fates worse than death. Remind me not to get you pissed off at me," Harry said with an evil grin.

"So shall we?" Axel asked.

“Let’s shall” Harry replied as they turned to Snape that was still wriggling in pain. “So Snape, here’s what we have lined up for you” Harry began as he took off the pressure points he had applied.

"Thank you" Snape said relieved that the pain was gone.

“Oh don’t thank me yet, like I was saying, here’s what we have planned for you: We will rape your mind and put your mind in a loop. That meaning that you will relive the same thing over and over again. Said thing being your worst nightmare, and said nightmare being that you are trapped in Hogwarts with my dad, Sirius, and Remus. All alone, with no one to stop them. They will hunt you down and prank you, curse you, or whatever they feel like. Oh and you will be wearing a pair of pink boxers…with bunnies, just that. As for your body, we will lock it in a place were it will live healthily for a VERY long time. Hope you have fun” Harry said with a grin.

Snape had grown paler by the second as Harry explained his plan. “You can’t, it is not possible. For the love of Merlin, please no” he begged.

“You are right, I can’t” Harry said.

“But I can, Harry will learn how soon enough, but for now your ass is mine” Alexander said as he dug his fingers into Snape’s skull and using the power of Spirit mangled and rearranged his mind. Snape’s face went blank and then he began to scream as the nightmare had begun. Harry saw into his mind and began to laugh as Snape ran away from a werewolf and a black dog. Who were being chased in turn by his dad on a broom firing spells at Snape’s ass.

“That was classic, couldn’t have done it better myself. So what now?” Harry asked.

"Now we send Snape to a dimension that will prolong his life and keep him alive and fed," Axel replied as he opened a portal to a very dark dimension. "The only downside is that he will never be able to wake up in that dimension, but given that he can’t wake anyway after what I did, that won’t be a problem." He said smiling.

Harry laughed as they approached Pettigrew who was struggling to move but failing as his limbs were broken. "Now as for you, we have something special for you," Harry said grinning.

Alexander walked over and instantly healed his limbs, much to Pettigrew’s surprise.

"Why did you heal me?" he asked.

"Simple, we want you to be able to run," Alexander replied smiling.

"See we are sending you to a very interesting world, one inhabited by Dementors," Harry added.

"No, please no, not them," he squeaked.

Alexander opened a portal and they dragged Wormtail through. The world was dark and cold; very little could be seen. They felt them coming and looked up and saw a small cloud of Dementors on their way.

"Oh no, they are coming," Wormtail said transforming into a rat to escape them.

No sooner had he transformed when a big black cat jumped out and nearly ate him. He was saved by Harry. "Did we neglect to mention that this world also seems to be inhabited by a large variety of hungry felines: cats, lions, tigers, panthers, cougars, pumas, jaguars, among others all of which seem to have an affinity for vermin like you. So your choices are to risk being eaten by cats, or risk being eaten by them," Harry finished as he pointed at the approaching Dementors."

He let Wormtail loose and saw him run away. “Guess he rather deal with the cats. Can’t blame him. Now let’s get out of here before those things come down here,” Harry said, preparing his Patronus just in case.

“Necrum Patronus” shouted Alexander, and Harry saw a large dinosaur‑like his Animagus form shoot out and charge at the Dementors. This was different though; the mist was red instead of silver, and instead of repelling them it was devouring them viciously. Their cold screams filled the air as the ravenous patronus ate Dementors like they were candy. Most ran away, but quite a few were devoured by the dinosaur.

“What the hell was that?” Harry asked.

“That was a Death Patronus, and an old spell used to destroy Dementors,” Alexander replied.

“Why don’t I know about that spell?” Harry asked angry‑ly at not having a weapon like that.

“It was erased from the books when the Ministry decided to use those foul things as guards. Yet some still remember it; it is much more useful than the kiddie version they use now‑adays,” Alexander replied.

“How do I conjure one?” Harry asked anxiously.

"The patronus you know are conjured by happy thoughts; they feed the Dementors and cause them to go away. The real patronus is formed by anger, frustration, and hatred. It is a reflection of all that is wrong within you. It was originally used to vent negative emotions in a productive way. A Dementor feeds off happiness, so do the Death Patronus, so when shot at a Dementor, they eat them. You could say it is a portable Dementor only that it only works on Dementors. They will suck the happiness out of one and then eat what’s left. You need to focus on something that makes you angry, focus the rage, and then say the words. That should do it" Alexander finished.

Harry understood perfectly, it was similar to summoning a Patronus, just that with negative thoughts. He saw the Dementors returning. He aimed his wand, and thought of Voldemort killing his parents. The rage surged easily and plentifully. "Necrum Patronus" Harry screamed and a lion erupted from his wand. It charged at the Dementors that approached and began to claw and bite them. It got 5 of them before the others ran away sensing the pattern. "Excellent, bet old Voldie won’t see that coming" Harry chuckled.

"Good work, now you can take on Tom’s enforcers. Let’s go get that Horcrux now shall we?" Alexander suggested as he lead Harry towards the dilapidated building in front of them.

It seemed oddly familiar to Harry for some reason, as they approached it Harry managed to see a partially destroyed sign with the word ‘Orphanage’ on it. It was then that Harry remembered, this was Tom Riddle’s home. The orphanage he grew up in, a logical place for his Horcrux."

“Get ready, there might be traps ahead,” Alexander explained.

“Got it. Shadow stay inside my pocket, ok?” Harry ordered, and Shadow growled in understanding.

As they walked carefully through the broken down halls, the smell of smoke was still in the air.

“What happened here?” Harry asked.

“Voldemort killed everyone inside and set the bodies ablaze. The building mysteriously survived the fire. I figured that he hid something beneath it. The basement should be coming up,” Alexander explained as they approached the door at the end of the corridor.

When they opened the door, they were both instantly covered in flames. Harry and Alexander quickly used the power of Fire and rendered the flames ineffective. As they continued to walk through the inferno, they saw something sitting inside a ring. A pedestal and on top of it was the cup of Helga Hufflepuff. Harry recognized it immediately. The circle protected it from the flames; as they approached, the flames intensified. Harry was starting to feel the heat.

“I don’t know if I can handle this flame if it gets any hotter,” Harry explained.

“Don’t worry, just push through and focus on sucking the energy out of only the flames around you,” Alexander suggested.

Harry did so; he focused on only the flames around him. He started to feel the air cooling down. The air would grow cold as the flames lost strength. “I see by sucking the power from only that which surrounds me I weaken the flames that affect me directly. I can only drain so much energy at a time, so I drain it from the area of flame that bothers me the most,” Harry surmised.

"Exactly, we are almost there," Alexander said as they approached the ring and finally walked through it.

"Wow, it is so cool in here," Harry said relaxing now.

"Yea, the flames only serve to keep people out. This is probably the only safe spot," Alexander explained.

Harry approached the cup and saw it was full. "What do you suppose is in it?" Harry asked.

"Well Helga put a spell on it to replenish what was inside of it. It was a potion that would give back the drinker all his energy and heal him a bit," Alexander explained.

"Like your potion," Harry suggested.

"Yea, only a bit weaker. Still for normal wizards it was a valuable tool," Axel surmised. "In any case I think the Horcrux is the liquid. The cup will keep producing it until someone drinks it and then wishes it to stop. In essence the original potion in the bottom half of the cup behind a magic barrier, the magic just reproduces it non stop up to the brim. When the user wished it the cup will remove the barrier over the original contents and then it is as simple as dumping it out. The only caveat is that you need to drink first," Alexander explained.

"Ok then, I guess I need to drink then," Harry replied as he took the cup. "Bottoms up," he added as he drank the contents. Harry clutched the cup hard and waited for the worst, and it came. His mind went blank; he felt new energy flowing through him, power like he had never felt before. He felt free, and as he felt this freedom something boiled inside of him. Rage poured out, uncontrolled rage, so delicious it was enticing. Harry felt free to hate and destroy. He wanted more power, he thirsted for it. He needed it to get his revenge. He looked at the cup in his hand and drank again. But this time the surge was less; he kept drinking, but the effects kept getting duller. He wanted more power, more freedom. He wanted revenge for everything that had been done to him, his parents, his godfather, his life; he wanted to repay everyone that had wronged him. Voldemort, Wormtail, Snape, his uncles. He knew there was only one place to get that power, the one who put the liquid in the cup would know how to get more power, he needed to get it out of him. With the power he had gotten from the cup, he could pull it off. He needed to beat the answer out of Voldemort himself. "Yes, I must go and defeat Voldemort. He will tell me the secret to getting more power," Harry thought out loud. He started to envision all he could do with that power. He could rule the world; he could have anything he wanted. He could make everyone his slaves; he envisioned Ron and the Weasleys as his slaves. He could have any woman he wanted, he saw Ginny and Rose at his feet. He saw himself as a king, being worshiped by all."

“This is great, this is perfect, this is the best anyone could wish for,” Harry thought. “What else can I get? What do I desire?” Harry asked himself. “I know; it is what was in the Mirror of Erised.” Harry remembered that that mirror showed what one desired most. He couldn’t remember what was there, though. He focused hard; it was there he saw it. “I want a family, my family, all of the Potters… but they are dead. No matter how strong or powerful I am, I will not be able to get them back. Why do I want to be worshiped? Who cares about riches and glory if you are alone? My friends won’t love me if they are my slaves. These things I see—I don’t want them. This is NOT WHAT I WANT!” Harry screamed as he woke up and saw the cup in his hand. “I don’t want your fucking master’s stupid power, fuck you, and fuck him. Empty you stupid piece of crap,” Harry ordered as the spell was removed and he dumped the black liquid onto the ground. As the last drop of liquid hit the ground, Harry felt freed. A wave of energy blasted all the power out as a howl of pain echoed in the room as one more piece of Voldemort’s soul ceased to be.”

"Well done, Harry, you have mastered the lust for power and glory and the hatred that causes it," Alexander explained.

"Thanks," Harry said, getting up exhausted from the ordeal. He handed the cup to Axel and fell on the floor again.

"Let’s get home, shall we?" Alexander said, opening a portal and levitating Harry with him.

"Four down, two to go, you son of a bitch," Harry said to himself as he thought of Voldemort.

"Damn right, Harry, now off we go to see those Quidditch recordings. I need to prep you for the teams you are going to face," Alexander explained.

"Oh crap, more work," Harry sighed.

"Not really, the real work is the training that is going to come after that," Alexander replied.

"Damn it, Axel, can’t a guy just enjoy a night of victory?" Harry protested as they got onto Hogwarts’ grounds.

"Nope, winners don’t rest on their laurels, remember," Alexander said knowingly.

"Good point. I guess seeing some Quidditch isn’t that bad," Harry replied.

"That is the spirit; we should be done in six or seven hours anyway, by then you can rush to breakfast and back to class," Alexander said with an evil grin.

"I hate you," Harry said jokingly, and they both broke out laughing.

Harry sat down as Axel projected the first crystal.

"Harry, as captain you need to lead your team into battle prepared. These videos will show you what you need to know. Tomorrow we will begin practice with the entire team," Axel explained.

"So when are we going after the next Horcrux or Stone?" Harry said, ignoring him.

"Harry, we had a deal. I decide when it is time for what; now is time for Quidditch. We won’t have any more Voldemort-related training until after New Years, so relax and enjoy. Now as I was saying you need to know…" Alexander continued.

“But Axel, I really wanted to start…” Harry interrupted.

"I don’t bloody care what you want; you need to chill. Three more stones and two more Horcruxes and you face Voldemort. There is plenty of time for all that; now is the time to have fun and live life. There are no guarantees in battle, you might die. So fucking shut the hell up and relax," Alexander replied frustrated.

Harry shut up immediately and started to pay attention to the video. Alexander was a good teacher; he could get you to pay attention easily.

"Now where was I, ah yes. I looked at the drawing and there are a few things we need to go over. The way the World Cup is set up is as follows. We will participate in the first round against three other opponents. Victory counts as three points, a tie is one, a loss none. The top two teams in each group move upwards. We then play a round of 16, then the eighths, the quarters, the semis, and then the finals. The three teams we drew for the first round are Australia, Egypt, and Germany," Alexander began to explain.

"Germany! Krum warned us about them," Harry interjected.

"Well he was right to do so, but I will get to that in a minute. Egypt is a pretty easy team to beat. Their strength is in their teamwork, but they have other strengths. Their passing skills are legendary; unfortunately, they lack strength. Still, with the way they fly and play as one, they greatly make up for it," Alexander explained.

On the video, Harry could see what Alexander meant. The team threw incredibly fast and accurate passes; it was almost as if they knew exactly where everyone was. Their shots were weak, but they caught the Keeper out of position a lot with the speed they demonstrated.

"Now Australia is a different story all together; their power is in pure muscle and flying skills. They are all show‑offs, they work fast, and fly free," Alexander explained.

Harry now saw the Australian team on video. Most were standing on their brooms instead of sitting; they had impressive balance, they moved fast, and did many flips and tricks in the sky. Their muscles could be seen through their uniforms, and they were built, even the ladies.

"That is why they are known as sky surfers; they seem like they can surf the wind," Alexander said in reference to their flying skills. "Finally, there is Germany," Alexander continued.

Harry straightened up in his chair and listened attentively.

"Well it is easier to just show you," Alexander said playing the next Video Crystal.

The team looked rigid, not a smile among them. The Beaters looked like body builders, the Chasers weren’t flabby either, the Keeper looked to a mountain, but the Seeker seemed refined; his body was well kept but not overly showy. His blonde hair flowed in the air; his eyes were cold and icy grey. In truth, he reminded Harry of Lucius Malfoy, only much, much colder and more dangerous. The video went on to show them in action. They were definitely not all looks. The whole team was beyond aggressive; they seemed bloodthirsty. They were sneaky as well, they got very few calls, and when they did, they used the diversion to cause an even nastier foul while the referee was looking at the sanctioned player. The Chasers were brutally strong and aggressive in their play. By the end of the game the opponent was annihilated in points and physically.

“They are the most brutal and violent team to ever grace the pitch. But even if they played clean, you would be in for a tough game. Their Beaters boast they can kill a hummingbird with a Bludger in one try. The Chasers have busted rings with the strength of their shots; the Keeper holds the European record for least goals scored upon, and the Captain and Seeker Vald Grindel the Third is on par with Krum. Our first game will be against them,” Alexander explained.

“Your nuts, you want us to face those butcher on the pitch? How do we beat them?” Harry asked.

“That is up to you, Harry, I suggest you inspire your team to practice,” Alexander said with a shrug.

“Practice?!? That is your solution? Has anyone ever beaten them?” Harry asked shocked.

"Two teams have, one was Bulgaria under the leadership of Krum, but that was three years ago. They have gotten stronger now. Back then they lost by only 20 points and Krum caught the Snitch," Alexander replied.

"Just 20 points against people three years older than them who were all National level. We are in trouble," Harry admitted. "Wait, who was the other team?" Harry asked.

"They played them in a friendly game and lost by 200 points. The other team had a 50‑point lead and caught the Snitch. They were completely out classed on the field; they played as dirty as they could. Still it wasn’t enough to stop the Frogs. That team was trained by the best, well rounded in every aspect. The team had no exceptional players; everyone on it is a player that is a Master of Hard Work. They each trained to the bone and got their skills the hard way. They work every point, and defend every attempt. Germany scored only once in the entire match, and to do it they nearly had to kill the other team with fouls," Alexander said with a smile.

"I didn’t know the French were that good," Harry said amazed.

"France has the snail as their mascot. The Poison Dart Frogs are Costa Rica, the team I coached up till last year," Alexander replied smiling.

The video started to play. The team was flawless, what was more; they seemed to have fun when playing. They played tight and almost to perfection, every pass, every interception. If Harry didn’t know better, he could swear they were robots or something. They were strong in ways Harry had never seen. Their speed was incredible, they were all on Firebolts. Thought Harry could see they weren’t modified. The Beaters were accurate and strong. The Chasers were speedy and very creative in their plays. The Keeper danced in front of the rings stopping any shots, the few that even made it that far. The Chasers and Beaters had rock hard defense, they fought for the interception with little regard for their safety, sometimes almost crashing into the ground or the stands. The Seeker seemed fearless in his pursuit of the Snitch. All in all Harry could not find a single flaw in their game.

"How?" is all Harry could ask.

"Practice" Alexander replied simply.

"Got it. So how do we beat them?" Harry said understanding.

"If we don’t loose a game, we meet them in the finals. I say that cause they won’t loose a single game. By the final I hope to have you guys up to a good enough level" Alexander explained as Harry stared at the team on the Video Crystal speechless.

"Do you think we stand a chance against them?" Harry asked.

Yes, if you practice. Now go to bed Harry, tomorrow we begin practicing" Alexander said with a smile and sent Harry on his way.

Harry walked tired and dazed. Had he seen a nightmare, or were those teams he would face real? Only time would tell if they would be ready to face those monsters. Harry walked in the cool November morning air; the sun hadn’t risen yet when he finally made it to bed.

The next morning he awoke bright and early dressed in Quidditch gear lying on the pitch.

"What the bloody hell?" he shouted as he looked around. He realized that he wasn’t the only one. In fact, the entire squad that was going to represent England in the World Cup was now dressed and sleeping on the pitch.

"WAKE UP!" shouted a very loud voice.

Harry looked towards where it came; there stood Alexander with a whistle and clipboard in hand.

"And so it begins," Harry lamented as he shocked his head.

Everyone was startled awake by the scream, they all looked around and realized where they were. There was collective confusion that spread into murmurs.

"Well then, you must all be wondering why and more importantly how you find yourselves now on the pitch in full gear. Well the answer is simple, when you were selected and accepted you entered into a magical contract with me whereby I can make you do anything to get you to practice on time. Welcome to the English National Team training session. I am sure we will all have oodles of fun," Alexander said with a devilish grin.

They all looked at Alexander and then at each other; Harry knew that they all thought the same thing. They were all right, "We are fucked"

"They don’t know how right they are," Harry and Alexander thought together.

The next month progressed uneventfully, with the exception of daily practice at any hour they weren’t studying, eating, or sleeping. Finally, December rolled around and the team was looking dramatically better. They had almost mastered the modified brooms, plus their skills had sharpened in their particular positions. Harry and the Black Marauders had been relatively quiet and had stayed out of trouble. Harry had not practiced since the night he recovered the Horcrux; he was not happy about that. Fortunately Shadow seemed to be a good listener as he would nod and growl when Harry spoke with him. With all the work, Harry and Rose hadn’t spent any time alone. In fact, the entire team was getting tired and their morale was dropping.

“Professor Canem is a slave driver” murmured Ginny as they sat down to dinner after a tough practice.

“That man is gonna kill us I tell you” Ron supplied.

“I mean he made us practice all bloody day in the snow, it had to be considered inhuman treatment” Demelza added.

“I can’t feel my body anymore” Peakes complained.

“Me either, my muscles shut down because of the strain, plus the cold finished the job” Ron indicated as he tried to lift his arms.

Harry was the only one that thought the practice was easy; in reality had he not gone through the Stone quests and his previous training he would have been the same as them.

“So how bout you Captain, what do you think?” Rose asked nicely.

“You guys complain too much, this training is necessary” Harry said seriously.

“Harry are you daft? There is no way we need this much training” Ginny replied shocked.

"I think you guys need to see something," Harry said as it hit him, what he needed to do.

"And what would that be, oh great leader," Ron said sarcastically.

Harry projected his memories of the German team into the team's heads. The looks of fatigue were replaced by those of fear.

"By Merlin, who are those guys?" Coote asked.

"Germany," Ron said gravely understanding immediately what was going on. If there was something he knew, it was Quidditch. The team he saw in Harry’s vision was a team that could easily compete in the adult World Cup. There was no way that the team could beat it.

"Germany? Ron are you telling me we could be playing these monsters," Ginny said with a tinge of fear in their voice.

"No, I think it is more that that," Rose said looking at Harry. He had his back to them and his head down. "What is it Harry? What haven’t you told us?" Rose asked.

Everyone looked at Harry anxiously.

"We are playing them, in the opening game of the World Cup," he said with a look of determination on his face as he turned around. "In the first match of the World Cup, we face them. That is why we need the practice," he concluded with determination.

"You think practice will be enough? Those bastards are blood‑thirsty monsters," Peakes exclaimed.

"Harry, he is right, there is no way we could beat them. How could we?" Ginny asked.

"Practice," Harry said simply.

"Harry, there is no way. They are way too good, I don’t think I have ever seen any team that good. Have they ever lost?" Rose asked.

"Once, Krum and Bulgaria barely beat them by 20 points. That was three years ago, they look a lot stronger now," Ron replied.

"ONCE! It doesn’t matter how hard we practice, if Krum barely beat them three years ago. Now they are even stronger, we don’t stand a chance," Demelza exclaimed.

"Harry, talk to Alexander; there is no way we can beat them. We might as well just lay off the practice a bit. We don’t want to be burned out for the rest of the tournament," Rose suggested.

"Ron is wrong; they have lost twice. They lost to a team this year by a score of 200 points," Harry said seriously.

"Who was that? The adult Irish National Team or something," Peakes said with a mock laugh.

“No, it was a Youth team," Harry replied as he showed them the team in their minds.

"Who are they?" Ginny said with wonder in her voice.

"These guys are beyond good," Rose said with awe.

"How do I not know who these guys are? They are the best team I have ever seen," Ron exclaimed.

“That is Costa Rica, Alexander’s old team," Harry replied.

"Alexander trained these guys? Damn, I wonder where he found all these guys; they must all be natural‑born prodigies," Coote commented.

“No, Alexander said they were the lowest ranking team in all of Costa Rica. He picked them just so that he prove what hard work could do. In 2 years he made them the top ranked team among all the Youth or Adult Teams in Costa Rica. Then he played them against the Costa Rica National Squad and massacred the adults 500 to 0. This is why he trains us this hard; he thinks that if we train hard we can beat Germany and if we keep at it, we might stand a chance against Costa Rica in the final," Harry explained.

Harry looked at each of them.

"Count me in," Rose said with a smile.

“You know I have your back, mate,” Ron replied.

“We are with you, Captain,” Demelza, Coote, and Peakes shouted.

“Let’s crush those krauts,” Ginny joked.

“Good, now let’s get some grub,” Harry said with a laugh and led his team to the Great Hall.

When the meal was done McGonagall stood up and raised her hands to quiet down the crowd. As they did so she began to speak, “Wizards and Witches, it is my pleasure to inform you that by request of the Ministry, we will be having a Yule Tide Ball two days before we leave for the holidays. As is customary with balls, formal dress robes and dresses are required. I expect you all on your best behaviors and absolutely NO NONSENSE,” she concluded looking directly at the Black Marauders. “Well then, that is all.” She finished and sat down. Immediately murmurs began to rise up. The girls were ecstatic; they were already talking about dresses and shoes and hair and other stuff. The boys were less enthused, mostly because of the dancing and the asking someone out.

“Bloody hell, this sucks,” Ron complained.

“Oh shut it, Ron, you and me have girlfriends so we already have dates for the ball,” Neville replied.

“Don’t remind me that you are dating my sister; it is hazardous to your health,” Ron replied. Neville got very quiet. “I meant to say, the dancing and stuff is going to suck.”

“Ronald Weasley, you best not be complaining. I expect you to practice your etiquette and dancing skills,” Hermione said with authority.

“Yes, dear,” Ron replied with resignation. Neville snickered.

“Neville, I expect you will do the same as well. I wouldn’t want to look bad for the ball now would I?” Ginny interjected with a menacing smile on her face.”

"Yes, dear," Neville replied with fear.

"Well then, I think I will go see if I can ask the Patil twins to the ball," Seamus said as he got up.

"Which one?" Ron asked.

"Why complicate things? I'll ask them both," Seamus said with a wink.

Harry saw Hermione, Ron, Ginny, and Neville looking at him and Rose opening their mouths. Harry knew what was coming and he didn’t want his friends to ask before he did. He got up and took Rose’s hand; she was next to him. "Rose, would you do me the honor of going with me to the ball?" he asked with a twinkle in his eye and a smile on his face.

Rose was ecstatic; joy could not describe how she felt. "YES!" she screamed. Harry kissed her hand and was then dragged off by the boys. Something inside of her felt warm, she never experienced a feeling like what she felt then. Her mind tried to control and interpret what her heart felt but failed miserably. Her mind seemed to give out and her heart took over. She jumped up and giggled as Ginny and Hermione dragged her to a girl powwow as they all giggled now and congratulated her.

The next two weeks flew by. The team had continued to train strong. The ball plans were progressing nicely, all the plans being female. The men only needed a date and dress robes. The women on the other hand had asked for special permission to go to Hogsmede for dresses. Minerva was almost too happy to comply since she had an understanding of such things. The women had planned every minute detail from their dates, to their dresses, makeup, hair, and shoes. Everything was set for the ball. Harry and Rose had spent a bit more time together whenever they weren’t busy.

Since Harry had asked her to the ball, Rose had been uncontrollably happy. She had completely forgotten about her duties. Whenever she wasn’t busy with something else, Harry was on her mind. She had made a decision, one that her heart was thoroughly convinced of. The night of the ball would be magical in more ways than one; she was determined to make it so. She wanted it to be a night she would never forget. Despite herself, she also acted girly and looked into every detail of what she wanted the night to be.

Harry on his end could not get enough of Rose. It seemed to him that she was more herself than usual, and for that he was beyond happy. He took every chance he could to go out with her. They would walk around the lake and talk about school and pranks. They would sit together in class. They would pair up if there were team projects. They would search the castle with the Marauders Map. It was on one of these outings that they were on that something happened.

Harry and Rose had just gotten out of Care for Magical Creatures and were walking towards the castle.

“Hey Harry, do you wanna go walk around the lake?” Rose asked.

“Sure, let’s go; we got time.” Harry replied.

They walked together towards the lake.

“So that was an interesting class,” Rose commented, trying to make small talk and cursing the fact that she couldn’t find a more interesting topic to talk about.

“Yeah, I know. I’m glad it was only theoretical, though. I don’t think a live demonstration of dragons would be a wise idea.” Harry replied, cursing internally that he couldn’t just find something better to talk about.

“Oh really? I thought you weren’t scared of dragons. You didn’t seem to be when we went on your broom,” Rose replied.

“Hey, I’m not scarred by dragons; I just think that it would be unwise to take the class there. Not everyone shares my ability to handle them.” Harry commented.

Rose laughed. “Yeah, it takes a brute to handle a brute. No wonder you and Hagrid seem to get along with them. You two and dragons are just as thick‑headed, simple‑minded, and dangerous. Not to mention you aren’t much to look at,” she said jokingly.

Shadow, who was in Harry’s pocket, huffed at the insult and crawled up in an iguana form and jumped onto Rose trying to bite her.

“AHH, what the hell is this thing? Get it off of me?” Rose screamed as Shadow clawed into her hair and refused to let go.

“Shadow, behave yourself. Come on, Shadow, let go of her hair; she was just joking,” Harry tried to calm the dragon down. But between Rose’s flailing and Shadow digging his claws into the hair, Harry could do nothing.

“What is this thing?” Rose kept asking, trying to shake Shadow off.

He is my pet Shadow, and he really doesn’t like it when people talk bad about dragons. They are very majestic and intelligent creatures. “You really should apologize,” Harry said trying to get Rose to follow suit.

“Your bloody mad, stop talking nonsense and help me get this lizard off of me,” Rose yelled.

“Rose you don’t understand,” Harry said grabbing her by the arms and winking. “Dragons are to be respected and cared for. They are very evolved and powerful creatures.”

Rose caught on, “Oh yea, you are right. I really shouldn’t joke like that about dragons. They are so nice and beautiful, they are definitely the smartest creatures around,” Rose said calmly.

Shadow listened and was satisfied he jumped off her hair and started liking Rose’s face.

“Aww, looks like Shadow likes you,” Harry said toyingly.

“He is a cute little thing isn’t he?” Rose said as she stroked the black iguana gently. Shadow growled a bit in appreciation. “Oh you are such a good boy, aren’t you? You cute and smart, not like Harry,” she taunted.

“Hey, I resent that,” Harry protested.

Rose stuck her tongue out and so did Shadow.

“Traitor, Rose give him back so I can deal with him,” Harry said menacingly.

“No, I think I’ll keep him,” Rose replied and Shadow growled his approval.

“I don’t think so, come on Shadow,” Harry said.

“Nope, not gonna happen,” Rose replied and with that she started running away.

“Hey,” Harry exclaimed as he began to chase after her. The chase didn’t take long since Harry could have caught her in the blink of an eye, but he played along and gave her a good run. Then just as he got near, she tripped and he went along with her.

When they opened their eyes Harry and Rose were staring straight into each other. Their faces two inches apart. Harry and Rose couldn’t hold it back anymore, they gave in to their hearts and crushed their faces together into a passionate kiss. Time stopped for them, and everything vanished. Only the two of them remained. Shadow crawled away, protesting a bit. After about 10 minutes they broke apart. “Rose would you be my girlfriend?” Harry asked despite his better judgment.

Rose was stunned, despite her better judgment she replied “Yes”.

Now, despite themselves, they felt a rush of powerful energy go through the both of them. Harry knew it was love; Rose didn’t know what it was. Harry kissed her again and the feeling only grew stronger. Rose didn’t want the moment to end, she let go again. She was herself again, the darkness banished momentarily. Harry knew it wouldn’t last, but he didn’t care. He would wait for eternity for the day that she would be free and they could really be together, he and Rose, the real Rose, the one buried below all the darkness.

Rose was sure now, what little doubt she had about the ball disappeared. All her past, her concerns, her fear, all of it gone. She was left only with resolute determination to make the ball a night free of all other things. It would just be about her and Harry.

Eventually they got up and headed to the Common Room, when they walked through the door all eyes turned to them. Harry saved them the question. “Yes we are together officially” he said and then they were both swarmed by their respective gender friends and whisked away for the details.

Now the day of the ball was upon them, both were excited. Classes had ended the day before. The Headmistress wanted to give them time to properly prepare for the ball; for the men this meant nothing. But for the girls it was a golden opportunity which they thanked the Headmistress immensely for. They woke up early in the morning and began to prepare, an early breakfast followed by fixing nails and trimming hair. Then a thorough shower and a final‑run‑through of the details for the day. Followed by a quick lunch and then they started working on make‑up and hair. Several hours later, every girl was ready for the final touch: the dress. Once dressed, any final details were fixed and then each female was appraised by their group of friends. After that, they were finally ready and all that was left was the entrance into the Common Room where they were to dazzle their dates.

“Ginny, how do I look, be honest?” Hermione asked.

“Hermione for the 20th time, you look great. It doesn’t matter anyway, Ron is so thick that the fact that you aren’t wearing a bra is all he will notice,” Ginny replied.

“True,” Hermione said as she laughed and twirled in her dark‑green gown that only had one strap over her shoulder and fit tightly on her torso then flowed down and outwards. Her hair was wavy and thoroughly controlled at her shoulders.

“So how ’bout me?” Gin‑ ?

It was my mom’s, she nearly cried when she handed it to me. Apparently she danced with my dad in it when they were in Hogwarts. Knocked him dead good it did apparently,” Ginny replied and then shuddered at the thought.

“Well, at least it is better than the dresses the Patil twins are using. Seems like they both accepted to go with Seamus and they decided to use identical dresses to try and see if he could tell the difference. The caveat being that both the dresses are a bit…liberal,” Hermione commented.

“Liberal! Is that what we call those things? Those girls are six veils short of being able to do the dance of the Seven Veils. They are wearing a cloth wrapped around them, and a sheer one at that. Thankfully they had the decency to wear underwear.” Ginny added.

“Too bad you don’t share that sense of decency,” Hermione said with a chuckle.

“Hey, that is a secret! Don’t mention that to Neville; he might actually faint. Besides this dress is large enough that no one will notice that I’m winging it al naturale.” Ginny said with a wink.

“Yea, keep telling yourself that, you might believe it,” Hermione said with a chuckle.

“Anyways we are still short one female Marauder. Rose hurry the bloody hell up!” Ginny ordered towards the bathroom.

“Give me a sec; I need to finish putting on this dress. This thing is ruddy complicated.” Rose replied through the door.

“Oh shush, stop the excuses and admit that you’re taking this long because you want to be perfect for Harry. Rose in is looooooove,” Hermione taunted.

“Awwwwwww, how cute.” Ginny added.

"That is so not it, I will have you know that this…" Rose said as she busted through the door and then stopped as she saw the look of awe on her friends’ faces.

"What? Is the makeup wrong, does the dress look horrible, do I look fat? What is wrong; tell me" Rose blurted nervously with fear reflected on her face.

“No nothing is wrong” Hermione managed to say as she snapped out of it. Then looking over at Ginny she elbowed her.

“Wow, you look perfect” Ginny blurted.

“Where did you get that dress? That looks like a designer dress, it must have cost you a fortune" Hermione said as she looked Rose over.

“Thanks, but I made the dress myself” Rose replied as she twirled around. The dress was jet black with sparkles that looked like stars in the night ingrained in the near sheer fabric with black lacework on the top. The back of it plunged all the way to her lower back, barely above her buttocks. The front hugged her body snuggly as if by magic, it was fastened to her neck by a necklace of black pearls. A diamond of skin showed her bellybutton in the middle of the dress. Then the bottom fit tight around her hips and legs. It had a slit over the right leg that went from just below the hip to her foot were strap high heals adorned her foot with black paint on all her nails.

The ?…

“Na, I only make em for myself…and my friends of course,” Rose replied looking at Ginny who was still awestruck.

“Well, I think we should retouch your makeup and hair a bit just to make sure you look perfect,” Hermione suggested.

“No thank you, I have had enough of that for a day; you two have had me on this girly stuff for way too many hours. I am done, let’s get down there,” Rose replied.

“Rose is right, let’s go knock ‘em dead,” Ginny said excitedly.

The men were a very different story; they had spent the day playing Quidditch and relaxing. Now two hours before the ball they showered quickly, shaved, and got dressed. They combed their hair and then sat down to wait for the girls down in the Common Room. Harry was wearing a black and green dress robe that complemented his eyes. Ron was wearing one in red bought by the twins for him. Neville was in grey and Seamus was in blue.

“These ruddy things are a bit hot,” Ron complained.

“Oh, shut it; at least they are better than the ones you had for the Tri‑Wizard Cup,” Harry replied.

”True, those were damn right frightening,” Ron replied and then shuddered.

“Well I, for one, am ready to take out both my dates on the floor and do some dirty dancing,” Seamus said with a grin.

“Yea, I am sure Padma and Pavarti are going to be thrilled with the idea of detention with McGonagall. Besides, I doubt that the music is going to be modern; it will probably be some classical ball music,” Neville suggested.

“I wouldn’t worry about that, Neville; Ginny will make any music indecent when she gets in the dancing mood,” Harry said with a reminiscent smile.

"Could we refrain from mentioning my sister’s indecent dancing skills," Ron exclaimed.

"Oh, like Hermione is any better if she gets in the mood? Remember Halloween?" Neville replied with a smile.

"Neville has a point there, Ron," Seamus agreed.

"Whatever," Ron said, blushing.

"Anyways I hope those girls hurry up," Harry said as he got up and readjusted his cape. His body was tight in the robes. His muscles showed tightly against it. He was more than a bit uncomfortable and was afraid of wrecking it considering how snug it was.

"Which girls would you be referring to?" Padma and Pavarti asked as they walked in, in sheer black clothes that wrapped around them showing the ornate underwear beneath.

"Gin, Rose, and Mione," Harry replied.

"You girls are looking hot," Neville said confidently. Ginny had been a very good influence on his self‑esteem.

"Really what do you think, Seamus?" One of the two asked, testing him.

"Well, Pavarti, I think you, me, and your sister will be having a lot of fun at the party…and afterwards," Seamus said with a grin.

"Indeed we shall," Padma said with a wicked grin, satisfied with Seamus’s answer.

The twins each grabbed one of Seamus’s hands and led him out, walking tightly close to him and kissing his neck as they talked.

"Thanks for the tip off, Harry," Seamus thought.

"No worries, Seamus, anytime," Harry replied telepathically.

"Well then, now where are those girlfriends of ours?" Neville asked out loud.

"So we are your property now, are we?" replied Ginny as she came down the stairs with Hermione in tow.

"Wow," Harry blurted as both Ron and Neville were speechless. "Dumbasses, close your mouths and compliment the ladies," Harry thought telepathically at them.

"You look gorgeous Hermione," Ron blurted out with an uneven voice, immediately noticing the lack of a bra on his girlfriend.

"Why thank you Ronald, you look dashing as well," Hermione replied.

"Ginny, you look scorching gorgeous," Neville said with confidence.

"Thanks hot stuff, you don’t look bad yourself," Ginny replied as she went up and kissed her boyfriend.

“So where is Rose?" Harry asked.

"Right here, had to redo my lipstick after those two drove me bonkers about it," Rose replied walking down the stairs.

Harry and Rose locked eyes; both their hearts stopped. They forgot to breathe, they were in awe of each other. Rose kept walking, Harry walked towards her as well with his hand outstretched to receive hers. They met and Harry helped her down the last few steps. He then bowed and kissed her hand.

"Good evening my lady, you take my breath away," Harry murmured to Rose.

“And you take mine, fine sir," Rose replied in kind.

Harry kissed her hello, and the kiss marked the tone of the night—hot and passionate, long and deep.

“Hey Rose, what do you say to that? Rose, I just said that if you didn’t have such poor taste in colors…" Ginny started.

“Ginny, I don’t think they notice us anymore," Hermione suggested.

“Oh, yea I think you are right. Maybe we should head out; this might take a while," Ginny replied.

“Yea, those two lovebirds could take a while at this rate," Neville added.

“Let’s head out, see you down there Harry," Ron said out loud. Harry didn’t notice. They all headed down leaving the Harry and Rose alone."

A few minutes later, they both dreamily headed down to the ball. They entered the Great Hall and saw it covered in white snow. Their where giant snowflakes everywhere. The music was classic and set a very good atmosphere for classical dancing, but it seemed that not many were interested in dancing to such old music. There was one table filled with food and another for drinks. Harry and Rose headed towards where they saw their friends.

“Hey you guys, why didn’t you wait for us?” Harry asked.

“We would have been as late as you two were” Hermione replied.

“Yea, though you two looked cute, you did take your bloody time getting down here. You sure you didn’t make any stops along the way?” Seamus suggested with a wicked grin.

“No” both Harry and Rose replied blushing, Rose especially.

“Anyways this music is such a bore” Ginny commented.

“Yea, can’t believe mom and dad used to dance to this stuff” Ron added.

“Really Ronald, that is so crass, but you are sort of right, this is a bit dull” Hermione replied.

“Leave it to two Weasels and a Mudblood to not appreciate refined music” Malfoy interjected as he walked towards them accompanied by Pansy. Two of his teammates were with him together with Bullstrode and a skinny, ugly girl named Gertrude.

“Sod off Malfoy, no one invited you” Harry replied.

“Or you retarded opinion” added Rose.

“Why Rose, you look stunning this evening. Too bad your choice in company has declined” Draco drawled. Pansy instantly acted affronted and looked at Rose with poisonous …

Well, like I said, your opinions aren’t welcome, and frankly your taste is terrible. I would say it’s as bad as mine was when I was with you. You two deserve each other,” Rose said with venom in her voice.

“Now, Rose…” Malfoy began angrily but was distracted as the music stopped and the murmurs ceased.

Everyone was looking towards the doors of the Great Hall. There stood Alexander Canem in an impressive outfit. He had on upper body black armor; on each of his right shoulder was a black dragon head that was as tall as his head, and on the left a shield as large with his family crest on it: a setting sun on the horizon. His pants were black dress slacks. On his belt lay a large sword in a sheath.

“What is he wearing?” Ginny asked out loud.

“High Wizard armor,” Malfoy and Hermione said at the same time in amazement.

Malfoy regained his composure quickly. “I am surprised a Mud Blood like you knows about it, then again you were always a know‑it‑all,” he drawled.

Hermione rolled her eyes and ignored him. “Shut it, Malfoy.”

Alexander walked towards them and got there in a few seconds as the crowd parted and gave way to him. He was intimidating and regal in the armor. It was designed to denote class and strength.

“Well, Mudblood, you should bow and pay homage to a wizard that is as pure as Professor Canem. You aren’t fit to lick the boots he has on,” Malfoy retorted.

“Now, Malfoy, I won’t have you insulting a lady in my presence. It denotes very poor manners,” Alexander said as he came upon them.

“Thank you, Professor, may I say your armor is most impressive. I didn’t know they still existed,” Hermione commented.

"Could someone explain to me what that armor means," Ron replied.

"Ha, of course a weasel like you would know nothing about it. A High Wizard Armor is worn by wizard nobility. It is a magical armor used for formal events that can only be worn by those that are descendents of the particular blood line it belongs to. It denotes by the size of the guards on the arm just how pure and elite your blood is. In other words the bigger it is, the nobler your ancestors and the purer your blood," Malfoy replied arrogantly. "My family probably had many in its day. We are after all very old and refined blood, unlike some," he added looking at Harry and the Marauders.

"You are wrong Draco, you only have half of it right. I know for a fact that the armor had little to do with the purity of your blood. It does denote nobility in the magical world. Ancient royalty, dukes, barons, and knights wore them, it is also true that they can only be worn by those that are descendents of the bloodline. But that is about as far as I can tell is true, not much is found about them in the books. They are very old magic going back to before medieval times and very rare to find," Hermione replied.

"Silence Mudblood, do not presume to know more than me on matters of nobility and class. Your parents are after all Muggles, and there is no way you would know what a pureblood would know," Malfoy retorted.

Hermione was about to speak when Alexander stopped her and spoke. “Mr. Malfoy I am afraid this time I will have to deduct points for such rude and ghastly language. Such behavior is beyond ungentlemanly. 60 points from Slytherin. Ms. Granger is correct, this armor has little to do with the purity of blood, at least not in the way you describe it at least. High Wizard Armor is indeed rare, it was given to only those that achieved noble standing in the age of Wizard Monarchy. But it could be given from one wizard to another if said wizard complied with one of the two requirements needed to bear it. Each shoulder represents one of the requirements. On the left is the shield of my family, representing that you descend from nobility. On the right stands my battle mascot, in this case a dragon, this is the mark of greatness. Nobility and/or greatness are the two requirements necessary for bearing this armor. Now greatness can be achieved through many paths, important academic discoveries, mastery of great power, or through combat all in the name of what is good and just. Greatness can never be achieved through villainy or evil, only through truth and righteousness. The larger it is the greater the wizard that bears it. That mark can never be inherited, each wizard is unique in his mascot and degree of greatness. You must be a very exceptional wizard to have a mark of greatness in this armor. Now the mark of nobility is where most people get confused. Nobility, many believe, is pure blood and having ancestors with titles. This is incorrect, yes titles are important, but actions are more. Even the lowest knight, can make his mark of nobility grow.

You see the mark of greatness can, through the generations, make the mark of nobility grow and shrink due to how one’s ancestors and one’s own marks of greatness grow or shrink. In my case my actions and those of my ancestors have endowed me with full fledged marks of Greatness and Nobility. Now two of you indeed also meet the requirements for High Wizard Armor, and I think tonight as an early Christmas gift, I will give them to you” Alexander summarized with a smile.

“You are joking right? Where are you going to get the armors from? I thought they were hard to come by,” Harry replied.

“Yes and no, you see if you deserve or are entitled to a High Wizard Armor. You can gain one very easily. Just touch another armor like mine for example, and say this spell: “By light and shadow, day and night, armor of the hallow, give me my right.” That will cause one to appear on your body, and by the looks of it Harry, you need one badly,” Alexander joked.

“What do you mean one of them is mine?” Harry said amazed.

“It isn’t surprising, despite your father’s bad taste in women and the obvious brain deficiency that runs in your genes, the Potters are a very noble family. One could say almost as noble as mine,” Draco said cockily. “Well then, let’s get this show on the road.” Draco touched Axel’s armor and said the words. Immediately the armor glowed red and then Draco was thrown straight into a wall.

By now everyone, including the teachers, were watching attentively.

“What could have possibly made you think your family deserves an armor? Your ancestors have all been snakes; what you have has been gotten through ill‑means. Your family neither has nobility or greatness of any sort in it. I said only two can bear an armor here, there are two others, but they are ladies and the armor would look bad on them, so they will have to wait for a better time,” Alexander explained.

“So if I am not one of the two, who is the other guy?” Malfoy asked as he got off the floor. “I doubt there are any others here as noble as I.”

"Like I said, your family is neither noble nor great. Had you even been close to either of them, and you would have just been stung by my armor, the drasticness of its reaction denotes a great lack of both," Alexander explained, and many chuckled in agreement. Draco looked pissed. "The other is Mr. Weasley, along with his sister, of course." 

"You mean me? My family is Great?" Ron asked in surprise.

"The Weasels, you are kidding right?" Draco chuckled.

"Touch my armor and say the words, both of you," Alexander requested.

Harry and Ron did so and said the words. Immediately they were surrounded in dark mist and a whirlwind revolved around them. When the air died down they looked at each other.

Ron had on silver armor; on the left was a shield that was smaller than Alexander’s but still noticeably large with a Weasel on the front. On the right was a dog’s head that was about the size of a regular coconut.

"The house of Weasley is extremely old and noble. Your ancestor was a hard‑working knight who earned his title and fortune through the defense of the weak. He was rewarded with his title and property because of the greatness he showed. Through the generations the Weasleys have always shown greatness of heart and have always fought for good. That is why the mark of nobility in your family has grown. Your mark of greatness still has room to grow, but one can hardly expect that much from a schoolboy. Though Harry does help things a bit," Alexander jested.

Harry, on the other hand, had golden armor with a shield almost as large as Canem’s on his left and a lion’s head bigger than his own on his right.

“As for Harry, the Potter’s are as old and noble as the Weasley’s. Even more so, they were always noble, but they also were very great. Through every generation the Potter’s have excelled at whatever they set their minds to. Like them your mark of Greatness is large, but you are young to bear such a heavy burden as that mark. Most of your ancestors were twice your age by the time they had a mark that large. It is a mark of how strong and how hard you have worked Harry. Wear it proudly, now enough with that head out and have some fun. I am here to get this party rocking” Alexander explained.

“And how are you gonna do that?” Harry asked with a grin.

“I will answer that, Professor Canem thought it best if he handled the music for the night” McGonagall replied.

“Yep, time for me to play” Alexander said as he began to walk away.

“Wait you said there were four, Ginny is three. Who is number four?” Harry asked.

“Rose, she is a descendent of nobility through Slytherin” Alexander replied.

“Oh” said Rose lowering her head at the mention of her father’s birthright.

“But the true origin of her armor is her mother. Her ancestors were also noble, and much, much greater. The nobility and greatness of Slytherin rapidly declined since Salazar turned to evil, by now his armor would be almost non-existent” Alexander added before going on stage.

Rose smiled, “Guess mom wasn’t so bad after all” she thought.

“No Rose, your mother was great, as are you. One day you will know that” Alexander thought to himself as he magicked the instruments on the stage. He picked up a guitar and started to play.

Axel rocked hard and pumped out good song after good song. Rock, pop, alternative or whatever. He played all night long, and everyone enjoyed themselves and danced happily. By the end though he had slowed down and was playing much more romantic songs and ballads. Harry and Rose were dancing very closely along with other couples. The single girls looked at all of them dreamily, wishing they had boyfriends as well.

The night grew late and many went to bed. Slowly the room emptied, leaving fewer and fewer wizards. Eventually even the teachers started retiring for the night. It was at this time that Alexander brought out a violin and began to play very modern romantic music accompanied by other orchestra instruments like a piano, flutes, and cellos. The dozen couples that were left danced happily to the songs, snuggling even closer. Finally, it was about 3 in the morning when only the Black Marauders and Alexander were left. Seamus had long since left with the Patils since they had other activities in mind. Ginny and Neville were the first of the three couples to leave. They quietly exited and headed to Neville’s bed for some privacy. Ron and Hermione left half an hour later, leaving quietly as well, only they did so to go to sleep. Only Harry and Rose remained. Rose was pressed against his chest, her arms wrapped around him, his arms hugging her. Their eyes locked on each other; every once in a while they broke for a kiss. Alexander saved the best songs for them and began to sing. The songs he sang were old words, words that were made by lovers, both happy and sad. Songs of true love stories and tragedies, songs that touched the soul. In those precious minutes, Harry forgot all about Rose’s troubles, and Rose was free, free from the darkness that affected her. They felt all the love they had deep in their hearts for each other, unrestrained. Tears formed in their eyes and smiles on their faces. The emotions flooding them drowned them; it was indescribable. Rose knew that she was right to pick tonight, and she knew that Harry was the one.

"This is the last song, one made just for you two," Alexander said and then began to play a melancholy tune. A song of true lovers, torn by forces beyond their control, two lovers destined for each other, but torn apart by a war they had no business in. Unwilling pawns in a game older than time and greater than they could fathom. The song ended in hope, that one day, that fates would leave them to their destiny and they would be together.

The song ended, and the tears dried. The lights faded, and they walked away towards the Common Room, in each other's arms. It was then that Rose made a turn in the wrong direction.

"Where are we going love?" asked Harry.

"To do something that I have waited my whole life for," Rose replied with a sad smile. Something in her knew that tonight was special, and that tomorrow reality would crash her dream and the darkness would return. Harry would be her enemy once again.

Harry said nothing and let her lead him forward; he soon recognized where they were. She led them back and forth in front of a wall three times and then a door appeared. It was the Room of Requirements. When the door opened there was a black bed with black satin sheets on it. The room was lit by dozens of candles floating in the air. Romantic and soft music filled the air.

Harry knew what was happening; he didn’t even need to read her mind. "Rose, are you sure you want this? You don’t have to," Harry said.

"Yes, I want to and yes, I need to," Rose said as she kissed him softly and after a while started to try to remove the armor he had on. Harry smiled and helped her take it off. Then she started fumbling with his buttons and his belt, her inexperience showing. Harry knew it was her first time.

"Slowly love, I am not leaving you," Harry said and meant it. He would never leave her if he could; he would be with her from then until forever.

Rose calmed down and Harry helped her through the motions. Soon his shirt was open revealing his strong muscular chest, and he had stepped out of his pants leaving him in black boxers; he took off his socks with his feet. Then he moved his kiss gently down her neck and kissed her naked shoulders. She shuddered under his tender kiss, electricity shooting through her nerves.

"Are you sure?" Harry whispered sexily. His voice drove her mad. "Any further and I don’t think I will be able to stop myself," Harry added.

Rose looked at his eyes; they were filled with love and tenderness. "Love, I have never been so sure of anything in my life, you are mine and I am yours," she replied as a tear of joy rolled down her cheek.

Harry nodded and pulled something off his neck. There next to his half of the heart pendant was the other half. Ginny had given it to him, "It was my gift to you; it is only fair that it stays with you and the person who owns your heart," she had said.

Harry knew that it now and forevermore belong to Rose Riddle, the daughter of his enemy, the owner of his heart. If there was something that was true to wizards it was love, there was only one person meant for each, and when that person was found, the bond was eternal. Their marriages bound the two lives together, that is how strong love between wizards was, that they could commit their very lives to the promise of always loving and protecting the other person, through good and bad, through life until death. An oath that could only be broken by death, and the penalty for breaking it was death itself. But Harry knew that she was his and he was hers, so such concerns were useless. He just hoped that they could be together forever, just like their hearts would be.

He placed the locket on her, and immediately they both felt complete. Like the two halves of the locket, together their love was absolute and all encompassing. There was more than lust, and something greater than love. It was complete joy, ecstasy, and passion rolled into one true and pure love. Harry put the two halves together and locked the spell. Then kissed her as she opened her necklace with one hand and immediately the magic that held the top of her dress came undone. She took a step back and let the dress fall on the ground.

Harry looked at her gorgeous naked body; he felt complete, he felt like he was in heaven seeing an angel that beckoned to him. She extended her hand, it trembled. His heart ached and he loved her more if that was even possible. Seeing her scared and vulnerable, yet so trusting. A trust that she only extended to him. Harry took her hand and steadied her, holding her trembling body against his. He gave her strength. They fell on the bed softly as they kissed. The last articles of clothing soon removed. Harry held her in his arms and held her close while he kissed her. Rose ran her hands on Harry’s naked body caressing the muscles that he had earned through hard training.

Harry kissed her body softly, it arched under the pleasure, becoming for more. “I love you” Harry said as he looked her in the eyes.

“I know” Rose replied as she saw the truth in his words. “And I you” she added.

“I will be gentle, but this will hurt” Harry said feeling guilt in his heart at the thought of …

Harry entered her gently; Rose tried hard to fight back the pain, but she could not hide it from Harry. He knew it was too late to stop, so he pushed on and soon it was over. They were one, like the two pieces of their locket. Harry started slow. Rose fought the discomfort as it grew softer and less painful. Soon she started to feel better; the feeling intensified and grew pleasurable. She started to move along with him, their bodies began to synchronize into a rhythm. The passion overtook them and instinct kicked in; their bodies moved almost by themselves as their minds grew overwhelmed with the passion that irradiated and multiplied exponentially between them. Hours became seconds, seconds became eternities. Time lost meaning, and it all grew in crescendo like a beautiful symphony until their bodies reached a point where it all overwhelmed them and their minds gave out as their bodies reached the climax. And then they fell unconscious together in each other's arms. Tears of bliss in their eyes and smiles that should never fade, but would as both knew that tomorrow awaited them. But for one night, until the morning came, they were content; everything was perfect, the world was right, because the two halves had found each other and were one again.
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The next morning everyone started to get ready tomorrow they would all head home for the holidays. Everyone seemed a bit down since they were going to miss their school and most of all their friends.

“Man, can’t believe what a bloody good night that was” Ron said cheerily as he awoke.

“Ron, stop cursing, it is very bad manners” Hermione said as he naked body came up from under the sheets.

“Then you were extremely rude last night, half the words that came out of your mouth no even Fred and George would say” Ron replied with a smug grin.

“Ron!” Hermione shouted as she blushed, smacked him in the arm and hid under the sheets.

Elsewhere, Ginny awoke next to Neville who was fast asleep. “Bloody hell you still sleeping Neville?” she shouted as she tried to wake him.

Neville groaned and kept sleeping.

“Looks like I wore you out, now I know how Harry felt. This is bloody annoying, I’m randy and my boyfriend is in lala land. And we leave tomorrow; I want to get my freak on while I have the chance.” Ginny said with a sigh as she kept trying to wake her boyfriend.

“This sucks, I am so going to miss all my friends here. I wonder what they will all do for the holidays” Seamus pondered out loud.

“Seamus, get back in here” Padma purred.

Yea, we still have energy left, give us an early Christmas present,” Pavarti added.

“Not now girls, I am feeling nostalgic and you’re killing the moment,” Seamus said as he continued his pondering.

“Can’t believe only half a year is left. After that we are all going our separate ways,” Ron commented to Hermione who had calmed down.

“Well it is only natural, I personally can’t wait for the NEWTs,” Hermione replied.

“All you think about is studying; don’t you realize that the end of our Hogwarts adventures is almost here?” replied Ron in the tone that Hermione usually used on him when he was being thick.

“Ginny, why don’t you just let me sleep? I don’t want to leave. Maybe if I stay asleep I will be able to stay in school,” Neville whined as Ginny kept shooting sparks from her wand at him.

“Oh quit your whining; you will see your friends again when the holidays are over,” Ginny replied annoyed.

“But what if we never come back from the holidays? Voldemort could kill one of us in one of his attacks. We might never see each other again. The Black Marauders won’t be the same if one of us dies,” Neville replied sadly.

“No one is dying, you thick‑headed prat; don’t even joke about that. We will have a peaceful set of holidays and then come back refreshed and ready to keep going with our pranks,” Ginny said harshly, trying not to even think about the fear in her own heart.

“I can’t stand this,” Ron said as he removed the covers.

“What are you doing?” Hermione asked.

“I have to go,” Seamus said jumping out of bed and dressing.

“Go where?” asked Padma.

“To do what?” asked Pavarti.

“I need to see them,” Neville said as he opened the door.

“See who?” asked Ginny as she followed him.

Ron, Seamus, and Neville all dashed out of the rooms they were in with Hermione, Ginny, and the Patils in tow.

Ron reached the bottom of the boys’ stairs; he stood in the Gryffindor Common Room and stared across the room where Neville now stood next to the girls' stairs. Both of them only in their boxers.

“Ron, could you tell me what the hell you are doing?” Hermione shouted.

Neville moved around the room to the right by the fireplace and looked at Ron intently.

“Neville, get your ass back to bed,” Ginny said as she emerged from the stairs.

Moments later Seamus came down the girls' stairs as well wearing only his boxers and looked from Ron to Neville. All three began to stare at each other.

“What the bloody hell are you doing?” asked Padma.

“This is nutters,” Pavarti added.

All the girls were in nightgowns and when they saw each other they met in a corner of the room.

“What the hell are those morons doing?” Hermione asked.

“I don’t have a stinking clue,” Pavarti replied.

“I think they finally went insane,” Ginny added.

“Wouldn’t be surprised,” finished Padma.

The three boys stood staring between each other. Then they all said in unison, “You!”

They all nodded and smiled and tears came to their eyes. Then they ran at each other and all three hugged in the middle of the room.

“I am going to miss you,” all three cried, then they laughed realizing all three were thinking the same thing. They hugged tighter and laughed together.

“Their gay,” Hermione said immediately.

“Their idiots,” Pavarti added.

“They are gay idiots,” Ginny supplied.

“We are their girlfriends,” Padma added.

"Our boyfriends are gay," all of them cried and then hugged trying to comfort each other.

Just then Harry and Rose came in through the portrait hole and were taken aback by the scene. There stood all their male friends in their boxers, hugging, crying, and laughing. And all their female friends in their nightgowns, hugging and crying.

"You put something in their drinks, didn’t you?" Rose said in awe.

"No, did you?" Harry asked.

"No, that means…" Rose added.

"OUR FRIENDS ARE GAY," both shouted in unison.

"That can’t be," Rose replied.

"Then why the hell do I feel I am standing in the Rainbow Alliance Gay Pride Parade," Harry responded.

"Hey the boys are dating the girls, so they can’t be gay," Rose reasoned.

"Then they have to be bisexual," Harry concluded.

"Yea, that has to be it, our friends bat on both sides of the plate," Rose replied.

"You know in a way this is sorta kinky," Harry said with a devilishly smile on his face.

"Sorta kinky? This is way sicker than sorta kinky," Rose replied looking at Harry. Then after seeing his face added, "Harry Potter don’t you dare say it."

Harry just smiled more, "Maybe we should join in, maybe we can have an orgy," he said with a laugh.

"You are a sick sick boy. And no we will not have part in an orgy," Rose replied.

"Oh, but I am your sick sick boy, and I really wanna join in. It sounds like fun," Harry added.

"What could you possibly find interesting in an orgy?" Rose asked.

"Besides the hot lesbian action? It’s a sex festival," Harry replied.

"Eww gross," Rose answered.

"You girls find everything gross," Harry added.

"So what do you think about getting in between all those guys?" Rose said with a grin.

"Gays, eww, gross," Harry answered.

"Ha, see, you find them gross as well," Rose replied.

"Yea but only guys on guys," Harry added.

"Enough of that, despite this scene I doubt our friends are gay," Rose answered, trying to end the madness.

"Yea, I suppose you are right. Maybe we should go ask them what is up?" Harry suggested.

"Good idea, let’s," Rose agreed.

“But this orgy conversation is so not over," Harry added for good measure.

"Whatever," Rose said, rolling her eyes.

A few minutes later, the guys finally explained themselves. Harry and Rose were rolling on the floor laughing.

"I mean you guys," Harry said as he rolled on the ground.

"And you girls," Rose screamed, trying to hold back the laughs.

Suddenly the Black Marauders were more red than black.

"Shut up, Harry," Ron said, blushing.

"You too, Rose," Ginny added.

Harry and Rose just kept on laughing harder. Soon though the Marauders cracked a smile and that was soon followed by a torrent of laughter. Finally all the laughs died down.

"You do realize all you blokes are idiots, right?" Harry asked.

"Oh shut it, Harry. We are all just scared that we won’t all be alive when we see each other again," Ron said, breaking the jovial mood.

Rose felt a pang of guilt surge through her chest; they were probably right to be afraid. Her father was capable of anything.

"Harry, maybe they do have a point," Rose said, worried now.

Harry smirked, "Naa, there are several holes in your logic."

"Like what?" Hermione asked, which shocked most of them since she rarely didn’t know something.

"Well, for starters I know for a fact that all of you will be alive when school starts up again," Harry replied.

"And how pray‑tell do you know that, oh wise all‑knowing Potter? Picked up Occlumency as a class?" Hermione said annoyed.

"No, just that the other hole in your theory kinda negates the possibility of you dying," Harry explained.

"And what would that hole be?" Ron asked.

"Well that you won’t see each other till school starts up again," Harry said with a smirk.

"What the hell are you talking about, Snuffles?" Seamus asked.

"Well you see I wrote all your parents," Harry began and then turned to Rose, "Well not yours of course…Wait I did write him but that is another story. Anyways I asked them all if it would be ok for you to spend the holidays at Potter Mansion with me, Professor Canem, and a few select other Order members. They totally agreed after I explained that my house has just been reinforced with more protection spells than every magic school in the world put together. Axel went overboard and used spells so old and powerful that even air has a hard time getting in and out," Harry said with a smile.

"Are you serious, Harry?" Ron said as he looked him straight in the eye.

"Completely, if someone even tries to break through they would be shrunken, blown up, burned, flagellated, drowned, electrocuted, skewered, hung, poisoned, disemboweled, turned inside out, decapitated, petrified, suffocated, and a few other things too gruesome to mention. Like I said Axel went overboard," Harry replied smugly.

"Not about that you idiot. About our folks letting us come with you," Ron replied.

"Completely, Marauder’s honor," Harry said with a smirk as he put his hand on his chest and raised the other as if swearing."

"You my dear Potter have no honor," Rose said with a grin, feeling strangely happy that her father would be foiled and strangely wishing that Snape and Pettigrew were the morons that would test the protection spells.

Harry smirked as he read her mind. He would love it as well if those two tried them out.

"Anyway, you best be ready when it’s time to go since Canem and I won’t wait long and only one of us can get you through the wards," Harry explained as he was jumped from all sides and hugged by his friends.

Time passed quickly and the morning came. They were all ready; standing in the fog were the Black Marauders and Professor Canem.

"You guys all set?" Axel asked.

"Yep, let’s go," Harry replied.

Alexander waved his hand and said the words, "Mischievous Portus, Potter Mansion." Immediately a large golden door appeared. On it was the name Potter; under it were all the Black Marauders in their animal form, then a triangle surrounded them and on the outside were a were‑wolf, a dog, and a stag to symbolize the old Marauders. Harry stepped forward and bit into his finger then spread the blood down the middle of the door. Then he said, "Blood for blood, blow for blow, let forth the Marauder’s wrath. From all enemies we are warded, only those invited by blood can enter. Open now, your master beckons." The door split open and a white‑light envelops them.

The ?…

"Dobby, we are home," Harry said out loud. Immediately the house elf appeared in front of everyone.

"Yes, Master Harry Potter, what can Dobby do for you?" Dobby asked.

"Well, Dobby, could you take all our luggage to each of our rooms?" Harry asked.

"Immediately, Harry sir," Dobby said as he snapped his fingers and disappeared along with their bags.

"Harry," Hermione said in an obviously irritated tone.

"Mione, relax, he has a vault where his money gets sent every week; by the way, I pay him twice what the teachers at Hogwarts make," Harry replied.

“Oh, well, in that case, uhm, sorry," Hermione said, blushing, holding back the urge to say that was way too much. As far as she was concerned no one should make more than Hogwarts teachers.

Harry gave them a tour around the house, which took most of the day. Each of them had a private room that was huge. Though they all knew that in the end the only ones that would be sleeping alone would be Seamus and Axel. Though they had their doubts about Axel, no one had ever seen him sleep.

That night they were treated to a feast that put Hogwarts to shame.

"Harry, this is the best food I have ever tasted," Ron said between mouthfuls of meat and potatoes.

Hermione held back her urge to puke. "Yea, Harry, I hope you didn’t make poor Dobby cook all of this."

"Poor, are you high, Hermione? He makes more in a week than my dad makes in a year," Ginny said somewhat offended.

"Now Ginevra Weasley, that is no talk for the table," said a very familiar voice that came from the kitchen.

Ginny cringed at her full name; only one person called her Ginevra. "Sorry mum."

Molly Weasley came out of the kitchen looking very relaxed. “Well you better be missy. Hi Harry dear, and all of you, how are you enjoying the dinner?” she asked.

“Mom did you cook all this?” Ron asked shocked.

“Well yes, and no. See the Potters had these life‑size wooden marionettes that will move to a wizard’s desire. So all I had to do was sit in a chair and think and they would do the work for me. So it was all relatively easy. Now if you excuse me, I need to take some of this food over to the New Burrow so as to feed your father and brothers,” Molly said as she stepped into the fireplace and disappeared followed by a line of food that floated in the air behind her.

“This food is awesome, your parents sure had some cool stuff” Seamus commented.

“Well I sort of saved the best for last,” Harry said with a smile.

“No,” Ron commented with a smile of disbelief.

“It couldn’t be?” Neville added.

“This are the Potter’s we are talking about, it is possible,” Ginny joining in to the excitement.

“A Quidditch field?” Ron asked in disbelief.

“Correction, a fully illuminated, championship‑size Quidditch field.” Harry finalized with smirk.

Soon they were all on the pitch playing and having fun. Only Hermione refused to fly since she was scared of heights.

Then night drifted on and soon they were all in their pajamas sitting in Harry’s room with his magic headboard roaring. He had his bed moved from the House of Black since he wanted to live in the House of Potter and leave the Order to their business. In the end only he and Axel knew that the battle had moved past their reach, it was down to him and Voldemort.

So what shall we do? Ginny asked.

What do you mean? Ron replied.

Well, what shall we do to entertain ourselves? Ginny replied and then Neville got a weird look on his face. No, you perv, we can do "THAT" later, Ginny replied to her drooling boyfriend.

Why don’t we tell ghost stories? Hermione suggested.

Why would we do something that dull? Seamus replied.

What ghost stories are…oh yea ghosts are normal. See for muggles, we tell ghost stories to scare each other, guess it looses its appeal when you’re a wizard, Hermione reasoned.

Let’s play Truth or Dare, Harry suggested with a wicked grin.

Suddenly everyone was smiling as well, eyes filled with malicious mischief looked from one to the other.

Sure. They all said in unison.

Ok, I start. Rose said and looked over to Seamus.

Seamus…Truth or Dare? Rose asked.

Dare. Seamus replied proudly.

I dare you to eat slug. Rose said as he cursed one into his mouth.

Seamus stared wide-eyed and was about to spit it out, when Harry covered his mouth. You said dare, now follow through.

Seamus closed his eyes and bit into the slug as fast as he could and then swallowed.

Potter you are going down for that. Seamus said with a glint of anger in his eye.

Whatever, your turn. Harry replied.

So Potter, Truth or Dare? Seamus asked.

Dare, I like to live dangerously. Harry replied coolly.

I dare you to snog Ron. Seamus replied with a smile.

Are you bloody kidding me? Ron said wide-eyed.

A dare is a dare, you got to follow through Potter. Seamus replied with malice.

Ron was about to say something when Harry crashed his lips against his and kissed him hard, then let go. Everyone stared at him stunned. “Well I guess it is my turn.”

“Harry, you just kissed me,” Ron stammered.

“Harry you just kissed Ron,” Hermione said not knowing if to feel jealous, disgusted, or both.

“Eww gross, I didn’t think you had the balls,” Seamus said covering his eyes and trying to get the image out.

Ginny just looked like she was going to puke.

“Oh bloody drop it all of you, it’s just spit, besides it is better than that time I had to bunk with him and I woke up with his ass on my face. That was fucking traumatic,” Harry said cringing. Everyone except Ron followed suit; Ron blushed.

“My brother is a sick, sick, sleeper,” Ginny commented knowing full well the awkward awakenings her brother was capable of.

“I am a restless sleeper so what?” Ron said angrily.

“Whatever, it is my turn. So Hermione, truth or dare?” Harry asked.

“Truth, I think I am too scared for a dare right now,” Hermione replied.

“If you could change one thing about Ron, what would it be?” Harry asked.

“Long list, but number one with a bullet is him getting some bloody table manners,” Hermione said simply remembering all the gross meals she had endured in his presence.

“Bloody hell, is it pick on Ron day today?” Ron said angrily.

“Oh relax mate, don’t take it personally, we are just messing around. It is your turn Hermione,” Harry replied.

“Truth or Dare Gin, what will it be?” Hermione asked.

“Truth, I don’t like that look in your eyes,” Ginny said looking at the evil glance Hermione floated in her direction.

“Excellent, you fell for it,” Hermione said triumphantly.

“Oh shit,” Ginny replied.

"Who was a better lay and why? Harry or Neville?" Hermione asked evilly. Everyone was stunned by her boldness.

"Oh no…" Harry mumbled.

"…she didn’t," Seamus said shaking his head.

"…but she did," Rose finished off looking profoundly interested.

Ron was throwing fumes, in his mind his sister was a VIRGIN. He didn’t want to know otherwise.

"I hate you with the fire of a thousand suns," Ginny said narrowing her eyes and Hermione who just chuckled playfully. "Harry, the answer is Harry, because he bloody shags the brains out of you, and just when you think he is done, he comes back even stronger. By the time he is done with you, you would be lucky to walk, let alone stand for the next few days without feeling the after effects," Ginny blurted fast and furiously. She didn’t want to have that conversation and Neville looked depressed.

"Oh," Neville said shyly.

"Damn," Hermione said surprised by the answer and feeling guilty over the trouble she had unleashed. She had expected Ginny to say Neville, she never knew that Harry was that good in bed, though by the sounds of it, she picked the wrong best friend to fall for. She looked at Ron and sighed, he was hers, and she was his. Truth was the sex was meaningless without love.

"Neville, relax, I love you. That is worth more than a thousand nights with Harry," Ginny commented easing Neville’s mind.

Neville smiled, he believed in her words and just kissed her tenderly sending shocks up their spines.

"Oh bloody hell quit that now! I didn’t need to hear or see any of this," Ron said angrily.

Ginny ignored him, "So gorgeous, truth or dare" she purred as she snogged Neville some more.

"By all means love, dare away," Neville replied.

"I dare you to snog me till I can’t breathe anymore," Ginny purred.

"Your wish is my command," Neville replied as he snogged her harder.

"Someone please stop the horror, kill me now, just rip out my eyes at least," Ron begged as Hermione firmly kept him on the floor unable to pummel Neville.

"Behave yourself, Ron," Hermione commanded in a low menacing tone.

"Yes, dear," Ron grumbled.

Finally, Ginny came back up for air. "Looks like it’s your turn to ask my git of a brother love," she said with a glint in her eye.

"I guess it is, so Ron what will it be? Truth or Dare?" Neville asked.

"Truth," Ron replied trying to contain himself from getting up and killing Neville for snogging his sister, and Harry for defiling her virginity with such…well shagging greatness.

"What should I ask?" Neville asked himself out loud.

"I know love," Ginny said as she whispered the question into his ear and looked over at Hermione with a wicked grin on her face. The same grin that seconds later was reflected in his own.

"Oh no, that is so not fair," Hermione replied, knowing that revenge was on its way.

"Revenge is always sweet," Ginny replied simply with the same smile.

"You are so screwed," Harry said with a grin.

"So Ron, in the heat of a good shag with Hermione, what exactly does she scream out?" Neville asked with a smile.

Instantly both Ron and Hermione were beet red. "Eh…uhm…ahhh," Ron mumbled.

"Ron, out with it, you have to answer the question," Harry pushed on.

"Yeah bro, answer it," Ginny added.

Ron just turned redder and then blurted really fast, “Oh yea oh yea, ride me Weasley, ride me, fucking ride … ? Wait we need to correct punctuation and grammar but preserve content. But original text is messy; I will correct minimal errors.

Ron just turned redder and then blurted really fast, “Oh yea oh yea, ride me Weasley, ride me, fucking ride me you fucking stud, fuck my fucking brains out. Yes, yes, fuck me harder you pussy motherfucker. Fuck me big daddy Ron fuck me all night long” he said and then stayed quiet.

Ron and Hermione were now blood red. Everyone else was quiet. Stunned looks on their faces.

Harry was the first to react, “Bloody hell, Hermione you animal you” Harry said and then began to ball out laughing.

Everyone snapped, they started to roll on the ground laughing so hard they couldn’t breath.

“Go big Daddy Weasley” Seamus said and the howling got louder.

“Yea bro, you stallion you” Ginny kept howling.

“I hate you with the fire of a billion suns” Hermione screamed at Ginny and then hid her face in Ron’s shirt.

The laughter eventually dyed down. “Ok Ron, it is your turn” Harry said.

“Guess it is your Rose. Truth or Dare?” Ron asked.

“By all means Big Daddy Weasley, truth” Rose replied sexily and then the laughter broke out again.

Hermione hid he head in his shirt again, and Ron turned tomato red. “Fine, why are you such a bitch …? etc

"I don’t know, Ron, I think my bitchiness is mostly because I enjoy a good laugh here and there, but you’re right—having a fucked‑up Dark Lord for a father really does help you on the road to being Queen Bitch of the World. I get to be the daughter of a psychopathic murderer, lucky me, huh?" Rose replied, holding back the tears. Her heart and her mind were once again at war. She ran from the room. Harry looked at Ron with hatred and then ran after her.

"Ron, you are a fucking asshole," Ginny said and got up and chased after Harry. Neville shook his head, and Ron just got up and went after Ginny.

Ron looked at Hermione; she shook her head, and then slapped him hard. "You are a fucking insensitive bastard sometimes, Ron," she said, and then got up and followed her friends.

"But I… it just… well…and I… fuck," Ron said knowing they were right.

Seamus got up last, and then said, "Ron, I love you like a brother, but you really should stop putting your fucking gigantic foot in your massive bloody mouth," and then left after the rest.

Ron was the only one that stayed wallowing in his regret.

Harry caught up to Rose quickly and spun her around.

"Leave me alone," she screamed.

Harry just held her tightly as she banged softly on his chest with her fist and sobbed into his shirt. The banging grew softer till only sobs remained. Why was she crying? Why did she care? They were her enemies, yet she cared. This person that was holding her—it was him, it was his fault. Harry made her weak, but it felt so good to be weak; it felt so good to feel loved, needed, her father never gave her that.

"Hey Rose, don’t pay attention to Ron; I know you are on our side," Harry said trying to comfort her. He knew that it was only half true; deep down she was on his side, but on the surface she was only a pawn in a game bigger than either of them could begin to comprehend.

"How, Harry? How can you trust me so blindly?" Rose asked, desperate for an answer to the question within her.

"Because I love you," Harry replied simply and then kissed her deeply.

Rose just melted into his kiss; her mind went blank. It was true, she felt it, Harry loved her, and what was more, she loved him.

"Maybe we should…" Seamus whispered as he and the Black Marauders looked on from the balcony overlooking the two lovebirds.

"Shut up," Ginny and Hermione said with authority as they dried the tears in their eyes looking at the beautiful scene ahead.

"What the hell did we do?" Neville grumbled to Seamus.

"Men," Ginny and Hermione huffed as they rolled their eyes.

Eventually Rose came up for air. "Man, you know how to make a girl feel special," she sighed.

"Yeah, and I would make you feel even more special but we have an audience and I don’t think you would appreciate me doing the things I want to do to you in front of a crowd," Harry said mischievously.

"Harry Potter!" Rose said blushing in his arms.

"Well, let’s go get some bottles of Firewhisky. I have had enough of truth or dare. Let’s move on to something a bit more interesting," Harry said with a grin.

"What did you have in mind?" Rose asked.

"Just a game of never have I ever…" Harry replied as they went to get the glasses.

Ten minutes later they had all gathered in Harry’s room. Ron had apologized and they were all sitting down each with a glass full of Firewhisky and soda.

“Never have I ever…kissed a girl,” Neville stated.

Every guy drank and then Ginny did as well.

“Ginny, you kissed a girl?” Harry asked.

“Yea, well it is not my first game of Truth or Dare, ok,” Ginny replied, blushing.

“Neville, the point of the game is to not drink yourself,” Hermione reminded.

“Ok, my turn. Never have I ever…gotten detention,” Seamus stated.

Everyone drank. “Seamus, I thought you of all people would understand the game,” Harry replied.

“Yea, I get it; I just wanted a drink,” Seamus said, chuckling.

“My turn, never have I ever... made out with a poster of Harry,” Ron said with a grin.

“You bastard,” Ginny replied before taking a drink.

Everyone laughed.

“Ginny, you naughty girl, you know you could have just asked,” Harry said laughing.

“Shut it, Potter,” Ginny replied. “It is my turn,” she added and then looked at her brother with evil in her eyes and a smile on her lips. “Never have I ever…had sex on McGonagall’s desk.”

Ron and Hermione stared daggers at Ginny as they drank up.

“You wild beast you, Big Daddy Weasley and the Herminator,” Seamus howled as everyone laughed.

Then the laughter died down, but the laughs behind them didn’t stop.

“What the bloody hell?” Harry said as he went over to the closet.

It was then he saw a painting he hadn’t noticed before. It was a simple painting of a table with a black tablecloth on it; part of it was burned. It was easy to see why Harry had missed it, it was very inconspicuous and hung behind the door.

“Who is there? Show yourself,” Harry commanded.

“Oh bloody hell you two, I told you to keep it down. Now we will never find out the rest of the stories these Black Marauders have to tell” said an annoyed voice.

“I don’t bloody care Prongs, it is just bloody hilarious the thought of McGonagall sitting at her desk, grading papers, not knowing that two students have defiled it” said another voice.

“Gentlemen I think the boy is waiting for us to make and appearance” said a third voice.

“Ah yes, that would be nice” Harry said somewhere between annoyed and intrigued.

Three heads popped out from beneath the tablecloth, then arms and bodies came out as well. Three familiar and mischievous faces came into view.

“Messer. Moony, Prongs, and Padfoot at your service young Marauder” said the image of one Sirius Black. He was about 25 in the painting. He looked young and well.

“Why are you three beneath a table?” was the only thing Harry could say.

“Well you see son, man that is weird. Anyways you see son, your mother asked the very same question when we had this portrait done. It just seemed like the natural place for four glorious troublemakers to be when being painted” James Potter surmised.

“Now I was totally against it, but I lost the vote 2 to 1. Since the rat didn’t vote either way” Lupin continued.

“Where is Wormtail?” Harry asked. “I assume he is the fourth of which you speak?”

“Yea he was number four, or was until I burned the traitor out of existence. Well the real me did” Sirius explained.

“Yea one night he came over, he looked like hell. He called us all out. Then asked Peter to come to the corner. No sooner had the rat acquiesced than he burned that piece off” James continued.

We then asked him what it was all about, and he explained what had happened," Lupin continued with a sad face.

"It was three years ago, I think, since then we have only been three. But we have fun none the less," Sirius said with a sad smile.

"Yea better, off without the traitor," James shouted.

"Here, here," the other two said as they raised mugs of butterbeer from under the table.

:"What else do you guys have down there?" Seamus asked.

"Well you know the necessities. Food, drink, games, porn, music, etc…," Sirius replied.

"Porn you say?" Neville replied his face lighting up with a smile.

"Damn it Padfoot, can’t you keep a secret," James blurted.

"May I remind you Prongs how we ended up in the closet. You are one to talk," Sirius replied.

"I don’t know what you are talking about," James retorted.

"See Harry, your dad here had us hung in a nice wall right over there by the side of the bed. Now your mother didn’t know we were a magic painting, so she let us be in peace. Then one night your dad and mom were in the middle of…well shagging. And Prongs here has the brilliant idea of…" Sirius explained till James put a hand on his mouth and shut him.

"Say it and you will die Padfoot," James warned.

"He screams out, ‘Go me go, that a boy Potter’ at the top of his lungs," Lupin said beginning to laugh.

"Naturally Lilly was beyond pissed and made your dad move us to the closet right before he kicked James into the hall to sleep," Sirius finished.

"Yea apparently I ended up sleeping their all night," James replied.

"Aren’t there like 50 rooms in this house?" Ron said puzzled.

"Yea, see even the thick one figured it out," Sirius said laughing.

Hey, I was mentally distraught; how did you expect me to think rationally? James defended.

Who are you calling thick? Ron said outraged.

Come on Prongs, admit it, you were Lilly’s lapdog. Sirius barked.

Speak for yourself, I am a stag thank you very much. James said defensively.

Whatever, so anyways, why don’t we keep playing that game of yours? It is immensely interesting, and we do love a good story of pranks and the such. Remus suggested.

Sounds like a plan, but I think we should invite someone else to the party then. Harry said as he went to the hall. Hey Axel, could you come for a minute? He said.

Yea Harry what is up? Axel said coming out of his room groggily.

Could you go get Moony and his fiancée? Seems like we are having an all Marauder bash tonight. Harry asked.

Sure Harry, I’ll be back in a bit. Axel said and then disappeared.

Minutes later, Remus and Tonks appeared out of thin air.

Axel what the bloody hell is all this about? Why did you have to drag us out of bed? Remus was saying flushed.

Out of bed? Bloody bastard shows up when we are in the middle of shagging and you call that out of bed? Tonks screamed outraged.

Oh cool it you two, besides I don’t think you want to go saying all that in front of impressionable youths. Axel said with a grin.

What are you talking…? Tonks said and then she realized they had an audience.

Hi guys. Remus managed while chuckling a bit. His embarrassment clear.

We are so not impressionable. Besides our stories would probably traumatize them. Ginny supplied.

Definitely. They all said in unison laughing.

When they all calmed down, Remus spoke, “So Harry what was all this about?”

"Well Remus, we found them, and decided we should invite the last old school Marauder to our little party," Harry replied pointing to the portrait.

"Oh no, how the bloody hell did I forget about the portrait," Remus said smacking his head. "Please tell me they haven’t said anything too embarrassing yet."

"No, nothing, yet…" Harry said and then handed Remus and Tonks a drink. "But take a seat and we will fix that right up," he finished with a grin.

"So where were we? Oh yea, never have I ever had sex on McGonagall’s desk," Harry said and once again Ron and Hermione took a drink. Only this time so did Tonks.

"Tonks, you minx you," Seamus howled.

"Honey care to explain," Remus said taking a seat on the floor with the rest of them.

"Hey I was young, drunk and in school, Hogwarts can be a dull place most of the time," Tonks replied.

"And as for you two, I am shocked," Remus said seriously.

"Oh shut it you, you are no angel," said the painted Sirius.

"I have no idea what you are talking about," Remus replied.

"Never have I ever slept with three of the best looking Slytherin girls, at the same time, in Filch’s office, while my two best friends kept watch and distracted him by unleashing a typhoon in the Slytherin Common Room. All under so I could get some action because, and I quote ‘Really, really, desperate and horny’," Sirius replied with a grin.

Both Remus and the Remus in the painting turned red, and took a drink.

"Remus Lupin, I knew you were a wolf, but damn," Tonks said looking shocked.

"I was young and bored honey," Lupin tried to explain.

"Talk about your hypocrites," Seamus said with a grin.

"Shame on you Moony, shame shame," James added.

"James don’t get me started," the real Remus replied angrily.

"Do your worst," James replied, but immediately regretted it.

"Never have I ever skipped class and gone to have sex at the Quidditch pitch," Remus stated.

Everyone except Remus drank.

"That wasn’t so bad; I mean we have all done it," Harry replied.

"I didn’t finish," Remus said with a smile. "...up in the middle of the center hoop"

Now only James, Harry, Ginny, Rose, and Sirius drank.

"Still not done yet," Remus continued, "Under and invisibility cloak, while the Slytherins were practicing, therefore confusing their Chasers as to why the hell they could only get the Quaffle through the other two rings"

James drank, heavily embarrassed, until he saw Harry and Ginny drink as well.

"Harry James Potter, I am going to have a serious talk with you," Remus replied.

"Ginny, you aren’t getting out of this either," Ron stated.

"A chip of the old block; you must be so proud," Sirius barked proudly.

"Yea, Padfoot, must run in the blood," James said hugging Sirius as they both looked up at Harry brimming with pride.

"Harry, we are so going to have to catch up when we get back to school," Rose said somewhat irritated that she hadn’t been taken up there.

"You will do nothing of the sort," Remus boomed.

"Remus, behave. Remember who you are before starting this up again. You are just as bad as these kids," Tonks replied.

"Yea Moony, we are all Marauders here, well with the exception of Tonks, but since your marrying her that makes her eligible to join," Harry said with a smile.

Tonks smiled as well, “Oh really, I thought that your little Marauder club was very exclusive. Didn’t you say that there was no possible way for me to get in, out of your hands you said?” she said with some irk in her voice.

“Well honey, I mean I had forgotten about that little rule. I mean before the Black Marauders it was never used before,” Lupin tried to explain.

“So Harry what do I need to do to get it?” Tonks said ignoring her fiancée.

“Tonks I am putting my foot down, I will not have you getting into trouble with these young hooligans,” Remus boomed.

“Moony, you shut it. I will deal with you later, you lying, two‑faced, dog,” Tonks said threateningly.

“Well Tonks, first you need to be able to become an animagus, we can help you with that since apparently Moony seems to be against the idea,” Ginny replied.

“No need, I already know how. It is sort of necessary for Aurors to have tricks up their sleeves for when we get into a bind,” Tonks replied.

“You’re an Animagus, why didn’t you tell me?” Remus said shocked.

“Well seems like we both have our secrets now doesn’t it,” Tonks replied.

“Ok then Tonks, let’s see it,” Ron suggested.

“Roger,” Tonks said and then turned into a blonde wolf with red spots.

“Ok that is a weird color,” Hermione surmised.

“Thought it does make the job very easy now doesn’t it?” Harry added.

“Yea, only one name comes to mind and it would be perfect,” Rose continued.

“You all thinking the same thing?” Harry asked.

They all nodded.

“Welcome to the Marauders…” Harry started.

“Welcome…Sunny” they all said in unison.

“Moony and Sunny, sitting in a tree” James started.

“K I S N G” Sirius continued.

“First comes love” Ginny continued.

"Then comes marriage," Hermione followed.

"Then comes a bunch of little wolves in a baby carriage," Sirius finished and started barking with laughter as everyone else joined in.

"Guess I am a Marauder now, hey Moony? Not too crazy about the name but I guess it goes," Tonks said proudly.

"Well Sunny, welcome to the insanity," Remus replied.

The night drew on, as they all got plastered and little by little they all headed to their rooms.

"Tonks we really should be responsible. The couples shouldn’t bunk together; you know they are going to have sex," Remus protested as he sat on his bed.

"Don’t be an asshole, Remus, they are fighting a war, and right now they are the front line not you and me. They are more adult than they should be, and who knows if they will live to see tomorrow. Let them live life, even if it has to be lived fast and furiously. Let them be, if it were you, you would want the same opportunity," Tonks replied and kissed his neck.

The fact that drove him mad didn’t subtract from the fact, Tonks was right. Remus knew it. "Yea, let them live" is all he whispered as he joined his fiancée under the sheets and tried to erase the fact that death breathing down the neck of 17‑year olds was one of the sickest if not the sickest thing he had even had to contemplate. She was right, as long as Harry was with them, the Black Marauders were the front line, but they would not be there alone, even if it killed him, he would stand there beside them when the time came.

"I know you would Remus, I know you would. But I won’t let any of you be there, not the Black Marauders, not the Order, and not you. This is my war, Voldemort made it that way," Harry thought as he read the thoughts of the house.

"You do know that it is insane for you to want to fight Voldemort and all his forces alone?" Axel interrupted.

"You told me this was my fight," Harry replied.

"Voldemort is your fight, the Death Eater army he is mounting is everyone’s fight," Axel replied.

"Well I am making it mine," Harry replied.

"It is going to cost you," Axel replied.

"So be it, whatever it takes, I won’t have one more wizard die if I can stop it," Harry answered defiantly.

"Then if you are prepared to face the price, you will win. Just know that when the time comes, and it will come. You will have to pay it, and it will not be cheap, but I promise you will win," Axel replied.

"Then bring me hell and damnation and take my very soul, I will give it all and do anything. I will fight and win this war alone," Harry said with a sad smile.

"Enough of that for now, the battle will come in time. Now enjoy the last days before Christmas, then the holidays, and finally New Years. Once the bell tolls on next year, then we finish what we started. Your training will be done, and then the final battle will be at hand. But for now live, because death is patient and it will wait for when it is truly time, till then have fun," Axel replied.

"I plan to," Harry thought as he kissed Rose sweetly and got lost in another night of true love and passion. His mind melting away, Axel’s word was his bond. So he would forget all and just live till Axel told him it was time to fight.

"I love you, Harry Potter," Rose whispered.

"And I love you, Rose Riddle," Harry replied as they melted together.

The days passed and finally Christmas morning came. Harry awoke to find Rose in his arms, like every night before since they had come to the house. Harry awoke with a smile and headed down to the kitchen. Dobby was ready for breakfast. Today was going to be a good day, a day he swore no one would think of Voldemort. For at least one day, everyone would live in a happy world. That was his greatest Christmas gift to them all. And next year, he would make it his early‑Christmas gift to the world to make it permanent.

"Even if it kills me," he whispered as he went up to awaken the house.
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“Harry why the bloody hell didn’t you wake us up sooner” Ron screamed as he ran down the stairs towards the tree.

“Ronald it is six in the fucking morning and we are all half asleep. Can’t this wait a couple of hours” Hermione replied.

Ron looked at her as if she was an alien life form, “Are you daft woman? It is Christmas, now wake up and let’s open some presents” Ron replied and continued his race towards the tree with everyone else in tow.

Despite being exhausted, most of them shared Ron’s sentiments, it was Christmas, a day of joy, where there would be no Voldemort…hopefully.

They all finally settled in around the tree. Just then Dobby came in carrying a giant tray with hot chocolate and some pastries for breakfast

“Merry Christmas Harry Potter, Dobby decided to bring you all something to eat while you open presents. Was that okay?” Dobby asked hoping he hadn’t overstepped his bounds

“That is perfect Dobby, now take a seat and a cup so we can get started” Harry ordered as he felt Shadow moving around under his robes. The young dragon was still sleepy so he crawled into Harry’s pocket.

“But Dobby can’t sit with the great Harry Potter” Dobby began to object.

"Sit," Harry commanded, and Dobby obeyed. He sometimes enjoyed the ability to be able to tell someone to do something.

"Well then we can get started," Harry suggested.

"Aren’t we going to wait for Remus and Tonks?" Ginny asked.

"Axel, would you mind?" Harry said looking at his teacher.

Axel snapped his fingers and Remus and Tonks fell onto the carpet.

"Told you," Remus said smugly.

"Damn, Harry, you just made me loose 10 Galleons," Tonks protested.

Everyone looked at them funny.

"You see, I know how the mind of a Potter works. They live for Christmas and awkward awakenings. That is why I insisted that we go properly clothed to bed, to avoid…an awkward situation." Remus explained. Harry understood the picture loud and clear, especially given his ability to read minds and what he saw the two adults had been doing the night before. Harry cringed; sometimes mindreading could be a curse.

Harry shook his head clear, "Ok then let us begin with the presents shall we?" he suggested.

Everyone nodded in agreement, "So let’s each take turns giving out our presents to everyone," Hermione suggested.

"Brilliant idea, I will go first," Ron replied. Then handed each a present and they all began to unwrap them as Ron looked on smiling.

"Pranks?" Ginny asked.

"Pranks," Seamus and Neville cheered.

"Pranks," Hermione lamented as she stared at everyone else’s boxes filled to the brim with Weasley’s Wizards Wheezes. Then she looked down at her own; slowly she unwrapped the small box and as she opened it a gasp escaped her lips. Inside was a blue diamond heart. She looked at it closely and inside was a transparent moving picture of her and Ron together, and then it would flash "You and me forever" and the picture would come back again.

"Oh Ronald," Hermione said as she jumped on top of him and started to snog him senselessly though the tears.

"Hermione, control yourself," Lupin exclaimed.

"Shut up and let them enjoy it," Tonks said as she snogged Remus as well.

Remus shrugged. "Hey if you can’t beat them."

"Who said anything about not beating me?" Tonks replied with a wicked smile. Remus smiled as well.

"Ok, I am next," Ginny said as she handed out her gifts. Everyone opened them and inside were really expensive‑looking sweaters and under them a box full of triple‑fudged chocolate chip brownies.

"Wow, this stuff looks expensive," Rose replied.

"This stuff looks good," Ron added and began to eat. "Damn, these are the best I have ever tasted," he added.

"These sweaters are gorgeous, and so soft. You have to tell me where you bought them," Rose demanded.

"Forget that; where did you buy the brownies?" Seamus questioned.

"Actually, I made both the sweaters and the brownies," Ginny said blushing.

"Yep, she is Molly’s daughter, alright," Remus said with a smile.

“I’d say she has far surpassed Molly," Tonks said holding up her multicolored sweater.

"Ok, I am next," Seamus said as he handed out his gifts.

"Firewhisky!" Ron exclaimed.

"Tangotequila," Hermione shouted outraged but curious.

"Gingergin," Ginny stated.

"Wolfsbane Water," Remus added.

Everyone had gotten a different magical drink.

"Seamus, you’re an alcoholic," Harry joked.

"No, I just take my drinking seriously," Seamus replied.

"That would be about the only thing then," Ginny added with a snicker.

"Ok, my turn, my turn," Neville said as he handed out his gifts.

Everyone stared at their own box, medium, with holes all around and a bow on top.

"Is it alcohol?" Seamus asked as he looked at his box with anticipation.

"No, you twit," Neville replied as everyone just shook their heads and smiled at their friend.

Hermione was the first to open her box, and as soon as she peered inside she shrieked with joy.

"It’s a Pixy Bud," she said as she pulled out a beautiful pink rose‑looking plant.

“What is a Pixy Bud?" Harry asked as the other girls opened their gifts and drew out their own Pixy Bud.

“A Pixy Bud is a magic rose that sings and attracts fairies and pixies to it," Neville replied.

“A girly flower," Ron surmised. Hermione was so engrossed in making her flower sing that she didn’t bother hitting him.

"You better not have given me one of those," Seamus replied as he opened his box and got smacked by what was inside immediately. "What the bloody hell?" he exclaimed as he drew back from the box.

Harry was smarter and used his wand to make the box disappear. Inside was a small shrub‑looking tree that was swaying on its own as if alive. Harry recognized it immediately; he had had enough run‑ins with one to know what it was. "You gave us Whomping Willows?" Harry asked, surprised.

“Figured they might be good guards for your houses," Neville replied.

“They would at that, that’s bloody brilliant,” Ron said as he made the box around his disappear as well.

“So how do we get them to behave?” Seamus asked rubbing his hand.

“That is up to you. Just strike it with your wand at a particular point of your choosing and it will in time become a good stump where you can hit it to calm it down,” Neville surmised.

“It really is a practical gift,” Hermione said as she helped Ron create the stump on the small shrub.

“Playful little tikes aren’t they?” Ginny said as she poked it a bit with her wand and watched it try and hit it.

“You say that now, but wait till the bastard’s grown. It packs a mean punch,” Ron said remembering his many encounters with the one at Hogwarts.

“Ok, I guess we are next,” Lupin said as he and Tonks handed them each gifts.

“We bought them together so we could buy something more classy,” Tonks added.

Everyone quickly unwrapped theirs and inside were robes.

“Robes and good ones at that,” Ron exclaimed.

“Yes, but not just any robes,” Harry replied as he looked them over along with everyone.

They were black all around, made out of extremely soft fabric. On the back of each was a line‑shaped shield with all the Marauders in their animal forms and right above it each person’s Marauder name in gold. They looked just like their school uniform only better. They had the Gryffindor crest in the front. The right shoulder showed their Animagus form’s head. The trims and design were much more edgy, they looked a bit gothy.

“These are awesome,” Harry said as he put his on to try it out. Everyone …

“I believe that is the point honey” Ron replied.

“I think they look smashing” Ginny added.

“Hell yeah” Seamus finished.

“It is good you liked them” Lupin said with a smile and Tonks nuzzled in his arms.

“Alright I guess it is my turn” Hermione said as she handed out her presents.

Everyone stared down at the gifts in their hands and all knew exactly what they were. “Books” they all thought somewhat disappointed.

So they all quickly unwrapped them and were pleasantly surprised.

“What the…?” asked Ron as he stared at the box in his hands as did everyone else.

“Yea, I knew you would all think I would give you books. So I decided to surprise you” Hermione said as she saw the looks of surprise on their faces.

Ron opened the box and looked at what was inside. “Oh this looks so good” he said as he peered into what looked like a massive quantity of candy, more that what he thought possible could fit the box, in fact it was definitely more that what could fit the box.

“What are these boxes?” Ginny asked as she ate a chocolate frog.

“Well once you finish the candy, they will be empty magic boxes that will expand to accommodate whatever you want to put in them. Then when you close the lid they will shrink to the size you see now” Hermione explained.

“These are impressive, I didn’t know they still made them. Wherever did you find them?” Lupin asked.

“Well I just bought the boxes, the charms on them I performed myself” Hermione replied proudly.

‘This is very advanced magic Hermione, I’ve been trying to get Mad Eye to tell me who made his trunk for ages but he never has told me. I think I might just have a few commissions for you from the Auror department at the Ministry” Tonks said impressed by the exceptional quality of the boxes.

“Well she is the brightest witch at Hogwarts after all” Ron said proudly.

“Oh Ronald stop” Hermione said blushing.

“Alright then, I guess I’ll go” Alexander said as he snapped his fingers and long flat boxes appeared in front of everyone.

“That was wicked, you have to show us how to do that one day” Seamus said excitedly.

“That is wandless magic you dolt, it is extremely hard to learn” Ginny corrected him.

“Whatever let’s just open our presents” Seamus said feeling foolish as he opened the top of his box as did they all.

“Wow, look at these” Tonks said as she pulled a slim sword from her box adorned with gems that kept changing shape and color.

“These swords look beautiful, it will look great above my mantel” Remus said as he pulled a broadsword with a werewolf head on the handle and beautiful engravings all around.

“I don’t think these are for decoration” Hermione said as she pulled her own slim sword engraved with runes that only she could understand thanks to the classes she had taken and the hours she spent in the library.

“They aren’t, these are meant for fighting. You can’t rely on only magic on the battlefield” Alexander replied gravely.

“Yea I guess your right” Seamus said as he pulled a long sword with Celtic words on the blade.

But you have to admit they are grand looking," Ginny said as she brandished her light slim sword that was completely crimson from the hilt all the way to the blade and decorated with slivers of silver all around.

"They look very sturdy," Rose said as she brandished her own blade that had black and white metal twisting together as one blade attached to a very elaborate hilt and guard. She had practiced with blades before; the craftsmanship on these was beyond what she had ever seen. Their designs were beautiful, but most impressive was their lightness and the strength they displayed as he swung. She could feel that her sword could cut a man in two very easily despite its fragile appearance.

"Yea I get the feeling that these will come in hand very soon," Neville said as he brandished a medium sword that was wrapped in thin metal vines from the tip to the hilt.

"Yes, very soon indeed I am afraid," Harry murmured as he pulled out his new sword. Something was different about it; he could feel it. It was a very long and a bit wide. Completely black, with details engraved into it. It projected strength to him. But there are something else?

Rose saw the blade as well; she felt its presence more than anyone else. It wasn’t that it was massive, but it gave off an aura even more menacing than any other blade in the room. It was by far the most common looking, but for one who knew of swords, it was the most impressive weapon her eyes had ever seen. And one question kept coming to her mind as she stared at her teacher: “Who are you, Alexander Canem?” She thought. Just then Axel looked at her and smiled. It totally threw her off; he was frightening, almost as if he could read her mind.

“Well then, I guess that leaves me and Harry,” Rose said nervously.

“Ladies first,” Harry said with a smile. He had enjoyed watching Axel mess with her head, but at the same time he shared her wonder at the man. Who was he? He couldn’t just be Dumbledore’s cousin. It didn’t fit; Axel felt like he was not only more powerful, but wiser as well. And being wiser than Albus Dumbledore, that was not an easy task.

Rose handed out small boxes to each person there. They all quickly unwrapped them and pulled out small silver and gold lockets.

“These are gorgeous,” Hermione said as she quickly put hers on.

“I love it,” Ginny said as she put her own on.

“There aren’t just regular lockets; they are mini pensives,” Rose explained.

“Wow, that’s really expensive,” Tonks said looking in wonder at the one in her hand.

Harry had seen a pensive, and the locket in his hand definitely did not look like one.

Lupin saw his confusion. “Harry, you need to open the locket and put the memory inside. Then whenever you want to see it, you just put the locket on your forehead,” he explained.

Harry looked at the locket in his hand, and something clicked in him. With sad eyes he looked up at Lupin. “Remus, I need to ask you for something,” Harry said softly, yet everyone heard and quieted down.

Lupin was a bit worried about the look Harry had on, so he quickly walked over to him and put his hand on his shoulder. “Anything, Harry, anything I could do to help?”

Harry hesitated for a minute. “I haven’t had many, but I have a few happy memories. They are the ones that keep me going, and help me fight the Dementors. But what I want…what I need from you is the one happy memory I can never have. A memory of my parents and Sirius happy together .. ? ... ??

Hermione put a hand over her mouth to not let the whimper out as she dug her face into Ron’s chest to cry. Ginny did the same with Neville. Neville, Ron, and Seamus stood silent but tears were forming in their eyes as well. Tonks sat down and kept silent like everyone else. She knew what they all knew; this moment was not hers. It was Harry’s. Here was the great Harry Potter, the boy who defeated Voldemort on several occasions, the one that was supposed to finally vanquish him for good. Here he was: he was just a boy, a boy that had suffered his whole life, a boy that was so rich he could buy several countries, asking the one man alive that could give it to him, for a memory, any memory of his parents and godfather being happy. It was just too sad. Rose felt pangs of guilt like she never thought could possibly exist; she felt her inside tearing in two and fighting against the darkness in her heart. She felt hatred and loathing toward her father who had caused Harry so much pain.

Lupin was the only one that spoke and moved quickly and hugged Harry with tears bursting in his eyes as well. “Of course Harry, of course. I’ll give you the happiest memory I can muster of your parent and Sirius,” he said as the sorrow and pain of his best friends’ deaths came back full force. As did the hating and loathing of Voldemort, and even more so of Peter. His so‑called friend, he hadn’t killed them, but he had made it that much easier for the Dark Lord and his followers to do it. He hugged Harry hard and started looking in his memory for the happiest memory he could muster. One where Peter wasn’t involved. Just James, Lilly, Sirius, and him. He thought about it as tears fell all around the room. Only Alexander remained cold; he knew of pain, he knew of sorrow. He was a warrior and such he wasn’t allowed the luxury of tears.

“I’ve got it,” Lupin said as he opened the locket on Harry’s neck and put his wand to his temple. He drew out a single string of silver, placed it in the locket, and closed it. Immediately the locket shone and then dulled down.

Harry put it to his temple and immediately was dragged into the memory. His parents, Sirius, and Lupin in the gardens of Hogwarts. Dumbledore was there reading a book under the tree with a gentle smile as he watched his former students play with a small baby who was riding a small broom being led by a very enthused James and Sirius.

“He is a natural I tell you, takes after me,” Sirius said proudly.

“He is my son; if anything he takes after me,” James corrected.

“Maybe in looks and in messy hair, but in flying‑ability you stink,” Sirius retorted.

They argued some more as baby Harry only giggled and continued to fly. Lily was keeping a watchful eye on Harry and seemed a bit concerned about his safety in the hands of the two who were playing with him.

Lupin was next to her, smiling. “Don’t worry those two idiots won’t let anything happen to Harry. They love him too much, after all he is their new playmate,” he said, smiling.

Lily smiled and nodded, “I guess you are right; I just really hope that he doesn’t develop their ability to get into trouble.”

Just then baby Harry flew up, did a loop, and then struck Sirius in the back of the head with his small broom.

“Told you, he takes after me,” James said proudly.

Sirius barked his laugh, “May I remind you, you’re a Chaser; I am the Beater. So he takes after me,” he replied.

“Will you two stop bickering and watch the child?” Remus said as he picked up an acorn and threw it at them.

Harry dashed forward, did a barrel roll, and caught the acorn. He giggled some more as everyone looked on in surprise.

“He looks like a Keeper to me,” Lupin said, still surprised by the maneuver.

“No gentlemen, I think you’re all wrong,” Lily said as she went up to her son and took the acorn from his hand. Then she carried him off the broom. Harry grabbed onto her red hair and giggled. “With that speed, and grip my son will be a Seeker.”

James went up and put his arm on his wife and looked down at his son, “A Seeker it is, the best Seeker Gryffindor will ever see,” he said proudly.

“Here here,” Sirius said as he got off the grass.

Then the memory ended, and Harry had tears in his eyes. “Thank you,” he said as he dried his face along with everyone else.

"They were always proud of you, even as a baby," Lupin said. "And they would be even prouder now," he added.

Harry smiled, dried the last tear in his eye, and said, "Ok seems like it is finally my turn." He got up.

"Ok, I will give them out one at a time because I need to explain some of them," Harry explained.

Neville opened his gift first. Inside were a pair of safety glasses and a pair of earmuffs. He looked up at Harry confused.

"Put them on and look at Ginny’s plant," Harry replied, looking at his friend’s hesitance.

Neville did so, and immediately he could see even the tiniest detail of the plant down to the cells. "Wow, that is a nice zoom," Neville exclaimed.

"Think that you want to zoom out or in and the glasses will adjust accordingly," Harry explained.

"Cool, with this I can care for my plants better. So what do the earmuffs do?" Neville asked as he got closer to the plant.

"Back of human, your way to close," said a voice that came from the earmuffs; Neville was shocked and moved back.

Harry laughed. "They are magical and with them you can listen to what plants are saying," Harry explained.

"Wicked," Neville said taking them off. "Thanks mate."

"Alright, let’s see what I got," Seamus said as he opened the box in front of him. "Uh, nice mate," he said as he pulled out one of several thick glass mugs that were in the case. "Now I only need some butterbeer to try them out," he added.

Just then the glass filled with butterbeer and became cold and frosted.

"Wow, hella wicked," Seamus said as he tried the butterbeer. "And good too," he added, wiping it off his face.

"The mugs are enchanted to serve any drink you ask them too, in whichever manner you tell it too, they will also adjust in size to accommodate different sized drinks," Harry explained.

"Harry, I think I am in love," Seamus said as he willed his glass to become bigger and topped off with butterbeer. Everyone smiled.

Then Harry walked up to Ginny and handed her her gift. She was smiling ecstatically, anxious to see what her former boyfriend had gotten her.

"Hope you like it, Gin," Harry said as he took his seat again.

"Uh uh," Ginny said as she ravished the paper around her gift. Then looked up at Harry confused as a book and a plain looking crystal stood on her lap. "Oh…nice…a book and a rock…thanks, Harry," she said disappointed.

"Ginny, open the book," Harry said chuckling.

Ginny did so an soon she saw dozens of outfits being modeled in moving pictures on the books pages. She quickly flipped through page after page of the giant book looking at clothes, shoes, accessories anything fashion from the best stores world wide. Her face betrayed her bedazzlement and absolute desire for what those pages contained, but soon it was overtaken again by a look of confusion. "Ok, the stuff in here is awesome, but why would I want a book on stuff I can’t buy?" she asked.

Harry smiled, "Pick something and put the crystal on it," he replied.

Ginny looked at his smile and, feeling where this was going, quickly grabbed the crystal and dashed through the pages to a pair of shoes she just had to have. She put the crystal on it and a second later there was a pop and a box fell next to her. She quickly opened it and there they were, the shoes she wanted… in her size. She jumped up and threw herself at Harry, "Oh thank you, thank you, thank you" she wailed as she kissed his cheek madly. "I love them," she said, then looked sadly at the book again. "I just wish I could pick just one more thing," she added.

Harry smiled wider, "Um Ginny, maybe I should have mentioned this earlier," he began as his smile turned wicked and Ginny's heart started to slow down to a stop. She knew that look all too well, she braced herself. "You see I bought you a lifetime membership to the fashion of the month club. Which basically means that that catalogue will update itself periodically with all the latest fashions. But more importantly…" Harry explained then stopped for a dramatic pause. "That every month you will be able to get any 50 items of your choosing from that book," Harry finished and braced himself for what was to come.

Ginny jumped on him and gave him a bone‑crushing hug, "You are my hero, I worship the ground you walk on," she screamed then whispered. "If you weren't taken I would fuck your brains out right here"

"Hey, back it off Ginny, nice and slow," Rose ordered from her seat with a look of half amusement, half annoyance.

Ginny withdrew herself slowly without breaking eye contact with Harry to show the gravity of her intent. Harry could read the incredibly sick, twisted, and erotic things she wanted to do to him, and she knew he knew.

Harry shook it off.

"Ok Mione it's your turn" Harry said as he handed her the gift.

Hermione unwrapped it excitedly and true to her wishes there it was, the one thing she would always appreciate...a book, a big heavy book. She smiled because she liked them heavy, the heavier the better.

"Thank you Harry" she said quickly as she opened it to see what new knowledge it contained. Only when she did so she was surprised to find that between the two massive old covers, there was nothing there. "Uhm Harry, where are the words? Why is it blank?" she asked nervously.

"Well I was hoping you would fill it out in time, I am sure there are plenty of things in your head that you could write in there," Harry said smiling.

Hermione looked at him in shock, I mean sure she had plenty of things to write, but she really had wanted a book. It would take her decades to fill the pages of that giant tome.

Just then Harry broke out laughing, "Just kidding Mione. Close the book then say the title of any book that you can think of out loud while holding it in your hands," Harry instructed between laughs. Hermione's face had been too funny.

Hermione hesitantly said "Golas's Guide to Golem's and their Gore" one of the rarest books that she could think of. Just then the book shone bright and then the faded. Hermione quickly opened it, and this time to her incomprehensible delight she found the pages of the book she had just asked for.

"Harry, this is bloody brilliant," Hermione said as she hugged him in thanks.

"No problem, Hermione, I knew you would like it," Harry said laughing.

"So what other books can I see in it?" Hermione asked anxiously.

"Just say 'Index' followed by the letter the book's title should start with and it will list all the books available. Which should be plenty considering the spell Axel and I put on it will allow you to see anything within the combined libraries of Hogwarts, Durmstrong, Beaubaxtons, Potter, and Black. These last two are the largest private collections in the world, especially since I just inherited every book the Dumbledore owned and trust me...those were a lot. I think he had more books than I have galleons in my vault," Harry said to Hermione's ever‑growing excitement.

"Ron, hold me back, I think I am going to faint," Hermione said as she was breathing hard.

"Don't you mean hold you up?" Ron replied.

"No, I mean hold me back, because after fainting I think I might just jump Harry and snog his brains out and then do...other things," Hermione said blushing.

"Hey! Why is every girl in the room after my bloody boyfriend?!?" Rose exclaimed from her seat now becoming annoyed and jealous."

Ron reacted as well, getting up fast and holding his girlfriend back. "Relax Hermione, that is just the books talking," he said realizing Mione would probably regret doing anything later on. Though he was a bit jealous, from the sound of things Hermione was almost in ecstasy from the gift Harry had given her. He wished she were that passionate in bed. Then, in a moment of brilliant clarity, he realized that he would be her only outlet for all this extra "energy." Which basically meant he was going to have a VERY good day. "Thanks, Harry," he said with a wicked smile on his face.

Tonks simply laughed and clarified, "Rose, I am not after your boyfriend, at least not yet," she said laughing and then winking at Harry. Everyone laughed, even Rose.

"Ok then, Ron, you're up," Harry said throwing him his gift.

Ron caught the bulky package and ripped the paper off excitedly. Then he pulled out an orange jacket. He knew immediately what it was. "Thanks, Harry, this is a wicked Chuddley Cannons jacket. Look, guys, it even has my name on the back," Ron said excitedly.

"I am glad you liked the jacket," Harry said smiling.

"So mate, where’s the rest of it?" Ron asked.

"Rest of what?" Harry replied.

"My gift, I mean—it can’t just be this jacket," Ron said chuckling.

“Nope, it is pretty much just the jacket," Harry replied smiling.

"Oh, uhm, ok, thanks again, Harry," Ron mumbled disappointedly.

Harry just chuckled. "You know, Ron, you really should take a closer look at the jacket, maybe try it on," Harry suggested.

"Oh, ok, if you say so," Ron said putting the jacket on. "So how do I look?" he asked sarcastically.

"Looks great from the back," Seamus said trying to cheer him up.

"Yea Ron, it looks good," Ginny added trying the same thing.

"Yea mate, it looks super on you, almost believe you're on the team," Neville suggested as Ginny pinched him to say something.

Ron looked disappointed; Harry was still smiling.

Hermione stared at Ron; there had to be something that everyone but Harry was missing.

She got up and looked him over. She couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. She huffed and wondered why Harry had skimped on his best friend’s gift. Then she approached him and was just about to hug him, kiss him and help him sit down. When she saw it, the one thing that was out of place. "Harry, why does it say owner on the front?" Hermione said as everyone stared at the left side of the jacket where indeed in small gold letters it said the word "Owner".

"That would be because he is the Owner," Harry replied smiling wickedly.

Ron felt his heart stop as he looked at his best mate smiling.

"The owner of what exactly?" Hermione asked as she saw Ron couldn’t breathe, let alone speak.

"Well not technically the owner, maybe more like co‑owner since I own the other half," Harry continued ignoring Hermione.

"Harry, the owner of what?" Ginny urged as she said her brother turning blue from lack of oxygen.

"I mean really, if he just looked at his jacket more carefully he would already know…" Harry continued ignoring everyone and smiling to himself.

"HARRY WHAT THE BLOODY HELL DOES RON OWN?" Hermione screamed as Ron began to pass out since he still hadn’t breathed.

"You mean what does he co‑own?" Harry asked.

"YES," Everyone screamed as Ron’s eyes rolled into the back of his head.

“Well isn’t it obvious, the Chuddley Cannons. He would know that if he checked his jackets inside pocket” Harry said calmly as Ron sharply inhaled at last.

Ron leapt to his feet tackled Harry, slammed both their bodies to the floor, as he hugged his best mate.

“I bloody OWN the Cannons, tell me I am not dreaming” Ron ordered.

“You CO-own the Cannons and no you are not dreaming” Harry replied looking up at his friend.

“I OWN THE FREAKING CANNONS” Ron screamed at the top of his lungs as his head registered what he was saying.

“Co-own and yes, it is true, now get the bloody hell off of me” Harry suggested.

“Oh, sorry, just got caught in the moment” Ron said as he got off his friend and got up.

“Ok then, now that you have calmed down…” Harry started but was cut off.

“So what does it mean that you Co-own them? Does that mean that you and Ron are going to be running the team? You do know that you have school to finish? You don’t have time to run a professional Quidditch team” Hermione explained.

“Hermione, you are ruining the moment here” Ron replied.

“Ronald Weasley, now listen here. Harry and you…” she began to reply when she was cut off.

“Hey keep me out of it. I will have plenty of time to study, I am not going to run any team. My function in this partnership is simple, I financially back the operation while Ronald administrates and directs the enterprise and it’s assets” Harry replied.

“Uhm, Harry could you say that in Proper English please?” Ron asked confused.

“He did use proper English Ron” Hermione replied flustered.

“Well if you bloody understood him, why don’t you explained it to me?” Ron retorted.

"What it means is that you basically do whatever you want with the team from hiring, firing, recruiting, coaching, to handling the stadium, uniforms etc. Any bloody idiocy your heart desires. And Harry only pays the bills for said idiocies," Hermione explained.

"Ah, why didn’t you just say it like that," Ron told Harry. Then he thought about it. "Hey!" Ron said to Hermione who just chuckled at her boyfriend’s daftness.

Harry chuckled, "Well if you want me to I will try," he replied.

"Whatever, so I can do whatever I want with the team?" Ron asked.

"Yep," Harry replied.

"And you will pay for it?" Ron continued.

"Yep," Harry reiterated.

"Wicked," Ron said.

"But Ronald…" Hermione began.

Ron lifted his hand, "Mione, honey, I ignored you nearly humping Harry over your new book. I will going to be completely fine with the fact that you will probably be staying up until ungodly hours of the night reading the bloody thing. So the least I expect of you is to let me run my bloody Quidditch team. That is if you don’t want your book to mysteriously end up in a fireplace," Ron said calmly but ended with a raised tone and a look of fiery determination on his face.

"Have a good time and luck with the team sweaty," Hermione replied nervously as she kissed Ron.

"Ok, that brings me to Mooney and Sunny here," Harry said as he handed a package to each.

"Thanks Harry," Lupin said smiling.

"The first one is for the both of you," Harry added pointing to the one Lupin had in his hand.

"Ok then, let’s see it," Tonks ordered as Lupin began unwrapping.

Lupin and Tonks quickly saw it was a book and turned it over, then both of them blushed profusely.

"Harry James Potter, where did you find this book?" Lupin said nervously as his voice cracked.

"In Sirius' "Private" collection," Harry explained.

"Alrighty then, moving on," Lupin said as he hid the book.

"Hey wait up, what was the book about?" Hermione asked curiously.

"Nothing important…" Lupin began.

"It is a book on Adult Sensual Education," Harry explained, interrupting Remus earning a menacing stare and a growl from him.

"Basically a sex book," Tonks said smiling devilishly.

"Nymphodora!" Lupin exclaimed angrily, but immediately regretted it. Not his tone but…

"Remus Lupin, how many times have I warned you, NEVER EVER USE MY FULL NAME," Tonks said menacingly as she drew her wand.

"Yes dear," Remus whimpered.

"Ok then, I guess I will open my gift next," Tonks said acting completely relaxed and smiling again.

"Tonks is scary," Rose whispered to Ginny, who in turn nodded.

Tonks unwrapped her gift. Inside was a black cloak with an emblem of an eagle surrounded by stars with a dagger in one talon and a wand in the other. Tonks was flabbergasted, "Harry, is this what I think it is?" she asked nervously.

"Yep, figured you needed something to do while Mooney was teaching us in school. So I cleared it with the Minister and he was thrilled to have one of HIS Aurors go," Harry replied.

"Am I missing something?" Remus asked.

“This is the cloak of those that have been accepted to the most prestigious Auror Academy in the World. The American Assembly of Aurors Austere Academy or A5. The tuition is normally outside of a normal Auror’s reach, that is why you need to have government backing in order to enter, that is unless your loaded, in which case you really don’t have any business being a full time Auror” Tonks explained.

“Yea, so I paid your full tuition for the 2 years the course lasts. Along with buying all your supplies, renting you a flat, having it furnished, and finally connected by International Floo Unlimited directly to Remus’s and the Order’s Headquarters” Harry explained.

“You did what?” Remus said surprised at the depth of Harry’s planning.

Tonks ran to Harry and tackled him onto the floor again “Oh thank you, thank you, thank you Harry. If I were five years younger and single I’d shag you” Tonks said excitedly as she kissed Harry all over his face.

“Hey!” Both Remus and Rose exclaimed.

:”Bloody hell, that is it, now every bloody woman in here has snogged and threatened to shag my bloody boyfriend” Rose said furiously as she ripped Tonks off Harry and then clutched him desperately in her arms.

“Uhm Rose I can’t breath” Harry said out of air.

“You shut up, your mine” Rose said angrily. “Now all you harpies back away” she ordered looking at the women in the room menacingly.

“Really, I was just kidding…well mostly” Tonks said as she changed to look like Rose “So Harry, ever wonder what it would be like to shag twins” Tonks joked.

“Hey if Harry doesn’t want to I’ll have a go” Seamus said.

"Me first," Neville and Ron said simultaneously, before moments after, being slapped hard in the back of the head by their respective girlfriends.

"Tonks, down girl, behave or I will have to punish you," Lupin said smiling and pulling his fiancée away from Harry and Rose.

"Really, you promise, you know how I like a good spanking," Tonks said taking her form again.

Everyone laughed again, this time Rose abstained, and so did Harry since he couldn’t breathe.

"Rose relax, let go, I need air. I promise the girls are just messing around, besides I would never cheat on the most gorgeous and perfect girl I have ever met," Harry said in the most charming voice he could muster given he was being choked.

Rose loosened her grip a bit, "You swear?" she said in soft voice, almost teary.

"I swear," Harry replied and Rose let go.

"Good, if you break that I will kill you," Rose threatened and then kissed Harry.

"Roger that, now gorgeous could you go get me some more hot chocolate. You kinda choked me a bit hard," Harry said as he lifted his empty mug.

"Dobby could…" Dobby began but Rose was quicker.

"Sure honey, I’ll be back in a sec," Rose said feeling bad for hurting Harry and rushing off to get him some chocolate.

Once she was gone, Harry got up and walked towards Remus.

"Mooney, Tonks, Axel I need to speak with you before she comes back," Harry said and then turned to his other guests. "I will be back, just need to talk about Tonk’s place with Remus and Axel. Some special wards and stuff while Rose comes back," Harry explained and then led them to another room and closed the door putting silencing charms on it.

“Ok Harry, what is this really about?” Lupin asked as soon as Harry was done.

“What do you mean?” Harry replied.

“Doesn’t take an Auror to figure that you’re up to something,” Tonks said, smiling.

“And that whatever it is, you don’t want your friends, and least of all Rose finding out about it,” Lupin finished.

Harry smiled. “Well you are right, in a way; there is not time to explain though. Mooney, take your shirt off,” Harry ordered.

“Why?” Lupin asked, surprised by the request.

“Just do it; we don’t have much time,” Harry ordered.

Lupin did so, trusting in Harry.

“Ok Harry, what now?” Lupin asked impatiently.

“Axel, give me the knowledge I need,” Harry said, looking at his professor.

“Normally I would let you discover it on your own, but just this one time. I will give you what you want. Just remember, Harry, you might not always have me around; you will have to learn this stuff all on your own,” Axel replied as he telepathically sent Harry the knowledge he required.

“Harry, what is this about?” Tonks asked again.

Harry didn’t answer; he quickly focused his power and started striking several power points on Lupin. With quick speed he went through each of the combos that Axel had sent him mentally. When he finished, Remus just fell on his knees.

“What did you do to him?” Tonks screamed as she ran towards the fallen Remus.

Harry looked at Axel nervously.

“You did it perfectly; he should get up in a sec,” Axel replied.

Remus stirred and opened his eyes. “Did someone get the train number that just ran over me?” Lupin said, dazed.

“What did you do to him?” Tonks asked again.

Harry looked at Axel. “Would you mind? I am sort of drained from the technique.” Harry said smiling; he was only pretending so Axel would handle it.

“Bastard,” Axel replied telepathically, then turned to Tonks. “Ok Lupin, do you know how the first werewolf was created?” Axel asked.

Lupin shook his head, since he was still dazed.

“Ok then, some idiot over two thousand years ago decided he wanted to create a special Animagus form. To do it he asked his friends to curse him the very moment he was in the middle of transforming into his wolf Animagus form. They did so and the plan actually worked, or they thought it did. Immediately his mind became trapped between the animal instincts and the mind of a real wolf, and the brutality and anger of the human mind. He attacked his friends and infected them with the curse. When they came too, it was too late; they were all cursed. They searched for the cure, but eventually died without ever finding it. Well Harry, and I discovered how to do it a couple of weeks ago when we were reading an old book I have on Animagus techniques gone wrong. Through some heavy research, mostly on my part, we came up with a cure…of sorts.” Axel finished.

It was partly a lie; the truth was that Harry had learned of the cure when he gained the Stone of Life. He knew of it, but not how to do it. The Stone enlightened him to the fact that everything has a cure, sometimes, even death.

Remus smiled ecstatically; he felt that for the first time in ages he could see the light of day. The weight of his curse was off of him, and he was free. Then it hit him: nothing could be that easy. “Alexander, you said it was a cure…of sorts. What did you mean by that?” Remus asked suddenly, feeling even more constrained.

“Remus, the wolf can never be fully removed from your body,” Harry explained.

The weight got even heavier, and the hope he had was being eradicated.

“So what we did was make it so that you could control it. First we cut off the ability to pass along the curse; from now on you can’t curse anyone else. Additionally, we completely wiped out the wolf instinct and the unnecessary aggressiveness that the curse causes. Also we made it so that the full moon has no effect on your transformation. Finally, we made it so that you have complete control as to when you transform and control over your mind once you transform,” Alexander finished explaining.

Remus looked at the two men standing in front of him in awe. “So that means?” he asked.

“From now on your master the wolf, to you it will be like an animagus form. Complete control of self, and additionally a powerful weapon that you can use at a moment’s notice,” Harry said smiling.

“I’m free,” Remus said getting up. He hugged Tonks hard, “I am free” he insisted. He then began to jump up and down losing all composure.

“Yeah pretty much now can you control yourself, man? They will hear you in the next country for crying out loud,” Harry joked.

Remus crushed Harry and Axel in a hug. “Thank you, thank you, you don’t know what this means to me,” Lupin said still hugging them.

“Yea we do, now let’s get back. We still have two more gifts to give,” Harry suggested as they headed back to their places.

“Well then, took you a while to get back?” Rose said looking at Tonks suspiciously.

“No worries, just wanted to explain a few of the security options in Tonk’s new pad,” Harry explained.

“Ok then, just making sure.” Rose replied, calming down.

Harry smiled at his girl and gave her a wink, then got up and looked at Dobby. “Dobby front and center,” Harry ordered.

“Yes, Master Potter,” Dobby said nervously as he got up and stood before Harry. “Dobby is sorry he didn’t move fast enough to get the chocolate for Mr. Harry,” he blurted in fear.

Harry just grinned, “No worries Dobby, that isn’t what this is about. Here you go.” Harry said handing Dobby a key.

“What is this, Master Potter?” Dobby asked as he looked at the key in his hand.

“That is the key that will open your new closet. You shall find it in your quarters,” Harry explained.

“We all chipped in, Dobby,” Hermione explained.

“Yea we bought you all sorts of fun and trendy clothes.” Ginny added.

Dobby smiled and tears ran down his face. Then he lifted a finger and prepared to ask a question.

“Yes, Dobby, we got you plenty of socks,” Ron answered before the house elf had a chance to ask.

“Thank you, thank you, Master Potter and all of you.” Dobby said in tears. Then a thought crossed his mind.

Harry detected it, “Dobby you have already been freed, I can’t free you again. I can fire you, but given your incredible performance I doubt I will be doing so ever.” Harry explained.

Dobby nodded and then got up. "I will go prepare breakfast, excuse me sirs, and ladies," Dobby said before taking a bow and disappearing to the kitchen to cry in happiness.

"Well then that just leaves me with one more gift to give out," Harry commented as he got up and pulled something out of his pocket as everyone looked at Rose.

Rose suddenly felt very nervous as Harry walked up towards her.

Harry took her by the hand and got her up. "Rose, you’re my one and only, that is why I am able to give you this," Harry said as he placed a ring with a large red stone on it.

Rose looked at the ring in her hand, "Harry it is beautiful, thank you," she said as she hugged him and kissed him. Just then the ring felt warmer in her hand and she was invaded by a sense of love, one that dug to her core and ignited the true love in her heart.  She kissed him even more passionately. Then when she finally came up for air she looked at him surprised. "What was that?" she asked a bit worried as she regained her regular composure.

"Well that ring isn't a regular ring. It holds a piece of my heart. As long as I truly love you, the stone will burn red and bright. The more I love you the brighter and warmer it will be. And as long as you love me … ??"…

Nope, never, only I can take it off. That is as long as you love me; if you ever stop loving me or die, then anyone can take it off.” Harry explained.

“Wow, that is intense,” Ron said gawking.

“Typical, really Ron, you are such a boy,” Hermione said shaking her head.

“It think it is romantic, that way you always know that the love between you stays strong,” Ginny said sighing.

“Typical, really Ginny, you are such a girl,” Neville said shaking his head. Everyone laughed.

When the laughter died down, Harry got up, “Ok everyone, let us go sit at the table and get some breakfast, cause I am starving.” Harry suggested.

“Here, here,” Ron said happily getting up.

“He will never change, will he?” Hermione asked out loud.

“Nope, sorry Mione, that is just the way Weasley men are built. I blame mom; she spoiled us with her cooking.” Ginny explained.

They all sat down and enjoyed a good breakfast, which was followed by a fun and relaxing Christmas day filled with food, fun, and relaxation. All were merry, and carefree, all but three of them. Axel who was always off thinking of something else, Rose who was still trying to reconcile who she was with what she felt, and Harry that’s only thought was destroying Voldemort. Still all three of them tried to enjoy the holidays as much as possible and having fun with their friends. And so the days passed and finally it was the night before New Years. They had already had dinner and were getting ready to leave.

“So Harry, where are we heading?” Ron asked lugging his bad and Hermione’s

“Told you Ron, it is a secret,” Harry replied.

“Oh come on Harry please tell us” Hermione retorted filled with curiosity.

"Nope, not going to tell you," Harry insisted.

Ron kept lugging the bags behind his friends.

"Ron, mate, you look like you need some help," Neville commented.

"It’s her bags; they weigh like bricks," Ron replied.

"Hermione, what did you put in your bags?" Rose asked, looking at the size of them and the thumping noise that came from them every time Ron laid them on the floor.

"Not much, just some light reading," Hermione replied.

Harry rolled his eyes. "Mione, for the love of Merlin, stop torturing Ron. I bought you a bloody book that probably contains all those books and more. So you don’t need all the extras," Harry explained.

“Oh, right, my bad. In any case Ronald, I don’t know why you don’t just levitate them," Hermione said, taking out her wand and levitating both Ron’s and hers.

Ron just looked exhausted. "I don’t think I will ever be able to keep up with her," he murmured.

"No, Ron, I am afraid not," Ginny replied, looking sympathetic to her brother.

Finally, they were all outside and ready to go. "Axel, would you do the honors?" Harry said, looking at his teacher.

"Roger that," Axel said, opening a portal and moving everyone through.

When they opened their eyes they were in a plateau; all around them were surrounded by vegetation and beyond that was the ocean. They were on an island that looked to be completely deserted. The sun was almost completely set, but the skies were a gorgeous shade of orange. Harry immediately started setting up his tent with his wand while the others stayed gawking at the surrounding paradise.

"Harry, where are we?" Rose finally asked.

Harry continued to set up his tent. "Give me a sec; I am almost done. Alexander, would you mind explaining it to them," Harry replied.

"Unbelievable, why do I always end up doing this?" Axel replied telepathically. "Well we are on an island in the middle of the Pacific Ocean that has been disenchanted so that no Muggles can find it. Now start setting up your tents. Tonight’s party has only begun; we still have five hours until the New Year," Alexander explained.

"It is beautiful here," Rose said admiring the view of the twilight.

"It often is; most people fear the coming of the night, but I always found that the Twilight dispels all fears. How can something so beautiful be a forbearer of anything evil?" Axel commented.

"Indeed, Ronald set up our tent, will you," Hermione ordered as she stared at the sunset.

"What am I, your house elf?" Ron replied annoyed.

Hermione turned around and was about to tear Ron a new one, but then she saw Ron’s face. All red and annoyed, he looked so cute. "No, Ron, far from it, but if you want tonight I can play your slave if you want," Hermione whispered in his ear just before biting it. Then added, "Your sex slave that is," causing Ron to gulp then turn around and start assembling the tent at an inhuman speed.

Ginny looked over to Neville. Neville just raised his hand to stop her from speaking, "No need, I get the picture, gorgeous. I will get it up in a while," he said.

Ginny walked over to him sensuously, "I sure hope not; I was kinda looking forward to do a quickie before the New Year," Ginny whispered in his ear. Neville then turned around blushing and started putting up the tent at a pace similar to Ron’s.

Ginny smiled and gave Hermione a high five. “Works every time,” Ginny said, smiling.

“Men are so simple and predictable,” Hermione added. Then both girls just looked at Rose.

“Hey, don’t look at me; my man doesn’t need any inspiration. He knows he is getting some tonight, and every other night he asks. In fact, most of the time I’m the one that has to ask him,” Rose replied, smiling.

“You’re joking, right?” Hermione said, surprised.

“No, she is not; I used to date Harry and I can attest to that. Bastard has incredible stamina, but unbelievable self‑control,” Ginny replied.

“Plus he is DAMN good at it, not that I have a point of comparison,” Rose added.

“Nope, I have points of comparison, and he is still DAMN good. Unfortunately, half the time he is either too tired or distracted to do anything. So you nearly have to beg him to get some—damn frustrating,” Ginny commented.

“Yeah, there is no way to manipulate him; most of the time it is the other way around. The worst part is that he seems to know it, it is almost like he is a bloody mind reader,” Rose added, sighing.

“Yeah, it is bloody scary, isn’t it? How he can just seem to know exactly what you are thinking,” Ginny sighed, looking at Harry taking his shirt off to hammer the tent in himself.

“Wow, maybe I should give him a go,” Hermione said, smiling.

“No!” both Ginny and Rose said simultaneously.

“He is mine,” Rose said.

“Yes, and after he screws it up he is mine,” Ginny added.

“When did you decide that?” Rose said, smiling sarcastically.

“Hey, there’s always a chance,” Ginny replied.

“True, but don’t expect it to happen,” Rose retorted.

"Works for me, that means there is still a chance," Ginny replied smiling.

"Slut," Rose said chuckling.

"Bitch," Ginny replied laughing as well.

"Awe got to love friendship," Hermione said shaking her head and smiling.

Harry looked up at them and waved, sweat glistening off his built chest.

"Bastard, evil sexy bastard," Rose said waving back with a smile.

"And he bloody knows it," Ginny said doing the same thing.

"I really should have given that a shot while I had the chance," Hermione commented doing the same thing.

Ron looked at her and smiled thinking she was waving to him and waved back.

"REALLY," Hermione added.

"Hey Ron, isn’t that bad? All the Quidditch training seems to have done wonders for him," Rose said looking at Ron.

"Yea, but sometime I just wish he could master some other subject. He is a bloody genius at Quidditch, but totally an idiot at everything else," Hermione commented, then smiled. "But he is my idiot," she added sighing and realizing just how much she loved the red‑headed boy.

"Yea Neville isn’t bad either; Harry has done him some good. He has a backbone now, and every once in a while he makes me weak in the knees," Ginny commented and went to help her boyfriend as well.

"Guess that just leaves me. Better go help out as well," Rose said as she headed towards their tent.

Alexander and Seamus had already finished their own tents since they were smaller and were enjoying some drinks in Seamus’s new glasses.

While everyone else set up their tents, Harry started up a fire. Harry had it nice as tall, it was then when something inside him made him want to stick his hand inside the flame. The fire still felt warm, but the pain would not come, at least not from such a small fire. He almost felt inhuman, a monster, a freak. He felt someone approaching and quickly withdrew his hand from the flame and acted normally.

“It happens to the best of us, sometimes we gain so much power that we no longer feel like we belong with the people around us. I know that better than anyone else. I never belonged, even when I tried. Everyone always felt I was different and because of that I was always marginalized: Alexander explained as he put a hand on Harry’s shoulder. “But trust me Harry, your still human, you aren’t a monster. You are getting stronger that is all, some of the laws of nature no longer apply to you. And if you ever think anything to the contrary just remember that your friends will never consider you a monster, Remus sure as hell won’t. You are tracing your own path, you will never be a monster as long as you remember why you are doing what you are doing. Remember you fight for justice and good. You’re a hero not a monster” Alexander finished and then got up and walked away.

Harry sat watching the fire. Alexander’s words rang in his ears. He was right, he was always right. There really only was one monster in this story. He would get him in due time though.

“So Harry I see you got the fire ready. Why don’t you join me inside?” Rose asked as she walked out of the tent.

“Sure Rose, let’s head in” Harry said getting up.

“Are you ok? You seem sort of down,” Rose commented looking at Harry’s face.

“I’m fine, just a bit tired from all the vacations we have been taking. I am actually looking forward to going back,” Harry explained with a smile.

Rose could feel he was lying; there was something he was hiding. Both her mind and her heart sensed it.

“Now you on the other hand, I have a feeling that you don’t exactly want to relax,” Harry said as they walked into their tent and Harry picked her up. The inside of the tent was magicked; inside it was a small mansion. Harry carried her up the stairs to the bedroom.

“Put me down,” Rose giggled forgetting what she was thinking.

“Ok if you insist,” Harry said throwing her on the floor of the bedroom that was actually a bed onto itself. The whole room was a big bed, the floor was a bed, and there were cushions everywhere. And so they lost themselves in each other and in time.

Harry lay awake as Rose lay beside him. She was his heart, and his enemy. Well not so much she but Voldemort. His mind was riddled with what was left to do, the other stones, the other Horcruxes, old scores that needed to be settled. Harry looked at his watch; the time was almost there.

He went to the fridge and put the champagne on ice and levitated the tray outside so that they could celebrate next to the fire.

When he got outside Alexander was waiting for him.

"Do you ever sleep?" Harry asked chuckling.

"No, you ready for this?" Axel replied sharing the smile.

"As always, you wanna wake them up or should I?" Harry asked.

"Your turn," Axel said as he took a seat by the fire.

"Fine" Harry said pretending to be upset. He put his wand to his throat and said "Sonorous. Everybody, could all Marauders please listen, may i have your attention please...WAKE UUUUUUUUUUP" Harry bellowed in a voice that echoed throughout the island and caused the birds to take flight and several animals to howl and grunt.

"WHAT THE BLOODY HELL?!?!?!?" Ginny said running out with her wand in one hand, Neville's arm firmly grasped in the other.

"Ginny, let me go. It is bloody cold out here" Neville complained.

"Neville really, this could be an attack and your complaining about the weather" Ginny replied

"But Ginny..." Neville insisted.

"No, buts, now cover my back" Ginny said as she continued to look around.

"Hey Gin, maybe he should cover your front" Harry said trying to contain the laughter.

"Maybe you should listen to Neville’s buts, or maybe notice that both of your butts are rather exposed" Axel added tearing up.

"What are you two talking about? Where is the attack?" Ginny said stomping her foot.

Harry lost it and began to crack up, "For starter Ginny I only wanted to wake you up, there is no attack. Secondly, though I don't mind the view, the both of you might want to go back inside and put some clothes on" Harry replied between laughter.

It was then that Ginny noticed that both Neville and her were completely stark bloody naked. She turned as red as her hair and quickly ran back in dragging Neville behind her at an alarming rate.

"Ginny please slow down, my arse" Neville complained.

"Get your arse into the tent fast, you could have bloody told me I was starkers" Ginny said angrily as they disappeared into the tent.

Seamus emerged from the tent with a large smile, "Normally Harry, I would have hexed you for that messed up wake up call, but given the show i just saw I am so going to let this one slide" Seamus said as he too began to laugh a bit at what he had seen from the entrance to his tent.

"Really, I actually think that this was a bit dragged on don’t you think?" Harry jested as he began to laugh again.

"So true, one must wonder how irritating it must be to be bustled back and forth in the middle of such a rocky situation" Axel added as the laughter grew louder.

Now they were all laughing like crazy.

"What are you all laughing about?" Hermione asked as she exited her tent as she finished to button her shirt. "And what was that ruckus about?" she added.

"Well Hermione for starters that was a wake up call, as for why all the laughs, let me tell you..." Harry began and then explained the whole thing.

Hermione listened to the whole story including the final comments. She tried to remain composed, but her smile broke out. Trying hard to remain serious and hold back the laughter she said "Harry that was mean, I mean poor Ginny and...oh screw it that was bloody funny" she finished and the busted out into laughs.

The laughter continued as a very flustered Ginny and a very sore looking Neville exited their tent, now fully clothed. Neville was still rubbing his backside.

"Really, that was not that funny" Ginny said angrily as she saw everyone snickering.

"Oh come on Ginny, it was funny" Harry said laughing.

"No mate, it was not" Neville said rubbing his backside.

"It was very funny" Seamus added.

"Was not!" Ginny insisted.

"Ginny, I could show you the memory; in fact, I think I will send it to Fred and George. They will make a killing out of it," Harry said with a devilish smile.

Ginny walked up to him, her normal sexy swagger replaced by an impatient and violent march. "Harry James Potter, if you do such a thing I will assure you that the only killing that will be occurring will be your own with my bare hands," she said with authority as she stood on her toes just to seem taller and get closer to Harry's face.

Harry could clearly see that she meant business.

"Alright, Gin, no need to get angry. I was just kidding," Harry explained.

"You better," Ginny warned one last time before calming down and walking back to Neville and sitting down by the fire.

"So where is Ron?" Harry asked looking around.

"You know, Ron, he is fast asleep; not even a meteor crash next to his bed would wake him up," Hermione replied, looking up from her book.

Harry smiled evilly.

"Harry, no!" Hermione exclaimed, seeing the look in his eye.

"Go Harry, go," Ginny said, catching the drift.

"Who said I was doing anything?" Harry replied innocently.

"Trust me, Harry..." Hermione started.

"We know," they all said together as they followed him.

Harry smiled evilly again. "Oh Ronald..." he said softly as he entered the tent. Everyone followed close behind, staying very quiet. Ron was still asleep.

Harry got right next to Ron and put his head close to Ron's ear.

"Ron, watch out; it's Snape," Harry shouted loudly.

"Ugh, bloody hook nose, want to break it in two I do," Ron mumbled in his sleep.

Everyone laughed. "You go Ron beat the bloody hook nose," Ginny said chuckling.

Harry chuckled some more, “Hum, let’s try something else. Ron, wake up Hermione says she wants us to study for the NEWTS. They are tomorrow so wake up, we need to study.” Harry whispered.

“Grr, who cares? Studying sucks. Stinky books, only Hermione likes them. Go to sleep,” Ron mumbled in his sleep.

“Ronald, who said books were stinky? Books are not stinky,” Hermione shouted angrily.

“Harry help, she wants to kill me,” Ron mumbled in his sleep.

Everyone laughed, except Hermione who was blushing.

“Quick, Ron, get up. Ginny and Hermione are running around naked,” Harry shouted this time.

“Grr, Ginny, get something on right now or I’m calling mom. Hermione, get your cute butt in my bedroom; you need a spanking for your bad behavior,” Ron mumbled.

Everyone busted a gut; Hermione was now totally crimson.

“Harry stop it or I’ll hex you,” Hermione commanded pulling your wand.

“Ok, ok,” Harry said lifting his hands up. “Guess we will have to try something a bit more drastic,” he added as he turned towards Ron. “Ron, it’s Voldemort and an army of Death Eaters; we are being attacked,” Harry screamed.

“Hmm, you go, Harry. Beat them all to pulp. Give that Vol…Vol…give Riddle a bloody nose…forgot, no nose…well kick his pasty white ass,” Ron mumbled as he threw a jab. “And all his idiot friends too. Let’s hex em all,” he added as he continued to sleep.

Everyone chuckled, even Hermione and Rose.

“Harry this is impossible, he is not going to wake up. Not even mom can do it when he is this stubborn,” Ginny explained.

“Yea mate, we have seen him in action when he is this asleep; nothing will work,” Seamus replied.

“Guess he is going to miss the New Year,” Neville commented.

“That is dreadful. Wake up you bloody lazy oaf,” Hermione said irritated as she kicked him to no avail.

“Marauders, I believe it is time to bring out the secret weapon,” Harry said with a grin. “There is no other way, people clear the door,” he ordered.

They did so, looking perplexed.

Harry lowered himself to Ron’s ear one more time. “Ron, they want you to dance, hundreds of them. Giant bloody spiders want you to tap dance, run for your life, Ron. The giant, hairy spiders want you to tap dance,” Harry screamed at the top of his lungs.

“FUCKING HELL I DON’T WANT TO BLOODY TAP DANCE,” Ron said, waking up and running for deal life out to door half‑sleep. He blindly grabbed a shirt and pulled it over his head as he dashed. He ran full force all the way outside till he tripped and fell on the dirt.

Everyone ran behind him and caught up.

Ron got up and looked around, fear written all over his face. “Where are they? Where are the bloody horrible spiders? Get them off of me, make them go away. I am not bloody tap dancing,” he ranted as he violently looked around.

Everyone dropped on their knees laughing their heads off. They were rolling on the floor having a hard time breathing.

Ron looked at them perplexed. He looked at Hermione, she was also on the floor laughing, though she was vainly trying to control self‑? Slowly the fear drifted, and he looked at Harry. “Mate what is going on? Where …

"Harry, you're right, this was bloody funny," Ginny said still laughing on the ground.

"What is so bloody funny about waking me up? It is not funny. Harry, don’t ever do that to me again. I hate spiders; I bloody nearly had a heart attack," Ron shouted angrily.

"Shouldn't you be more concerned with a cold...little girl?" Seamus said laughing hard.

Everyone began to laugh even harder.

"What the bloody hell are you talking about?" Ron screamed. "You are all bloody mad," he added.

"Ron…" Harry couldn’t finish; he just pointed at Ron.

"What?" Ron said as he began to look down at himself. It was then he noticed that, with the exception of a very, very tight shirt that was stretched over his chest, he was stark naked. In addition, the shirt was pink and bore the words "Sexy little school girl" on it. Ron did not respond; his face went from normal to full white to absolutely blood red in a matter of seconds. He then ran back into the tent just as fast as he had exited.

Meanwhile, everyone else was still on their knees laughing.

"Harry, you are bloody evil incarnate," Seamus said laughing.

"Look who is talking," Harry replied. "You were the one that made the last joke."

"Hey, if anyone is evil incarnate, it should be me," Rose said laughing. "I taught Harry all about the dark side," she added.

"You wish, woman, if anything I have corrupted you," Harry replied.

"True, you have warped my pure mind," Rose said getting up.

"And boy was it fun," Harry said getting up and kissing his girlfriend.

"Corrupt me more, oh master," Rose said returning the kiss.

"Get a room, you two," Ginny said as she got up.

"Already have one thank you," Harry said, smiling. Then he added, "Let’s head over to the fire. It is almost time," Harry said as he walked towards the fire.

They all took a seat around the flame. Soon Ron came out fully dressed and still red.

"Harry, bloody hell, just don’t do it again or I’ll kill you," Ron said as he sat down.

"Awe but I thought you looked cute," Hermione said trying to comfort him. Then mischief got the best of her, "If you ever want me to lend you that shirt again just ask. You are definitely one sexy school girl," she added and everyone laughed again.

"Mione!" Ron said regaining his red color again.

"What do you want to spank me? I know I deserve a good one, we can get to it later," Hermione whispered into his ear and then bit his earlobe.

Ron was shocked, pleasantly so. The blood left his head and he mumbled, "That would be nice" as a goofy look took over his face.

Harry levitated the glasses of champagne to each of the Marauders' hands: "Ok everyone, it is almost time. Axel if you will," Harry said gesturing towards his professor.

Axel smiled and lifted up his hands. Suddenly a bright red orb appeared next to the moon. "When the orb covers the moon, it will be the New Year," Alexander instructed as he took a seat and ate some of the delicious food that was levitating around them.

They all looked up and saw how the red orb slowly began to overtake the moon.

"It has been a hard year," Hermione said reminiscing.

"But a fun one," Seamus replied.

"That it has," Neville concurred.

"This war will only get harder," Harry said as he stared into his glass. Rose felt sorrow in her heart, and pity in her head. Yet one was always stronger than the other.

"Let’s hope it will all end soon," Ginny added.

"To fallen friends," Ron said raising his glass.

"To fallen friends," they all replied toasting.

"To fallen friends…and to the end of the war," Harry said as a tear rolled down his eye.

"Wars come and go, but my soldiers stay eternal," Axel mumbled as he drank from his glass.

“What was that professor?” Hermione asked.

"Nothing, Hermione, just something a wise Muggle once said," Axel replied.

“What happened to him?” Ron asked intrigued.

“He was killed," Axel replied simply.

"Why? Did he die in a war or something?" Ginny continued.

“You could say that, but it wasn’t one in the traditional sense of the word," Axel replied.

"Please elaborate, professor," Hermione requested.

"He died because of the war that lives in the heart of man. Greed, hate, lust, foolish pride. The things that plague both Muggle and Wizard alike. He was an innocent that got killed some say for his fame, others simply because someone felt like it. In any case he said that phrase once. ‘Wars come and go, but my soldiers stay eternal’" Axel explained.

"Sounds to me like he liked to fight," Seamus commented.

“Not really, he was a musician. He simply wanted to live. What he meant was that there will always be struggles, lives saved, lives lost. Endless bloodshed over stupidity. But in the end, wars are something you read about. Your comrades are something that will live forever, even after we are all dead and gone. The principles and bravery they fought with and died for, those will forever live on in humanity, even after their names are forgotten. It also means that in the end the greatest leaders are only great because of the men who fought and died for them.” Axel explained.

“That is deep. So what was his name?” Neville asked.

“Tupac,” Axel replied with a smile.

“Oh,” Hermione said, smiling.

“Yea, who would have thought?” Axel replied, smiling. “Ok, seconds to go” he added.

“So who was this Tupac?” Ron asked.

“I’ll explain later, you’re gonna miss it?” Hermione replied.

The red orb overtook the moon and the sky lit up in a beautiful haze of red. Then as they all looked in awe, it exploded.

“Wow,” Ron screamed.

“That was gorgeous,” Ginny said, getting up from the shock.

“You ain’t seen anything yet,” Axel replied.

Then the pitch‑black sky was lit again by multicolored blasts that lit everything around for miles. Explosion after explosion rocked the sky.

“Happy New Year,” they all screamed and then began to hug each other and wish each other a Happy New Year. Lovers kissed, and friends rejoiced. They looked at the sky for half an hour as the explosions kept going. They sang the New Years song and danced afterwards to the music that Axel played on his guitar.”

Eventually after the fireworks and the music had all died down and everyone went to bed, only Axel remained outside; he looked at the sky and pondered everything he had done so far. The infinitely complex web he was weaving, a complex game of chess. "In the end Harry will understand, I know he will," Axel mumbled to himself as he looked at the dying moon dive into the ocean.

"It is beautiful out here. Thanks for bringing us, Axel," Harry said coming out of his tend and taking a seat next to Axel.

"No worries, Harry, it was my pleasure," Axel replied still staring at the ocean.

"It won’t be an easy year will it," Harry commented sadly.

"It won’t, but then again life never is. Still like every night, there must always be a dawn," Axel replied as the sun rose in their backs.

"Nice," Harry said as he looked at the new day.

"The dawn of a new year. Are you ready, Harry? There is much to do," Axel said looking over at Harry.

"Quidditch World Cup, NEWTS, Horcruxes, Stones, Voldemort, bring it all on. I am ready," Harry said confidently.

"Good, now get back in there. I think Rose is getting cold without you," Axel taunted.

Harry chuckled, "You have a one track mind," Harry replied getting up and going back in. "But you are never wrong" he thought with a smile.

For your sake, and that of the world I hope your right," Axel thought to himself reading Harry’s thoughts. "And by the way, if anything my mind is far from one track. You can’t even begin to imagine how multitracked it is," he mumbled to himself. Then he stared at the new sun as it rose from the ocean. "Harry, you have no idea how complicated this year will be. The things on your mind are the tip of the iceberg," he said out loud talking to himself. The gravity of his words reflected in the shadows on his face cast by the light of the new sun. "I will say one thing, from now on your story is going to get a lot more interesting," he continued with a smile. He stared out into the fading darkness of the previous year that lay behind him and with a smile of mischief, hope, and determination he headed out to prepare. He sighed one last thing into the breeze that crashed on his face, "Let the games begin."

They had returned to Hogwarts the next day. Needless to say their reception was…interesting. The students, with the clear exception of the Slytherins, welcomed them with cheers and several encouragements. “Go Black Marauders,” “Prank us Harry,” and “Tear the school down; we are among a few of the common things they would say to them.

Yet on the other hand was the reception they had from McGonagall when they reached the great doors of Hogwarts Castle. When Harry and the Black Marauders got out of their carriages, she met them at the doors.

“Mr. Potter, will you and your comrades be so kind as to follow me,” she said in a tone that clearly indicated that she was giving them an order.

“Yes, Headmistress,” Harry replied for his group as he led them behind McGonagall. She led them into a small room near the entrance and held the door open so that they would all step inside. When Neville, who was at the back, finally went through she closed the door.

“Please take a seat along with your friends,” McGonagall indicated to the couch.

Harry and the Black Marauders took a seat and looked at each other somewhat uncomfortably.

“Head‑mistress, what is this about?” 

Minerva sighed and then looked at Harry, “Mr. Potter, it is blatantly apparent that the only people here who don’t want you to keep misbehaving and pranking the school are me and the Slytherins. Frankly I find that disturbing on several levels. In any case I wanted to ask you to please behave yourselves. While most of you will be away for 2 months for the Quidditch World Cup and Merlin have mercy on the organizers, you will still be spending three more months at this fine institution and I will not tolerate any more large pranks like those you have shown in the past. While I can’t prove you were involved I know it was you.” she explained.

“But Headmistress that is hardly fair,” Harry began but was cut off.

“Save it Mr. Potter, I simply wanted to put you and your Marauders on warning; any more big pranks and you will find yourselves in A LOT of trouble. Now have a very good day and a fine end of year.” Minerva said with finality and then left the room.

“Man what’s her problem?” Seamus said, breaking the brief silence.

“Harry you can’t possibly take her seriously,” Ron stated.

“Oh yes he can, and WE will,” Hermione commanded as she looked at Ron.

“Why do I have to listen to you?” Ron replied.

“Because if you don’t you can forget about our late night randevous.” Hermione explained, raising an eyebrow in annoyance.

“Huh?” Ron asked confused.

“It means you’re not getting any mate.” Neville clarified.

“Oh, gotcha, why didn’t she just say it in English from the start?” Ron commented.

“I did use English, Ron,” Hermione responded, getting more annoyed.

"Well, I don’t think so, and in any case I will back whatever Harry does despite the…consequences," Ron said a bit nervously but with conviction at the end.

"Damn, well then you leave me no alternative. If you insist on this course of action, I will have to take drastic measures," Hermione threatened.

"In English please," Ron replied with a smile.

Hermione got frustrated and grapped his robes close to the neck, "It means that if you do anything resembling a prank I will call your mother and tell her about everything WE have done, and all the misbehaving you have done with Harry, and I do mean ALL," she concluded with vigor.

Ron was truly horrified; he looked to Harry for help.

"Sorry Ron, for your own health you're going to be out of our pranks," Harry replied.

"Roger Snuffles will do," Ron said saluting his leader.

"In any case, we will be going on hiatus with the pranks till after the cup. Frankly since most of us are on the team I would rather avoid any trouble that McGonnagal throws our way. Who knows she might actually…" Harry commented.

"She wouldn’t; she knows we are England’s best chance at the Cup," Ginny interjected.

"She might but I would rather not run my chances," Harry replied.

"Come on, Harry, you know you won’t be able to hold out of pranking the school in the last few months you will get to spend here," Rose said with a smile as she hugged her boyfriend from behind.

"Whoever said I wasn’t going to prank them. I’ll just wait till after we win the World Cup. Once she has that in her…" Harry said with a grin.

Rose chuckled, "That's the Snuffles we all know and love," she said and then kissed Harry.

"Really Harry, do you think Headmistress McGonagall is that shallow as to let you do whatever you want just because you won a stupid tournament and got her a shiny cup to put in her office?" Hermione asked, a bit put off by what Harry had said.

Everyone looked at each other then nodded vehemently and said, "YES," in unison before laughing.

Ron looked at Hermione and hugged her from behind. "Love you, you need to understand that McGonagall is a HUGE Quidditch fan. She could have had Harry expelled for half the stuff he does, but the truth of the matter is that he delivers on the field. It has always taken something really extreme to have her go against her competitive sports nature and ban Harry from the field. If… I mean when Harry brings her the cup this time, it will be a free‑for‑all," Ron explained.

"Really Ron, you can’t be serious," Hermione said, trying to deny it in her mind.

"Hermione, really," Ron said, giving her a look.

"Bloody hell, you're right, however rare it is, you're bloody right. Don’t know if I should root for you to win or not. Frankly I was looking forward to some peace to study for the NEWTS," Hermione said, acting angry.

Ron hugged her harder, his scent intoxicating her as she wanted. "You know you will root for us because you have a thing for the Keeper," he said sexily in her ear.

"True, he is a stud. But I’d rather have some fun with his ‘thing’," Hermione answered back as she raced to the room.

"Ah, the chase," Ron said as he dashed after her.

Harry just laughed. "Ok guys, let’s go get settled in," he said as he walked out the door followed by his friends.

The first week flew by quickly, Sunday had rolled around and Harry was sitting by the fire just relaxing and loosing himself in the flame. Everyone was studying, or having fun or just sleeping. Yet Harry felt that something was…off. Maybe not so much off as more like something was going to happen. Shadow lay asleed on his chest and occasionally let out a growl and smoke came out of his nose. It just seemed wrong to Harry, this peace, it was wrong.

“Peace is never wrong, you just never have known it” Alexander said as he passed through the portrait.

“Still Axel, I know it won’t last. I know I must fight” Harry answered grimly not moving at all.

“All in due time, for now you should enjoy the moments of peace you have. One day you might have to live in complete peace, however will you survive the boredom” Axle replied chuckling.

“Really, I just can’t picture it. I don’t think I will live to see it, that is if it even comes” Harry replied stoicaly.

“Only time will tell, but you shouldn’t let that rule your life. Fight for peace, but prepare to live it as well. You can win Harry, you just need to believe” Axel replied.

“Easy for you to say, you are incredibly powerful. You should be fighting not me, you could probably end this all in one night” Harry said bitterly.

“Stop your bitching, I came to tell you to sleep well tonight. Tommorow meet me infront of the castle in the morning” Axel replied with a grave tone.

“The next Stone I take it” Harry commented as his site digged deep i…

"For some reason I don’t care. I’ll be there tomorrow," Harry said still motionless.

"Fuck this," Axel said and snapped his fingers.

Suddenly Harry was falling; he looked all around. There was nothing but night sky. Below him the ground was barely illuminated with lights. One thing was apparent: he was VERY high up in the air. He had no broom, and Shadow was gone.

"What the fuck?" Harry screamed, not knowing what the hell was going on.

"Well Harry, I thought if you had this little faith in yourself, that I should do you a favor and just kill you now. That way you stop wasting my time and we can just hand the world over to Voldemort," Alexander said as he floated cross‑legged next to Harry as he fell.

"Fucking hell Axel, stop this shit and save me," Harry demanded.

"Why, so you can bitch and moan some more? The world is counting on you; I’m not your nanny, I’m your teacher. I am not here to wipe your dippers, I am here to teach you to be a warrior. Have you forgotten why you are fighting?" Alexander asked as they continued to fall.

"I fight to free the world of Voldemort," Harry replied.

"Wrong, you fight so that Voldemort won’t rape, pillage, and murder everything and everyone you love. You fight so that you never have to see another of your loved ones die like Albus and Sirius did. You fight because you’re the only one that can fight. So quit fucking whining, just focus on getting stronger and winning. Or should I just let you die now, that way Rose can go home to daddy with a nice Potter pancake as a tribute," Alexander replied with gravity in his tone.

Harry felt like shit, each word that Axel had spoken struck a cord. He knew Axel was right; once again he had fallen into self‑loathing and helplessness. He had forgotten all that was good in his life, all that was right; he knew what he had to do.

"Axel, you're right, I am being an idiot. Get me down on land so I can get some sleep before tomorrow," Harry requested as he no longer cared that the land was rushing towards him. He felt like he deserved to die for abandoning all hope and giving up before the fight.

"What do you plan to do tomorrow?" Axel asked, remaining calm next to Harry.

"Tomorrow I am going to go get my fourth stone," Harry said with determination.

Axel smiled and clicked his fingers; Harry was now back in his bed.

"Well said, Harry. Now get some rest; you will need it in the morning," Axel explained then began to leave the room.

"Hey, Axel," Harry said as Axel began to leave. He turned around and looked at Harry. "Thanks for nearly killing me; I really needed that," Harry said with a smile.

Axel laughed, "No problem, Harry. Now get some rest," Axel instructed and then continued to leave. Just as he opened the door he turned around. "Oh, almost forgot: bring your Black Supernova tomorrow," Axel said and then left, leaving Harry curious as to why he would need his broom.

Harry slept well and was all rested up the next morning when he got up and headed towards the lake to meet up with Axel. The day was young and the sun was barely up in the sky. He had remembered to bring his broom like the Professor had requested. "Man, it's cold outside," Harry murmured to himself in the foggy English air.

"Yes, it is rather unfortunate weather that is part of the year," Axel said appearing next to Harry.

Harry was no longer surprised by his mentor’s abilities. "So where am I off to?" Harry asked.

Axel opened the doorway, then looked at Harry. "You are heading to the world of Wind, a very unique place to say the least. Don’t focus on trying to beat anyone up; you can’t hurt them. Just keep close to your broom and beat them at their own game," Alexander instructed, then pushed Harry through before he had a chance to ask anything.

"What the…?" Harry said as he went through the portal. The next thing he knew he was in very familiar circumstances. He was falling through the air. Harry looked down and could only see more sky and clouds all around. "This is bloody great, back where I started I suppose," Harry mumbled to himself then got on his broom and started to fly. "Well best not loose too much time. Now where could these guys be hidding the Stone of Wind?" Harry asked himself. He shrugged and started to race towards the ground; the problem was that after a while he noticed the ground was nowhere to be seen. He raced down even faster, holding back a bit in order to avoid hitting the ground by surprise. The clouds kept getting thicker, reducing visibility. He was going decently fast when he saw something pop out in front of him. It almost looked human, yet Harry could not stop and rammed into it. More like he rammed right through it and kept on going."

"You bloody bastard, get your solid ass back here. You ran right through me; that is rather rude of you," Harry heard the figure scream into the wind. Harry finally managed to stop and turn around. He flew right up to the figure that was now joined by other creatures that looked just like him. He looked like a human ghost, only much clearer and solid looking. He looked more like his body was composed of air and his skin was like a golden film that covered him.

"Um, sorry about that. Didn’t see you there till it was too late," Harry apologized.

"Bloody hell, you wouldn’t consider how fast you were going," replied one of the creatures.

"Hope I didn’t hurt you," Harry continued.

The creatures laughed, "Human, you can’t hurt the wind people. We have no physical bodies; we are only wind essences. Still it tickles a little and is very rude to pass through one of us," replied another growing serious at the end.

"I suppose you were headed for the race," a third suggested.

"Umm, I don’t know. Actually I was looking for something. My name’s Harry Potter; I am here to find the Stone of Wind," Harry replied.

"Hum, well I have never heard of it. Still if you are looking for anything, the race is probably the best place to find it. My name is Ventis, these are my friends Torentes and Brises," explained Ventis.

"Nice to meet you; could you tell me a bit more about this race? Do you use it to decide who your king is or something?" Harry asked.

The wind peoples laughed again, "No Harry, we have a very wise and old king. No the race is to prove who is the fastest and luckiest amoung us. Anyone can compete, you just need to put up an object as the entrance fee. The winner gains a great amount of pride, he is celebrated as a hero for a whole year till the next competition. Additionally he not only takes home the trophy, but he gets to pick three of the objects that were put up as a entrance fees. The rest are returned to their owners" Brises explained.

"Well isn´t that a bit overdramatic, I mean I can understand the pride, but the prizes seem to be very low for such a race. I mean one could put up some preatty cheap object vs. another´s extremly valuable one" Harry suggested.

"Harry, all objects are precious in our world. As you can see we really don´t have that many solid things here. There is no land, only clouds, frankly anything solid is considered a great treasure to us" Torentes explained.

"I see. In that case I see why you think the race is the best place to look for the Stone" Harry replied. "There will be a comming together of a great amount of solid objects. So what are the rules for this competetion?" Harry asked.

"Well the race happens is in one week and takes place inside the sky stadium" Ventis began to explain.

"Sky ..."

Yea, it is the only solid structure in our world; normally we just live on clouds. Anyway, the race takes place inside of it. It is pretty impressive; you have to see it to believe it. So once inside, the goal is to get through the maze and reach the finish line first. The problem is that the mazes are ever-changing; that is why this is a race of speed and luck. You need both to win. You could be stuck inside forever if you're not careful. Some Wind People have been stuck inside for years before they get out," Ventis continued.

Harry was having a not so pleasant flashback to the last event of the Tri Wizzard Cup. Since then he had taken a small disliking to mazes. "What was the fastest time ever to go through it?" Harry asked.

"Well, as far as I can remember, it would be our present champion, Tempus. He completed the race in 13 days and 11 hours. I think there have been faster times, but usually it's somewhere around two weeks," Ventis replied.

Harry chuckled, "Just great. Axel did say to beat them at their own game," Harry thought to himself. "So, Ventis, how do I get to the stadium?" Harry asked.

"Just follow us; we will take you there. I must warn you, though: you don't have a shot in hell of winning. The champs are unbeatable, plus you can't fly," Torentes replied.

"Torentes, give the boy some slack; he could still make a decent showing," Ventis replied smiling.

"Well then, boy, follow us. We were planning to go anyway to watch the tournament," Brises added.

Harry did so and as he followed them he couldn't help thinking how similar this felt to all his other adventures, yet at the same time very different. He also felt like he was going down; it was hard to tell as there was no land that could be seen. The time seemed to fly as the nights and days went past. Harry slept on his broom. He marveled at how large the planet was. He wondered how long it would take him to fly around it at full speed in his Black Supernova. Frankly he would have tried if not for his fear of getting lost. Finally, after a week of flying he finally saw it; in the distance was a massive cube, it was as big as a city. All around it many wind people floated in the air and talked.

"This is it Harry, this is the start of the race. Good luck, you are definitely going to need it," Brises told Harry.

"Thanks Brises, I think. Thank you all for showing me the way here," Harry replied looking at his travel companions.

Harry flew over towards where the competitors were lining up to register. After a week of traveling and a half hour of waiting in line, he was finally in front of the officials. He was also finally standing on something solid; the cube seemed to have gravity so we walked up to the table where the official awaited.

"Interesting, a human, it has been a while since we saw one race," said the official. "What is your name?"

"Harry Potter," he replied.

"Excellent, well then, what will you be wagering?" the official asked.

"You can take my shirt," Harry said as he took his off.

“Hum, a very tempting wager, ok then, your shirt shall do,” he said as he took Harry’s shirt and placed it in a pile with the other objects being wagered. “Now then, I must also take your flying broom; those are not allowed in the competition,” he added.

Harry was stunned, “How am I to race then?” he asked.

“You run, my dear boy, you run. This is the very center of our planet and therefore we have very odd gravity; one would say it is like flying without a broom, you never know which way the gravity will shift, therefore you could very well be able to walk up walls,” the official explained.

“Oh well, whatever. Here you go,” Harry said handing over his broom, then walked towards the entrance where every competitor awaited the start. “This is just great, leave it to fate to give me a hard task in order to get my bloody stond. I mean come on a ruddy maze, I really do hate them” Harry thought. All of a sudden a gust of wind knocked him on his face.

“So it is true, a stupid humand has actually come to race,” said a rather arrogant voice.

“May I ask who the bloody hell you are and why you pushed me?” Harry asked annoyed.

“The name is Tempus, and I am the reigning champion of this race. And i pushed you because your kind is not welcome here,” Tempus replied.

Harry chuckled, “I really don´t give a crap who you are. I will beat you, you really have now bit off more than you can chew” Harry said as he walked over to the starting point not giving Tempus the slightest indication of fear.

Tempus fummed and stormed off…quite literally, “Human when I win i will take your shirt, it should be easy. You have no way of winning this,” he said as he flew to the start.

“Your attention please,” said an official as he stood before the entrance. “The race is about to begin, racers to the starting line,” he called out.

Many Wind People lined up in front of the gate; Tempus was at the front with many others. They all looked focused, some looked nervous but all looked ready. Harry was ready too; he would use every ounce of his speed to get through the exit gate first.

“Ready, set… GO,” screamed the official and the race was off. Harry ran at full speed; he got passed a few, but then just as quickly he was the last one there. The Wind People had moved unbelievably fast, so fast that Harry could not keep sight of them. “So this is the power of the Wind,” Harry thought to himself as he turned on his Kivide. Time stopped as it always did; Harry moved at his full speed, he entered the laberyth, his eyes peering deep through the dark, torched lit up the inside of the maze. Harry could still see the slowest of the Wind People in front of him through the walls. Even with his power, their speed was equal to his own. “This is not good,” Harry thought. He knew he couldn’t use his full speed for long periods of time; he would run out‑of‑energy and the only way that he could keep up with them all was to run at this speed. “I guess I’ll just have… … … ”??

"Afternoon Malfoy, what an unfortunate event it is to see you," Rose commented as she ran to the gates of Hogwarts.

"Indeed, Riddle, it is such a pain to see you as well. Why not bring your boyfriend so that he can get a shot at killing your dad? I would have thought by now he would be accompanying you, that way you can try and bind him while Potter kills him," Malfoy retorted.

"Oh shut it, you know where my loyalties lie," Rose replied as she reached the gate and exited the school grounds.

"Oh I do; I just wonder if you do or you just think you do," Malfoy said as he touched his mark and was instantly transported before the Voldemort himself.

Rose was confused by what Malfoy had said, but thought nothing more of it. She touched her mark as well and was transported before her father.

Voldemort stared at the pair through icy red eyes; eyes with no love but pure hatred stared at the pair.

"Hello Draco, how are things?" Voldemort asked with a wry smile on his face.

"Nothing to report, my Lord, at least nothing we haven't already reported. Professor Canem teaches the Slitherins and the Ravenclaws separately. He is taking the team to the Youth Quidditch Tournament, and the mission you gave us has been progressing without a hitch, though I still don't know what we are doing," Malfoy reported.

"Nor will you; it is for me to know and you to obey. Now I hope you have been behaving yourself; I mean I wouldn't want you to do something you would later regret," Voldemort retorted with the same smile.

"Whatever, do you mean my Lord, I assure you I have been a loyal servant."

“Good, guess you haven't attempted to gang rape my daughter this month then,” Voldemort retorted with a look of hate and the same dark smile on his face.

“I…uhm…I ehh,” Draco stuttered.

“Do not worry father, Harry made sure to teach him a lesson. Since then he has been quite the gentleman, or at least acted as one,” Rose interjected.

Voldemort flashed a look of hatred as he heard the name of his enemy. “Crucio,” he screamed as he cursed both his daughter and Draco. Both of them writhed in pain and wiggled on the floor.

“Rose, since when do you refer to my mortal enemy in such a casual manner? Could it be you have grown to have…feeling for the boy?” Voldemort asked as he released Rose but kept cursing Draco.

“No father, my loyalty lies with you as always,” Rose replied composing herself. It had not been the first time she had been cursed by him; it would probably not be the last.

“Good, as for you, Draco, I will remind you that only I can harm MY PROPERTY. You should know better than to touch or damage that that belongs to me. Now then, Rose, tell me of Potter, what news of him?” Voldemort inquired as he continued to torture Malfoy.

Rose smiled at Draco's pain, though something inside of her disliked the idea of him being tortured, the rest of her reveled in it. “The boy has been acting normaly, he is quite smitten with me. I have yet to learn his secrets, I hope to breach that inpass soon. He dissapears every once in a while, not even I his lover, or his best freinds know where. The only one that seem to know anything is Professor Canem,” Rose explained.

"Ah yes, the Professor, I have ruled him out as a threat. I think he is nothing more than a cheap wizard with a few shiny tricks and no talent at all. I have observed him; he is nothing but a fraud. No concern of mine. I hardly think he is of any use to the boy. Dumbledore was the last one that could have taught Potter anything of use. Now he is gone, and the boy is doomed. The plan shall come together by the end of the school year," Voldemort ranted still under the effects of Canem's spell. He had made it so that Voldemort thought little of him, that way his sight remained squarely on Harry.

"Yes father, your knowledge is greater than mine," Rose said submissively; she knew better than to try to argue with the Dark Lord once his mind was made up. Still, she found it odd that her father chose to ignore the mysterious knowledge and power of Professor Canem. Also that if it was true that Canem was a fraud, that her father hadn't just killed him and been done with the whole thing.

"Indeed, that is all, you may return before you are missed," Voldemort said as he released the curse on Draco.

"Yes Master," both said, bowed, and then disappeared. 

Harry had been in the maze for a week now. He had made a routine where he would run for 20 hours and then sleep 4. The labyrinth kept shifting; he really had no idea where he was going. “There has to be a way, think Harry. There must be a way to gain the upper hand in this race,” Harry thought as he rested. The running had taken its toll. He had run into a couple of Wind People inside the maze, all as lost as he was. The maze was treacherous, just like a path could open out of nowhere, so could one close. Walls, floors, and ceilings would open and close randomly. Harry had almost been crushed several times.

Harry was done resting; thinking of the last couple of days did not encourage him. He got up and began to run again; his tired eyes seeing through the wall, he saw how the power of wind flowed through all the walls, ever-changing and wild like the wind was. “Maybe the answer is there,” Harry thought as he tried draining the wind energy from the wall. “At least I should learn how to do it, doesn’t seem like I will be able to win this race,” Harry thought as he drained the energy from the wall. He could feel his body becoming lighter. He began to run, just like he had with fire; he felt a speed rush, but it was different. He felt less solid, but much faster. He started to run at full speed; soon he could sense the difference the halls were moving by a lot faster. Left, right, left again, right, right he moved fast. He started to run on the walls. “This speed is incredible, this if bloody fun,” Harry said to himself as he ran full speed forward now on the ceiling, his weightlessness and speed making him defy gravity itself.

His eyes moved fast looking for new paths in the dim lit darkness. Just then he saw a surge of energy; the walls were collapsing ahead. Harry tried to stop himself, but couldn't. By the time he halted he was in the middle of a lager corridor that was now closing in on both his sides. He tried to push against the walls; he felt much weaker though, he had no strength to push against the walls. The walls were closing fast; he couldn't think of anything. “I am going to die,” Harry said as he could no longer move with his body now pinned against the walls. The air was now being squeezed out of his lungs. The darkness began to overtake him, “This is the end of the Boy who lived, I am going to become a bloody sandwich,” Harry thought. Silence… ”NOOOOOOOOOOOO” Harry screamed and he pushed hard against the wall; strength he didn't know he had was raging in him.

The wall began to give to his strength. Light began to appear again, Harry pushed harder, his rage burning. “Fuck you, I refuse to be killed by a wall,” Harry screamed and then punched the wall with all his strength; the wall slammed back into place. Now with a giant crater where Harry had hit it. “How the hell did i …?"

"I wonder," Harry said and then began to drain energy from the torches. Just as easily from what little fire it was, Harry managed to draw all the energy he needed. The power of wind was strong but unpredictable; also, he wasn't as good at using the energy as he was with fire. He would need to practice more with wind, but for now he would settle to do so with fire. Harry began to run again; his speed was not as great as it had been with wind, but his control was far greater. He ran at full speed and used walls to detain his pace and change directions. Harry continued like this for a few more days. It had been ten days since he had entered the maze. Harry turned a corner and a wall lowered behind him opening a path just as he went by. Just then, Harry felt a rush of wind go past him.

"Well if it isn't the stupid human, my you have gotten far havent you?" said a familiar voice.

Harry looked up, and just above him hovered Tempus. Harry ignored him and began running again. He wanted to win. "If Tempus is here, then I must be on the right track…at least I think so," Harry said draining the speed of Wind again. "Now is as good a time as any, if I wanna win I need to go all out," Harry thought as he drained all he could and began to run faster.

Tempus was lost, but minutes later caught up with him and took the lead. "Foolish human, amazingly you apparently have learned to use the power of the wind, still you are no match for a natural like me" he said and then rushed ahead.

"We will see about that," Harry thought as he ran as fast as he could. He desperately drained all the power he could from the walls; still, all he could do was barely stay at champion's tail running at the same speed he was. Harry forgot about rest and he ate while running. Whenever Tempus slowed down he would too, to rest a bit. And so another day passed; Harry felt the end was near and drew hope from that as he ran.

Tempus, on the other hand, was growing impatient with Harry's insistence. "Give it up human, you can't beat me," Tempus said looking back at Harry annoyed.

Harry could feel the uncertainty in his voice; Tempus was tired as well. Still, all Harry could do is run behind him. "There has to be a way to move faster," Harry thought. He was already using all the power of wind he could. While his ability was getting better, it was still not enough, and he needed more speed. Harry pondered this as he kept up with Temp?"

Tempus steadily grew more frustrated as the hours passed and he could not lose Harry. Finally he turned around and said, “Human this is the end of the line, you die here.” Tempus said. Harry, who had stopped when Tempus did, was now being surrounded by a gust of wind. Tempus was rapidly spinning around Harry's body. The gust quickly turned into a hurricane; Harry felt pressure all around him. He tried to move, but could not. The air grew thin, he could no longer breathe. Harry tried to use force to move; he drained the power of Earth, he pushed and swung with his fists and feet, still the hurricane only grew stronger. “Foolish human, you have no hope of stopping me with brute strength,” Tempus taunted.

“Bastard is right” Harry thought as his efforts were in vain, his fist were lost in the wind. “How do you fight the wind?” Harry asked himself. He started to lose consciousness, he couldn't breathe. “Air, I need air” Harry thought. Then it hit him, “If I need air, shouldn't Tempus as well. I mean he is made of air, how is it he can breath?” Harry pondered. “He is draining the air from me with his speed, yet he must still breathe. How can I choke him?” Harry asked himself, he didn't have much time. “Fire, fire consumes all. It will eat up all the air” Harry screamed. He then invoked every once of flame he could, he superheated his body, he wanted to become fire itself.

Tempus was quickly burning, the joy he had in Harry's demise was now horror. Harry was a fiery ball that was now consuming every once of air, including him. “What is this? … How? … Stop, the heat, I can't breathe, please stop” he begged.

"No mercy, you tried to kill me, now die," Harry said as he raised the flames and engulfed the passageway in heat. Tempus lost his transparency; he was becoming solid, a small wisp of a figure, like a line of smoke. Finally, he fell on the floor unconscious.

Harry took pity on him and ran full speed. Just then he felt a gust of wind; the vacuum had sucked some fresh air from outside. Harry felt refreshed, and with new hope he ran faster. He saw the exit in the distance; he would reach it in a minute or two. He would finally get out of this maze, who knows, he might even win.

"Foolish human, I will wind," said the voice of Tempus. He flashed by Harry, totally recuperated. "You can't stop the wind; you can only slow it down," Tempus said as he moved full speed and started to loose Harry.

Harry drew on the power of wind now, yet he was still only moving at Tempus's pace, and now being he was behind. Tempus would win unless he came up with something fast. Harry was furious to loose, being this close. It was then when, he felt a rush of new speed; his rage was fueling his speed. He opened his eyes, he used his sight to see what had changed. "Am I using more of the power of Wind?" Harry pondered. But that wasnt the answer, it was then he saw it, he was using both the powers of fire and wind at the same time. His rage had drawn on the power of fire unconciously. Harry knew what to do; he concentrated hard on draining both powers, then ran full force. The new speed was amazing; he flashed forward, just as Tempus was about to reach the exit, Harry blasted through him. The sonic boom resounded as Harry blew out of the tunnel."

Harry was outside, he felt so free. He blasted past the crowd. He tried to slow down, finally he stopped. He turned around and headed back; it was then he noticed something very interesting. “I am bloody flying!” Harry exclaimed, surprised. Harnessing the power of Wind he now could fly without a broom. He flew towards the Sky Stadium, in the distance he heard something; it was a whisper that grew louder as he approached.

“Amazing, he did it. Harry Potter has won, the human wins beating the former champion by a nose and beating his record in the process. 12 days and 7 hours,” said the voice of the announcer.

Harry landed on the Stadium. “There he is Wind People, your new champion: Harry Potter”

One of the officials moved forward; he handed Harry his shirt and broom. “Here you go Mr. Potter, your broom and your wager. Now then let us go and collect your prize,” he said and pointed Harry towards a pile of objects that were set on a table. Harry scanned them all; he could see rocks, cans, blocks of wood…basically a bunch of junk. The Stone was nowhere to be seen. “Oh ruddy hell, I went through all that for this...bloody garbage,” Harry thought rather displeased with the outcome.

“The champion can't make up his mind. Must be hard to pick from all those treasures. Well then in the meantime let us hand him the ceremonial trophy. A relic that has been passed down for champions to champion every year,” explained the announcer as a cup was shoved into Harry's arms.

“Uff” Harry exhaled as he looked at the heavy and rather intricate cup that was deposited in his hands. Tempus looked on him sulkingly. Harry then notices something intresting in the middle of it. There was the stone of Wind engraved into the shield of Wind on the trophy.

Brises and his freinds came up behind Harry and shouted, “Congratulations Harry, we never thought you could pull it off” said Brises.

“Thanks...I think” Harry replied his attention on the stone. “Excuse me, official” Harry said as he approached the official at the table with the wagers. “I know what I want” he continued.

“Excelent, which of these fine prizes has caught your eye?” asked the official.

“This one” Harry said pointing at the trophy.

“I am afraid that is impossible Harry Potter, that trophy is a relic, we can't part with it” explained the official getting a bit upset.

“I don't want the whole thing, just this stone in the center would be enough. That is the only prize I want” Harry explained.

“I am afraid we can't let you have it. Why don't you take this nice shoe instead?” the official suggested.

“I am sorry, but I am taking this stone, wether you like it or not, this is comming with me” Harry replied angered.

“How dare you human, not only do you cheat me out of a victory, but now you want to desecreate our traditions. Let's kill him” Tempus screamed filled with envy.

Several Wind People launched themselves on Harry. Just then a barrier raised around Harry and a hurricane enveloped everything around him. “What the hell is going on now?” Harry exclaimed surpriesed.

“Now who amoung you wanted to kill Harry?” asked Axel as soon as the hurricane faded, he stood next to Harry looking rather irritated.

The Wind People kneeled in fear, “Master Canem, it has been ages since you came. We didn't know you would come, we would have made you a better reception” said one of the Wind People

“Don’t dodge the question. I heard someone threaten my pupil, who was it?” Canem thundered.

“We are so sorry, we didn’t know he was your pupil, we would have treated him better,” whimpered another.

“Why do you cower before this man?” scremed Tempus. “It was I, so what” he added.

Axel extended his hand and Tempus was sucked into the shape of a small sphere. Then Canem crushed it with electricity in his fist. Then he threw the air marble and it exploded in the air. Tempus screamed in absolute agony as his body was ripped apart. Then compressed back to normal.

“Well then Harry, seems like you won the race. Take the Stone and let us be on our way” Canem instructed turning to Harry with a smile.

“Sure sounds like a plan to me” Harry said smilling back and taking the Stone from the trophy.

“Wait give me a sec, i want to do one thing first” Axel said and then flew over to the entrance of the maze.

“Axel, what are you doing? It took me days to get out of that maze” Harry informed.

“Boy, don’t worry, Axel holds the record for beating the Sky Stadium” said an old Wind Person. “Tempus, you should know your place, this man has resoundadly beaten us all. He controls wind like if it was a toy. Those who know this do not dare challenge him” he added looking at Tempus.

Axel chuckled and disappeared into the maze. A minute later he emerged at the other end. "Well that was fun, let us go then," he said and opened a portal in front of Harry.

"How did you do that?" Harry asked.

"I just am better and manipulating the elements that you, and WAY faster," Canem explained.

"I think you cheated and opened a portal," Harry said with a smile.

"Nope, I did it all on my own. Maybe one day you will too," Canem replied as he stepped through the portal.

Somehow, Harry knew not to doubt the man, with all that had Harry had seen. Canem was full of surprises, that was reality. Harry just shook his head and followed through the portal. "Four down, two to go" Harry said to himself as he ate the Stone of Wind and felt the rush of the power of Wind through his veins.

Time flew by quickly and suddenly they were in the middle of February. All the members of the Quidditch team that would represent England and the Youth Quidditch Cup were packing and getting ready.

Ron was looking nervous as he packed his bags, in his mind he was deathly afraid of making an ass of himself in front of the world.

“Ron what’s on your mind?” Harry asked already knowing the answer.

“Harry we are going to do alright in the Cup aren’t we?” Ron replied

“Ron we have practiced to no end, gone through every possible strategy, and worked out to strengthen our bodies to the limit… I think we will at least make a good show” Harry replied sarcastically. Axel had worked them to the bone, they were ready to take the Cup. Frankly only two teams worried him, the Germans and the Costa Ricans. He had also promised himself not to use his powers in the games unless he absolutely had to, after all if he did it wouldn’t be very sportmanlike of him.

“Yea Harry you are right, we will do fine” Ron said half‑heartedly and then continued to pack.

Harry was finished with his packing soon afterwards and he settled in bed to relax a bit. They would leave in the morning, this year so far had been one surprise after another. Now he was getting stronger, he was only two stones away from full power, and Voldemort was only 2 Hor …

"Well I usually just let the House Elfs do it," Rose replied.

Hermione grimaced, "That is so cruel, you should have at least helped them a bit," she said angrily.

Ginny looked at her funny, "Hermione, relax, what is up? You have had a sour face all day week long," she questioned.

"It's nothing, just forget about it," Hermione replied.

Rose and Ginny looked at each other; they knew better than to let their friend remain like that.

Rose broke the silence first. She walked up to Hermione and wrapped her arm around her. "Come on Spitfire, just tell us what's bothering you," Rose said kindly.

Hermione thought for a second then sighed, "Well, I was reading some Quidditch magazines trying to find information to help you guys. As I read on and saw the pictures of the other teams that are competing I really got worried," Hermione explained.

"You're afraid we will get hurt?" Ginny asked smiling. "Don't worry Spitfire, we will kick all their butts, no problem," she finished confidently.

Hermione hid her face in her hair. "That is not it...the thing is that...some of the girls in the pictures were really...attractive," she said nervously.

Ginny and Rose looked at each other as realization hit them.

"And you're afraid that Ron will cheat on you with one of them?" Rose stated.

Hermione nodded with a sad face.

"Don't worry Hermione, my brother may be a brainless git sometimes but he isn't a cheat," Ginny said hugging her friend trying to comfort her.

"Besides if he even looks at a girl funny, we will make sure to castrate him," Rose said smiling, hugging Hermione as well.

Hermione smiled, "You promise?" she said a bit happier.

"We swear," replied the other two and then continued packing.

The next morning the entire school was gathered for breakfast; this was a special day. Everyone was told they had to attend. After everyone was served, McGonagall stood up and raised her hand. The chatter in the Great Hall died down.

Her voice rang through the room, pride resounding in every note: “Today is a special day, may our Quidditch team please stand up.” She requested raising their hands.

Harry and everyone else on the team, including the subs, stood up.

McGonagall continued, “You are our finest; today you eat as Hogwarts students, but the moment you pass through the doors of the Great Hall, you will do so as the English National Youth Team. You represent not only Hogwarts, but our entire nation. Be proud, and hold your heads high. Trials and tribulations lay ahead; you will face the best the world has to offer. Do so with grace, dignity, honor, and valor, and win or lose we will be proud of you. Know that everyone—teacher and student alike, no matter what house—is now standing behind you. Make us proud, do your best, we can ask for nothing more. I wish you good luck, and godspeed. Now Professor Canem has a few words.”

Axel stood up now, “Team, your Headmistress has made a very eloquent and appropriate speach, her words should resound in your heart. She urges you to do your best, that is indeed all we can hope for. Unfortunately for you, I will not be so kindhearted” said the professor now dropping his smile. “You have all been trained to the extreme, and I will continue to train you this way. I expect nothing less than victory. You will bring that Cup back, even if you have to die in the attempt. Eternal glory will be yours, now is the time to rise and take it. Do not crumble under the pressure, do not fear your enemy, and fight to your last breath. Do so and you will be doing your best, do so and you will win, do so and you will be the Champions of the World. Now eat your last meal at Hogwarts as students, for when you leave those doors, you will be the English National Youth Quidditch Team, Challengers for the Title of World Youth Quidditch Champions. That title is presently held by Germany, who won it in the time of your forefathers, they will not relinquish it easily, especially considering the Chapionship is in their country. But when you return through those doors, you will do so as the Champions or you will do so knowing you could have been if you had only done more.” he finished and then took at seat.

McGonagall, and every other person in the room now was silent and looking at Alexander as if he were a mad man. Either that or an insensitive, rude, imbecile. Every person, except Harry and his teammates.

Harry looked at his teammates; he saw in their eyes the same thing that was in his heart. He also read it in their minds. He raised his fist, "For God, Queen, and Country, for Britain, for Hogwarts, and most importantly for ourselves... Victory or Death," he screamed.

His teammates followed suit; they raised their fists and screamed "Victory or Death".

Harry turned to the door and walked out, his teammates following suit, leaving the Great Hall in a deathly silence.

McGonagall whispered, "What are they?"

Axel stood up, "They are the English National Team," he replied and then exited the hall as well.

The team went to get their things and assembled on the Quidditch pitch. A few had hastily followed and were there to wish them goodbye. Among them were Neville, Hermione, and Seamus.

"Good luck mates, give 'em hell," Seamus exclaimed.

"Don't worry we will beat them good," Harry replied confidently.

"You be careful love, ok?" Neville said hugging Ginny.

"Relax Neville, I'll make sure to come back in one piece," Ginny replied feeling smoothered in the hug.

"You be careful too Ron, and don't you dare look at another girl," Hermione said as she crushed Ron in a hug.

"Huh?" Ron replied cluelessly.

"Nevermind, just take care," Hermione said as she hugged him tight and kissed him.

Ron just nodded and said, "Ok."

Once all the goodbyes were said, Alexander stepped forward. "Everyone ready?" he asked.

Harry looked around, nodded and said, "Yes coach, we are ready to go."

Alexander smiled waved his hand and they were gone.

"I sure hope they don't get into any trouble," Neville said nervously.

"Don't worry, if they do, I'll make sure to kill them," Hermione replied with tears in her eyes and a smile on her face.

They appeared in an abandoned building.

"Where are we, coach?" Harry asked.

"We are in the heart of Berlin; this is where the opening ceremonies will take place. After they are done, we will have an hour before our match. The stadium we are going to is the same one the Muggles use…in a way. You see, the German Quiddithch League in conjunction with other organizations from around the world joined forces to transfigure the stadium into a Quidditch pitch and bewithch the entire city to completely forget about the stadium for a day. They also made it so the stadium can hold ten times more people. Because of the difficulty of all this, this shall only be done on two occasions: today, and for the final—however long it takes to finish," Axel explained.

"So we are playing there today?" Ron asked nervously.

"No, Ron, only the opening ceremonies will be held there. The only game that will be played there is the final," Axel replied. "Now then, follow me; we need to get there to get settled in," he finished as they exited the building.

The team was dazzled by the city; it was indeed impressive. But more impressive was the stadium that they saw when they turned around. It was massive, more so because of the transfiguration spell that was used on it to seat more people. They walked through the giant doors engraved with the shapes of bludgers, Quaffles, and Snitches. Inside was a blonde wizard with a heavy beard.

"Yes, how may I help you?" said the man in a thick German accent.

Axel stepped up, "Yes, we are the English Team."

“Ah, the Brits, we have been expecting you; now if you will just follow me, I will…” started the wizard but was interrupted by a voice that came from behind the group.

“Hello Franz, we would like you to lead us to our locker room immediately, as well as getting us some refreshments,” said a pompous voice that quickly moved forward.

A group of large, blonde, and impressive men and women stepped forward led by a very attractive and cold‑looking man.

“Ah, Her Grindel, if you just give me a moment…” started the man that was leading Harry and his team.

“I will do no such thing; now tend to us or it will be your hide, Franz,” said a man that Harry recognized as the Captain of the German Team, Vald Grindel the Third. Vald then threw his coat onto Franz’s hands.

“Her Grindel, my name is not Franz; it is Erwin, and I really can’t…” replied the man as they piled more coats on his arms.

“Just shut up, Franz, and take us to our locker room. Who you are and what you do is what I say it is,” replied Vald.

Harry had had enough; in a flash he grabbed the coats and threw them back at the Germans and then cast a wandless spell that blew them all back— all this so fast that none could react.

“What the hell?” screamed a very irate Vald from the ground.

“We were here first, so wait your turn, you pompous ass,” Harry replied.

Rose, Ron, and Ginny had already drawn their wands and were soon behind Harry.

“And who might you be? Not that I am interested in who you are; I just like to know who I am going to kill once I get up,” Vlad replied coldly.

"The name is Harry Potter, and these are my teammates. We are the English Team," Harry replied simply.

Vald's face was filled with rage, but a small grin came to his face. "Ah, the famous Harry Potter. No wonder you are so arrogant. Well then, I really hope you are as good as they say. I would hate for something to happen to you," Vald said as he got up.

"Don't worry we will kick your ass come game time," Ron replied.

"I was not speaking to you, you lowly dog. I was speaking to Mr. Potter here. And I wasn't referring to the game, which by the way you have no chance in hell of getting out alive from, let alone winning. I was referring to my duel with him, and how unfortunate it will be for England to lose its one hope of stopping Voldemort," Vald said raising his wand at Harry.

In a flash, Harry disarmed him, flipped him into the air, and slammed him down flat on his back. "I think I can manage. No need to worry," Harry replied as he stared down at Vald who was stunned and frightened on the ground. Harry could still feel the rage emanating from the German.

The rest of the German Team stood stunned and immobile.

"Lead us to our locker room if you will Erwin," Harry said turning around and leading a very surprised and frightened official forward along with the rest of his team.

"You will pay for this Potter," Vald said getting up and aiming his wand. The German team followed suit and curses flew instantly at the English team's backs.

Canem raised his hand without looking back at all or stopping. A barrier appeared and stopped all the blasts. "Stop now or you will get hurt," Canem said as he turned around, fire burning in his eyes.

Vald along with his whole team were frozen in fear. The look in Axel's eyes froze them to the bone and a second later, they all lay unconscious on the floor.

Harry saw what had happened with his sight. "How did you do that?" he asked Axel psychically.

"That my dear Harry is the power of Spirit," Axel replied.

"When will I gain that power?" Harry asked.

"That is the last of the Stones that you will go after; it is by far the most dangerous of all of them," Axel replied.

Harry knew better than to ask anymore. If Axel said it was that dangerous, then he meant it; his next stone would be that of Water, and then he would face Spirit.

Alexander walked ahead of them and opened the door to the locker room. They in turn entered and were blown back.

Harry entered the room first, then he took it all in. It was overwhelming. The Union Jack flew in every corner of the room and on the ceiling. There was a table filled with every possible food or drink they could desire in the center of the room. The seal of the British Ministry of Magic stood in the center.

Axel walked up to the table while the team took everything in. He picked up the card and read it aloud, "This food is complements of the British Ministry of Magic, and has been inspected and cleared of any tamperings. We wish you luck and victory in your quest for the Cup. Sincerely, The Ministery of Magic."

Harry completely ignored all of that, as beyond the table lay the lockers and in them were their pads and brooms ready to go and spotless, but most importantly they lay their uniforms. Pure white, with Union Jacks on the sleeves, and their names and numbers on the back. On the right sleeve stood the emblem of each of their positions: a Quaffle for the Chasers, a pair of bats for the Beaters, a set of rings for the Keeper, and a golden snitch for the Seekers. Finally on Harry's was the golden C of Captain in the front. They all surveyed those uniforms with pride and approached them slowly. Their hands glided over the fabric as they took in what it meant. The pride and support of their nation was reflected back at them in those uniforms.

Harry was the first to take his shirt off; under it were muscle and scars, everyone stood in awe and silence. Harry's body had become impressive in the time that had passed in the last year of school.

Ginny felt envy, regret, and a bit of sadness as she saw Harry. She still loved him in a way, but mostly she wished for one last night with that perfect man that escaped her. Rose on the other hand, felt a mixture of love, lust, and fear. Love that sprung from the deepest reaches of her soul and could not be contained, lust from every inch of her being, and fear of those feelings. Harry was her sworn enemy, the man she was meant to betray. Could she do it when the time came? Would she survive is she tried? Seeing him shirtless now in the daylight, she trully doubted she could. She had never seen a body like that before, not even in the muggle bodybuilder magazines. His muscles looked like rocks and shone without the need of any oil or sweat. His eminated a magical glow, and it hinted at the hidden power that may lie inside. No, she couldn't, when the time came whe would fail.

“​No you won’t … ”?

He picked up his inner pads and put the on, then his robe, finally his outer pads and gloves. He drew back the curtain of his locker and changed into the uniform pants and put on his leg pads and shoes. He drew back the curtain, when he stepped out the other curtains were already drawn, his team was following his lead, though not as brazen as he. They had drawn the curtains before even taking off their shirts. Silence, reigned through all of this, solemn was the preperation of the warriors as fear, pride, and exitement intermingled. Harry took a seat and surveyed the Black Supernova that now lay in his hands. He took that moment to enter into Xchio to clear his mind. Soon other curtains drew back, and his teammates slowly appeared, and also took a seat to await the rest. Finnaly, they all lay ready.

Alexander rose, “In an hour we will be called on. Until then lay here and meditate on what is to come” he said simply and then left the room.

Harry sat in deep meditation, his Xchio spread through the room. He sensed the tension in every person in the room. He also felt the lust that eminated from Ginny and he smilled. If he didn’t love Rose as much as he did, and if he didn’t value freindship as much as he did. He would take her up on that offer. From Rose, on the other hand, he felt her inner struggle against the darkness and fear in her. Harry lay troubled at all of this.

Shadow sensed the tension in his master. He slowly exited his pocket, and went up to Harry’s hand, he then bit into his masters finger as hard as he could.

“O ... … … .. .. .. .. .. … .. ... …. ...

Everyone looked up and saw Harry trying to shake the black lizard off his finger.

“Let go you ruddy lizard,” Harry screamed as he continued to shake. Shadow only bit down harder.

Everyone started to laugh at how ridiculous Harry looked shaking his hand. Finally, Harry gave up and just took a seat. “Shadow would you please let go?” he said to the lizard who just shook his head. “Why not?” Harry asked. Shadow just looked up at him with sad eyes. Understanding dawned on Harry as he looked at the color of Shadow's energy. He could tell he was worried, “You are worried about me aren't you boy?” Harry whispered. Shadow nodded. Harry smiled, “I got it partner, I will cheer up,” he replied. Shadow looked up at him and felt the change, so he let go. “You are a smart dragon aren’t you?” Harry said. Shadow growled in approval. “Got it partner, let's go kick some Kraut butt,” Harry whispered.

There was a knock on the door.

“It is time,” Alexander said as he got up and went through the door, followed by Harry and his team.

Ron was biting his nails, wondering if he could really stop all the shots that were going to be aimed at him.

Ginny was focused on scoring; she would make her country proud.

Rose was nervous, the night before she had gotten a message from her father. It read as follows: “Your mission with Potter is suspended until the end of the tournament. Your new mission is simple, Win OR ELSE. Make the name Riddle stand high and whatever you do do NOT lose to the Germans.” This was odd enough as it was; her father cared more about a Cup than his mortal enemy, but to add to that he cared more about beating the Germans than the Cup. It was odd, winning the Cup she could explain given her father's love of Quidditch and competitiveness, but his desire to beat the Germans was completely out of the blue.

On the pitch, the stadium was filled. The Weasley clan was in full attendance. As was Headmistress McGonagall, and Slughorn. Also lost in the VIP seat were Voldemort and Lucius Malfoy.

“Now dears I expect you to all cheer for your sister and brother. As well as behave yourselves accordingly,” Mrs. Weasley insisted.

“No worries mom,” George started.

“We will mother, we will be the pictures of behavior,” Bill insisted.

“Molly, do not worry, we’ll vill not let you down. We’ll cheer with all our might for Hawry and his friends,” Fleur said adamantly.

“We will be the pictures of civility,” Percy said formally.

“See mother nothing to worry about,” Fred finished off.

Mr. Weasley just smiled and hugged his wife with excitement. His two youngest now stood at the doors of the world in one of the biggest and most honorable tournaments in the wizarding world.

“Master, do you consider it prudent to be here? We are surrounded by enemies,” Lucius pointed out.

“Do you doubt my power Malfoy?” Voldemort hissed back.

No sir, but still, despite how powerful your Transfiguration and Confundus skills are, this is very dangerous," Lucius insisted.

"Lucius, be silent and enjoy tonight's festivities," Voldemort replied as he transfigured his walking stick into a giant British flag. "And wave this for me," he said handing the flag to Malfoy.

"Yes sire," Malfoy replied begrudgingly.

"Don't forget to chant," Voldemort insisted.

"Go England Go, Go Riddle GO GO GO," Lucius said half‑heartedly.

"Crucio, with feeling," Voldemort whispered.

Lucius felt the sting of the curse and chanted louder.

The German Minister of Magic stepped up to the podium in the middle of the stadium. “Ladies and Gentlemen, Wizzards and Witches alike. Welcome to the 480th or 230th Youth Quidditch World Cup depending on who you ask. Now let us begin the introductions. This tournament is older than memory, and predates the Professional Quidditch World Cup. We have very little reference to when it began. Some say 2006 years ago, others insist it was only 1006 years ago. The point is that it is a very honrable event, were the best of the best meet once every four years to demonstrate who are the best teams of the world. Now let us not waste words and let the events begin” he finished. And then the sky light up with fireworks and sounds. The fireworks would explode and turn to different magical creatures. Then they turned into a giant globe that had the 64 representing countries light up. Then the mascot of the festivities appeared, it was a giant Phoenix named Wildfire. He simbolized the rebirth of the games. Then the sky kept exploding with fireworks. On the stadium grounds children on brooms flew and played with the different balls in a kiddy game of Quidditch. Hundreds of children wearing the different uniforms of the different countries. Finnaly the German Minister returned. “The tournament will be as followes. The teams will be divided into 16 groups, from each ground a first and second place will advance to the next round. This will be determined by wins, draws, and loses. A win will score you three points, a draw one, and a loss none. In the case of a tie, the one with the greater positive difference between points scored and points lost will be declared the winner.

In other words, one team has 600 points and 200 points scored against them. But another has 500 points and 0 scored against them; then the second team will be declared superior. If the tie persists, then the one with the most points scored will advance. If then the tie persists, then a game will be played where the victor advances. The next rounds will be simple: the winner of the game advances, the loser does not. Each team will play once a week and will have anywhere from 5 to 7 days to recuperate. Now let us see the Tournament Schedule,” he said, and then a blast of fireworks exploded in the sky where the bracket appeared, and a rain of schedules fell on the crowd.

“Bill, catch on of them will you?” Mr. Weasley ordered.

Bill had been a Seeker at Hogwarts so he quickly jumped up and snatched three.

“Oh my husband is such a hunk,” whispered Fleur as she took one.

Group A

Germany

England

Egypt

Australia

Group B

Hong Kong

Serbia

New Zealand

Argentina

Group C

Ireland

Cote de Ivory

Cuba

Mexico

Group D

Spain

China

Vietnam

Morroco

Group E

Ghana

Scotland

Poland

Tahiti

Group F

Angola

Korea

India

Columbia

Group G

South Africa

Italy

Iceland

Iran

Group H

Wales

Congo

Paraguay

Bulgaria

Group I

France

Ecuador

Croatia

Ukraine

Group J

Bermuda

Israel

Belgium

Greece

Group K

Uganda

Czech Republic

Austria

Finland

Group L

Switzerland

Tunez

Neetherland

Japan

Group M

Portugal

USA

Cameroon

Venezuela

Group N

Sweden

Senegal

Rusia

Togo

Group O

Saudi Arabia

Zimbabwe

Tailand

Indonesia

Group P

Costa Rica

Trinidad

Denmark

Brazil

Day 1

Germany vs. England

Egypt vs. Australia

Hong Kong vs. Serbia

New Zealand vs. Argentina

Day 2

Ireland vs. Cote de Ivory

Cuba vs. Mexico

Spain vs. China

Vietnam vs. Morroco

Day 3

Ghana vs. Scotland

Poland vs. Tahiti

Angola vs. Korea

India vs. Columbia

Day 4

South Africa vs. Italy

Iceland vs. Iran

Wales vs. Congo

Paraguay vs. Bulgaria

Day 5

France vs. Ecuador

Croatia vs. Ukraine

Bermuda vs. Israel

Belgium vs. Greece

Day 6

Uganda vs. Czech Republic

Austria vs. Finland

Switzerland vs. Tunez

Neetherland vs. Japan

Day 7

Portugal vs. USA

Cameroon vs. Venezuela

Sweden vs. Senegal

Rusia vs. Togo

Day 8

Saudi Arabia vs. Zimbabwe

Tailand vs. Indonesia

Costa Rica vs. Trinidad

Denmark vs. Brazil

Day 9

Germany vs. Egypt

England vs. Australia

Hong Kong vs. New Zealand

Serbia vs. Argentina

Day 10

Ireland vs Cuba

Cote de Ivory vs Mexico

Spain vs. Vietnam

China vs. Morocco

Day 11

Ghana vs. Poland

Scotland vs. Tahiti

Angola vs. India

Korea vs. Columbia

Day 12

South Africa vs. Iceland

Italy vs. Iran

Wales vs. Paraguay

Congo vs. Bulgaria

Day 13

France vs. Croatia

Ecuador vs. Ukraine

Bermuda vs. Belgium

Israel vs. Greece

Day 14

Uganda vs. Austria

Czech Republic vs. Finland

Switzerland vs. Netherlands

Tunisia vs. Japan

Day 15

Portugal vs. Cameroon

USA vs. Venezuela

Sweden vs. Russia

Senegal vs. Togo

Day 16

Saudi Arabia vs. Thailand

Zimbabwe vs. Indonesia

Costa Rica vs. Denmark

Trinidad vs. Brazil

Day 17

Germany vs. Australia

Egypt vs. England

Hong Kong vs. Argentina

New Zealand vs. Serbia

Day 18

Ireland vs. Mexico

Cuba vs. Côte d'Ivoire

Spain vs. Morocco

Vietnam vs. China

Day 19

Ghana vs. Tahiti

Poland vs. Scotland

Angola vs. Colombia

India vs. Korea

Day 20

South Africa vs. Iran

Iceland vs. Italy

Wales vs. Bulgaria

Paraguay vs. Congo

Day 21

France vs. Ukraine

Croatia vs. Ecuador

Bermuda vs. Greece

Belgium vs. Israel

Day 22

Uganda vs. Finland

Austria vs. Czech Republic

Switzerland vs. Japan

Netherlands vs. Tunisia

Day 23

Portugal vs. Venezuela

Cameroon vs. USA

Sweden vs. Togo

Russia vs. Senegal

Day 24

Saudi Arabia vs. Indonesia

Thailand vs. Zimbabwe

Costa Rica vs. Brazil

Denmark vs. Trinidad

Day 25

1A vs 2B (A)

2A vs 1B (B)

Day 26

1C vs 2D (C)

2C vs 1D (D)

Day 27

1E vs. 2F (E)

2E vs. 1F (F)

Day 28

1G vs. 2H (G)

2G vs. 1H (H)

Day 29

1I vs. 2J (i)

...

A vs H (1)

B vs G (2)

Day 34

C vs F (3)

D vs E (4)

Day 35

I vs P (5)

J vs O (6)

Day 36

K vs N (7)

L vs M (8)

Day 37-40

Break

Day 41

1 vs 4 (A)

Day 42

2 vs 3 (B)

Day 43

5 vs 8 (C)

Day 44

6 vs 7 (D)

Day 45-48

Break

Day 49

A vs B (1)

Day 50

C vs D (2)

Day 51-56

Break

Day 57

1L vs 2L (Third Place)

Day 58

1W vs 2W (Championship)

Finally the German Minister stepped back up to the podium. “Now then, let us meet the athletes that will reprsent the world…and the mascots they choose to represent their team” he finished.

Harry and his team had been watching the opening ceremonies from their waiting area.

Harry stood up, “Mascots, what mascots?” he shouted.

“Oh, did I forget to mention that you needed to pick a mascot for you team?” Axel said calmly from his chair.

“YES” the rest replied in unison.

“Well i’ll go talk to the officials, meanwhile enjoy the show, and come up with some idea. In any case they will introduce you as the United Kingdom so you got some time” Canem replied as he calmly left the area to talk to the officials.

“Harry what the blood hell should we do?” Ron shouted.

“Leave it to Axel to pull somethig like this on us” Rose said bitterly.

“It bloody makes sense though, I mean the adult national teams all have mascots” Ginny replied.

“Everyone calm down, let us keep our cool — ? ” …

"How hard can it be to pick a mascot? Let's just see what the other teams did and we can get some ideas," Harry suggested.

They all turned to the magic screen where the ceremonies were projected.

"Now then, we will go in alphabetical order. First off we have the Angola Eels, the Argentina Llamas, the Australia Kangaroos, and the Austria Canaries," the presenter started.

Suddenly a team in red and green uniforms flew in and got their brooms in formation. They formed a giant eel and a magic spell covered them as they flew through the stadium as a giant red eel. Then several blue llamas walked into the stadium with the Argentinans on their backs, looking relaxed and waving to all the people. They were followed by giant kangaroos with boxing gloves on jumping onto the field; the Australians were clad in yellow and green stripes and were standing on their heads, looking defiant. Finally, a team clad in red with a large yellow vertical stripe flew in, and in the wake of their brooms multicolored canaries appeared and flew about the stadium signing a lovely song.

"Next up we have the Bermuda Sharks, the Belgium Cows, the Brazil Anacondas, and the Bulgarian Veelas," shouted the announcer.

A magic sea of blue water appeared as Red Sharks blasted out of random places and vicusly swam towards the crowd scaring more than a few. Then just when they were about to strike the blasted out of the spell and they could see that they were the Quidditch team. Next up, a team of brown cows flew into the stadium and started to spray the audience with chocolate milk, then the Belgian team swooped in from above and the cows followed them down to the pitch. Then several giant snakes slithered above the crowds, the spell exploded and then a player errupted from each. They joined in the top of the stadium and flew down forming an even bigger one. Finally, the Bulgarians came out sorrounded in Veelas, all the men went insane, thankfully the women kept them from doing anything stupid.

“Lovely girls, aww...I mean moving on, next up we have the Cameroon Cheetahs, the China Phoenixes, the Columbia Coogars, and the Costa Rica Poison Dart Frogs” the announcer continued.

On the field large Cheetahs raced about, then they transfigured into the athletes. Then a giant Phoenix swooped down and exploded into a giant fireball from which the Chinese team emerged. Next up, dark Coogars flew about the sky of the field on brooms, the athletes then removed the furs they had on and flew down to the pitch. Finnaly, there war a rumble in the ground, then another soon giant bright colored frogs were hopping on the field, on each stood a member of the Costa Rican team waving happily from their backs.

“Next, up the Cote de Ivory Elephants, the Congo Gorillas, the Croatia Condors, and the Cuban Habaneros” shouted the announcer.

Harry and his team looked on as Elephants, Gorillas, Condors, and men on fire flew over the pitch.

“So any ideas so far?” Ron asked.

“I had thought of the Phoenix but it was taken,” Harry said referring to the Chinese.

“I knew how to do that spell so that we looked on fire, but that one has been done,” Rose replied.

“Alright, let us just keep calm; we will come up with something,” Harry said calmly.

“Now we have the Czech Chimerras, the Denmark Krakens, the Ecuador Coyotes, and the Egyptian Sphynxes,” shouted the announcer.

A giant chimera with heads of a snake, a lion, a bull, and a lion walked out. Then exploded; the team emerged from it. Then a giant mantis‑like creature appeared in the sky like an Aurora Borealis; from it emerged the team. Then a pack of wild coyotes emerged, each then in turn turned back into the team members. Finally a large sphynx emerged with the entire Egyptian team standing on its back. It looked vicious, just like the team on its back.

“Next … We … … … … The … ...… ...… ……… … … …? Wait… ?

Magical Salmons flowed in the air as the team appeared flying with them, then giant snails crawled onto the pitch carrying the team members on their backs. Then the Ghana team appeared with lion heads which then transfigured into human heads. Finally, a carriage pulled by large chained gargoyles appeared in the sky. Holding the reins was Vald, his team holding on behind him; the gargoyles appeared to be in pain. He swung a giant whip and snapped it on the gargoyles' backs. The stadium went wild.

"Now we have the Greek Minotaurs, the Hong Kong Hounds, the Iceland Valkries, and the India Shivas," the announcer shouted.

A giant Minotaur walked onto the field; in his hands was the team waving happily. Then a pack of wild dogs raced through the stadium at unimaginable speed; they then exploded and turned to players on brooms. Next, a group of blonde warriors descended from the sky on white horses that breathed fire. They were clad in Viking armor; the Icelandic team was in uniform. Finally the team from India flew onto the field, each wearing traditional clothes from their country and each with six arms that waved at the crowd.

"Now here come the Indonesia Kalis, the Iran Sand Lions, the Irish Leprechauns, and Israeli Doves," chanted the announcer.

Several warriors clad in traditional Indonesian clothes jumped onto the pitch and started to do acrobatics with swords. Then the Iranian team rushed onto the field fiercely on a sandstorm. They danced in the air with swords in their hands. When the storm died down there were lions that appeared to have skins made of sand all around the team roaring. The team started to scream, their chants defended the crowd, they were impressive. Then the Irish walked onto the field followed by a bunch of leprechauns with bagpipes playing a jig and dancing. Finally, giant doves dove onto the field, upon each was a player standing and waving to the crowd.

"Ok Harry, we are running out of time, I think it officially is time to panic," Coote insisted.

"Relax, come on think people," Harry insisted.

"Well we could always use one of our animagus forms," Rose whispered.

"No, Rose those are supposed to be a secret weapon," Harry replied.

"Yea, you're right," Rose whispered again cursing that she couldn't get the information to her father somehow.

"Why don't we just repeat one of the ones they already used?" Demelza suggested.

"That is just lame," Ron replied.

"I don't see you giving out any ideas," Ginny replied.

"Why you..." Ron was about to say.

"Enough, we don't have time for that, just focus people," Harry reprimanded.

"Now we have the Italian Stalions, the Japanese Onis, the Korean Octopuses, and the Saudi Arabian Scorpions," the announcer informed.

The italian team rode onto the field on beuatiful stalions and threw kisses at the females in the crowd. Giant bald, big eyed, muscular monters in human form walked onto the field with giant clubs in their hands, they growled and swung their clubs around wildly. Then they turned small again and became the Japense team members. The Koreans flew in on a giant flying Octupus that flailed his arms around the stadium and then disipated into magic. Finally a large group of scorpions rode in with the Saudi team on their backs, the flung their stingers menacingly.

“Wow, impressive, now here come he Senegal Ants, the Mexico Panthers, the Morroco Monkeys, and the Netherland Sirens”

A swarm of ants flowed onto the pitch, then formed mountains, then disapeared, in their place stood the Senegal team. Then giant magical panthers jumped up from the edges of the stadium and then crashed down onto the pitch and roared then turning into the team members. Then giant palm trees appeared on the pitch and monkeys emerged from them doing acrobatics, then they started throwing around what looke like bananas but were actually the members of the team. Then a team of beautifull Sirens road in on brooms, their songs enchanted all the men, even more than the Veela songs. They in turn turned to the female members of the team.

“Now the New Zealand Koalas, the Paraguay Parrots, the Polish Pigs, and the Portugal Turtles take the pitch”

Giant Koalas took the field with the team on their backs. Then the Paraguay team flew in with parrots on their tails singing songs about the team. The Poles rode in on a dancing pig. Finnaly, a giant turtle walked on the field with the team on its back waving at everyone.

“Here come the Rusian Yetis, the Scotland Banshees, the Serbian Centaurs, and the South African Hyenas” shouted the announcer.

Giant white, furry monters walked onto the field and waved, they then shrunk and the Russiand took off their magical fur coats and waved some more. The Scots flew in with banshees dancing around them with a frightening screams. Then Centaurs rushed the field with the team members on their backs in perfect unison and all with pride. Finnally a pack of wild hyenas rushed the field and let out loud and very contagious laughs. The South African flew in laughing as well.

“Ok this is now panic time, we have no idea and we will be called preaty soon” Ron insisted.

“Yea, Harry come on, let us just do whatever, the mascot really doesn't matter as long as we play hard” Ginny replied.

“Let's just be the UK warriors, or the UK wizzards, that will make it very easy for us” Demelza suggested.

“No that will not do, it is not good enogh. Our mascot must project what our spirits are like. It must be strong, brave, indomitable, and wild.” Harry explained.

Somewhere nearby someone had a very good idea.

“Well then next up is the Spain Bulls, the Sweedish Mice, the Swiss Coo Coos, and the Tailand Wild Gorillas” explained the announcer.

A stamped of bulls ran into the stadium and awaiting them were the Spanierds on brooms and wearing bullfighter outfits. They flew into the sky and the bulls followed. After a brief bullfighting demonstration the bulls dissapeared. The next, a giant chesse wheel appeared on the pitch and mice flowed through it and in a minute had eated it, and in its place stood the team. Then giant clocks appeared out of thin air and they all chimed at the same time. From them came out the team members, singing COO COO, COO COO. Everyone laughed and then the field was invaded by large imposing grey gorillas that wrestled and then transfigured into the team.

"Let me introduce the Tahiti Tarantulas, the Togo Skrewts, the Trinidad Tambores, and the Tunez Tigers," shouted the announcer.

Tarantulas decended from the sky and wove an intricate web, at the center of which was a pod. The pod exploded and out came the team. Next, a giant blast ended skrewt came onto the field and then exploded, in the center of the blast was the team. Then the Trinidad team came out with drums and music and danced onto the field. Finnaly, a pack of tigers jumped out from the crowd and raced to the field. When they got there they spit out fire and from the flame errupted the team members.

Alexander stepped into the waiting area. "So Harry come up with anything yet?" he asked casually. He had hoped Harry had figured it out.

"Ah, not really," Harry replied.

Alexander looked sad, "Darn and you guys are up next. Better hurry up, I will stall for you" he said and left.

"Damn it Harry, your the Captain, you decide what we do," Rose said seriously.

Everyone nodded.

Harry screwed, he knew it. He sighed and then said, “Ok I will take care of it” Trully though he had no idea. Just then he felt a sharp pain. Then it hit him, “Ok guys when the last team is announced fly onto the field, I will take care of the rest” he shouted and left to tell Axel what he needed to do.

“Ok then, now onto the field come the Ukraine Iceboars, the Uganda Fireants, the UK...” The announcer started to say but then he stopped. “I mean the US Eagles, and the Venezuela Vultures” he corrected in a monotone and emotionless voice.

“Looks like the Brits chickened out” Vlad laughed as he saw that their name was skipped.

“It makes sense given the fact we were going to kill them” replied one of his teamates.

The field froze over as large boars with the teammembers on their ran in. The ice didn't last long as the field turned ablaze and giant ants erupted from magic lava on the ground, that then exploded and left only smoke in their wake. When the smoke cleared the team stood in the center waving. Then a giant eagle swooped down with the American colors errupting from his tail in a sort of rainbow that remained for a while in the sky. The Eagle flew very fast and when it landed they could see the Americans holding on to the feathers with one hand and waving with the other. Finnally, a giant worn down tree appeared in the center of the field and on it landed large vultures, who then in turn turned to caped wizzards that just lay on the tree and raised their arms in a show of power.

“Now then let us end off with the Vietnam Vipers, the Wales Whales, and the Zimbabwe Antilopes” finished the announcer.

A giant viper slithered onto the field, stood up and spit a ring of poison around him. That ring erupted in fire, and when the flames died down the team was in the center. Then a magical ocean appeared in the stadium and whales started to sing and jump out and do tricks. Finally the largest whale blew water out of its blowhole and at the top stood the team waving. Then Antelopes raced onto the field. The team swooped from the sky and flew right next to them in a show of speed.

“Well then, that concludes the introductions, the UK team seems to have not been able to present its mascot because of…” started the German Minister, but the fire exploded from every corner on the stadium.

“I hope Harry knows what he is doing,” Ron said.

“Have faith in your captain,” Ginny said half‑heartedly. She wasn’t sure if Harry could pull it off.

“Yeah, let’s fly,” Rose said with a bit more confidence.

“Wow, that blast was impressive, and look here comes the British … But still no mascot in sight,” the announcer a bit shaken.

A voice resounded in the stadium, “Wizards and Witches alike, we apologize for the delay, let me introduce the last team. The UK… BLACK DRAGONS” it shouted.

Then there was another blast of fire.

“Show‑offs, they think a bit of pyrotechnics will impress us,” Vlad said coolly.

Then screams resounded in the stadium. A black shadow circled the stadium … .. ??

“Yea, just do what I say,” Harry insisted.

The dragon lined up between them. On its head stood Harry Potter.

“Amazing! Harry Potter and the British team make an impressive show riding in on a magically created dragon,” shouted the announcer.

“Guess he transfigured his broom. Still, that isn't half bad spell,” Vlad said arrogantly.

“Fake my ass,” Harry said, mimicking the thoughts of Shadow who looked up at him wishing to prove his worth. After all, he had bitten down on Harry's finger to let him know he was willing to do this for his master.

“Charlie dear, how do you think Harry made that spell?” asked Mrs. Weasely.

Charlie just looked on in shock; he knew what that dragon was. He knew it was real. “Mother, just stay calm and don't attract its attention,” Charlie replied without taking his eyes off the creature.

“Harry, how did you do that spell?” Rose asked as she flew next to him.

“What spell?” Harry replied.

“Well, the one you used to make the fake dragon, of course,” Rose insisted, rolling her eyes.

“I didn't use any spell,” Harry answered casually as he and Shadow kicked in high gear and flew faster.

“Wait, Harry, what do you mean you didn’t use a spell?” Rose asked but she was gone.

They circled the stadium blowing a strong gust downwards.

Finally they landed and stood with the other contestants. Shadow was far taller than any of the other mascots and his body occupied a good portion of the field. Harry stayed one Shadow. The rest of the team landed around Harry with a bit of distrust.

“Well then that was impressive, as a dragon afficionado myself I would like to congratulate the British team for its representation of the Black Emperor Dragon. A mythical beast that none have ever proved exists. I say you made a preaty accurate guess of what it is supposed to look like. Now then let us continue with the ceremonies” the German Minister continued.

The other athletes felt restless with the dragon standing in the field. Many of the coaches protested that it took up too much space.

A few minutes later a man walked up to the Minister who was in the middle of his speech and whispered into his ear.

“Ah, what? Oh, I see” he replied. “Could the British team please dispell the spell the used on their dragon, it seems it is a bit cramped down there” the German Minister commanded from his balcony.

Axel stepped forward, “My dear Minister I am afraid that is quite impossible to do” he replied just as loudly using his own charm.

“What do you mean impossible? Are you disobeying my command? As the head of the Ministry that is hosting this event I expect you to comply with all we say” the German Minister answered back.

“Those blasted Brits think to highly of themselves, we will have to rectify that” Vald said to his teammates getting even more irrate with them. “Then think they can do whatever they want and get away with it” he added.

“My dear Minister if we could we would gladly comply, but unfortunatly we can't” replied Axel.

“What is going on? Why doesn't Axel just dispel it?” Ginny whispered.

“What does he mean he can't?” Rose answered back.

“I have had enough of this, I will do it for you then. Schnel Distraken” shouted the very irrate German Minister.

The spell flew towards Shadow, impacted his skin and bounced off. The Germam Minister looked perplexed. Shadow on the other hand, was irrate. He reared his head at the Minister and opened his mouth.

Harry reacted fast, he pulled back on Shadow's head at the last minute and aimed the fire upwards. The black flame completely missed and shut up vertically into the night sky. It immediately cleared every cloud and trace of humidity leaving a clear view of the stars. As well as raising the temperature in the stadium considerably.

It was then, when he felt the hellish heat that sorrounded the stadium even when it had missed them completely that it all clicke together. The fact his spell bounced off, the fact that they said they couldn't revers the spell, the black flame. It all added to only one thing.

“I really suggest you don't try that again Minister, Shadow isn't one to be trifled with” Harry replied calming his partner by rubbing his neck.

Shadow just huffed as if to say, “Your lucky to not be human charcoal right now.”

“Mr. Potter, would that happen by any chance… a real dragon that you transfigured to look like a Black Emperor dragon?” asked the Minister hoping that he was wrong. That black flame could not be made by any spell he knew of. Everyone started to whisper nervously. If that was true, there was a dragon standing before them, and that would be a trully terrible … 

Nope, and Shadow resents being compared to an inferior dragon," Harry said as he sensed his partner was getting angry and he just petted him harder to calm him.

"Are you then telling me that is a REAL Black Emperor Dragon?" the German Minister asked fearing the reply.

"Yes Minister, this is a real Black Emperor Dragon, and you were about 5 feet shy of being responsible for vaporizing not only yourself but that whole section of the stadium by attacking him," Harry replied calmly.

The Minister stood there in shock; a big part of him was thrilled to see a living legend before him, but for the most part, he was scarred out of his mind and was trying to process what to do next.

Axel sensed that the entire stadium wanted to run for their lives and a riot was about 10 seconds away. He projected calmness with the power of Spirit, and spoke up. "Do not worry, the dragon is very smart and does not want to hurt anyone. If you don't attack it or its master and you treat it with respect, it will have absolutely no reason to harm anyone," he said simply.

Now he hadn't projected anything towards the German Team. So at this point they ran for their lives. The rest of the stadium on the other hand were completely calm and sat in wonder staring at the giant dragon.

The German Minister finally snapped out of it, "Uhm, well then, in that case, please bear through it teams and soon we can all go and see the next game. I will just rush my speech a bit and then we can just all go and we will start with the games," he said nervously. "Whatever you do though, DO NOT irritate the nice, intelligent, and very majestic dragon," he finished.

Shadow growled his approval and relaxed; he even wagged his tail a bit to show his excitement.

“Leave it to Harry to have a deadly magical creature as a pet,” Ginny said, shaking her head.

“I knew he spent too much time with Hagrid,” Ron mumbled.

“That is a big dragon,” Demelza commented.

“Yes, it is,” Rose replied frightened by the thought that once again a new enemy had appeared.

Harry sensed this and flew down to Rose.

“Hey Rose, what's up?” Harry said simply.

“Harry, why didn't you tell me you had a dragon?” Rose asked angrily.

“Well it was a big secret that I made a wizard’s oath to keep,” Harry lied.

“Who did you promise?” Rose asked, knowing the answer already.

“Can't say,” Harry replied but looked at Axel.

Rose naturally noticed this; she knew it had to be him. Everything seemed to rotate from around him. She knew better than to be mad at Harry, instead she would have to play this smart and dig for info. She smiled, “I guess it is ok then. So tell me about him,” she said.

Harry expected this, “Well his name is Shadow, as you can tell he is pretty big. He is five times larger than the second largest dragon species. His fire burns almost as hot as the sun and is black. His speed is incredible, and his talons are super sharp. All those thorns on him are unbreakable and deadly. They excrete a poison that prevents healing. There is more but I don't remember it all. All I know is that we are close and very big friends,” he explained.

“Wait a second, isn't Shadow the name of your pet lizard?” Rose asked.

Harry smiled, “Yeah, he can shape‑shift as well. He can change into anything he wants and he will remain as strong and undefeatable as always,” he replied.

"Oh, that is great," Rose said with a fake smile, but inside she knew they were screwed.

"Malfoy, find out everything you can about the Black Emperor Dragons," Voldemort ordered.

"Yes, sire," Malfoy replied.

Voldemort looked over. "You are still here; I did mean now," he added.

Malfoy ran fast and hard. Twenty minutes later the ceremony was over. Malfoy returned and handed a paper to Voldemort. "Here you go, sir, this is everything we could gather."

Voldemort read through it.

Meanwhile, the German Minister finished his speech. "Well then, that is all I have to say about these ceremonies. Now let us enjoy the opening game between the German Gargoyles and the UK Black Dragons. For that, we shall move to the Quidditch Stadium in Hamburg. Those with tickets will be in for a treat," the Minister finished, and the crowd cheered.

The Germans had already left; they headed there when they ran for their live. Axel waved his hand and transported them all outside of the stadium.

Meanwhile, Voldemort finished reading the paper. "Malfoy, what is your analysis of the situation?" he asked.

"Sir, whoever faces that dragon is a dead man," Malfoy said simply.

"I concur; make sure to send only the most expendable of our troops when the time comes," Voldemort hissed. "Now then, hand me the tickets for the game," he ordered.

"Here, sire, these will get you into every single one of the games. I had to kill for these...literally," Malfoy laughed.

"Good, hope no one that we liked," Voldemort hissed.

"No, sir, just a pair of retired Quidditch players. They used to play for the French," Malfoy explained.

"Excellent, I hate the French," Voldemort replied laughing.

Over on the other field the game was getting started.

“Welcome Quidditch fans to the first game of the Youth Quidditch World Cup. Today we will have the host team of Germany vs. England who had a very impressive introduction in the Opening Ceremonies,” shouted the announcer.

“Alright, team, just go out and do what you trained,” Axel instructed.

“Roger that,” Harry said as he took off with his team.

The stadium was packed from end to end and the cheers were deafening.

“Harry, aren't you the least bit nervous?” asked Ron as he looked around the stadium.

“No, not really,” Harry replied as he took his position in the air.

“Really, Ron, just relax and do what trained,” Ginny repeated; she was deathly nervous as well.

“Looks like the players are ready. Now we only await the throwing of the Quaffle and the whistle to start the game. While we wait let us remind everyone here that the game is played in a time‑dilation field in order to prevent the game from going over the day mark. In all the stadiums there is a field that will slow time so that every month inside will equal one day on the outside. Every Ministry that is participating helped with the spell has wizards working around the clock to keep it going. Also the match time is kept by Timeless Timemakers, the wizard’s choice in time‑keeping; they will record the game time down to the lowest fraction of time imaginable. In addition the Snitch is connected to a magic buzzer that will immediately end the game the instant it is caught. This way we will have the most accurate rulings that anyone could hope for.” The announcer explained.

Harry overlooked the field; he felt something was off. He looked around—the field was fine, the balls were ready and free of tampering. Yet he had a bad feeling. Harry then sensed it: an overwhelming blood thirst coming from the Germans. He entered into their minds.

“Let's get them.”

“Don’t leave any standing.”

“Rip them limb from limb.”

“Make them regret every coming here.”

Thoughts like these echoed from the Germans, and given the hatred they projected, they weren’t just words. Harry looked at his team; they were nervous and ill at ease. If they didn’t have their wits about them, they would get slaughtered. There was no way that in their present state of mind they could notice the danger approaching and use their brooms to their fullest to avoid it. They would get massacred before they even realized what was going on. He had to think fast.

“Here comes the central referee for this match. Warton Trevor approaches the center of the pitch with the Quaffle in his hand and the whistle in his mouth. The game will start any second now.” The announcer chanted.

Harry was out of time; he kicked on his special sight, Sentemus. Time stopped, he searched the field and found his target. The whistle sounded in slow motion; to Harry it was like a long monotone melody.

“Here we g….” started the announcer.

The buzzer resounded on the field. “Wait what is going on?” the announcer shouted. He looked at his magical screen. “IT IS OVER, witches and wizards ENGLAND WINS!!” he exclaimed.

Everyone looked around confused; it was then they saw it. Harry now stood behind the German Keeper, in his hand was the Golden Snitch.

“Unbelievable, as the whistle sounded Potter has caught the Snitch. Did the match even start?” shouted the announcer.

The Central referee finished conversing with the other officials. He lifted his hand and made the announcement. “The match is officially over; the Snitch was caught .00000135 seconds after the game had officially started. England wins 150 to 0,” he shouted throughout the stadium.

“There you have it, folks, history in the making. This will go down in the records as the fastest victory in Quidditch history, beating out the record of 3.5 seconds that was set by Roderick Plumton in 1905 when a Snitch flew up his sleeve. Let us see the replay,” the announcer shouted.

The play was shown again on a magic screen over the stadium. Harry had flown clear across the pitch from up above the middle of the English field to the end of the German field behind the hoops in an instant.

“That ladies and gentlemen is not a fluke; to the naked eye it would seem like magic but Harry Potter did indeed fly across the stadium in an instant. Seeing the replay in slow motion you can actually see him flying at inhuman speed across the pitch,” the announcer clarified.

The crowd snapped out of its daze and cheered wildly.

Harry flew around the pitch triumphantly holding up the Snitch. Meanwhile, the players on the field stood in disbelief. The Germans were completely deflated. Their revenge had been destroyed in an instant and now they didn’t know what to do. ….

Harry's team, on the other hand, was stuck in a dreamlike state. They had won, but it didn't seem real.

Harry led them back to the locker room. All of them were still dazed.

Harry looked back and noticed his teammates' state. “What’s wrong with them?” Harry asked Axel psychicly.

“Well, Harry, you just beat the German team. Something they thought was going to be near impossible, and it happened in an instant. They haven't processed what happened,” Alexander replied.

Finally, they reached the locker, Harry down and began to change.

“Harry, why did you do that?” Ron asked angrily.

“What do you mean? You mean how did I do that?” Harry replied.

“No, he means why; we know how, though it is hard to digest. We need to know why,” Ginny added.

“Why what?” Harry asked frustratedly.

“Why you made us worry, you showed us how tough they were, we thought we were in for a fight. Then you just swoop in and simply beat them. Why did you even bring us? You can beat them all by yourself,” Rose replied.

“I did what I needed to do as your captain,” Harry replied.

“That is total bollocks, captain my butt, you just went out at showed off,” Ron shouted getting up.

“You just wanted to create some dramatic tension. But then you just swooped in and hogged all the glory,” Coote added.

“The papers tomorrow won't say England wins; it will say Harry Potter won,” Ginny said get angy as well as she threw her pads in the locker.

“I save your asses and this is the thanks I get,” Harry shouted back as he took off his shirt.

“What the bloody hell are you talking about?” Ron shouted back.

Harry remained shirtless, and it was making the girls forget their anger and swoon a bit.

"I saved you from getting creamed by the Germans," Harry replied.

"You saved...what? Huh?" Ginny muttered.

Ron rolled his eyes. "She means what the hell do you mean you saved us from getting creamed, and for Merlin's sake put on a shirt," Ron added.

Harry blushed a bit and threw on the shirt. "You were going to get physically massacred by the Germans, but you were too nervous to see it coming or defend yourselves. So for the greater good I ended it fast," Harry replied.

"Please we could have taken them. I really don't see what you're basing your claims on. We had then well in control," Rose said stubbornly.

"Really, you had them in check, did you?" Harry asked rhetoricaly. "Coach if you will," Harry said to Axel.

"Take a seat," Axel ordered and they all complied. He then projected the start of the match.

The camera scanned the Germans and froze.

"What do you see?" Harry asked.

Ron looked at the images. "The losers," he said.

"The Germans," Coote replied.

"Dead men flying," Rose replied.

"Wrong. Look deeper," Axel ordered.

Everyone stared yet could see nothing on the screen.

Harry sighed, "You really can't see it, there you see. I saved you," he replied.

"Well tell us, oh great savior, what did you save us from?" Rose shouted angrily.

"Fine, see the Chasers. Look at their positions. They are leaned in to rush forward. Look at their eyes. They aren't looking at the Quaffle; they are looking at YOU. Additionally, the angle they are in is only used for extreme runs or ramming into an opponent. They didn't want the Quaffle; they wanted your ribs. The Beaters weren't looking for the Bludgers; they were looking down at you, Ron. They had their bats raised; they were going to foul someone. That is very apparent. Now look at Vald. He should be scanning for the Snitch, yet he was aimed at your head, Peakes, and then he would have taken out Coote. They would have taken the fouls and then knocked out the rest of the team. They did not want to play; they wanted to fight, beat you, then win," Harry finished explaining.

"Yea well we knew that; we were ready for them," Ginny bluffed.

Axel just shook his head. "No you weren't," he said simply.

Then the images continued. Now they went over the British Team. They looked at the screen. They saw fear and nervousness in their faces. They were not in correct positions. They were not looking at the enemy Beaters or defending against Bludger hits. They were just frozen on their brooms. They really couldn't recognize themselves.

"We might have been ill prepared," Ron said with a wry smile.

"Ron, drop it; we were like lambs to a slaughter," Ginny replied, shocked at the scared girl she was in the monitor.

"We understand Harry," Rose said simply as she saw the monitor with a bit of sadness and shame.

"Thanks Captain," they all chimed him.

"Sorry for not trusting you, mate," Ron said softly.

"Apology accepted; now let us go toast our victory," Harry suggested.
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The next day the whole team was eating breakfast together. Harry sat with Shadow perched on his shoulder in the form of a black Phoenix. Shadow growled every so often and Harry would just chuck an egg into the air where the dragon then swallowed in one gulp. Harry found this normal and somewhat amusing. Shadow would growl his thanks and then rub against Harry's neck. Everyone else found this very disturbing and were a bit nervous, though all of them knew not to say anything.

Harry soon noticed the silence in the room. "What's up people, why so quiet?" he asked.

Everyone looked around nervously. Rose finally spoke up next to Harry. "Uhm, Harry, not that we mind or anything, but does Shadow have to eat with us?" Rose whispered.

Shadow growled as he heard.

Harry replied, "Rose, Shadow says that he is part of the team. He is right, he is our mascot so deal. Besides he is a very nice dragon as long as you don't piss him off. His temper is very finite and that is very easily accomplished, so I would suggest you treat him nicely, feed him when he growls, and treat him as you would me." He finished with a smile and chuckled two eggs into the air. Shadow extended his neck and ate them both in one bite. Then huffed at everyone, then rubbed up against Harry.

"Right, ok, understood," Rose said as she continued to eat.

Shadow kept his eyes on her. He was not as good as Harry at pretending to like the enemy. He knew she was a traitor and he didn't like her. Yet Harry had been very explicit that he should not carbonize anyone at the tournament without his express comand and that Rose was at the top of the “Do not kill, maime, eat, burn alive, or poison” list. In fact those were the exact words Harry had told him when speaking of her, that and that he should not trust her. Shadow did not like it, but as the good, super smart dragon that he was, he would obey his partner. Harry had said that as well.

Axel entered the room and broke the silence. “Hey people” he started. Shadow growled. Axel chucked him an egg, Shadow ate it in mid air. “Hey Shadow” he continued. Shadow growled his approval. “The Headmistress sent you guys a letter, wanted me to read it to you all” Axel explained.

He opened the envelope and began to read outloud. “Hello all of you. Congratulations on your first victory. While it was a breif match” he started.

“Major understatement” Harry whispered.

“...I would like to say it was a good one. Alas, I think you still have much to learn. Harry will not win them all for you, you must learn to work as a team if you wish to trully earn the Championship the right way.

Work hard, train hard, fight together, and England will be triumphant...as a TEAM.” she finished.

“Well then, I think she summed it up well. Your next match is in a week, against Australia” Axel began.

The Skysurfers, their strengths are in individual flying ability, powerful scoring, brute strength, and a fighting spirit. If you want to win against them, you better listen to Axel. I am done with you for now," Harry said half‑angrily as he got up and left the room; Shadow huffed back at them haughtily.

"What crawled up his ass?" Ginny said out loud.

"You know Harry could just win this all for us," Coote added.

"He could, but he won't. Harry told me yesterday night that as of tomorrow. He is not going to win games for you. As soon as one team scores 150 points he will catch the Snitch," Axel replied.

"Cool, so we will win with 300 points every time, sounds like a sweet plan," Ron replied.

"Ron, he said when one team scores 150 points. That rule applies for the other team as well," Axel clarified.

"Wait a second, he would make us tie?" Rose asked shocked.

"Yes, which would be better than what you deserve if you're down by 150 points," Axel said calmly.

"Well that means we would still get a point, so it is not so bad," Demelza added.

"That only applies for the First Round; after that a tie leads to a tie‑breaker goal. The first team to score with the Quaffle wins the match," Axel replied.

"So we could lose?" Ginny shouted.

"Yes, Ginny, you could lose," Axel replied simply.

"That is bloody idiotic, why would Harry risk it like that?" Rose said bitterly.

"Because this isn't a bloody one‑man tournament. This is the fucking Quidditch World Cup, and it would not be fair for an inferior team to win because they have one superior player. If you bloody idiots suck that badly, then you don't deserve Harry's help. He will play his position and win, but the team will only win if the team deserves it. This is not a walk in the park; this is a tournament and as such you have to pull your bloody damn weight. Harry and Shadow left this table today as the only teammates that have earned their keep. Today is the last time they will eat with losers. He will be doing whatever he pleases from now on, that is the right of winners. You losers will be training your asses off with me all day, every day, until you become winners. I will see you on the pitch in 10 minutes, so hurry the fuck up," Axel replied angrily and then left the room as well.

Everyone was left in silence. They were shocked by the harsh words of their coach.

"What asses," Ron shouted.

"Here, here," everyone shouted in approval.

Then silence fell again. They were all thinking the same thing. Rose finally got up the courage and said it out loud. "What asses... we are the biggest asses in the world. We suck bloody ass," she said as she slammed her fist on the table.

No one argued; they all knew it to be true, what Axel had said was true.

"Damn bloody straight, we are the asses, but I refuse to fucking stay one," Ginny said getting up and going to get her broom.

"150 points, I will not fucking let 150 points get past my fucking hoops. I'll be a bloody fucked‑up asshole if I let that happen," Ron said as he too got up.

"I am not gonna stay an ass," Rose said, leaving the room.

"Here here," the rest replied angrily as they too got up and headed to train.

The week passed fast; the team trained without Harry. They worked themselves to the bone. None even took a break to see any of the other games. To them there were no other games, just theirs. Finally, it was the night before their next game; they were training when suddenly Axel sounded his whistle.

"Get your sorry asses down here," he commanded.

They were used to the abuse now; they felt it was true, they knew it was true. They were sorry asses until they proved they weren't, and they would prove they weren't or they would die trying.

"You asses will be having the night off today…well sort of. You will be watching the summary of the week with me. Consider it the only prize that Harry and I think you deserve for now," Axel said coldly and led them to a room where chairs were set up.

They all walked the way quietly, reflecting on their own self‑loathing. They should have felt demoralized, but the truth was that they knew that they deserved the insults. They would have to deal with them till they proved their worth.

"Harry will not be here for this. I am the only one that will grace you with my presence for now," Axel said as he magicked the crystals in the room and then a magic screen appeared.

"Welcome wizards and witches to the summary of the first round of play. First off we have the impressive opening win by England where Captain Harry Potter set a new record and defeated one of the top contenders, Germany. Let us hope that we see much more of Mr. Potter's superb play," he started.

Everyone felt a sting in those words, “Harry Potter defeated Germany,” that is what they understood, and that is what they knew to be true.

The show progressed; they barely paid attention. Their minds were on the next game. This is the cliffnotes of what happened.

Germany vs. England 0 to 150 in the record win.

Egypt vs. Australia 200 to 300 in a hard‑fought match.

Hong Kong vs. Serbia 210 to 210.

New Zealand vs. Argentina 160 to 90.

Day 2

Ireland vs. Côte de Ivoire 290 to 240.

Cuba vs. Mexico 190 to 110.

Spain vs. China 220 to 220.

Vietnam vs. Morocco 190 to 40.

Day 3

Ghana vs. Scotland 220 to 280.

Poland vs. Tahiti 180 to 150.

Angola vs. Korea 210 to 210.

India vs. Columbia 260 to 230.

Day 4

South Africa vs. Italy 150 to 260.

Iceland vs. Iran 30 to 270.

Wales vs. Congo 170 to 30.

Paraguay vs. Bulgaria 10 to 260.

Day 5

France vs. Ecuador 110 to 180.

Croatia vs. Ukraine 0 to 150.

Bermuda vs. Israel 230 to 90.

Belgium vs. Greece 150 to 230.

Day 6

Uganda vs. Czech Republic 170 to 260.

Austria vs. Finland 270 to 140.

Switzerland vs. Tunez 200 to 300.

Netherlands vs. Japan 210 to 300.

Day 7

Portugal vs. USA 250 to 280.

Cameroon vs. Venezuela 180 to 90.

Sweden vs. Senegal 260 to 270.

Russia vs. Togo 200 to 200.

Day 8

Saudi Arabia vs. Zimbabwe 250 to 150.

Thailand vs. Indonesia 180 to 230.

Costa Rica vs. Trinidad 210 to 0.

Denmark vs. Brazil 200 to 200.

And so game day was upon them. Today they would have to prove themselves worthy. Harry entered the locker room with Shadow perched on his arm in the form of a Black Iguana. Harry changed quietly; secretly he was holding back a chuckle. Everyone stared at him silently. They didn't feel worthy to speak to him until the game was done. Axel was also holding back a chuckle; both Harry and he had agreed that the only way to get his team to actually earn the victory would be to threaten them with defeat, and attack their ego. They felt too comfortable with Harry winning any game for them. While it was possible it would not have been fair.

Harry finished getting ready and grabbed his broom. He looked back at his team. They all looked him straight in the eye. He stared them all down, and said “Win, or die trying” simply and then turned around and left to warm up on the field. Shadow huffed and followed him changing into a phoenix.

They all felt like garbage, but they were determined to win. Axel sensed the change in them. They took Harry's command to heart. “You heard your captain, don't you dare disappoint” Axel said and left as well.

They all remained silent. It was Ginny who finally spoke. “Let us go team, we have something to prove today” she said and grabbed her broom. They all nodded and followed suit.

Welcome witches and wizards to the ninth day of play. Earlier today we saw the German Team soundly defeat the Egyptians who pride themselves on their stone‑hard defense. The final score was 310 to 100 in what was a brutal and bloody game thanks to the Germans, who seem to be out for blood. Half the Egyptian squad needed urgent medical attention after the game. Sadly, the other half needed severe medical attention," the announcer began.

Harry flew onto the field followed by Shadow, who changed into his real form and flew behind Harry as he warmed up.

"Sweet Merlin there is the British Captain and the team mascot. Seems like they are warming up. Remember to stay calm and do not anger the very intelligent and nice dragon," the announcer said in a very calm yet high‑pitched voice.

Shadow grunted his approval and kept flying with Harry. Then the Australians hit the field and started to fly on their half. Harry saw the Australian Captain Danny Tharen fly towards him. He looked at Shadow and said, "Shadow, go sit with Axel be there in a bit, ok?" Shadow nodded and flew down to the pitch.

Harry met Danny mid‑field in the air.

"Hello, their Captain Potter, pleased to meet cha mate," said the young man in a very thick ausie accent.

"Pleased to meet you as well, Captain Tharen, but please call me Harry," he replied.

"Excellent, well Harry you can call me Danny. Let's have a good game, just hope you don't luck out and catch the Snitch before we thoroughly beat you," Danny said confidently.

"Oh, save it, Danny; besides, I got skill not luck. But we will see who beats who up. Above all, let's play clean; I have to say the German game killed my appetite at breakfast, and I really want to eat dinner tonight," Harry replied with a smile.

Danny laughed, "I agree with you there, mate; let's keep it clean. I don't like the game the Germans play either. I loved the face they had on when they lost to you guys; it was hilarious," Danny replied.

Harry's team took the field. Determination was written on their faces. They took a few laps around the field and warmed up. Then the game was ready to start. Danny and Harry, who had been flying together talking about the different teams in the tournament and how they were playing, said their goodbyes and headed to their positions.

In the crowd were the Weasley men, all cheering as loud as they could, holding magic pictures of Harry, Ron, and Ginny.

"Man, the team looks focused," Bill commented.

"Yeah, brother, I think they haven't been laughing much," Fred added.

"Indeed, brother; we best talk to Harry and get him to throw them a party," George continued.

"Of course there has to be plenty of our products in it," Fred continued.

"Wouldn't be a party otherwise," George finished.

The whistle sounded, and the game began.

Australia quickly took possession of the ball shooting up fast and then standing on their broom, then the Chaser jumped up and caught the Quaffle and landed standing on his broom. Then the air acrobatics began as they quickly passed the Quaffle back and forth, it was then when a Bludger shot by Coote with deadly accuracy (??) hit one of the Chasers and knocked him off his broom. The stray pass was caught by Ginny who flew hard and fast forward. Just as a Bludger was going to hit her, she barrel rolled and passed to Rose that caught it and flew in for the score. She was at the ring when an Australian Chaser came in to take the Qua …

Harry looked on, pleased, as the game progressed fast. Both teams were fighting it out hard. Harry, in the meantime, kept an eye on the Snitch; so far the Australian Seeker had no clue where it was. The score had gone back and forth, but his team was pushing their brooms and themselves beyond the norm. They wanted this win badly; the score was 130 to 90 when Harry saw the opposite Seeker move, he had seen the Snitch. Harry dove fast straight at him and then passed inches from him. The force and the shock of the maneuver caused the Seeker to lose his balance and fall off his broom. Ginny saw this and knew that Harry had intervened to keep the game going. She didn't wait another second and dove into an Australian pass; she jumped off her broom, diving into the Quaffle with reckless abandon, and then was caught by her broom. Rose had raced towards the hoops trusting Ginny's skill. The Australians were stunned by the interception, so a quick pass later, Rose scored. Now the game was 140 to 90. The Australians regained their composure and rushed forward; Danny signaled for the Tsunami. A special move they kept reserved for the toughest of competitors, they needed to turn the tide. The three Chasers began to criss‑cross in the air while passing the Quaffle and surfing on their brooms. The maneuver was designed to keep the Quaffle in such movement that the opponent didn't know where to strike.

"Now," Rose shouted. They had seen the maneuver against the Egyptians and with Axel had come up with a counter. Coote and Peakes each launched a Bludger at two of the Chasers. While Rose, Demelza, and Ginny rushed the last one. The two Aussies didn't see the Bludgers coming since they were focused on the Quaffle and keeping their balance. Both were knocked off while the third stood in shock. Ginny rushed in and took the Quaffle from his hands. Then rushed forward, three lightning fast passes later, they had scored through the Center ring.

Harry immediately dove across the pitch and caught the Snitch with ease.

"There you have it folks in a second not the British team scores and Captain Harry Potter catches the Snithc! The score is 300 to 90 England WINS!!!" he exclaimed.

Half the stadium stood up and cheered instantly, the other half started as well 2 seconds later. The Aussies applauded the great game they had seen.

Harry looked over at Danny who was also clapping. "Good show Potter, bloody good show mate" he said as he flew by.

Harry flew down onto the pitch and approached Axel. "So what do you think?" he asked.

Axel looked up at the rest of the team celebrating the victory in the air. "Think they earned this one" Axel replied.

Harry and Axel turned to the lockeroom and began to prepare.

On the field they were all still celebrating.

It was then Ginny noticed that Harry and Axel were gone. "Hey guys, where did Harry and Axel go?" she asked.

Rose looked around and verified they weren't there. "Bloody hell, do you think they didn't like the way we played?" she pondered out loud.

"Couldn't be...could it?" Ron asked.

"I mean we played beautifully today" Demelza added.

“Yea, still we should go find them,” Ginny suggested.

The team flew down amidst applause and headed towards the locker room.

When they got there, Harry and Axel were looking grim and serious. They were sitting on the bench talking about the game.

“They did do a half decent job,” Axel said without smiling.

“Indeed, if you could call that HALF decent,” Harry agreed.

The team that heard this as they came in immediately lost their joy. They solemnly headed to change.

“Yes indeed, you are right, I guess they played pretty ruddy well,” Axel replied keeping his monotone.

“Indeed,” Harry replied.

“Oh shut it, we tried our best, no need to rub it…” Rose began but then stopped as she realized what they had said.

Harry and Axel started chuckling and then banners and confetti exploded out of thin air.

“Congrats guys you played very well,” Harry said as he started laughing.

“Bloody hell Harry, you bloody gits had us worried,” Ron shouted getting red.

“Oh come on Ron lighten up. Pick up a Butterbeer and let’s celebrate,” Axel said cheerily.

“Indeed, enjoy the party guys, cause tomorrow we start training again… all of us,” Harry said letting them know he was going to practice with them again.

They all enjoyed that party, it went on to the late hours of the night. Eventually everyone went to bed except Harry and Rose who went out for a midnight stroll on the Supernova.

“So what exactly are we training for tomorrow?” Rose asked as they flew fast in a clear black sky.

“The Egyptian team has an iron‑clad defense. Axel and I have been looking into how to beat them and we came up with a strategy,” Harry replied.

“So is that what you have been doing all week?” Rose asked.

"Yea, that and planning out other strategies for any other team we might come up against," Harry replied.

"Oh, so I guess you have been pretty busy then," Rose said disappointedly.

"That and missing you terribly," Harry said as he turned around and kissed Rose passionately.

Rose melted in his arms; she had been longing for this feeling. She didn't even care that they were flying incredibly fast; she just wanted to be in Harry's arms.

Finally, they landed in the middle of a clearing, far, far away from any other person. Harry cast a spell that transfigured a large tree into a bed with crimson veils that blew in the wind. There were no words between them as they kissed and entered into the thralls of passion. Both knowing that the other was an enemy, both not caring, both hearts being stronger than their minds.

Chapter 40 The End of the Games

“Well hello there Quiddicth fans an welcome to the coverage of the Semifinal match we are all anticipating will be a blood bath. On one side we have our boys and girls from Hogwarts representing the English team that have done beautifully during this entire Cup showing teamwork, creativity, and brillinant skills. On the other we have the most blood thirsty team we have seen thus far. The Germans lost the opening match against England in a suprising upset that set a World Record for the fastest match ever. Since then they have DECIMATED every team they have played as if sending a message to our wizzards and witched in the English team to watch their backs. And now here we are, the rematch is at hand. But first let us recap what has happened thus far....” began narrating the British Announcer on Quidditch Vision that was beying projected on the two walls on the sides of the Great Hall. All the students at Hogwarts were watching intently, even the Slytherins. McGonagall was dressed full on in Englands colors and was sporting a robe with Potter written on the back, supporting their star player. Many more in the Great Hall were also dressed up for the match.

Elsewhere, a gathering of dark figures were also dressed up for the occasion. Only all of them had the name Riddle on their backs and not all of them were that enthused. Voldemort on the other hand was ecstatic, he and his Death Eaters had all killed and mamed a section of the English crowd and had taken their tickets along with most of their hair. They now sat together waving banners and sipping on Polijuice Potion. Every now and then Voldemort would look back to make sure everyone was cheering, if they werent, a quick Crucio blast would get them going. “Go Rose, go. Go Bloody Rose, go. Knock them down, make them bleed. Go Riddle, GO” they screamed.

Back at Hogwarts the announcer continued his narration, stopping on the English games to elaborate on them a bit “Now after the riveting first 8 days, the scores were as follows:

Day 9

Germany vs. Egypt 310-100

England vs. Australia 300-90 A masterful display of flying by our team brought us the victory.

Hong Kong vs. New Zealand 220-220

Serbia vs. Argentina 150-150

Day 10

Ireland vs. Cuba 300-190

Cote de Ivory vs. Mexico 230-230

Spain vs. Vietname120-200

China vs. Morroco 210-210

Day 11

Ghana vs. Poland 290-290

Scotland vs. Tahiti170-170

Angola vs. India 160-160

Korea vs Columbia 200-110

Day 12

South Africa vs. Iceland 280-180

Italy vs. Iran 170-90

Wales vs Paraguay 160-160

Congo vs. Bulgaria 110-200

Day 13

France vs. Croatia 150-70

Ecuador vs. Ukraine 130-170

Bermuda vs. Belgium 200-90

Israel vs. Greece 150-40

Day 14

Uganda vs. Austria 270-270

Czech Republic vs. Finland 100-240

Switzerland vs. Neetherland 290-210

Tunez vs. Japan 170-10

Day 15

Portugal vs. Cameroon 220-220

USA vs Venezuela 300-150

Sweden vs Russia 100-250

Senegal vs. Togo 150-150

Day 16

Saudi Arabia vs. Thailand 90-240

Zimbabwe vs. Indonesia 130-230

Costa Rica vs. Denmark 200-0

Trinidad vs. Brazil 210-210

Day 17

Germany vs. Australia 210-10

Egypt vs. England 60-300 Egypt's tough defense crumbled to the English team’s new moves that caused complete chaos in the nearly impenetrable pyramid defense of the Egyptians.

Hong Kong vs. Argentina 50-170

New Zealand vs. Serbia 190-190

Day 18

Ireland vs. Mexico 360-260

Cuba vs. Côte d'Ivoire 210-210

Spain vs. Morocco 150-50

Vietnam vs. China 300-310

Day 19

Ghana vs. Tahiti 150-150

Poland vs. Scotland 130-220

Angola vs. Colombia 200-200

India vs. Korea 190-170

Day 20

South Africa vs. Iran 50-220

Iceland vs. Italy 270-270

Wales vs. Bulgaria 0-180

Paraguay vs. Congo 160-200

Day 21

France vs. Ukraine 20-160

Croatia vs. Ecuador 180-180

Bermuda vs. Greece 240-240

Belgium vs. Israel 150-0

Day 22

Uganda vs. Finland 40-220

Austria vs. Czech Republic 150-30

Switzerland vs. Japan 200-290

Netherlands vs. Tunisia 160-160

Day 23

Portugal vs. Venezuela 220-290

Cameroon vs. USA 190-200

Sweden vs. Togo 200-170

Russia vs. Senegal 220-240

Day 24

Saudi Arabia vs. Indonesia 170-170

Thailand vs. Zimbabwe 210-280

Costa Rica vs. Brazil 160-0

Denmark vs. Trinidad 240-200

The Round of 16

Day 25

England vs. Argentina (A) 300-30 England dominated, coming off their success in the first round.

Germany vs. New Zealand (B) 330-0

Day 26

Ireland vs. China (C) 100-300

Cuba vs. Vietnam (D) 50-190

Day 27

Scotland vs. Korea (E) 170-20

Poland vs. India (F) 10-180

Day 28

Italy vs. Wales (G) 200-140

Iran vs. Bulgaria (H) 30-180

Day 29

Ukraine vs. Greece (I) 250-80

Ecuador vs. Bermuda (J) 70-220

Day 30

Austria vs Japan (K) 40-170

Finland vs Tunez (L) 220-150

Day 31

USA vs Rusia (M) 250-110

Cameroon vs Senegal (N) 80-160

Day 32

Indonesia vs Denmark (O) 110-160

Saudi Arabia vs Costa Rica (P) 20-280

Round of 8

Day 33

England vs Bulgaria (1) 350-180 A very tough game, the Seekers played hard but in the end Potter came out on top.

Germany vs Italy (2) 240-50

Day 34

China vs India (3) 290-120

Vietname vs Scotland (4) 30-190

Day 35

Ukraine vs Costa Rica (5) 10-240

Bermuda vs Denmark (6) 130-290

Day 36

Japan vs Senegal (7) 210-60

Finland vs USA (8) 130-280

Quarterfinals

Day 41

England vs Scotland (A) 300-100 A close call, thankfully Potter pulled through in the end

Day 42

Germany vs China (B) 250-30

Day 43

Costa Rica vs USA (C) 230-50

Day 44

Denmark vs Japan (D) 130-210

And now we finally come to today the start of the Semifinals.

Day 49

England vs Germany (1)

Day 50

Costa Rica vs Japan (2)

One of these four teams will go home the Champion. Will it be the bloodthirsty Germans. The Super all around team the Costa Rican, The Silent but powerfull Japanese, or our boys and girls from Hogwarts? That is the question on our all minds as we head to the pitch for the start of what promises to be a game to remember”

Down on the pitch Harry and his team lifted off and hudled in the air.

“OK team this is it, this is our chance to prove we deserved our win over Germany. They will be coming hard at us” Harry began.

“Hard, are you joking. I am bloody thick and even I can feel the lust for blood coming from those bastards” Ron replied.

"Relax Ron, remember everything we have practiced and experienced up till now and we should all be fine," Harry replied sounding confident, but deep down he was nervous too. Not so much for himself, but for his team. He could take any hit thanks to his training and it wouldn’t even phase him; they on the other hand were not as lucky. Grindel had rubbed him the wrong way since day one, something about he was just wrong. All throughout the tournament he had heard rumors of violence occurring off the pitch, especially on Muggleborns. It wouldn’t have surprised Harry in the slightest if they were all Death Eaters. What was more distressing, he couldn’t manage to read Vlad's mind for some reason, and his teammates were, putting it lightly, as smart as brick walls and there wasn’t much to read there. Just like last time their bloodlust made Harry know that the shit was going to hit the fan as soon as the whistle blew.

"Ok everyone bring it in," Harry called. They all huddled together and put their hands in the center.

"England, for God, for Country, for Hogwarts. Victory!" they shouted and then flew into position.

Germany huddled, Vlad spoke, "Make it quick or slow, I don't care, just make it painful," he said and they all put their fists in.

"Kill," they said in unison and got into…

The whistle blew, Harry saw Grindel coming towards him. Harry was ready, he could dodge easily. There was a crack, Harry felt an energy fade, a familiar energy...her. He didnt even blink, he let his power go, and saw the entire field. It hadnt been more than a faction of a second, but to Harry it was minutes. He dived down and caught her before she hit the ground. Rose had been hit by both bludgers at the same time. Axel came on the field and took Rose. Harry gave him a look that spoke volumes.

“She will be ok” Axel said knowing full well his power could have her up and about in a matter of minutes. He immediately took her to the bench and sent in her replacement. He worked fast healing the concusion and the major injuries. Had it been anyone else she would have been in serious trouble but Axel would have her back on the pitch in a few minutes.

Harry didnt care, he wasnt thinking about that. He only thought of his girlfriend severely injured and near death. His blood boiled. He went back up. The Germans were grinning, they had no clue what was coming their way. It happened fast, in a single second the Bludgers were no longer flying straing but zig zagging and annihalating every one of the Germans.

“Foolish bastards, as I said once, you never attack what a dragon loves the most. It will cost you your life” Canem said with a sigh as he finished healing Rose.

“Whats going on?” she said as she woke up.

Everyone was in shock. Harry had wiped out the Germans using his broom to beat the Bludgers at them. He even took out the backup while they were still on the bench. The German coach was arguing with the Referee. The game had been stopped, and Harry was flying overhead like a hawk waiting for his prey.

“It is an outrage; he took out the entire team. He is not a Beater, how dare he…” the German coach said.

“What the hell is going on?” Rose insisted, and no one answered.

“It is true, Mr. Potter is not a Beater; the British team will have to be penalized,” the Referee began to say.

“Excuse me, I bet to differ,” Axel argued.

“On what grounds?” the German coach said, stunned.

“My players’ broom was repeatedly struck by Bludgers, therefore I don’t see what the problem is,” Axel replied simply.

The entire stadium looked at him stunned.

“You are joking, right?” the German coach said angrily.

“No, I am not; explain to me the difference between your Beaters launching a Bludger at my player and his broom and my players’ broom making an impact with a Bludger,” Axel said calmly.

The referee conferred with officials, then came back. “The English team is correct. Mr. Potter’s broom was impacted repeatedly with a Bludger; why that happened, and what happened as a result is irrelevant. Play must continue,” the referee stated.

“We contest,” the German coach shouted.

“On what grounds?” the Referee replied.

“I talked to my players and it appears the English are using brooms that have been altered to be more powerful.” The German said.

“Is this true?” the referee questioned.

“Yes, we use modified brooms. So what is wrong with that?” Axel replied.

"That is illegal, you can't use equipment that has been modified to create an unfair advantage," the referee replied, shocked at what he had just heard.

"They have been modified according to regulation," Axel replied simply.

"What regulation?" the referee asked.

"It's in the Quidditch rule book," Axel contested.

"Where? Show me," the German insisted, pulling out a small copy.

"That copy is incomplete; we need the original rule book, the Rules of Queerditch," Axel replied.

"There has been a call from the English team. He has demanded to see the first set of rules ever created for Quidditch. Could the Keeper of the Book come to the field?" the announcer called out.

From a dark passageway an old man came out levitating a large book in front of him and moved to the side of the field.

"Here is the book," he said, levitating it in front of him and opening it. "Where is the rule you seek?" he asked.

"I call for rule 0," Axel said simply.

The old man raised an eyebrow, looking shocked.

"There is no such rule," screamed the German.

"Actually, they might have been. How do you know of this rule?" the old man said, surprised.

"I read it in my copy," Axel replied with a smile.

"What are you talking about?" The German insisted.

"The first pages in the old book have been destroyed and lost to time. We theorized that in them were other rules for the game, but since the rule numbered 1 was intact, we didn't much look into it," the old man said angrily at the interruption.

"Why don't I just show you mine?" Axel said, pulling a book out of his pocket and then expanding it.

The old man's eyes grew wide. The copy looked exactly like his but was in pristine condition. He opened the first few pages and began to read. In them was contained the history of Queerditch, how it started as an offshoot of broom modification. Therefore a modified broom was not only legal, but damn near necessary for the game.

“Let me make you a copy,” Axel insisted and used magic to make an exact replica, which he handed to the old man.

The old man conferred with the officials and they talked to the Referee.

The referee came forth and called for the game to continue. The German coach retired angrily to the bench.

What happened next was chaos. Harry went berserk again and demolished everyone but the Keeper. Even the German coach received a Bludger to the head. When that happened there was none that could call for a change of players. The Beaters were demolished so hard that they were spewing out blood, the Chasers had broken arms, and Grindel was uncucious with a severe blow to the head. Meanwhile, Harry and the team were scoring non stop.

The game progressed, the score grew, time passed. Harry didn't want to just beat them; he wanted them humiliated. Once Germans were healed, they came back on the field, but then got sent back more injured than before. Grindel was never on the pitch long enough to utter a syllable; Harry was demolishing the opposition and scoring with his team. After two weeks, the score was up to 46,910 to 0. The Germans were livid, the English were ecstatic. The Germans had requested a forfeit but were told that in the World Cup forfeits weren't done. The English were rotating their players so that they could get some sleep. Harry was the only one that didn't sleep or eat. They knew the second he came off the field, the Germans would seek to get some payback. Rose had gone back on the pitch and had made out with Harry in midair for a full five minutes after she felt up to it. Finally, as the month came to a close, Harry finally caught the Snitch and ended the game at 91,150 to 0. The longest game in the history of the game and the most humiliating defeat a team had ever received.

Parties erupted throughout England. In Hogwarts, McGonagall had been awakened when the game ended by maddening cheering, since it had been played in a magic time warp it had only been three days in the real world. She went to see what had happened only to find that every portrait in the house was chanting the English Anthem.

“What happened?” She asked a portrait.

“England beat Germany after a month of play by 91,150 to 0,” it replied.

McGonagall had seen how the game was progressing. She stood there shocked, until she too started to chant and wave an English flag with magic.

Voldemort had enjoyed the bloodbath the Germans had received, but wasn't at all pleased with the kiss his daughter gave Potter. But after the defeat he gave the pompous bastards he ignored it; in any case he would kill him so it would all balance out.

The English team had a major banquet. Harry was considered a hero, everyone was considered a hero. Every newspaper in the world was singing their praises.

“Harry we did it mate,” Ron said happily.

“We are in the finals,” Rose cheered as she kissed Harry's neck.

“Yes you are in the finals, but so is Costa Rica,” Axel said in a sing‑song voice.

“Spoil sport,” Harry said with a raised eyebrow.

The final would be in two days; it had been rescheduled due to the length of the British game.

“You have to train,” Axel whispered.

“They have to train, I have to hold back,” Harry said telepathically.

“True, but you have to play straight. And they have to play hard,” Axel replied.

“I guess,” Harry sighed; everyone looked at him as if he were crazy.

“Ladies gentleman, we have to be ready for the game in a few days. All of you rest, but I want you to mentalize all you have learned. You need to be ready and focused for the game,” Axel explained.

Everyone looked up at him seriously, the fun draining from the air.

“Come now, we can just kick their arses as we did the Germans,” Ron chimed in.

“That is not going to happen,” both Harry and Axel said simultaneously.

Harry shook his head. “That was payback for a bloody evil team. Costa Rica is different, very different.”

"My former team has been trained for all eventualities, even if you were to knock out all their players, if one of them is still moving he will do his best for the entire team, even if it kills him. They will play the game like you have never seen before, be it in one piece or half dead and barely breathing they will not relent," Axel explained with a smile.

"We have made it this far. When we play Costa Rica, we must play straight. They will come at us with skill, we need to match that. Let us kick their asses in honorable battle," Harry said and then lifted his drink "To victory" he toasted.

"To victory" they all echoed.

The next two days moved slowly as Harry sat in front of a screen watching the Costa Rica games over and over. Occasionally he would raise his head and notice one of his teammates looking at the screen with him. Rose would snuggle up to him and watch with him fiddling with his fingers.

“They have gotten better," Harry commented as he looked at the screen.

"Is that possible?" Rose replied, looking at the screen as they pulled a brilliant maneuver.

"Yes it is," added Ron as he sat behind them.

"The game is tomorrow," Demelza commented as she sat next to Ron.

"Can we beat them?" Rose asked Harry.

"Maybe," Axel said standing by the door.

“I wish we could train more," Harry said with a sigh.

“You could," Axel said with a dark smile.

Harry looked back at him reading his thoughts. "No, they can't handle that," he replied.

"Can't handle what?" Ron said looking at him very seriously.

"Nothing, forget about it," Harry said looking back at the screen.

"No Harry we won't forget it, what are you hiding?" Rose said angrily.

"Rose, love, don't ask me," Harry pleaded with a determined look on his face.

"Professor, what is it that Harry doesn't want you to tell us?" Ron said as he got up and walked to his coach.

"There is a way for you to train, but it's a bit rough," Axel replied as he got off the wall and walked to the center of the room.

"A bit rough is an understatement," Harry added rather angrily.

"How bad could it be?" Rose said without looking at Harry.

"Try hell on Earth," Harry said, placing his hand on her shoulder.

Rose brushed it off. "We can take it," she said to everyone's approval.

"Rose, guys, trust me you don't want to go there," Harry pleaded with them.

Rose spun on her heels and looked at Harry angrily. "You just don't want us to match up to your level. You probably just want to hound all the glory, or is it that you don't trust us?" she replied to him. Harry knew that she meant "You don't trust me."

"Fine Rose, you want it, fine," Harry said looking at Axel, "Show it to them," he added and readied his broom.

Axel opened a portal, "Enter if you're serious about training," he said and walked in with Harry behind him.

The team grabbed their gear and entered behind them.

The sky was red; the ground was rocky and rough.

"This place isn't so bad," Rose said looking around.

Then the portal closed and all except Harry and Axel crashed into the ground."

“Gravity here is twice as strong; the rocks are twice as hard; the temperature is hot enough to cook stuff on the ground without need of a fire. At night everything freezes over. Time flows slower here, you can train for a week here and only a day will pass in the real world,” Harry said looking down at them.

Suddenly Bludgers came out of nowhere attacking fast and viciously. Axel and Harry smacked them away quickly.

“Oh, and those Bludgers will hunt you endlessly and mercilessly,” Axel added.

“Get on your brooms and move; I suggest you keep over the water, otherwise the balls might kill you,” Harry said looking down into Rose’s eyes, looking tired and angry. Then getting on his broom and flying up moving incredibly fast.

Rose pushed hard against the ground feeling her arms strain; she barely got on the broom and lifted off. She was glued against the handle because of the gravity. A bludger hit her and broke her arm; she fell fast from the broom. Harry came out of nowhere, caught her, and took her to Axel without uttering a word. Then flew back up to the sky.

She remained quiet as Axel waved his hand and healed her instantly.

“This place is like hell on Earth then. Got to avoid those Bludgers,” Rose commented getting back on the broom with the echo of pain still on her mind.

“Yep,” Axel replied, smiling darkly.

Everyone else started to fly up and try to battle gravity. Rose tried to find Harry; they needed to talk.

Harry sensed her thoughts and stayed out of her way. He would make sure she soaked up where she was before they talked.”}<|channel|>final <|constrain|>json<|message|>{

The Bludgers came after them and they repeatedly ended in the water with severe injuries. Axel would float over to them and heal them, they would then fly back up and try to stay on the brooms.

The day started to fade and the cold began to creep up and freeze their drenched clothes.

Rose was tired, wet, and now very cold. Harry appeared next to her.

“So how you doing love?” he said with a sad smile.

Rose looked at him with a tired, pained look. “Oh you know, hurt, wet, pissed, and injured” she replied.

Harry gave he a look that said “I told you so”.

“I know, I know, you tried to warn us. Still I never figured this place would be as bad as it is, yet you seem to be at home here.” she commented suspiciously.

“Well Professor Canem brought me to train here before the World Cup” he lied, this place was a training ground that he had visited often in his free time.

“So how long did it take you to get used to it?” Rose asked now less suspicious, yet still keeping some doubts.

“A month” he lied again, it had taken him no time at all with his training.

“A month!!! We don’t have that time.” she said frustrated.

“Thats not the point, training here will raise your physical strength, increase your pain tolerance, make you faster, and, if we have time, will better your passing skills” Harry replied.

“Still this is hard, how did you survive?” she asked calming down.

“That is for you to find out for the first time? ?? We … ... .. … …??

"...

I am sorry for what I said and how I acted. I just thought you were looking down at us," she replied, looking away from him.

"You mean looking down at you," Harry said as he caressed her face.

Tears ran down her cheeks as a jolt went down her spine. "I hate it, you had to save me, I couldn't do anything. Me, I am Bloody Rose, I am a hardcore player, but those Germans treated me like nothing," she said sobbing.

"Well there is always someone stronger," Harry said wisely.

Rose looked at him shocked. "That's your reply? There is always someone stronger?" she said, getting angry again.

Three Bludgers came at Rose and Harry moved in an instant, reducing them to pieces. "Yes, Rose, there is always someone stronger," he replied.

She looked at him in shock. "How strong are you, Harry?" she asked, filled with a combination of dread, fear, awe, and respect.

"Not strong enough," he replied sadly. "I have to kill your father, Rose, I am far from that strong," he said, unsure if it was a lie or not.

"Why do you have to fight?" Rose asked, trying to drill him for information.

"For revenge," he lied; that is the way Riddle would think, and so Rose would accept that answer as well.

"I see, well that makes sense," Rose sighed. She had expected as much.

"Anyways love, just try to stay on the broom and away from the Bludgers," he said, kissing her.

She smiled at him.

"Oh and next time, listen to me woman," he added and then flew away.

"Harry Potter," she yelled indignantly yet still smiling.

The week passed and the game came.

"Wizards, Witches, and all other manner of creatures. Welcome to the final of the Youth Quiddich World Cup. Today two strong teams will take the field for honor, glory, and the chance to be called the best. And here is the Costa Rican team," said the announcer as the Costa Ricans took the field flying fast and furiously. They did acrobatics and other stunts driving the crowd wild. They all smiled and waved at the crowd. The stadium was full to capacity, the world was watching. There in a balcony stood the Ministers of Magic of England, Germany, and Costa Rica. And on a pedestal stood a trophy made of diamond as big as a person, inside it flew years accompanied by names of teams. If one touched it and called the year and the team then a picture would be projected above it with all the team cheering, the honor of immortality.

Classes were cancelled at Hogwarts, all the house banners replaced by Union Jacks waving wildly. A giant screen was placed in the middle of the Quidditch field and the game was seen through a magical hologram that made it seem like it was being played live right there.

"This is very good," McGonagall commented.

"Yes we definitely have to thank Alexander when we saw him for making the spell," Lupin said as he waved his flag with his wand.

"UK, UK, UK" could be heard throughout the stadium.

In the stands Voldemort stood in disguise, he was drinking firewhisky and waving flags. Malfoy waved a small one halfheartedly.

"Lucius is the game not of your interest?" hissed Voldemort.

"Frankly my lord, I am not much of a fan..." he started to reply but didn't finish as he was hit by the Cruciatus Curse and fell unconscious.

"Too bad, I am," he said as his slits narrowed on his Death Eater.

"Now here come the English team," chanted the announcer, yet nothing happened.

"Eh, em, looks like the Brits are taking their time," the announcer tried to stall for time.

Then there was a bang that rocked the stadium; when they looked up they saw the team entering through a giant portal. They wore clean, beautiful uniforms and freshly polished brooms were under them. But their faces were serious and determined. They flew faster than anyone had seen the fly before and moved as one. Harry was the last to exit; he was standing on Shadow's head and was carrying a giant British flag in his hand. The team lined up behind him and flew around incredibly fast around the stadium and did a few practice dives that left the crowd gasping and in awe.

"Good Merlin, that was a shock," the announcer started. "Well look at the English team fly around. They seem to have gotten faster, and the look of determination on their faces speaks volumes."

Harry jumped off Shadow and onto his broom. Both teams took their positions.

Harry shook hands with the Costa Rican captain on the pitch.

"Let us have a good game, yes?" the Costa Rican said smiling.

"Definitivamente (definitely)" Harry replied smiling back at him and shaking his hand.

"Your team looks good, Axel train hard?" he asked in bad English.

"Muy fuerte (very hard)" Harry replied in bad Spanish.

"Excellent" replied his opponent as they both flew up to their positions.

There was a whistle and the game began.

Ginny quickly took possession of the Quaffle and dashed incredibly fast, but was intercepted just as quickly. The Costa Rican Chaser wasted no time and moved towards Ron. Demelza went for the intercept but in an instant he passed to another teammate and a moment later there was a second pass, then a third. Lightning fast passes ensued and finally a shot. Ron intercepted expertly. He threw it at Rose, but it was intercepted in the air and shot into the right ring.

"And Costa Rica opens the board," shouted the announcer.

Harry calmly sat on his broom. His mind knowing exactly where the Snitch was, but waiting patiently as he watched the game. The Costa Rican Seeker looked around the field for it ignoring the game completely.

"Score for England by Rose Riddle," shouted the announcer as the stadium stood up cheering. Voldemort jumped up and down as did Lucius's unconscious form.

The game progressed intensely, neither side giving way. England showing speed and strength, Costa Rica, flawless teamwork and skill.

"This is shaping to be one great final, the teams seem very equally matched, though their styles are completely different," said the announcer as Coote played a match of tennis with a Costa Rican Beater as they smacked a Bludger between them neither giving way or letting it hit one of their teammates.

Suddenly Ginny dove down and snatched the Quaffle from the opposition. She passed quickly to Rose who flew fast close to the ground. In an instant, as she was going to be intercepted, she passed to Demelza who flew past her incredibly fast. In an instant the pass was completed and then she dashed to the left ring; at the last minute she threw the Quaffle back to the right. Ginny caught it and threw it into the right ring.

“Score a brilliant move by Ginny Weasley. The score is now 210 to 210,” shouted the announcer.

“Great move, sis,” started Fred.

“Show them how it is done,” added George.

Harry clapped but then saw something in his mind that distracted him. The Costarican Seeker was moving towards the Snitch. Harry dashed down at a fast pace but not using all his power. He flashed in front of the Seeker and threw him back in a tailspin. When he recuperated from the shock, he had lost sight of the Snitch as Harry had planned.

The game grew longer as the sun came down. Harry could sense the physical and mental exhaustion on both teams. His team was ahead 350 to 340. Again he sensed that the Seeker move fast. He dashed towards him, this time though the Costarican didn't stop, they collided in mid air and both fell from their brooms. Ron saw this and dashed towards Harry. There was a score as he left the ring and the game was tied. Ginny and Rose took the Quaffle and dashed to the other end of the pitch ignoring Ron. They had worked too hard to be distracted. Ron reached Harry in time for him to lay a foot down on the tip of Ron's broom and then jump down towards his broom. He caught it in the air and vanished. Harry reappeared several feet away and caught the opposing Seeker, then an instant later he had the Costarican broom in his hand.

"Here you go" he said placing the Seeker on his broom and then dashing back into the air. The Snitch was lost again, but there was a loud cheer, not only had Harry saved them spectacularly, but Ginny and Rose had scored an impressive goal in a tag team effort.

Moments later the Costarican Seeker had caught sight of the Snitch. Harry moved along side him now, then each tried pushing each other out of their flight path. Both extended their hands. Harry just flew a bit faster, still not using his full speed and then the Snitch dived straight down. Both followed, inches away from their grasp, then there was a crash. The Costarican Seeker flew up and in his hands was nothing. A cloud of dust stood on the ground a strong wind cleared the cloud all of a sudden. Harry stood on bended knee, his broom above his head intact. His knee was burried in the ground as was his foot. The stadium was in silence, Harry was frozen in place.

“Is he alive?”

“What happened?”

“Why isn't he moving?” along with many other questions were murmored in the crowd.

Suddenly Harry looked up and stood, he raised his right hand and in it stood a golden ball with fluttering wings. A giant smile of confidence in his face.

“Harry Potter has done it, he had caught the Snitch. England wins, England wins!!!” the announcer shouted at the top of his lungs. The stadium erupted in a cheer.

The final score was 500 to 350 as the Costa Rican team had scored at the last minute.

In Hogwarts the stadium was in a panic as everyone was jumping up and down and hugging each other.

“We won we bloody won” Lupin said jumping up and down.

“Remus, watch your language” McGonagall chimmed in, then she too jumped up and down and screamed. “we won, we bloody won”.

Throughout England parties were breaking out, and butterbeer was flowing like rain.

Even Voldemort was jumping up and down.

“Excelent, Britania, Britania. Britania rules” hissed Voldemort as he waved his wand.

His followers under the Imperius were jumping up and down and doing acrobatics.

In the stadium suddenly a chant began to emerge “Potter, Potter, Potter” and the cheers were deafening.

Harry walked over leading his team to the podium where the trophy stood in all its glory. The German and British Ministers stood on either side of it.

“Mr. Potter, I wanted to present…” started the Scrimgour but the German Minister stepped forward and interrupted him.

“Harry Potter, on behalf of Germany and the World Quiddicth association, I present you and your team with the World Cup. Congratulations!” he said brightly.

Harry stepped up and grasped the cup in his hands. He turned kissed it and lifted it above his head. The stadium erupted in cheers again. 

Then he passed it on to each of the team. The each took it held it and kissed it. They all flew down to the pitch and cheered in the middle of the field as the sky was filled with black dragons and the Union Jack.

Shadow looked up and roared his approval.

The cup finally came back to Harry.

“Now some words from the captain” said the German Minister as the spotlight focused on Harry and the stadium silenced.

Harry looked around nervously but then he felt Rose put her hand on his shoulder and he gained courage.  He nods …

“We stand in dark times, but despite that we stand together, we stand as one; we are the world. No war, no conflict, no hatred, no prejudice, no bias—we stand only as players, all equal under the same sky. We fight with no weapons, we fight to win. If wars were fought like this, with no victims, then we would live in a much better world. Let us promote the same feeling of brotherhood, justice, fair play, peace, and honor in all our lives, not just on the pitch,” he began as his words boomed, his face serious and honest.

Then he smiled, “That said, we won,” he said as the stadium erupted.

“I want to thank my team without which none of this would have been possible. We all worked hard, and we all earned this,” he said as his team bowed to the cheers.

“I want to thank the crowd; your cheers boosted us through all the games, we love you blokes,” he continued to the crowd’s deafening approval.

“I want to thank the World, the Ministries, and all the teams for bringing the Cup back. I hope the tradition is kept alive this time,” he said as the cheers died down a bit.

“And finally I want to say, we dedicate this Cup to Peace; may it come soon. For God, Queen, and Country, Go England!” he screamed and the stadium erupted again as the British anthem rang loud and clear over them.

Harry and his team took to the skies, Harry sitting on Shadow’s head with Rose behind him holding tight. They flew in the sky as the fireworks and celebrations began and continued well into the night.
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The next morning they all awoke and headed out for breakfast.

"I can't wait to get back to Hogwarts," Ron said as they walked.

"Want to bask in the glory, don't you brother?" Ginny commented.

"Miss Hermione, don't you Ron?" Harry said simultaneously.

"Neither, I miss the food," he replied.

Ginny and Harry stopped and shook their heads. "He will never change," the two whispered and smiled.

"Can you believe it?" a pair commented as they passed by.

"The scandal," said another as they headed through the crowd.

Harry raised an eyebrow; something was odd.

"I mean the Germans and the Icelandic team, who would have thought?" commented a third.

Harry stopped. "Guys, something is up," he said.

"Yeah Harry, everyone seems to be all riled up about something," Rose said as she held on to Harry's arm.

"I am going to ask," Ron said as he broke from the group and approached some passersby who looked shocked.

"Excuse me," he said.

"Yes young man, what can we do for you?" asked the female of the pair as they stopped talking.

“Well my mates and I were wondering what was going on; we have seen a lot of people acting stunned today,” Ron replied.

“My boy, don’t you read the papers?” asked the male as he looked at the boy, stunned.

“Sorry, we just woke up after a long night partying,” Ron replied shyly.

“Oh well, it appears many shared your spirit yesterday, though in a much less composed manner,” the female said indignantly.

“Indeed, Germany and Iceland had little to celebrate. Germany came in fourth after all. They lost the 3rd‑place game. And Iceland, well, they didn’t have any reason at all to celebrate.” The male commented.

“Well we celebrated a lot,” Ron surmised.

“I take it from your accent you were rooting for the British team to win?” the female replied.

“You could say that,” Harry said, joining Ron.

The pair smiled and then saw the scar on Harry.

“Dear, this is Harry Potter! By Merlin’s, it’s the British team!!” the male exclaimed.

“Can we have your autographs?” the female asked excitedly.

“Of course; while we sign, could you tell us what all this is about?” Rose said as he took out a pen and began to sign on the front page of the paper they handed them.

“Well, of course you guys are front‑page news, but if you look to the third page you will find what everyone is talking about,” the male said, cringing a bit.

Rose passed the front page around as she took the insides of the paper and read out loud.

“Scandal at the World Cup!!! The German and Icelandic have scandalized the nation this morning. The German team in its entirety including their coaches were seen this morning running around Berlin in only their underwear in what appeared to be a drug or alcohol induced delusion where they swore they were being chased by a Black Dragon and Harry Potter, aka the Boy Who lived, Tri Wizard Champion, MVP of the Youth Quidditch Cup, and Captain of the new World Cup Champions the British Team.

Onlookers clearly did not see such a sight chasing them and easily determined they were delusional. The team and their Coaches were arrested by Aurors for disturbing the peace and public indecency. They are still suffering of this delusion in the detention center and doctors are at a loss as to how to reverse the delusion. They are hoping it will wear off in time” Rose finished.

“Damn Harry that sounds bad, though when did you become MVP” Ron asked.

“Beats me, guess they decided that later on yesterday. I am sure that they will let me know later or something. Still sounds weird for the Germans to all be under drugs or alcohol” Harry surmised.

“Wouldn't put it past the dirty bastards” Rose replied. “No offense intended” she added looking at the pair.

“Don't worry, we are French. Still it is scandalous” the woman retorted.

“But that is not all, read on” the man added.

Rose kept going, “Additionally at the early hours of the morning, as the German Minister was entering his office to prepare to announce the additional awards of the World Cup. He found the entire Icelandic Team and their coaches in a state of undress and apparently awakening from an orgy the night before. The Icelandic team as we all know are the only all female team in the Cup, including even only female coaches. Also they are known by the fact that they are all featured in a prominent report by Male Wizards of the World Magazine detailing them as the hottest group of women in the World Cup. They did not disclose who else had attended but dispelled the idea of lesbianism immediately. They said they had all been pray to a single male who had seduced them all, but refused to disclose who this man was. In any case the head coach had this to say.

'We are deeply ashamed of what we have done. Furthermore, we were unaware of the fact that this event happened in the offices of the German Minister. We were lead by a single male individual to the location where we celebrated for a bit before finally succumbing to temptation and well... you can guess the rest.

In any case we would like to apologize to the Minister and the German people for this great insult and hope you can forgive us. Also we would like to say that though we are very sorry and deeply ashamed, we will not disclose who it was that seduced us all. The man in question was a very nice guy and incredibly persuasive. I am afraid we are all still captive of his spell, figuratively speaking of course'

This was then followed by a collective sigh from the 14 players, and 2 coaches. Whoever this man or, apparently better stated, male stallion was he had quite the impression on the girls. Additionally the Captain was then quoted as saying to the collective nods of the rest

'That bastard rocked all our world, all night, repeatedly, mercilessly, completely, and to an extent I never want to forget'

Indeed whoever the perpetrator was, he was apparently extremely virile and quite adept at the task at hand.

On a personal note, if anyone has any information on said male, please forward me his information to my personal mailbox at..” and Rose stopped reading and looked up at Harry. The pair of tourists had left them after taking the front page so they were alone.

Everyone looked at Harry especially Rose and Ginny

“What are you all looking at me for?” he asked and then understood perfectly.

“You pranked the Germans” said Ron, Coote, Peakes, and Demelza said in unison

“You fucked the Icelandic Valkaries harlots” said Ginny and Rose looking furious.

“I did neither, Rose you were with me all last night, how the bloody her would I have been able to prank the Germans and sleep with the Icelandic team when I was....otherwise engaged at the time” he said shyly with a wicked smile.

“Oh....yea....right sorry!” Rose said with a goofy smile remembering the particular activities and the duration of them over and over and over again. “Harry didn't do it” she surmised blushing.

Just then Alexander came walking down the street.

“Hey team you heading to breakfast?” he asked calmly.

“Give us a minute Axel, we are having a small discussion” Harry said smiling darkly.

"Really what about?" Axel replied and Rose handed him the paper.

While Axel read, Harry looked them over, "Am I really that bad that you all thought that I was the one responsible for pranking the Germans? Or worse, do you really think that I would chase them down on Shadows back like a madman after winning the stinking World Cup?" Harry asked looking hurt.

"YES," they all replied smiling.

Harry laughed, "You have a point, but alas it wasn’t me. It was funny though," he said chuckling. Then he looked at Ginny and Rose, "And do you really think that I am capable of taking sneaking into the German Ministers office just so that I could seduce 16 females and submit them to an entire night of passion and satisfying them all and …wait I actually could do that as well," he said to himself smiling but then shook his head, as the girls were smiling evilly and ready to say YES again.

Harry smirked and then continued "Let me rephrase that, do you think I would cheat on Rose just so that I would enjoy the company of 16 women?" he said now getting serious.

"No," they said as they lowered their head.

"Exactly," Harry said, "Though whoever the parties responsible for either of those has my hats off," he finished smiling darkly.

"Yea both of those are wicked," Ron said earning a slap on the back of the head from the girls.

"Hey Harry said it," Ron shouted.

"Yea but we offended him, so he gets one for free," Rose replied.

Axel finished reading and flashed a very controlled grin, no one saw it but Harry.

"Oh Axel, you wouldn’t happen to know anything about either of these things would you?" Harry said slyly as the entire team now turned to him in shock and awe.

Axel's smile grew wider, “Why Harry, what would I possibly know about someone spiking the German Team's cooler with a modified version of Snuffles Sick Serum during their match yesterday, or about the incident involving Valerie, Helga, Olga, Ilka and the other Icelandic ladies? I mean its not like I happen to know that there is a flaw in the security measures to the German Ministers fireplace that makes it accessible by floo if one knows how” he said innocently.

Harry tipped his head and made a bow, “I have to say I learned from the best” he chuckled.

“Hey your skills in the bedroom are your own, or should I say yours and Sirius’s” he corrected.

“True” Harry said with a smirk remembering all he had read in his godfathers ‘private’ books.

Everyone else just stared at him in awe, the men because they were jealous of him, the girls cause they were jealous of the Icelandic Team.

“Well then, lets head to breakfast, I am starved. Had a very, very, very, long night yesterday. Unfortunately I had to cut it short since my companions passed out on me” he finished as he walked ahead with Harry in tow clapping softly and smiling at him with admiration.

“They are evil I tell you, pure evil” Ginny said as she followed smirking.

“Yes both of them, now I know Harry has been spending too much time around Professor Canem” Rose said not smiling referring to all the suspicions she had of the man.

They finished breakfast and then all gathered their things and met in the lobby.

“Are you ready to go?” Canem asked as all were gathered in front of him.

They all collectively nodded.

“Well then Harry, you have the Cup?” he said with a smile

"Check," he replied as he lifted it up and everyone smiled. Shadow was in the form of a lizard and sleeping soundly in Harry’s pocket.

"Good then, it appears we are ready to go," he said as he raised his hands but then stopped as he saw a very tired and huffing German Minister approaching with an army of media behind him.

"Minister, good morning," Axel said remaining composed.

His team on the other hand were nervous as hell; they all were expecting the worst.

"How do you think they caught on?" Rose asked in a whisper.

"Dunno, maybe they only know about one of the incidents," Ginny replied.

"Wonder if it’s the Germans or the Icelandic team?" Rose questioned still.

"Coach Canem, I am afraid that there is still an urgent matter or two we must discuss," the German replied with a grim face.

"If this has to do with…" Harry began but Axel stopped him.

"What would that be, Minister?" Axel replied.

"Well in all the mess that was this morning we couldn’t do this properly, but we need to hold a press conference right now with your team. Do you think you can accommodate us?" the Minister asked in a tone that left little question in it. He ignored Harry’s outburst.

"Of course, Minister. Why don’t we ask the hotel for some help?" Axel suggested.

The hotel manager was among the army of media.

"Yes, we have a conferences room this way that will accommodate your needs, Minister," the manager replied with a smile welcoming the publicity in his mind.

"Excellent, I know I can always count on the Gerling Inn for help," the Minister chuckled knowing the Manager personally and his motivation.

They press settled into the chairs that magically appeared in front of a large stage. Harry and his team nervously stepped up onto it as Axel and the Minister lead the way confidently. Behind them came a group of sober Germans with several boxes.

The Minister stepped forward to the podium. The media readied their Quills and magical transmitting devices. “Good afternoon all, we are gathered this fine afternoon to give out the special awards for the World Quidditch Youth Cup. Yesterday we handed out the cup and medals to the first, second, and third place teams. Today we will hand out the awards to the best in each position as well as the MVP award” the Minister began.

Everyone relaxed immediately.

“Wow, I was nervous for a second I thought they had…” but Ron didn’t finish that sentence as Harry put a hand on his mouth as he smiled.

“Shut it Ron” he said between his teeth.

The Minister ignoring them having had a very difficult morning continued. “First off I would like to ask the Captain of the Team Harry Potter and the Coach Alexander Canem to step forward to receive a couple of very special awards” he said.

Axel and Harry did so and stood next to the Minister.

“Well then let us begin. First for the record of shortest game in the history of the Cup to the English Team we give this plaque” he handed Harry a plaque.

“Then for the longest game” he handed a plaque to Axel.

“The most goals scored by a team” handed one to Harry.

“The most impacts on a player with a Bludger by a team” handed Axel the plaque.

“Now to Mr. Potter we have the further - … … "

The fastest snitch grab in history, The most goals scored by a single player, The most impacts by Bludger in a game by an individual. And Most goals scored in a Tournament he handed Harry a plaque for each.

These are all special record awards that were broken in this tournament by the British team and their Captain he surmised.

Now moving on. Most Valuable Keeper…Ronald Weasley the Minister called out handing Ron a golden broom trophy. Ron stumbled forward incredibly and took the award with a stupid grin on his face.

Wonder why only we are here for these awards Ginny commented.

Yea normally they bring in all the teams for these awards Demelza added.

Most Valuable Chaser, although this was a tough call because someone else scored the most goals, but he isn’t a Chaser, so the award goes to Rose Riddle the Minister called out and handed a golden Quaffle to Rose who smiled widely and took the award with a big grin on her face.

Most Valuable Beater, this also should have gone to someone else but he isn’t a Beater so the award goes to Richie Coote the Minister called out as he handed Coote a golden Bat. Coote thanked him and took it with a grin.

Finally Most Valuable Seeker, Harry Potter the Minister called out and Harry stepped up leaving all his plaques floating in the air by magic. He was handed a slightly larger than life golden Snitch.

Also Tournament MVP goes to Harry Potter he said as he handed Harry a small Cup made out of diamond. Inside it swirled pictures of the greatest players in history. Harry took it.

“With that I would like to thank the press and wish you all a good day,” the Minister said with a tired smile. His day had been way too long.

“Guess they didn’t invite any other team to save them the embarrassment of seeing all the awards go to us,” Ginny surmised.

“That or they were afraid none would show out of fear of us,” Rose chuckled.

“Ok people, now let’s get going,” Axel said as they carried all the new trophies with them toward their luggage.

There in the lobby stood the Costa Rican team.

“Well, look at all that gold,” chuckled one of the Beaters.

“Luck, I guess,” replied the other.

“You know next time they won’t be so lucky,” said one of their Chasers.

“You know guys, I do hope I taught you to be better losers than that,” Axel chuckled.

“Nope,” they all replied, chuckling.

The Costa Rican captain stepped forward and extended his hand to Harry.

“It was a great game and a great tournament you played,” he said smiling.

“Thanks, you guys did great too,” Harry replied as he shook his hand.

“I know you held back,” the Costa Rican whispered in his ear. Then added, “…but I understand why and admire you for wishing to play an even game,” he said backing away with a smile.

“I know,” Harry whispered back, “but next time I will give you the game you want and go all out. Just hope you have paid your health insurance and that they cover ass‑kickings,” he added reading his opponent’s mind.

The Costa Rican chuckled, and nodded, “You are too much Potter,” he said in admiration.

Harry just winked as they vanished and appeared in the middle of the pitch at Hogwarts. The sun had already gone down, and it was dark on the pitch.

"Wow, wonder where everyone is?" Ron said out loud.

"Yeah, I was expecting some sort of welcoming party," Rose added.

"I know, I get it's late and all so no students, and security is an issue so bringing in outsiders would be out of the question but I mean at the very least McGonagall could have come out to welcome us back. Not even our git of a Minister is here," Harry said out loud.

"Maybe they are waiting for us inside," Ginny suggested.

Axel just smirked as he looked around.

"Harry, you really should always be on your guard. Turn on your sight," Axel spoke in Harry’s mind.

Harry did so and smiled as well while cursing himself a bit for his carelessness. "Ruddy hell," he whispered.

"What?" Rose asked as she held his hand.

Explosion rung out loudly, they were blinded and threw themselves on the floor for cover. When they opened their eyes they saw the stadium completely light up.

Harry saw the Weasley twins chuckling as the fireworks came faster and faster and bigger and bigger.

"Well brother, seems like we made an impression," George said.

"Yes kicked it off with a bang with did," Fred concurred.

"Literally," they said in unison.

Mc Gonnagal, Lupin, and Scrimgour approached them smiling.

The minister was walking straight at Harry but McGonagall cut him off and hugged Harry intensely, before realizing what she was doing and regaining her composure.

"Congratulations everyone. Good work Mr. Potter," she yelled over the crowd and explosions.

Harry blushed, the stadium of students were in shock, but kept on cheering. The roars were deafening as were the explosions. Shadow simply stayed in Harry’s pocket were the noise was muffled."

Minerva kissed Axel’s cheek, "Thank you, they were brilliant," she yelled.

"I got something for you," Axel replied with a smile as Harry handed him the Cup. He enlarged it and lifted it in the air.

The roar of the crowd grew louder. Axel raised his hands and all the sound was reduced to nothing.

"Much better," he said as all the sound was nullified and everyone was shocked at the fact no sound was coming out of their mouths.

Canem’s voice rang through the stadium. "Well then, shall we get the formalities out of the way?" he chuckled as he handed the Cup to McGonagall.

"Headmistress McGonagall, a team tried and true stands on the field. In fair play, and good sport, through trial and tribulation, they stand together, in honor and glory. Englishmen and women, champions of the world. We present you the Youth Quidditch World Cup, symbol of our victory, and honor reserved for champions, in your care it shall remain for four years, until a new champion must rise to claim it for glory and country," he said out loud as all remained silent. He handed the Cup over to McGonagall that couldn’t contain a smile as she received it. She wanted to jump in joy but had to keep up her formality.

"To the air," Harry called as Axel gave him a smile.

Shadow came out and changed to his true …...

All through this the Minister stood silent and flabbergasted on the field, completely ignored.

“We are going to need a new trophy hall,” Axel shouted to McGonagall.

“Why? I was actually planning on keeping the Cup in my office,” she said confusedly, and a bit saddened as she realized that it wasn’t fair that she had hogged a national treasure like the Cup.

“Minerva, it is fine if you keep the Cup in your office. We can put the copy we get as champions in the trophy hall, but we also have a bunch of other awards that need to be copied and put on display,” Axel informed her.

Minerva looked at him in shock; she hadn’t heard anything about other awards. Axel explained to her all the awards they had gotten that day and she nearly dropped the Cup in shock. She tried to remain ever impassive as she replied. “I see, well we will have to find some unoccupied corner where we can fit all of that together” while she was already formulating plans for a good‑size hall covered in pictures where each award could be displayed with a picture of the team or the player that won it.

The celebrations rang into the night; Gryphindor was in an uproar and everyone celebrated. Harry and his team were received like heroes. Hermione had taken Ron and vanished from sight so they were nowhere to be seen. Neville and Ginny followed suit soon. The next morning many were waking up on the floor or in couches. Only Harry and Axel remained awake all night. Rose lay asleep, his head in Harry’s lap.

“Lightweights,” they thought psychically.

“So what now, Axel?” Harry asked with his mind.

“Water, then Spirit, and your training will be done for now,” he replied.

Harry smiled, “So when do we start?” he asked. He didn’t bother to ask about what Canem meant with ‘for now’

“Tomorrow, NEWTS are coming soon so we have to rush it” Axel replied.

Rose stirred in his lap as she woke up.

“Hey beautiful, how did you sleep?” Harry asked her as Canem vanished.

“Better since you’re here love” she replied.

“So what do you wanna do today?” he asked.

Just then Ron and Hermione walked in. They looked exhausted.

“Hey you two what are you up to?” Harry asked with a chuckle.

“Sleep” both replied in unison as they headed for Ron’s bed together as if it were perfectly natural.

Harry knew that they had slept very little the previous night.

“Wow they look exhausted” Rose commented.

And then Ginny walked in, Neville nowhere to be seen.

“Hey Silentnight, where Swiftblades?” Harry asked.

“Snuffles, don’t start. He is unconscious somewhere” she replied as she headed for her bed.

“Poor Ginny, she looks like hell” Rose said as she walked her former rival head to bed.

“Poor Ginny? Poor Neville, bastard is probably in pain and exhausted after she had her way with him. He is probably incapacitated in some dark closet or other secluded space.” Harry chuckled.

Rose lifted an eyebrow, “And how would you know that?” she asked with a strong tinge of jealousy in her voice.

“Well I know how Ginny operates, after all I taught her everything she knows” Harry said without thinking.

“Oh really!?!? Then you can have her.” Rose said getting up and stomping off.

Harry shook his head, at that moment he realized how much he had messed up. “Ruddy hell” he sighed.

Harry didn’t wait; he moved fast, inhumanly fast. But he caught her just as she was climbing up the stairs in a furry. The stairs turned to a slide and Harry caught her in his arms and carried her as they slid down.

“Let me go,” she hissed as she pushed him away. She was shocked that he had caught her, but furious.

Harry just kissed her, deeply and passionately. At first she punched and kicked him, but as he didn’t budge, she soon lost her train of thought and kissed him back. Their hands explored each other wildly.

“We are spending the day together,” Harry ordered more than suggested.

Rose just nodded as he kissed her again and she lost herself in him. Her anger vanished as did her memory of how it all started. After 10 minutes on the floor, she broke the kiss and breathed normally. “How do you do that?” she asked.

“Do what?” Harry inquired.

“Kiss me and make me forget everything,” she replied.

“Simple, I love you, and you love me,” Harry said honestly.

Rose blushed; deep down she knew it was true.

“That, and I am one hell of a kisser,” he joked.

Rose pushed him and smiled, but it faded a bit. “I always feel like when you talk about Ginny that you aren’t over her. I hate that I wasn’t your first. It’s like there are parts of you that I will never have,” Rose sighed looking into his eyes.

“Ginny and I are just friends. Our past is just that, past. But there are things that will always be there for only the two of us,” he said as her smile was gone and she looked away.

Harry grabbed her chin and turned her face toward him. “But you are my now, and my forever. You are my first and only true love. Your soul and mine are meant to be together. You are my soulmate Rose and no one will ever be able to say that but you,” he said as his eyes spoke only truth to her.

The way he looked at her made her insides melt; in his eyes she saw complete and unrestrained honesty, and deep in her heart, she knew she felt the same way for him. She cursed that fate that made her father and her love be sworn enemies. She kissed him and with closed eyes she whispered, “I love you Harry James Potter, with all of my body and soul.”

Harry got up and carried her all the way to the Room of Requirements. They were so lost in each other that neither realized how ridiculous they looked or how tiring the act should have been for a normal person. When they arrived, Harry dropped her in the bed. Their kiss intensified, their caresses grew bolder, their hands grew violent, and they began to tear the clothes off each other hungrily. Somewhere, somehow, a dark magic faded just long enough for the light to come out. Harry felt it, Rose was free, not for long, but he vowed to someday make it permanent. Someday soon.

Their naked bodies danced, as moans, and screams of ecstasy lit up their day. Their love and passion fueled them. Time became relative; hours passed feeling like decades but also like instants. And finally when night fell, so did they into a deep sleep. Wrapped in each other’s arms, their bodies as one.

The next morning Harry woke up and kissed Rose. He knew where he had to be, so he headed for the lake and there waiting for him was Axel.

“Morning Axel,” Harry said smiling.

“I take it you and Riddle had a very good night,” Axel chuckled.

“Yea, you could say that,” he replied smiling wider.

Axel just smirked. “In any case, McGonagall has given the team a week off from class to recuperate from the grueling tournament. You will be spending it training,” Axel summarized.

Harry sighed, “When did we start calling that hell a Stone quest training?” he asked.

Axel just chuckled. “Wuss,” he said as he waved his hand and the portal opened.

Harry took his supplies as always. “So what do I need to know about this place?” he asked as he got ready.

“Just use your power of Wind to breathe. This is an underwater world, so there will be no air. In the worst‑case scenario I left a bag with gillyweed in your pack that will never run out, so just munch on that,” Axel replied.

“Anything else?” Harry asked as he cringed at the thought of eating gillyweed.

“Oh yea, in the world of Water you want to take it easy and go with the flow. Otherwise who knows when you will get the stone,” Axel explained.

“Riiiiiight, so go with the flow, gotcha,” Harry said as he jumped in the portal.

“I have a feeling that he didn’t listen,” Canem said chuckling as he walked away. “I can be a right bastard sometimes,” he said to himself as he walked to the castle.

Harry appeared underwater and immediately used his power of Wind to be able to breathe. He looked around and nothing stood out; he was literally in an endless sea of blue. His mentor’s words still rang in his ears. Harry’s tasks were never easy, so he didn’t understand why Axel would joke about him relaxing. He knew what had to be done, he knew that he had to train harder than anyone else and that the quests for the Stones had never been easy.

Harry wasted little time pondering before he let his gut lead the way until he reached what seemed like an underwater village that stood on a large plateau. As he looked over the town and searched for a place where the Stone could be, it was then he saw what looked like a few merfolk coming toward him.

“Hello,” Harry said to the approaching group.

“Hey there, you are an odd fish,” said one of them as they stopped in front of him.

“Well that is because I am a human,” Harry replied as he took in the creatures before him. While they did remind him of the merfolk he knew lived under the lake at Hogwarts, they were larger and far less ugly. Still they were far from human‑looking.

“Well then human, welcome to the World of Water. My name is Triton and my friends and I were heading to do some surfing. Care to join us?” he replied.

“My name is Harry, and I would love to,” Harry replied, hoping this would lead him closer to the Stone.

While they swam, Harry approached Triton. “Triton, you wouldn’t perchance know where the Stone of Water is?” he asked, hoping it would be easy.

“Stone of Water? Is that some sort of good surfing spot?” Triton replied.

Harry rolled his eyes and shook his head. “It is never easy,” he mumbled.

Finally, they reached their destination. Harry saw what appeared to be a disturbance in the water ahead of him. One of the mermen swam into it and soon he was being pushed away incredibly fast as he did pirouettes and turns in the water.

“So that is how you surf underwater,” Harry said out loud.

“Is there any other way to surf?” one of the mermen asked as he went into the stream and was washed away incredibly fast.

Harry was impressed by the force of the stream. “Wow, that thing is strong; are all the streams in this world that strong?” he asked Triton.

“Actually, Harry, that is the only stream in the entire world; it goes well throughout the world curving along its surface till it reaches its end at a park far, far from here. Most of us get out way before that, we all want to stay close to home and that place is like a week away,” Triton replied.

“So where does the stream come from? And how come it is so strong?” Harry asked, hoping that the answer would lead him forward on his quest.

“Well, there is this giant cave like a day or two away from here. The place is a bit frightening. I mean it’s this massive spire that just spews this incredibly strong current out of it. Few are foolish enough to try and surf that; it could very well rip anyone apart not to mention it could launch you against a rock HARD,” Triton explained.

Harry’s face lighted up. “Thanks, Triton, I think I know where to find what I am looking for,” Harry said as he began to swim close to the current feeling the side of it…

Harry was gone again, this greatly troubled Rose. The night before she had a meeting with Malfoy.

“The Dark Lord grows impatient. Do you have any news of Potter whatsoever? His performance at the World Cup was impressive—I hate to admit it. His exceptional abilities are beyond human and your father is concerned,” Draco said.

“Oh shut it, you git. Tell my father that I have looked into it as best I can. He is ignoring Canem for reasons beyond my understanding. That is the only lead I can give him since I am sworn to secrecy as to what he teaches. From what I can tell, Harry must be learning from Axel’s apprentice, but I can’t prove it. His powers have increased, but I have yet to see him do anything that would make me question my father’s ability to end him,” Rose replied. This was only half true; she had not seen it, but she knew it was there. Harry was hiding something, more than he would let anyone into—not even her. This though troubled her, it made her worry, but more than that it made her…mad. She was angry at Harry for hiding something from her, for not trusting her. Then again, that only showed that his instincts were probably sharper than she gave him credit for. His attitude toward her, though, was always loving and affectionate. It made no sense to her if he didn’t trust her; how could he love her so? How could she…love him?

“It can’t be,” she thought, but deep down she knew it was true. From the moment she laid eyes on him, her heart was stolen. She would never admit it to herself or out loud, but she felt it, and no matter what she did she couldn’t stop it or cut it off.

Well watch him, the Dark Lord is almost ready for the end. His forces are amassing and soon the final strike will come.

“Excellent,” she said with a smile, one that was half‑fake. Her mind and heart were in eternal conflict.

Time had passed for Harry; he had found the cave and had spent weeks trying to swim up it. He would get so far but then be launched out as his arms would tire. His body was aching, and the sharp stones around the cave had cut him up badly. He had then tried making his body heavy like the rock, but in the end he couldn’t manage to push forward like that. Harry had tried every available technique on him.

“I will not give up. I knew this would be hard, yet this is ridiculously hard. I will bloody‑damn beat you though,” he said to the cave.

A plan formulated in his head: he would bind with the walls and then move forward. His feet became one with the rocks of the cave. “I will reach you, you bloody‑fucking stone,” he said as he dragged his body through the cave, bleeding and aching. His energy was draining faster this way, but he was secure, arm by arm, crawl by crawl he got deeper and deeper into the cave. Paths were winding and filled with sharp edges. He knew if he slipped it would probably be his end. He trudged slowly for a day before his body started to give out and he needed to rest. He carefully made himself a hole and got inside to sleep. The next day the process continued, and the next, and the next; he had been at it for ten days with no end in sight, to the contrary the walls were closing in and the force of the stream was increasing exponentially.

His mind wandered to Hogwarts. He missed his friends; he was tired, he was hungry for real food, but most of all, he missed his love. He loved her, despite the evil she contained, despite the evil that was not her fault but something her dad put on her. He loved her with all his heart, and he realized he was in love from the second he locked eyes with her. He was shocked back into realization when he saw a bright blue light up ahead. His heart leapt as he trudged forward faster; finally the end was in sight, he was a mere 10 feet from his goal. The force of the water was excruciating and painful, but his determination pushed him forward. He reached out as there were only 3 feet left now, the light even more blinding, and then…a sharp pain. His arm was pierced by a pebble, a mere pebble that at the speed and force it was launched when it dislodged from the rock became a bullet that fractured his arm instantly. It gave out; his mind lost focus and then tragedy befell. That distraction caused him to lose control of his power, and he was pushed back instantly by the water, a bone‑breaking impact as his side collided with a rock and several ribs, his arm, and hip broke. The force dragged him through rocks tearing at his skin surrounding him with a red cloud of blood. His mind was racing, disappointment, concentration, rationale all went away; all there was, was fear and it dominated him. Impact after impact, tear after tear, his body was disassembled yet he continued to remain conscious, but soon that began to fade as well from blood loss and shock from the pain. Shadows took his mind and he drifted towards death.

“It’s the end, I guess I die here. Not how I wanted to go. At least I will see Sirius again, and my parents. I won’t see Rose though, I will miss her. Voldemort will win, it is sad but he will win. I am gone, he can live” his mind said in the darkness.

Silence

Cold silence

And then…a scream…bestial, raw, free. “MY SODDING ASS HE WILL” it screamed in the darkness and then red light surrounded him. He opened his eyes, all thoughts gone as he screamed like a beast, his thoughts primal, all that was left was instinct. His mind was gone. Fire enveloped him and all water was evaporated for a moment. His power reducing the massive overwhelming current to steam as a wall of pure lava stood in front of him now, raw hatred fueling the fire and earth that erupted from his outstretched hand as he stood on the cave floor as a gush of steam erupted in front of him as his power held, but it didn’t hold for long. The water crashed and then pushed him backwards again, he just acted, as if natural he drew all the power from the water around him, no longer did he hit anything, he slided off of rocks and moved around spires. He was one with the water, flexible, unbreakable, fluid, he exited the cave, his body twisting and turning freely. It was then when he awoke.

“What happened?” he asked, dazed as the memory of what had transpired minutes ago was gone. It was then that he noticed how he felt. The pain was excruciating, but he felt one with the water; he felt that he needed to go with the current. He relaxed, the cave forgotten for now; he could always go back later. For now he would follow the flow of the water and heal. He drew the canteen with his one good hand, shakily took it to his lips, and drank thirstily. His body began to mend immediately, bones mending as they popped back into place, the pain dissipating. Yet he still felt tired, incredibly tired, more like lazy; being one with the water made him feel relaxed and aloof. He drifted in the current for hours, days till finally, as it slowly slowed, it stopped. There he stood and looked around. He was standing in a park, a giant park, benches everywhere in a sea of seaweed and coral that stood as trees and bushes. The sight was beautiful. He walked calmly as Mermen and women looked at him oddly.

“Well I am human,” he reasoned, but then, as he examined himself, he saw that he was nearly naked. All his clothes lay in tatters.

“Bugger,” he said irritatedly.

“I would say that again, Harry,” said a familiar voice.

Harry closed his eyes; he didn’t want to see, but he had to turn around. There stood Axel, smiling evilly and laughing his ass off.

“Took you lone enough to get here. Don’t tell me, let me guess. Your going for the I am shit poor and about to die look…no no…you were ravaged by merwomen…yea that sounds about right,” he said laughing.

“Oh shut it, I nearly died trying to get the Stone of Water and I still failed to get it,” Harry said irritably.

“Are you serious? Why would you consider that hard? And where have you been all these weeks?” he asked puzzled.

Now Harry was confused, “Of course I consider it hard, I failed didn’t I? And what do you mean where have I been? Well climbing through a ruddy fucked‑up cave questing for the ruddy Stone of Water, and nearly dying” he replied angrily.

“Uhm Harry, you mean that Stone of Water?” Axel said hiding a smirk as he pointed to the side with his thumb. He knew everything Harry had done; he always knew.

Harry looked to his left and there in the middle of a huge fountain that sprouted millions of bubbles stood a bright blue stone.

“Ruddy fucking hell, un‑befucking‑livable” he said angrily and then it hit him. “Go with the flow…” he whispered and then looked up at Axel who was now laughing his ass off.

“Oh shut the fuck up, go with the flow…you are such a fucking asshole,” Harry growled.

“Now, now Harry, it is not my fault you are too daft or stubborn to follow instructions” Axel managed to say in between the laughs.

Harry just turned beat red and angrily swam off using his powers as Alexander chuckled for a minute more as his pupil swam away. Then smiling evilly he swam after him.

“Patience, Harry, you and that cave will have your day yet. One day, one day you shall see what’s beyond that light,” Axel said to himself.
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Harry had begun to calm down as he walked briskly through the halls of Hogwarts. The gem in his hand soon was taken to his mouth as he swallowed it down and felt a rush of power. He was tired and beaten, he simply wanted to get back to his room, shower, and sleep. But something didn’t sit right with him, he wanted to do something else but he couldn’t put his finger on it. That was until a blonde ran to him and crushed him in her arms as she kissed him passionately. Harry was put back for a second till he realized that it was Rose kissing him. He responded as he crushed her in his arms. “I take it you missed me?” he chuckled.

Rose let go of him and hit him softly. “You big headed git, you think your all that. I didn’t miss you at all” she said in a fake huff as she turned around and gave him her back.

Harry chuckled louder and hugged her from behind as he bit into her neck as his hands rubbed her stomach and stroked her face. “Sure you didn’t miss me even a bit” he growled lowly in her ear.

Rose melted, her insides felt like water and her knees were giving out. “Ma…maybe I miss you a little bit,” she purred back trying to contain herself.

“Hum must have done a piss poor job last time; guess I will have to correct that,” he said before pulling her backwards into a classroom and shutting the door with magic. He turned her around as her heart began to race.

She saw the desire in his eyes and it reflected that in hers. Her hands tore at his clothes as his did the same. There were no words, none were needed. No thoughts of right or wrong, good or evil. Soon they stood bare as he entered her and she moaned loudly. He slammed her body against the door as began to move faster and faster.

“Merlin I missed you,” she moaned as her nails dug into his neck and back.

“So did I love, I missed you terribly,” he said as he thrust into her with total disregard letting all his weight and passion reflect in his movements. He moved faster as her screams grew louder, her insides watering to him. She wanted everything from this man, she wanted every inch of him. She bit into him hard, his skin tasted unusually salty. She didn’t care, she didn’t think. His skin salted by the time under the water. His muscles incredibly hard.

Two hours later, they were both on the ground exhausted locked in each others arms and staring deeply into each others eyes. Untold questions and unsaid answers in their minds. Their bodies drenched in sweat, their minds racing. Harry stared her in the eyes and said “I love you” meaning every word.

She stared back at him and replied with honesty that was beyond her and truth that overcame all that she was and was forced to become. "I love you too"

Later in the common room he was met with the sight of his friends.

"Good to see you guys, I haven’t seen you in a month," Harry said carelessly.

They all looked at him as if he were crazy. They were also taken aback by his tattered clothes and ragged look.

"Harry mate it's been a week, what are you talking about?" Ron said oddly.

"Oh yea sorry, it just felt like longer," Harry played off.

"Well where have you been? I mean NEWTS are just around the corner and you're most definitely must be falling behind with all the weeks you have disappeared. This better be something important. And why do you look like you've been through hell," Hermione said sternly. Rose looked expectantly at Harry wanting the answer as well.

"Mione, is school all you think about? What’s important here is what Harry has been doing, not if he bloody did his homework," Ron replied.

"Ugh Ron you are so immature, studying is everything," she huffed.

"But I did do my homework, I have always done it Mione," Harry replied as he swung a bag and dumped a mountain of parchments out of it. As always Axel had given him a week in a training ground to catch up on his work. In reality it was like a day or two in the real world.

"Bloody hell," Ginny said out loud. "Is that how much you guys do in a month?" Ginny said frightened.

"Month? No Gin that is what we get in a week," Ron replied bitterly.

"Well in any case I want to hit the showers," Harry said as the scrolls magically entered the bag again while he was already walking briskly to his room. Rose tried to say something but failed, as Harry was gone. He had managed to avoid answering their questions yet again, and she seemed to be the only one that really minded; everyone else was used to Harry not telling them what was going on. They really only cared if he was going to get in trouble, and they considered that he couldn’t get into much trouble if Professor Alexander said he was ok.

Harry showered in hot water for the first time in a month and it felt great. He washed as much of the ocean out of his body with soap as he could. He came back out and was now wearing decent clothes and looked refreshed. Harry came down and sat in his chair, opened a book, and started to pretend to read. He had already finished reading all his books, but he thought a small review wouldn’t hurt.

"So Harry, are you going to tell us what happened?" Rose said expectantly.

Harry lowered his book with a wicked grin: "Sorry love, I can’t say much other than I was at my home doing some training that Dumbledore’s portrait suggested as it would better my skills with charms and hexes. It is very hush‑hush; besides, I need to study, NEWTS are around the corner after all," he replied and then continued to read. Hermione beamed at him and elbowed Ron.

"Ouch," Ron said.

"Learn from Harry and study," she replied.

Rose was not at all satisfied with his answer; it smelled like bullocks, it sounded like bullocks, and she was sure it was. Charms and hexes don’t cause that much damage and scarring to the body, let alone the exceptional improvement in his physique that she had seen the day before. For a moment she was caught in the memory and smiled thinking of the amazing night she had had with that body. She quickly shook it off though and focused at the task at hand.

“Harry, really that sounds…” Rose started but never finished.

“Rose, now be quiet, let Harry do his studying. Be bloody responsible; we have to get ready for our bleeding NEWTS so shush and get on with it,” Hermione said in an authoritative tone, taking on the Head Girl duties with full force.

Rose was so taken aback by Hermione’s answer as everyone else that she quickly grabbed a book and started to pretend to read. She definitely didn’t want detention or worse, Hermione on her arse.

And so it was that in the days past, Rose had made no progress with Harry. He kept staying close to Hermione and looking like he was studying. In reality though, Harry had been reading her mind and intentions and had avoided the questions she had at all costs. When they were alone, Harry did a VERY good job at keeping her mind on his kisses and…other things. As a result she hadn’t had any chance to spy on him at all. NEWTS started tomorrow and she was deathly afraid to speak in the Common Room. Every 7th and 5th year was on edge because of last‑minute cramming for the NEWTS and OWLS.

Harry on the other hand was completely relaxed, though something in his gut told him that he should be on edge. He was absentmindedly staring at Rose as he pretended to study. It was then that his anxiety was confirmed in part. Axel spoke into his mind.

"Hey there Harry, your mind seems troubled," Axel said.

"It is, I don’t know why but I have a bad feeling; I feel very anxious," Harry thought back.

"Sure it isn’t NEWTS?" Axel replied though he knew what it was.

"Yea I am sure," Harry thought back exasperatedly.

"Well then I believe you are developing your inner eye then. It happens when your magic grows stronger that all areas start to gain even if you’re not training them. Divination is a form of inner magic that apparently is now strengthening as a result of your training," Axel replied.

"What do you mean? Is something going to happen?" Harry asked anxiously.

"Harry, as soon as NEWTS are done I expect that things will move very quickly. Voldemort wants to get to you before he loses any chance of knowing where you are. He will attack before you leave Hogwarts. Also before that battle you have to take out at least one more Horcrux and the final Stone. After that you must find Nagini, once the snake is dead then it is you and Riddle to the death," Axel explained.

"So in other words the shit is about to hit the fan?" Harry summarized feeling very tired.

"Pretty much," Axel replied and broke the connection.

The next morning many people walked like zombies towards the Great Hall. They had all either stayed up studying or were so nervous they couldn’t sleep. Madame Pomfrey had suffered from a severe shortage of Dreamless Sleep potion as she always did at this time of the year. Only two people were fresh and ready, one because she had adequately prepared and slept peacefully, and another because he had super‑powered training in meditation that caused him to rest his mind perfectly. Harry and Hermione had looks of steely determination in their eyes.

“Hermione, Harry wait the bloody hell up” Ron said grumpily as he chased them down the hall, he had been awoken roughly from where he fell asleep studying.

“Now now Ron, no need to be cold towards us” Harry mused and chuckled.

Ron shot him an angry glance.

“That was not funny Harry” Ron nearly screamed.

“It was a little funny Ron” Hermione said smirking as he kissed his cheek. “Don’t be a wet blanket love” she added now laughing loudly. Harry joined her. Harry and Hermione had dumped a bucket of cold water on Ron to awaken him.

Ron narrowed his eyes at them, huffed, and then stomped forward.

Rose was just as put off, sleep had not come for her. Too many things had invaded her mind including why Harry was shutting her out from the answers she wanted, what her feelings were for him and the NEWTS.

“Love are you ok?” Harry asked in a concerned tone.

Rose kissed Harry and immediately her day brightened up. “I am now love” she replied with a smile as she hugged him and he wrapped his arm around her.

They finished their breakfast in silence. Ron had calmed down once food started to enter his system. The other years sat in silence respecting those with NEWTS and OWLS. Even the Slytherins were behaving. Draco’s face showed the extent of his stress.

And so Harry entered the first day of testing. He had Care of Magical Creatures in the morning, Charms after lunch, and finally Astronomy at night time. At breakfast, McGonagall had introduced the Ministry examiners, and by the looks on their faces they were not a cheery lot.

Those with Care of Magical Creatures exited towards the Forbidden Forest; long rows of desks were lined up. They took their seats and the written test was passed out. Harry quickly read through it; it was a cakewalk as it dealt mostly with basic facts of common and intermediately rare creatures such as hippogriffs, unicorns, and owls. Harry easily filled those out from what he had studied in books. Then there were a few straight‑answer questions dealing with specific facts about select creatures among them dragons, gryphons, and threstals. Finally there were a couple of bonus questions that dealt with extremely rare creatures; Harry laughed as those were the ones Hagrid loved the most. Blast ended Skrewts, Hungarian Horn Tails, Centaurs, Acromantulas, among many others. Harry grimaced as he realized that he had dealt with most of these directly, way too directly. He finished early and handed his test in to the examiner after only a half hour.

“What’s this, giving up early?” the man said and then looked up and his eyes went wide when he realized who he was speaking to.

“Nope, I just managed to finish quickly,” Harry replied honestly.

The man didn’t even look down at the test, “That is alright, Mr. Potter. Please go over to Mr. Forner, he will be your examiner” he said a bit nervously still a bit in awe at seeing the boy who lived. The examiner quickly scanned the test and was surprised that not only did he answer all the questions, but he did so correctly and very thoroughly.

Harry read his mind and just rolled his eyes as he headed towards the old, angry looking man that he knew to be Mr. Forner.

The old man squinted when he approached. “Name?” he asked as he looked down at his clipboard.

“Harry Potter” Harry replied.

The old man did a double take and dropped his board as he opened his eyes as wide as he could to see Harry.

Harry bent down and picked up the clipboard, “Here you go sir” he said with a smile.

The old man cleared his throat and took on an official looking face. “Yes, well then, this way” he said as he lead him into the forest towards the clearing where they had first practiced with hippogriffs. The examiner then stopped and turned. “Would you please produce your pet” the examiner ordered.

“Which one?” Harry replied.

The old man grumbled, “Your magical one of course” he replied.

“Sir I have three magical pets” Harry replied.

The old man grumbled, “Well I guess there is little to do then. Please call them one at a time” he explained.

Harry lifted his arm and whistled, within a few seconds Hedwig was standing on his arm. Harry had ordered that she stay nearby for the test since he had been advised to do so.

The old man looked closely at the owl as it affectionately pecked at Harry’s ear. "Hum, looks quite well," he started as he began to scan it with a very critical eye. “Doesn’t look to be hungry or ill at all, good good,” he continued. He tried to lift her wings up but the owl snapped at him. The man retracted his hand expertly, “Snappish, but you can’t really blame her for that. Would you order her to extend her wings for me?” the man asked.

Harry did so and Hedwig extended her wings as the old man examined them. "Yes yes, quite good. Do you take care of her personally?" the man asked. The owl nodded as did Harry.

“She is very low maintenance, but I do take very good care of her and make sure she keeps to a good diet. Additionally, I feed her so special grain to help keep her mind keen," Harry said expertly as Hermione had long since instructed him in his first year how to take care of his owl.

“Very good indeed, then let’s see the next one,” the old man said as he wrote something down on his clipboard.

Harry pondered if this would work; he hadn’t seen Fawkes in a long while. Dumbledore had left him the phoenix but Harry knew that he liked to perch on the old wizard’s grave most of the time or the headmaster’s office on a rare occasion. The rest of the time he had no idea where he went. “Fawkes,” he called. The phoenix flashed above him in a flash of fire and then perched on his head. Harry just smirked; the bird had definitely inherited Dumbledore’s sense of humor. "Now I think I know why Dumbledore insisted on wearing a pointy hat all the time," Harry whispered to himself.

The old man was taken aback again and dropped his clipboard. Fawkes instantly grabbed it and hovered in the air flapping as he handed it back to the man. Who took it astounded. He cleared his throat again and looked over the phoenix quickly. Harry thanked his stars it wasn’t a burning day since Fawkes looked quite well. “Hum well, it definitely looks healthy. Of course phoenixes require no supervision other than on burning days and that is only if the bird chooses to let its master see it. Otherwise it would find a comfortable spot and stays there till it can come out again. Still it is a magnificent specimen. May I ask how long you have had it and how you came about it?” the old man asked.

“I inherited it nearly a year ago from Headmaster Dumbledore” Harry replied.

The man just said “Ah” with a knowing yet sad look and watched as the bird perched itself on Harry’s head again. “Well it likes you that is for sure, a phoenix never perches on a person, even its master unless it likes them” he old man said as he once again scribbled something on his clipboard. “Well then call the last one” the old man said sighing in a tired tone.

Harry smirked as he pulled Shadow from his pocket, it was in the form of a small lizard.

The old man looked at it and then looked up at Harry. “Mr. Potter, I do hope your taking this seriously. A newt is not a magical creature, even if the NEWTS happen to be named after them” he said grimly.

Harry looked down at Shadow and petted his head as he hear him growl menacingly. “Now Shadow relax, remember your in disguise so he doesn’t know any better. Why don’t you show him your real form” he commanded.

Shadow leapt from his hand and then grew to his real form standing to the right of them.

The old man let out a scream of terror as he looked up at the form. "Da…da…dragon!" he whispered, horrified.

Shadow roared furiously at him and then shot a column of black flame into the air. He then stared the man down as his head approached the man on the ground.

"Shadow, you will behave yourself!" Harry commanded. "Sir, are you ok?" he asked the man as he got down to help him up.

Shadow looked affronted but backed up a bit. The poor examiner was frozen solid and couldn’t speak. He just looked wide‑eyed at the giant before him.

"Mr. Forner? Mr. Forneeeeer?" Harry said as he waved his hand in front of the man. Harry decided the man was in shock and led him toward where the other examiners were. "Excuse me," Harry said, standing in front of them with the man in one hand and his clipboard in the other.

"Yes, Mr. Potter, done already?" asked a tall man with scars.

"I don’t think so; I think Mr. Forner had a bit of a shock when he met one of my pets and I am afraid it might take him a while to recover," he explained calmly as he handed the man the clipboard.

The examiners looked stunned as they looked at the old man who was ghost‑white, "Mr. Potter, I can assure you that there are few creatures that could possibly shock Mr. Forner; he is one of our oldest examiners and an expert in almost every type of magical creature there is. What creature could possibly cause him to end up looking like he met a Dementor?" said the tall man.

Harry shrugged, "Would a dragon qualify?" he replied.

Now every single one of them with the exception of one took a step back. “Mr. Potter, please tell me you are joking. A dragon would be…” started the tall man.

“Would this be the one that served as a mascot for the World Cup?” asked the only one that hadn’t been shocked. A young woman who was smiling quite excitedly. All the other examiners now looked horrified as realization set in.

“Yep, that would be the one,” Harry said with a smirk.

“Mr. Potter, it is illegal to own such a dangerous pet. I am appalled that you would have it on school grounds…” started the tall man to rant.

Harry pulled out a roll of parchment and handed it to the lady.

She looked at him quizzically as she unrolled it; when she finished reading she put a hand on the man’s shoulder and handed the parchment to him.

“It wouldn’t be when he has the Supreme Wizzemgot Exemption for Animals Training,” she replied.

“They gave him a SWEAT?” asked a stunned short man. That document basically gives Harry the right to take the dragon wherever he pleased as long as the animal didn’t cause property damage or harm to a living creature, in which case Harry would be financially and/or legally liable.

The woman nodded, “Based on the beyond‑extreme rarity of the animal, the fact that it can change its form to something small and harmless, that it is an exemplary sentient being, and most probably because it would level a country for trying to separate it from Mr. Potter, the Wizzemgot seems to have given one out,” she chuckled.

Harry chuckled, “That helped greatly, but mostly it was because since I own a nearby Dragon Preserve and as such can do what I want with any of the Dragons to insure their safety and that of the people they encounter,” explained.

“You mean the Potter Protective Preserve?” asked the woman, blushing a bit.

“Yea, that would be the one,” he replied, looking at the woman quizzically.

The tall man rolled up the scroll with his mouth agape. “Anyone willing to finish testing Mr. Potter?” he whispered in shock.

The lady raised her hand excitedly, “Oh I will, I will!” she said, almost jumping up and down like a school girl. The rest of the examiners exhaled the breath they were holding for a second at the prospect of having to deal with a dragon, especially a very large dragon.

The tall man composed himself and handed her the clipboard. “Thank you, Ms. Wilford,” he said relieved.

The lady took the clipboard. “Please lead the way, Mr. Potter,” she said cheerfully.

“Please call me Harry, Ms. Jerez. This way, please,” Harry replied.

“Then I insist you call me Sandra,” she replied as she followed him.

They arrived where Shadow stood now wagging his tail as he waited for Harry.

“Well, Sandra, this is Shadow. Shadow say hello to Sandra,” Harry said with a smile.

Shadow lowered his head and smelled Sandra. Sandra in turn smiled widely as she petted his snout. The dragon stuck out its huge tongue and licked her affectionately.

“Aww, he’s such a good dragon. You are such a beautiful one, aren’t you?” she chuckled.

Shadow nodded his head.

She was taken aback. “Oh, and smart too, so you can understand what I am saying,” she said surprised.

Again the dragon nodded.

“Hum, this makes it much easier. So does Harry ever treat you badly, forget to feed you, or act in a way you don’t like?” she asked.

The dragon moved his head from side to side.

“So you are happy to be with Harry. Would you say he is a good master?” she asked.

Shadow didn’t move his head; instead he huffed at her.

“I wonder why he didn’t reply,” she said to herself.

“Sandra, that is because you asked the wrong question. Shadow isn’t my slave or my pet; he is my partner, we are a part of each other,” Harry clarified. “Shadow, do you think I am a good partner? Are you happy that we are together?” asked Harry.

Shadow nodded emphatically now.

Sandra smiled, “Well that is excellent. I see clearly now what you meant. I am sorry I said the wrong thing, Shadow. Do you forgive me?” she replied.

The dragon just licked her again.

She laughed, “I will take that as a yes,” she said as she marked off something on her clipboard.

“Thanks, Shadow,” Harry said, sensing they were done. The dragon turned itself into a lizard and then ran into Harry’s pocket. Sandra looked at it in awe.

“Simply amazing,” she whispered.

Then she read through it a bit more. “Ok, Harry, now according to this you have had classes where you dealt with… ok, this is definitely an interesting selection,” she said, scanning the list of creatures that Hagrid had provided the examiners. “Hum, well I need to test how you handle magical creatures. Why don’t we go looking for some then?” she suggested.

“Well, that all depends on what you want to see, Sandra. We really shouldn’t head too far in because that is Centaur lands; last time I had a run‑in with them it wasn’t very pleasant.” Harry replied.

Sandra was stunned, "You have dealt with Centaurs? What other creatures other than those on the list have you seen?" she asked.

"Well I don’t know what is on the list, but personally I have seen off the top of my head Unicorns, Threstals, Hippogriffs, Centaurs, Blast Ended Skrewts, and Acromantulas," Harry counted off.

"Acromantulas? There are bloody Acromantulas around here?" she said frightened.

"Yea but they tend to keep to their cave, in any case we could try Hippogriffs; they are the easiest and most interesting of the bunch," Harry suggested.

Sandra nodded, "Do you know where we can find one?" she asked.

Harry whistled, birds lifted up in the distance as a Hippogriff lifted off and then landed in front of them.

Sandra was impressed, "How did you do that?" she asked.

"Well this particular hippogriff and I are friends. His name is Buck…Bucky," Harry said after thinking it over.

The hippogriff looked at him oddly but then realized that it was for his own good and played along.

"I see, well then shall we begin the test?" she said.

"Give me a second," Harry asked, "Bucky could you call another hippogriff here, one that doesn’t know me please?" he asked.

Buckbeak squawked hard, another rustle happened and then they saw another hippogriff land in front of them.

"Why did you do that?" Sandra asked.

"Well it wouldn’t be fair if a friend helped me score well on a test," Harry replied simply.

Sandra smiled, "Indeed, it is good to see some people live by high ethics," she said smiling.

Harry in the meantime bowed low as he was taught. He waited, the hippogriff looked at him and then bowed ever so slightly. Harry approached it and petted its head.

“Good show Harry” she said as she wrote down something on the clipboard, she then looked at her watch. “This has to be a record, the fastest Care of Magical Creatures test I have ever seen. The others are still answering the written test I believe. If you want we can chat for a while.” she said smiling.

Harry blushed, he had written extremely fast using his new skills, it wasn’t any wonder he finished much faster than most.

“So how come you didn’t scare when you saw Shadow?” he asked curious as to why she had volunteered to test him.

“Well I love dragons, I wanted to work with them, but my parents insisted I work for the Ministry and so I choose the job that could get me the closest to them. I work in the Department of Magical Creatures, and there I specialize in dragon incidents” she explained. “Still, Shadow is pretty impressive, but he was so gentle when we arrived that I just relaxed” she finished.

“Well he likes you” Harry said as the black lizard had come out of his pocket and stood on his shoulder interested in the conversation. “So is that how you heard of my preserve?” he asked.

She blushed a bit, “Yea, and well, there is this guy there that I sort of…well….he….I just think the guy is brilliant. He is only a year older than me. He went to work with dragons in Romania. I worked with him for the Tri Wizard Tournament. So when I heard he was coming back to England I looked into it and found out about your preserve” she explained as she progressively got redder.

Harry smirked, “I see. So Sandra, am I done with the test?” Harry asked.

Sandra looked at him puzzled, “Of course Harry, I think I just mentioned you probably set a record” she replied confused.

“Are you sure? I mean I wonder if you don’t need me to demonstrate how I fly with Shadow and how he interacts with others of his kind. I mean since you are in the Department of Magical Creatures, maybe it would be prudent of you to test on that to give some follow up to my SWEAT. I could do it as extra credit” he said with a large grin.

Sandra caught on very quickly, “You are completely right Harry, I should definitely test you for purposes of your NEWT and Ministry interests. And most definitely we will count it as extra credit”

Harry looked to his shoulder. “Shadow, we are going for a ride” he said.

The lizard jumped excitedly and then turned into his full form. His tail wagging wildly in excitement. He lowered his head as Harry and Sandra got on.

“Hold tight” he ordered as they lifted off incredibly fast.

“Wow” she screamed as they lifted up. Shadow flew very fast and they got there in a matter of moments.

They passed through the magical barrier that kept the dragons inside and hidden while keeping the Muggles out.

“We are here” Harry screamed back.

Sandra looked around and realized just how grand the place really was. Hundreds of dragons flew freely in the air, some fighting with others briefly before continuing their flight or landing. The reserve was immense and all of it was controlled by Charlie Weasley. Her awe at the man only grew.

Harry landed in front of the castle. Shadow shrunk and moved into his pocket. He waved his wand and the door opened. A chime sounded inside, a recent addition apparently, Harry figured. “Hey Charlie you around?” he called out.

"Boss, yea, I’m back here be out in a sec," Charlie replied from another room. "Just getting changed…" he said as he walked into the room shirtless with a clean, but wrinkled, shirt in his hand. He just stood there transfixed on Sandra, likewise she was stunned and frozen in place admiring the dragon trainer’s chiseled physique and the numerous scars and cuts on his chest from the rough business he was in.

Harry looked back and forth as he noticed the silence between the two. He cleared his throat loudly and that snapped the two out of their trance. Sandra quickly turned around as both turned scarlet red.

Harry chuckled, "Charlie, maybe I should have announced we have company. This is Sandra…" Harry started

"Jerez," Charlie supplied as he put on his shirt quickly trying to reduce the heat in his face as well as unwrinkling his shirt with his hands.

"Right, I take it you two have met then," Harry replied.

"Yea I remember working with her for the Tri Wizard Tournament. You work for the Department of Magical Creatures right?" Charlie replied.

Sandra now turned back, still red-faced, "Yea, still working with dragons. I mean I am, well so are you, but…." She stammered

"Yea, well yea… I mean yea I still work with dragons," he stammered back transfixed with the girl in front of him.

Harry just rocked back and forth on his heels. He gave them a few seconds to try and compose coherent thoughts but as he read their minds he realized neither would be able to. There he found that old feelings and attractions that had laid somewhat dormant, now were back and were fiercer than ever before. It was amazing what a few years could do to a person, or at least that is what both of them thought about the other.

“Charlie, I think we need to go into your room to look over those reports you mention. You will excuse us for a minute Sandra, business to talk about and all that,” Harry said as he pulled the still stunned Charlie back into another room. As he closed the door behind them he turned to the still stunned Charlie looking blankly at a wall.

Harry stepped up to him and smacked him hard across the face.

“Oww,” Charlie shouted as he snapped out of it.

“Damn, that actually does work. I always wanted to try that, works in Muggle movies after all,” Harry said smiling.

“What did you do that for?” asked Charlie as he rubbed his cheek.

“Well you were drooling over Sandra and frankly I thought you would prefer to be a little hurt but coherent rather than drooling like an idiot in front of the girl,” Harry replied.

Charlie immediately started to drool a little imagining the girl in the other room, “Why is she here?” he asked as he tried to shake it off as he saw Harry getting ready to hit him again.

“She was my examiner for my Care of Magical Creatures NEWT and she mentions you, so I decided to bring her over to see you,” Harry said simply.

“She remembers me?” Charlie asked with a grin.

"Yes, and I must say Charlie, I get the impression that you like the girl…a lot," Harry replied.

"Bullocks, not at all," Charlie said, turning red and turning around trying to hide the truth.

"Oh come off it, Charlie, your tongue nearly rolled onto the carpet back there. What’s the deal? Did you two ever go out?" Harry asked knowing the answer already.

Charlie sighed, "No, but I do like the girl a lot. It is just that I was going back to Romania and I didn’t want to start anything I couldn’t pursue," he said.

"Well now you can pursue plenty," Harry chuckled.

"Oh come on, Sandra probably has a hundred wizards after her. I wouldn’t stand a chance against the successful guys she probably sees. I mean all I am is a simple dragon keeper," Charlie said downtrodden.

Harry walked up next to Charlie and put his arm around him in a show of solidarity. Then smacked him upside the head.

"Oww, stop hitting me Potter," Charlie supplied.

"Charlie, stop being a thick prat and I’ll stop hitting you. You are a great guy, you’re the bloody head of a large dragon reserve, my bloody dragon reserve, so don’t sell yourself short. Plus I will have you know the girl is quite smitten with you as well. I could tell from talking to her five minutes ago. Now get your bloody head together and go out there and talk to the girl," Harry commanded as he opened the door.

"But…" Charlie started.

"Weasley, don’t make me tell the twins about this. They will torture you mercilessly," Harry replied.

Charlie looked serious, "I can take it, I’ll just sick a dragon on them," he said defiantly.

“Fine, I didn’t want to go there but I will tell your mother and sister if I have to,” Harry said with a sigh.

Now Charlie looked petrified, “For the love of all that is magic, no, please Harry no. Not them. Oh Merlin not them,” he said quickly.

Harry knew what would happen; those two would move heaven and earth to get that girl to spend as much time as possible with the one Weasley who had shown no progress in the love department since Hogwarts. That would be after giving him a stern, annoying, and very, very long talk about him not getting any younger and Molly wanting more grandkids.

“Well then, go ask that witch out or else,” Harry ordered.

Charlie ran out and stopped a foot away from her face. As red as a tomato he stared into her eyes and said, “Sandrawillyougooutwithme” really fast as if trying not to realize what he was doing.

Sandra was taken aback and confused. Charlie had stunned her by acting extremely weird and saying something incoherent. “Huh?” she replied.

Charlie breathed in and tried again, “Will you go out with me?” he said again this time slower as if talking to a slow person.

Harry chuckled, “Ah the charm and wit of the Weasley men; it’s a wonder they can get a date,” he said thinking back at how Ron behaved and realizing it was genetic.

Sandra now turned red again and smiled widely, “Yes, I would love to Charlie,” she said as she nodded enthusiastically.

Charlie breathed again, “Well I understand if you can’t. I mean I…wait did you just say yes?” he said as he did a double take.

Sandra nodded again while giggling a little.

Charlie but on the biggest smile Harry had ever seen on him, even bigger than when he gave him the job. "Yes, she said yes" he said jumping up and down causing her to giggle more and Harry to run up to stop him.

"Yea Charlie, I know, why don’t we go show her the dragons now" Harry said changing the topic quickly.

Charlie calmed himself quickly, blushed even redder, and then opened the door. "Of course, let’s go and…" he started but then closed the door and bolted it quickly before he pushed his back into the door as to hold whatever was on the other side outside.

"What happened?" Sandra asked concerned.

Charlie just looked at Harry, "Harry, your little friend is back" he said bitterly.

"What little friend?" Harry asked perplexed.

"Remember that time you decided it would be fun to see if the school motto had some truth to it" Charlie said angrily as the door turn bright red and smoke came in from the sides of it. Thankfully the spells had been reinforced.

"Oh yea" Harry said chuckling. "You want me to take care of that again?" he asked as he left them alone and walked out.

The large Hungarian Horntail was outside and was steaming in anger, it had smelled Harry in the air and had returned in full fury. Harry had exited during a respite in the blaze and now stood grinning in front of the angered creature.

"Hey there, how it going? Hope you haven’t had anyone else tickle you. Hardly know why you’re so miffed about it mate?" Harry mused.

The dragon reared its head and prepared to strike.

Harry chuckled, "I really wouldn’t do that if I were you" he said in a sing song voice.

The dragon growled and lunged at Harry. In that one moment Shadow escaped Harry’s pocket and grew to his normal size. The Horntail crashed into him, but he hardly moved an inch.

The Horntail looked up and his eyes met the angered ones of a much, much larger and far more powerful foe. For a second he hesitated as if wondering if it was an illusion. It was then Shadow roared furiously so hard that the ground shook beneath the Horntail and he lowered his head and huddled in fear. The heat of the flame that Shadow was holding back wafted out and finished convincing the Horntail of the danger it faced. Shadow lowered his head to where the other was whimpering in fear. He grunted as if to tell him that he shouldn’t mess with Harry and that he should go away now and not return to the fort anymore. The Horntail turned around and fled quickly, not even looking back.

Harry laughed loudly now, “Great job Shadow, it’s good that that runt learned who the boss is” he said.

Shadow looked back at him and grunted at Harry trying to take the credit.

“I meant you, you giant lug head,” Harry said laughing harder.

Shadow huffed but then bent down and licked Harry.

“Ugh, I love you too partner” he said wiping the dragon drool off himself.

Shadow returned to Harry’s pocket as Harry entered the fort.

“Well I am done, that dragon won’t bother you anymore, I…” Harry started but then stopped as he saw that Charlie and Sandra were snogging. “Right,” he chuckled and then exited and flew back to Hogwarts. Charlie had brooms so he could take her back.

Harry went to have lunch so that he could get ready for his Charms test. There he found that he was the first to arrive. He sat down and a plate appeared before him. Soon, though, the hall was filled with all the other years, yet not a single fifth or seventh year was anywhere to be seen. Harry looked towards the teachers' table and found that all of the professors were looking at him in shock. McGonagall rose up and walked towards Harry, Hagrid not far behind.

“Mr. Potter, why is it that you are here eating?” she asked, profoundly concerned.

“Because I was hungry, Headmistress?” Harry replied in a way that almost sounded like a question; he was concerned as to what was going on.

McGonagall took a step back and tried to compose herself. “What I meant is why is it that you aren’t in your NEWT?” she clarified with infinite patience.

“I finished it, Professor,” Harry replied, now calming down.

“You're done?” Hagrid said, thoroughly shocked.

“Yes, I know it took me longer than I expected. The written test was a breeze and I finished in half an hour. But the practical took way longer because there were… complications,” Harry finished innocently.

“That’s my Harry, half an hour? That test is supposed to last around three!” Hagrid gruffed and patted Harry on the back.

McGonagall raised an eyebrow, “Define complications if you will, Harry,” she said in a somewhat worried but still controlled tone.

“Well at first the examiner was a bit shocked to be testing me but he got over it quick. He then asked me to show him my magical pets but as you know I have several. So first I showed him Hedwig, answered a few easy questions and he then asked me to call my next pet” Harry began his tale.

McGonagall nodded, so far her concerns had been allayed.

“Then I called Fawkes. Hadn’t seen him in a while so I was nervous, but then I remembered that phoenixes are very independent so I calmed down. The examiner asked me where I got him and I told him it used to be Professor Dumbledore. Oh by the way, the examiner also was shocked I had a phoenix but he got over it quickly” Harry continued.

“I see, quite understandable, few wizards have the privilege of owning one” McGonagall said as she softened her tone a bit thinking of Dumbledore and how he would have chuckled at that story.

Hagrid sniffed and shed a big fat tear. He blew his nose with a hanky.

Harry was hesitant but deciding he did no wrong he continued. “The…complication happened when I called out Shadow” he said as he pulled the black lizard out of his pocket and showed it to McGonagall.

Hagrid paled instantly. “You called Shadow?!??!?! Good Merlin Harry please tell me ya warned the bloke…I mean examiner first” he said trying to hold back a laugh.

“Shadow? “ she said looking down at the lizard in Harry’s hand. “Why would you do something like pulling a non magical creature out in a NEWT level examination Harry. These tests are not a joke they will determine your future…” McGonagall began but then stopped, something didn’t add up in her head.

That is how he reacted till Shadow took on his true form,” Harry continued.

Now Hagrid had a fist in his mouth, trying to hold back the laughter.

McGonagall began to understand. “Harry, what sort of creature is Shadow? I mean, he only looks like a normal black lizard,” she commented.

Shadow heard the comparison and pounced. Thankfully Harry’s Quidditch reflexes made him catch the dragon in the air and hold him tight.

“Professor, I recommend that you never compare Shadow to a lizard again. He is very sensitive,” Harry started but was interrupted by an ear‑shattering roar that made everyone duck and cover their ears.

McGonagall quickly got up and dusted her robes. Then it hit her: the Quidditch World Cup, and…the dragon. “Good Merlin, Mr. Potter, are you telling me that you have had a giant and extremely deadly dragon just sleeping in your pocket all year long?” she said, rightfully outraged.

“Well, not the whole year—only about half of it or so,” Harry replied casually.

“Half of it? Mr. Potter, someone could have gotten hurt… I mean, of all the irresponsible things that you could possibly do,” McGonagall began but then Axel appeared behind her and stopped her.

“Minerva, trust me it is alright. Shadow is a much higher class of dragon. While somewhat immature at times since he is a relatively young dragon, he is very very very intelligent. He understands human speech, emotions, and behavior quite extensively. He is also very docile unless attacked or if Harry were attacked. As for his reaction now, that is part of his immaturity, but trust me that will take a long while before it is corrected…if ever. They are very prideful creatures and don’t take to insults lightly. Though they are mostly naughty not dangerous in those instances” Axel explained.

McGonagall calmed down, “I see, well in that case please continue your story, and Shadow I apologize for hurting your feelings but you must learn to behave and not take things so badly” she said down to the lizard.

Shadow turned his head sideways quizzically but then nodded and bowed his head a bit and whimpered.

“That is better” McGonagall said satisfied with the dragons obvious understanding.

“Well, the examiner didn’t take meeting Shadow so well and…he entered shock. After that I took him back to the other examiners and…well then there was an argument as to the legality of me having Shadow…” Harry continued but McGonagall looked to interject.

“I have a SWEAT, Professor Canem took me as soon as I got him to get one at the Ministry” Harry said preemptively.

“You have a SWEAT, I am so jealous” Hagrid said amazed.

McGonagall looked to Axel who nodded, she sighed and shook her head. “Please continue Harry, though at this moment I begin to realize just how heavy a task I inherited from Dumbledore” she said with a tired tone.

Well then they fought over who should test me; luckily one of them had a liking of dragons, and she volunteered. She took meeting Shadow much better, and we continued the test. After that she tested me with Hippogriffs, which I did quite well, I might add. Though I made sure not to get tested with Buckb… I mean Bucky," he said winking at Hagrid, who just smiled and winked back pleased that Harry took no shortcuts.

"Well given your experience with Hippogriffs one would expect you would pick something else," McGonagall replied.

"Well Centaurs, Acromantulas, and Giants would have been a tad bit more dangerous than I care to risk on a test," Harry said referring to the other inhabitants of the forest.

"Quite," McGonagall said with a grin realizing that he at least had done one thing responsibly.

"In any case after that the examiner insisted on seeing how Shadow acted under my orders, so we went to my dragon preserve. She said it would count as extra credit. But when we go there she got into a very…animated conversation with Charlie Weasley. So I decided to come back and have some food before my next test," Harry finished.

"Well, most people don’t have much time when they finish a NEWT; in fact those that do, choose to study in that time, maybe you should do the same," McGonagall suggested.

"Thanks for your concern Headmistress but I am ready for all my NEWTs," Harry replied simply and drank some pumpkin juice.

McGonagall looked hesitant but left them be; Axel just winked at him and followed. Hagrid looked down at Harry with pride as he followed as well.

Harry finished his meal and eventually he saw that indeed the people that were taking NEWTS barely had time to come back to the Common Room, take a breather, study a bit, and then head off to the next NEWT.

Charms was a bit harder for Harry. It wasn’t as interesting as other classes he took, but it still held his attention somewhat, after all Dumbledore fought well with them. Harry finished the written part including the bonus questions in an hour and checked all his answers before handing in his test. Hermione was next about 15 minutes after Harry. The Marauders looked at them with a mixture of jealousy, anger, and frustration. Their glares attempted to drill holes in them. She joined him for the practical part where both preformed all the Charms with flying colors and both insisted on doing the extra credit that involved doing 5 extremely advanced charms, they both performed them perfectly. Professor Flitwick, as in every year, had asked to watch the test, was most pleased with their practical performance and even gave them a big smile and a very silent clap as they left. What they didn’t see was him walking over to the desk and reviewing their written test. He was a bit nervous since they finished so quickly but once he read through them both he and the examiner gave each other warm and wide grins. The examiner gave Flitwick a good pat in the back as if to say good job. Flitwick happily walked back to his spot to await the next one to finish.

“Wow Harry, you finished that faster than I did” Hermione said with a hint of jealousy in her voice.

“Yea, well I studied very hard in all that time I was with Professor Canem. He is a total brain on every subject; I even learned spells that are Auror level,” Harry replied trying to make her attitude change.

“Really?!! Maybe I should go ask him to help me with some stuff that I don’t understand,” she said almost to herself.

“Hermione, somehow I doubt that you have stuff you don’t understand,” Harry replied.

“Well… yea… it’s more like they aren’t perfectly clear to me,” she corrected before losing herself in her thoughts.

Astronomy was a lot faster as all of it was written. He finished the star chart quickly and then moved on to the direct questions. Finally he filled in the bonus questions and calculated the star chart of a thousand years in the past for the practical bonus question. He then spent a while just staring at Rose who was immersed in her work. He really did love her, despite everything, despite being a murderers daughter, despite all the darkness that wasn’t her fault, despite the fact that to an extent she was betraying him, he was making her betray him. These bitter sweet thoughts were interrupted when Hermione handed in her test and Harry got up and did the same. They walked together back to the Common Room before she went by herself to see Professor Canem with some questions she had.

Harry waited in the Common Room as he lazily flipped through a Defense book. Finally people started to come in through all of them headed straight for their bedrooms. Rose dragged herself over to him and fell into his arms.

“How did you do today?” he asked.

“I hate tests, I wish the NEWTs would die,” she replied.

"Ok, I will take that as you did good," he chuckled.

Rose didn’t even bother; she just fell asleep in his arms feeling warmth, love and comfort.

Hermione came a bit later with a smile on her face. She quietly moved over to Harry as she saw Rose unconscious on top of him.

“So how did it go with the Professor?” Harry asked.

“Brilliantly, he is a genius. Not only did he have all the answers but he explained it all so simply, even when the questions were on other subjects. Some of his theories are mind‑blowing. He is by far the best professor we have had; well, Professor McGonagall is pretty good, and Professor Canem needs to have more discipline in his classes,” Hermione summarized.

Harry chuckled, “Hey, have you seen Ron?” he asked wondering where his best mate was.

Hermione giggled, “Yea, Ron went looking for me and when he got to Professor Canem’s he saw a Wizards’ Chess board and they ended up playing while the Professor explained things to me. So I got all my answers while Ron kept himself very entertained,” she explained then went up to go to bed.

An hour or so later, Ron came in, his head in the clouds; it was obvious he had lost since he was pondering moves in his head and talking out loud.

Harry stayed with Rose till midnight and then kissed her gently, rousing her.

“Love, it’s time to go to bed,” he said.

“Harry, please just let me rest. How ’bout I sleep in your bed?” she said with a slight grin and without opening her eyes.

“You sure about that? Then neither of us or the entire boys’ wing will sleep tonight,” he said with a naughty tone.

“Harry James Potter,” she said, then smacked his arm.

Harry caught her lips in a kiss, this one was deep and didn’t break. She wrapped her arms around him and got hoisted in his arms as he carried her to bed. There he placed her down gently and continued to kiss her until they both fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The next day didn’t promise to be any simpler. They had Herbology in the morning, Potions in the afternoon, then DADA in the early evening. Potions was divided in two parts as they would need to finish their test potions the next morning.

Herbology was uneventful, after the written test they had to replant some Mandragoras, then identify various plants including Devils Snare, Martian Ferret traps, Zombie Vine, and Blood thorn roses. This time around though Neville finished at the same time as Harry shocking everyone there, but at the same time it was to be expected since he was disproportionately better at Herbology compared to other subjects. Hermione finished right after. All three opted to take the bonus practical which involved safely tending to and replanting three dangerous plants saplings, Devils Snare, Whomping Willow, and Blood Thorn Roses, all of which were potentially fatal in the worst of cases but they did so expertly and without consulting each other. Harry, Neville, and Hermione while talking intensely about the test and realizing they all did pretty much equally well with Neville being a bit better in his answers, and all three had answered the bonus questions correctly. They lugged themselves to the castle and took the extra time they had to go take a shower and change.

They entered potions clean and refreshed something that the rest that took Herbology could not boast, and there were a lot of them. The smell of sweat, dirt, and manure was so strong that windows had to be opened. Once again Harry breezed through the written part, his mind bitterly thinking of the arse that was formally known as Snape. He had always made Harry’s learning potions impossible, if he could see him now though… he would have to eat his words…every single one of them. Harry had even completed the bonus questions that were impossibly hard and very lengthy. He reveled in the fact that Snape’s fate was grim enough, trapped in a nightmare forever.

He finished the exam in record time and began on the three potions assigned for the test. Felix Falacis, Polyjuice, and Draught of the Living Dead, three of the hardest potions to brew, for some reason though he felt it a good idea to brew extra Felix Falacis. Harry called Slughorn over.

“Yes Harry, I do hope you don’t plan on asking for my help, though as much I would like to I can’t” Slughorn began.

“No sir, far from it, I was just wondering since I am so ahead if you wouldn’t mind if I brewed a bit of extra Felix Falacis…let's just say I have my reasons.” Harry said looking the teacher in the eye and then indicating to his foot where he was not wearing a shoe.

“Hum, well if you brew it on your own and do so correctly then by all means. I am sure that if you believe you need it then you indeed do” he said with a wink. Then whispered, “Go SOCK” with a smile on his face.

Harry got to brewing, and using his eyesight along with some of the Elemental powers he had gained worked very quickly and with impressive accuracy. Alexander had made it a special point to get him up to speed in potions and had taught him not only to make them faster, but also into far more efficient and powerful mixes. So he brewed versions that were far superior to those commonly used. And given he still had some time he asked the examiner for the bonus potion. The examiner looked at him stunned as apparently word was getting around that two students were opting for all the written and practical bonus parts: Hermione and Harry. The examiner smiled and looked for the hardest potion he could find and when he found it his lips curled into an evil smile.

“You will be doing the Wolfsbane potion,” he said with a dark smirk.

Harry chuckled and then began to brew. He had helped Slughorn make it a few times for Remus before Harry and Axel cured him.

Hermione got the same assignment and just smiled, she had learned how to make it after the incident where Peter Pettigrew escaped. She was curious how to make it and she researched it and then practiced. She delivered the result to Madame Pomfrey who, after getting over the shock of a Fourth Year brewing one of the hardest potions known to wizards, had it checked at St. Mungos and was told it was brewed perfectly. She congratulated Hermione and suggested a career in Healing, which she said she would consider.

After finishing as much as they could that day, they fixed the fire and covered them up so they could simmer. Harry and Hermione went on their way.

Slughorn looked on pleased as the examiners looked on perplexed and how both students finished in record time and with flawless technique. Slughorn had read through their tests as well and found that they did splendidly as expected. Though all of them, including Slughorn, were hesitant about Harry’s, he had finished way too fast and they noted that his procedure and ingredients were very much unconventional and incorrect, at least from their perspective.

The examiners were suspicious but dispelled such thoughts from their mind quickly. The Ministry had stepped up the anti‑cheating spells and all sorts of potion, magic, and device detection and disruption spells were in effect in the classrooms, so it would have been impossible for anyone to cheat. They had even covered the most unconventional and improbable of possibilities, for some reason the Minister and McGonagall were in complete agreement that all possibilities should be covered…well it was mostly the ​...

Hermione spent the time reviewing all the notes she had taken when she went to talk to Professor Canem while Harry took a nap, or so it seemed since he was meditating. Hermione just shook her head and continued to read. “It’s a wonder how he manages, I swear if it wasn’t for the fact that he is completely relaxed and that I have seen how well he has done on the practicals I would swear he is Ron’s twin” she thought to herself. Deep down though she felt a twinge of jealousy, it had to be Professor Canem’s influence, there was no other way Harry would be as prepared or more so than she and she had been using the spell Harry taught him, Rowena’s Rapid Reading Spell, with it she had repeatedly read through all her notes and books. She was the only one that had truly gotten the basics down, she was far from mastering it though. She still had to flip through the pages, what she really wanted was the level where she could just pass her finger over a spine a read the entire book. She sighed and returned to studying.

Hours later the crowd began to appear. Neville and Seamus appeared first, they crashed on a couch and groaned. Then Rose appeared, she looked distraught, she walked up to Harry, saw him asleep and kicked him, he didn’t even budge. Rose just fell on top of him and tried to catch some sleep. Finally Ron came in and looked deathly pale, he sat next to Hermione and grabbed her hand.

“Love if I fail all my NEWTS would you stop loving me?” he asked terrified.

Hermione put her book down, lifted an eyebrow, and looked at him. “Ronald Weasley, I am offended that you would think I would ever stop loving you,” she said and then kissed him. “No, I would flog you, kill you, put you back together, transfigure you into a toad, poison you, cure you, then torture you, and finally kick your sorry ass to the street till you found a decent job that would take you,” she said with a smirk and then continued to read.

Ron became even more pale…if that were possible. He picked up a book and desperately began reading. Hermione smiled evilly behind her book.

Rose couldn’t sleep; instead, she felt irritated and mischievous. She wanted to rouse Harry. She poked him, prodded him, and shook him, enjoying the feel of his muscles under his robes. Finally a wicked smile grew on her face; she lowered down and whispered into his ear. Harry immediately leapt up, knocking her back.

“Let’s go,” he said and extended his hand for her to grab.

Rose stayed put, shocked that it worked.

“Come on we don’t have much time,” Harry insisted.

Rose now composed herself and smiled evilly, “Whatever do you mean, Harry? I was sleeping soundly on you and you just threw me off. I am rather cross, I must say,” she replied.

“Oh come off it love, you whispered in my ear that if I got up you would… you know…my…you know,” he whispered while moving his head and signaling erratically.

“Harry what are you talking about?” she replied while trying to contain the laughter and the smile on her face. Men were definitely gullible and predictable.

Harry read her mind and an evil smile came on his face. “Fine, guess I’m the one that will be working,” he said before picking her up and taking her up to his bed and locking the door.

“Harry, what are you doing?” she asked surprised, excited, and still giggling about the prank he played.

Harry drew the curtains and cast a spell to keep them closed. He proceeded to kiss her passionately. Her surprise was overtaken by her hunger for him. His kisses trailed to her neck as she closed her eyes to relish the feeling of his lips exploring her inch by inch. His hands caressing her body but avoiding all the good parts. Finally, his hands began to work on her blouse. Her breath quickened as her body stiffened, desire overtaking reason. His hands undressed her and finally his mouth trailed south and went to work.

First soft moans, the louder moans, until they reached ear shattering screams of pleasure echoed throughout the Gryphindor Dorm. Harry had purposely left off the charm to keep anyone from hearing them.

At first there was confusion and murmurs in the Common Room.

“What is that?” whispered someone.

“I mean really, we need to study for crying out loud,” said another.

“They could keep the bloody noise down” was among the many comments that were thrown around.
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But as the noise grew louder and people took stock of who was missing and who it sounded like they pieced it together, the first to notice it though was Ginny.

“Oh Merlin, he didn’t,” she whispered, and then a loud scream of pleasure erupted. “I stand corrected; he apparently did,” and then it grew even louder.

“What is it love?” Neville said, worried about his girlfriend. “I wonder who is getting tortured,” he added at the screams.

“That isn’t torture, love, that is a sound I am…intimately familiar with,” she said while blushing.

Everyone looked at her perplexed. There was another scream: “Oh Merlin Harry….don’t stoooooooop,” it echoed.

Hermione dropped her book, “Oh Merlin, he forgot to put up the charm,” she shouted as she realized what was happening.

Cat calls and whistles began to form and then it dawned on the rest of them what was happening.

“Bloody hell, Harry must be killing the girl,” chuckled Seamus.

“You mean he made you…go this loud?” Neville asked in shock, awe, chagrin among many other conflicting emotions.

The screams now grew much louder. “Harry is only getting warmed up,” she replied as she hid her tomato‑red face in a book.

“I will kill him,” Ron said as he began to walk towards the dorm, thinking about Harry doing that to his sister.

Hermione immobilized him with her wand and threw him stiff as a board back onto the couch.

The screams disappeared suddenly and moments later Harry came down the stairs with a big smile on his face and wiping his lips with his hand. “Got to love a late afternoon snack,” he said to himself as he walked towards the portrait.

Rose came down seconds later, "What the bloody hell do you mean you’re sorry but this will have to be put on hold? Harry Potter get your fucking ass back here and bloody finish…" she shouted and then realized that there was a standing ovation in the Common Room. She stood there with only a bed sheet covering her body, stuck to her contour by sweat; she was short of breath and red‑faced.

"Well love, I told you we were short for time and we have to get to the Defense NEWT now," he replied and then opened the portrait. "Besides apparently I forgot to put the Silencing Charm and you forgot to put on your clothes," he said with an evil smile.

She looked at the crowd that was whistling and cheering, her friends that were in shock except Ginny who was stuck between laughter, envy, and embarrassment. Rose turned to Harry with fire in her eyes. "Harry James POTTER THIS IS NOT OVER" she shouted and then started for the stairs.

"But love I never said it was over, I just said I would have to finish later," he replied innocently.

Rose screamed in anger and frustration and ran up the stairs.

"Score one for Snuffles, Padfoot would be so proud," Harry said to himself loud enough for the Marauders to hear and then smiled at his friends and went to class. "Of course that is probably the last time I'll score in a looooong time," he sighed loudly as the portrait closed.

Hermione released Ron, who got up and started to move after Harry but stopped when he felt a chill up his spine. He turned and Hermione was looking at him and tapping her wand on her arm. Ron understood instantly and took a seat beside her. Ginny was now laughing hysterically as was Seamus. Hermione and Ron were outraged for totally different reasons and Neville was just stunned.

“Guess I’ll have to ask him for some pointers” he thought to himself, sighed, shrugged, then hugged Ginny closer to his body.

Eventually Rose came down, her hair and clothes in slight disarray and she was livid.

“Rose I just…” Hermione started but then stopped when Rose gave her a glare that clearly shouted “If anyone speaks, death awaits you”.

Rose stormed off and the other Marauders soon followed.

When Rose reached the Defense classroom she stormed straight to Harry and swung her hand to slap him. Harry dodged swiftly. Thankfully it was still empty.

“Now love, it was just a small prank” Harry said trying to look apologetic.

“YOU BASTARD, YOU HUMILIATED ME” she said and then swung at him, this time with a closed fist. The Marauders walked in at this moment and stood back to observe.

“Now love, I’m sorry if I offended but I was just playing. I mean after all you did start. So please stop trying to hurt yourself” Harry retorted calmly.

“I not going to hurt me, I’m going to kill you” she said and then finally connected with a fist. She heard a crack and then a rush of pain. “What the bloody hell?” she screamed in agony.

Harry sighed, he reached for her hand, she pulled away but the caught it with his faster reflexes. “This is going to sting” he said after he looked it over.

"Leave me the bloody hell alone, you arse," she shouted.

Harry ignored her and then compressed life energy into her and then snapped the bone back into place and used his power to fuse it together and reduce the swelling. She screamed and then struggled to get free. She calmed quickly though and then looked in shock and awe at Harry.

"All fixed, please don’t try that again, love… I have a tough head," he chuckled.

"No, you’re just thick, you dick," she said and then left him. He had healed her incredibly fast and how strong his face was, it felt like hitting a rock. This new power of his… more power, more suspicion. She bit into her thumb and then pondered, she knew that deep down Canem was behind it all. Her concern overtook her anger. People started to file in after this and took their seat. Malfoy came in, in a foul mood, he glanced at Rose and then as he didn’t see Harry with her looked around to find him at the other side of the room. Malfoy smirked and sat next to Rose.

The Marauders took some seats and whispered among themselves. The examiners walked in along with Canem. Axel looked at them and read the situation in their minds. He smirked and then took a seat.

The test began and everyone’s attention shifted from Harry and Rose that who were sitting on opposite ends of the room to the test. Harry took his time and answered all the question quite thoroughly, when he was done he handed in his test. The examiner looked at him quizzically as he had done so impossibly fast as he had done through all the NEWTS. Axel walked up to him and smirked.

"Took you long enough," he said.

“Hey, I want to do well on this so I took my time,” he whispered back.

“Go for a walk and think of how you’re going to get out of this mess while the rest of the class finishes,” he instructed and led Harry out.

Harry disappeared to the lake where he took a nap; a few hours later he felt Axel in his mind.

“Time to come back, Harry, the test is over,” he said into Harry’s mind.

Harry lazily got up but sped to the classroom incredibly fast.

“Ah, Mr. Potter, I was just going to go call you,” said Canem with a smile.

Harry chuckled and sat down. Rose was staring holes through him, half anger, half suspicion.

“Well then we will now proceed with the practical exam,” said the main examiner, “we will pair you off and assign you and examiner, the pairs were elected randomly, but do try and give it your all if you get a friend, and not kill each other if you aren’t.” He finished with a small grin.

The pairs were called off. Hermione was paired off with a Hufflepuff, Ron was paired off with Seamus, Neville had a Slytherin, Rose did as well, and finally Harry was paired with…Malfoy.

Harry smiled widely when he heard Draco being called with him.

Axel stood up and then approached the head examiner. “Excuse me, Mr. Savet, I thought I mentioned that we shouldn’t pair any Ravenclaws or Slytherins with Hufflepuffs and Gryffindors?” he said in a concerned tone.

"Yes, I believe you did, but we had the pairs arranged beforehand so we went with the list as it was. In any case, I doubt there will be much of a problem; after all, we are supervising them. This way they will not seriously injure one another. Besides, the only houses that are truly rivals are Gryffindor and Slytherin, I don’t understand your request," he replied.

"You’ll understand it very quickly, I am afraid. I got much more advanced with Gryffindor and Hufflepuff than with the other two houses," Axel sighed.

The examiner looked appalled, "Are you telling me that you neglected to teach half the houses the proper magic needed for this test?" he said angrily.

"To the contrary, I am saying that I taught everyone the necessary magic and even a bit more that is assigned by the Ministry’s syllabus, but with half the school I managed to take it much, much farther," Axel replied coolly.

The examiner was taken aback, "You taught them ALL the syllabus; I don’t think any teacher has managed to pull that off. They tend to stick to the major things," he asked in shock. Then looked at a Slytherin, "You there, can you cast a Peritel shield?" he asked seriously.

Pansy was taken aback but then nodded and twirled her wand in a very complex pattern before saying, "Periteliganatelitelteltixtix," and a blue shield appeared in front of her.

"Good Merlin, that has to be the first time I’ve actually seen someone cast the shield that blocks out an attack by Ogre spit. I don’t even know why that is in the syllabus, but it’s been there for ages and no one ever bothered to teach it or test on it," he said amazed.

“Your bloody kidding me! We spend a week and a bloody half going insane learning that thing and your telling me that its used to stop the Ogre spit? Why the bloody hell would someone actually take the time to do that when you might as well run for your bloody life” Pansy said irritatedly to Professor Canem. Everyone in the room with the exception of Hermione were staring daggers through Canem.

“Well yea, that’s about right. The Ministry assigned it so I taught it. I think it was invented so that if wizards kept Ogre slaves they could protect themselves without looking undignified by running away” Axel replied simply.

Everyone stared awestruck at Axel except Hermione who already knew.

“You’re telling us that you have taught us more than any other graduating class to date, part of which is completely useless magic?” said Malfoy with a barely contained irritable tone.

“Yea, about 40% of the spells your learned aren’t normally covered by a Hogwarts” Axel said with a smile.

An avalanche of people drew wands and prepared to fire.

Axel smiled and waved his wand saying, “Desacatus Stupidous” and then tapping his desk. Immediately every student was attacked by their textbooks, they would chump and slap at their faces.

“That would be one of those they don’t normally cover, it is used to try and force a student to actually read a book when he is distracted inside a classroom. Not very useful normally, but in this situation, it did the trick marvelously” Axel said with a chuckle as the books kept chomping at everyone except Hermione that was calmly reading hers.

“In any case I still think it’s a bad idea” Axel said to the examiner.

"Well, let’s try one and see how it goes," he replied.

Axel rolled his eyes.

"First up, Mr. Malfoy, and Mr. Potter," said the examiner looking at his clipboard.

Axel shook his head as the Marauders held back a laugh. Even Rose had to suppress the grin that tried to escape her.

Harry lazily went up to the stage. Malfoy stomped up with a look of pure evil.

"Saint Potter is finally going to end up at my feet where he belongs," Malfoy said with arrogance.

"Let's start off with some spells. Please perform the immobilizing spell…," started the examiner. Everyone else watched with great interest as they each cast different spells and blocks towards the wall, the examiner made it a point to test a few rare ones to make sure that the previous one wasn’t a fluke and he was pleasantly surprised. When they finished he spoke again, "Most excellent, now we will proceed with a controlled duel, please take your positions and when I signal Mr. Malfoy please cast the spell I call out," explained the instructor.

"You're going down Potter," Malfoy said loudly.

"Yea yea, just cast ferret boy," Harry said offhandedly.

"Mr. Malfoy please cast the…" the examiner began.

"Krados," Malfoy screamed out and a red ball flew towards Harry.

Harry simply stepped to the right and it passed by him.

"Mr. Malfoy, wait for my signal and what were you thinking sending an Ogre stunning spell at a human? That will be points off your test for not using spells properly," the examiner said as he wrote something down.

Malfoy grumbled, more because he missed, than because of the deduction.

"Now Mr. Malfoy, please cast a Petrificus Totalus," the instructor called out.

Malfoy did it so incredibly fast, and once again, Harry simply moved out of the way as if avoiding a slow pass.

“Mr. Potter, where is your defense?” the examiner called out.

“Sir, I was taught that the best way to defend against a spell is to get out of its way; that way it can’t hit you. Blocks fail, being somewhere else doesn’t,” Harry replied.

The examiner pondered this. “True, and that way you don’t waste magic, but you should know the block in case you can’t get out of the way,” the instructor countered.

“Understood,” Harry replied, yet he knew that he could show him how hard it would be to hit him. It would take a lot of luck and about 40 people to get the job done of hitting him once, and for that one time he could use his powers to absorb or deflect the damage.

They ran through more block which Harry lazily fended off; they moved like snails to him.

“Now Mr. Potter, your turn, let’s start with Petrificus Totalis,” the examiner called.

Harry took his time and then moved in a flash and was in front of a stunned Malfoy. “Petrificus Totalis” he said simply and Malfoy was stiff as a board.

The examiner looked on in shock; he finally shook it off, “Mr. Potter, while your technique is impressive and very effective, please cast your spells from your spot,” he said calmly.

“Understood, sir,” Harry said obediently, and then they finished the drills with Malfoy taking a few hits here and there because he was still stunned and furious.

“Excellent, well now let’s finish off with a duel,” the examiner called out.

“Sir, what are the rules to this duel? I have a feeling they best be clear so that ferret boy doesn’t attempt anything untoward,” Harry asked calmly.

"I will show you untoward in a minute, Potter," murmured Malfoy.

"Ah yes, anything goes except unforgivable and do try not to kill each other," the examiner replied.

Axel shook his head as a look of malicious intent appeared on Harry’s face. "Well Mr. Savet, you will see now why I specifically asked for you when it came to this test," he said to the old examiner.

"Oh so it was you? I was wondering who asked for an Unspeakable from the Department of Mysteries to help with a Defense Against the Dark Arts test. In any case, I still am interested as to what you mean," the examiner replied.

"You’ll see," Axel said with a grin.

The examiner looked at him quizzically then back to the stage, "Well then let us begin, take a bow and then cast your…" he started but was interrupted by Malfoy.

"Sectumsempra," he yelled.

"Mr. Malfoy!!" screamed the examiner as everyone held their breath.

Harry stood in position and channeled the power of Earth; he extended his hand and sparks flew from different parts of his body where the curse hit and tried to cut but was met with a skin as strong as steel.

"What the blood hell…?" said one of the other examiners.

“Ancient magic… you taught them Ancient Magic!?!?!?!? HOW!?!?!?” the main examiner almost shouted to Axel but quickly returned his sights to Harry who in an instant was in front of Malfoy and hit him HARD with his fist. He flew into the air and Harry appeared above him. He cast a charm to turn Malfoy pink and then smashed his leg into his side sending him flying to the other side of the room. Then he appeared in front of him and pierced some pressure points on Malfoy when they flew into his grasp. Malfoy instantly awoke and shouted in pain.

“Don’t want you to fall asleep during the test” Harry chanted before smacking him across the room again and in mid air vanishing his clothes and making his hair grow all over his body before casting a spell to make him hover upside down. Harry started to beat on him like a hairy punching bag. Everyone looked on in shock.

Axel finally thought it was enough. “Harry you can stop now” he said as the hair all over Malfoy was now stained red with his blood.

Harry instantly stopped and Malfoy hit the ground with a thud.

“This is why I didn’t want you mixing the two, the Gryffindors and Hufflepuffs can do Ancient Magic, the other two cant” Axel explained.

“How…Ancient Magic was lost, I only know about it because I handle studies into obscure and forgotten magic in the Department of Mysteries” Savet said surprised.

“Well I inherited the knowledge from my family, but my main concern is that you have now witnessed why we can’t have them test together” Axel said as he waved his hand and the hair vanished, he left Malfoy pink but with a quick Life spell vanished all the wounds and healed the internal trauma.

Everyone except Harry gasped and the speed of the healing and the way the power acted so quickly. Rose especially looked ill at the concept of how much power the teacher had and how much he could have potentially shared with her father’s enemies. Malfoy soon awoke and was redressed by Axel with another wave of his hand.

“Amazing” the instructor said as all stood aghast of his powerful magic without a wand.

“Well then let us continue, why don’t you pick someone else for Potter to test with?” Axel suggested as he levitated a barely conscious Malfoy to a chair so he could regain his bearings.

“Yes yes, good idea, how about….hum” he looked at his list. Axel twitched his thumb, though no one noticed it or fathomed its significance. “Ms. Riddle, yes… Ms. Riddle should do nicely” the examiner finished as if not himself.

Rose and Harry both shouted “What!?!??” and then pointed at each other, “I am not fighting him/her” the said simultaneously for completely different reasons.

“What you think I can’t take you Potter?” Rose hissed venomously.

“No Riddle, I know…” Harry began but then a very stern look from Axel made him reconsider his words and the look growing on Roses face finished the job. In that moment he slowed time to think it through and finally sounding perfectly natural he said, “…that you are upset with me and I don’t want us to go overboard on each other in such a way that we will not be able to resolve our fight afterward” he said as if talking to a friend but then mouthed “I love you” and gave her a sad, yet honest look.

For a second her heart stopped, those words, that face, she struck her very soul with them, but he had been an asshole and he wouldn’t get off that easily, maybe this demonstration is what they needed, besides she wanted to see how powerful he was.

“Well Potter, you don’t have a choice so get to the platform and let’s get started” she commanded in a calmer yet still upset sounding tone.

Harry resigned himself and got up, he quickly glanced at Axel for some advice.

Axel smiled, “Think of how this all started and resolve what was left undone” he mentally said in Harry’s head.

Harry looked at him puzzled but immediately focused on Rose that had moved very quickly in front of him. She struck forward with a strong punch that Harry dodged and deflected while hitting her stomach as gently as he could. This struck her back a bit and then made her bend in some pain.

“That bloody hurt” she thought bitterly. “At least he isn’t holding back” she sighed and then lunged forward with a violent kick that was a bit aflame.

Harry moved moderately fast behind her and then brought her shoulders down as gently as he could on the platform and pinned her. His mind was racing, whenever Axel said something he was right, so he thought about it, what did he mean with the comment. Finally it hit him. She got back up and sent a roundhouse with Earth power to Harry’s skull, Harry took in the power of Earth and took the hit bluntly.

Harry smiled and then quickly pointed his wand at her, “Regus Supremus Cerratus” he said with a wicked smile.

She shouted as the spell hit her, but then her mouth closed and her voice vanished. Her face showed nothing: a calm, regal, and controlled visage. She desperately tried to speak or move her expression, but her face was frozen like that; her eyes were the only thing that moved. She angrily looked at Harry, wondering what he was playing at, and then lunged at him. Harry got out of the way and restrained her from behind.

"Well love, you got angry because I was an asshole with my little prank. I was getting even, but I obviously went overboard," he whispered in her ear.

She moved violently; she wanted to hurt him badly as she thought about his actions and the fact he was beating her.

"Well then, let me rectify part of the problem," he said with a tone of vicious mischief in voice.

She felt a shiver down her spine; this was not going to be good, she knew it, every instinct in her was on fire.

Harry quickly dug his fingers into several pressure points.

She felt a twinge of pain; she expected much more, but it didn’t come. First there was a calm nothingness, but soon she felt it, his loins started to light on fire. Harry released her and began to wave his wand. Her body moved on its own accord; it wasn’t his magic, it was the points he had struck with his power. While her body mimicked as if it was sparing out of the memory it held of training, her face frozen by the spell, only her eyes were her own. Her body was on fire, lustful fire, her loins watered as she slowly started to rise into a bone crushing body shaking, mind‑blowing orgasm. She came, she came hard, and she just kept on cumming, harder and faster, her eyes rolled to the back of her head. All the pent‑up anger and lust was released and kept on pouring out. Her mind wanted to give up and pass out but Harry had made sure it kept working when he caught her. Her mind went blank as it struggled to comprehend the level of pleasure she was experiencing. Her insides were watering and she could feel her lust beginning to soak through her clothes.

Harry, in the meantime, was pretending to spar with her until finally seeing that if it continued any further the pleasure might literally destroy her sanity; he stunned her and then went over to her, quickly released the point, and then woke her up. Her face was still frozen in a calm and regal visage so he couldn’t tell if she was angry or what as he stared at her. He encroached on her mind and found that she was still trying to calm down; her mind wanted to scream and moan in pleasure as the aftershocks still rocked her body. Harry helped her to a chair and sat her down. Her mind completely gone into what she was still feeling echoing in her body.

“Well, that was incredible,” the examiner said as he wrote down some notes; “Definitely worth extra credit,” he added.

After that they paired everyone up and Harry stayed next to Rose holding her hand. Slowly she began to apply pressure to it as her sanity began to return and she realized what had happened. Suddenly she got enough of her psyche together to check her body and verify that indeed she were awake and not dreaming, and that yes she had felt her world explode. She looked at Harry and tilted her head as to say to release the spell that kept her face frozen.

Harry smiled and was tempted to make a joke but thought better of it.

Rose breathed in through the mouth and then stared straight into Harry’s emerald eyes. “You unbelievable bastard,” she whispered, thinking a wicked grin was on her face.

“I take it I am forgiven,” Harry said with a smile.

"Oh hell no," she said dropping the smile and looking upset, then she leaned in closer. "You're going to have to do MUCH better than that ALL night long if you want me to forgive you," she purred in a seductive tone before pulling him in for a kiss where both of them were fighting to breathe while the other was trying to suck the oxygen out of their lungs. Their hands wildly went to each other's bodies.

All the anger she had was gone, all she wanted was her boyfriend; she wanted all of him to rock her world. The magic he pulled would have concerned her if her hormones weren’t dominating her every thought at that point.

They didn’t notice how the test progressed or that everyone finally filed out, some shaking their heads and chuckling, others gagging like Malfoy and the Slytherins. Axel took a moment to view the scene; only Harry Potter would end up making out with his girlfriend in the middle of his Defense NEWT who just happens to be the daughter of his mortal enemy, and that said girl was planning to betray him but was having heavy doubts in her heart, and to top it all off said Harry Potter knows all of this…it was quite…amusing to Axel who finally smirked and left them alone.

That night Harry had a feeling not even silencing charms would cut it. He took Rose to the Room of Requirements for what he called Advanced Physiological Studies.

"That is not a course, Harry; in fact it sounds ridiculous," Hermione stated.

"Hey I would love to take that course," Ron said raising his hand.

Hermione narrowed her eyes at him and smacked him, then whispered, "You had been taking that course and now you have flunked out," she said holding back a grin.

"Aww come on love, I don’t want to fail another class," Ron replied.

"What do you mean another class?" Hermione replied, raising an eyebrow. Harry took advantage of the window created by the incoming fight to disappear with Rose.

That night there was no rest for the wicked…well, at least for Harry and Rose. Their screams echoed in the corridors and made many think that banshees had invaded the school. The next morning Harry and Rose appeared looking tired, disheveled, and were limping a bit. Fresh scabs forming in certain areas as well as several bruises beginning to show, yet Harry looked peaceful and Rose looked positively gitty and had the greatest look of satisfaction on her face.

"Bloody hell I miss those nights," Ginny mumbled.

"Did you say something love?" Neville asked.

"Nothing dear, now eat your breakfast," replied Ginny in a way that eerily sounded like her mother, a thought that sent a shiver down her spine at the possible implications.

"Well Harry you looked quite pleased as well as in a wreck, what happened?" Seamus asked with a grin.

"Seamus, my man, my comrade, I…had a great night…a very, very great night," he replied as he dug in hungrily into the food.

"Really, hum good to know, how bout you Rose?" Seamus asked with a grin.

Rose had her head elsewhere.

"Rose? Rose? Roooooose? ROSE!" Seamus tried but she was gone.

"Yep miss those nights all right," Ginny sighed to herself.

Harry chuckled and finished his breakfast. “Well guys, I’m going to head ahead and finish my potions, see you there,” he said and then headed off to the dungeons. Today he didn’t have any NEWTs until the afternoon when he had Transfiguration and then in the evening he had Divination. He really didn’t know why he had to take that but Axel insisted it was a perfectly valid and extremely useful class.

“Harry, trust me, you can’t even fathom how powerful it is; with strong divination one could change the course of existence,” Axel said in a teacher‑like tone.

Harry just shook his head at the ridiculousness of the class. I mean reading tea leaves and staring at a chunk of glass…extremely useful. He wondered if he truly found the class idiotic or if he was just biased due to his history with it.

Harry got to the classroom, there was an Examiner there to make sure no one cheated. Harry added the final ingredients as well as carried out the final instructions to each of his potions then began bottling his samples. He finally stoppered the contents of each of his potions as his friends came in. The last bottle he stoppered was the large wine bottle filled with Felix Falacis that he was going to keep for himself.

“Good luck,” he said to his friends and then exited to go take a nap before his next test.

Once again Hermione was the next person to enter the Common Room. She as always sighed when she saw Harry sleeping instead of studying. She sat down and then began to study. Minutes before the next NEWT the rest of the Marauders dragged in, tired and stressed.

Harry and Hermione just got up; Harry yawned, and they both headed to the portrait. “What took you guys so long? Well off to Transfigurations,” he said cheerfully.

There was a collective groan as they followed him.

“How the bloody hell does he do it?” Ron asked out loud.

“Near endless stamina and endurance,” Rose replied unconsciously, then smiled evilly. “Make that endless, bloody stunning and mind‑blowing,” she corrected.

Seamus snickered; Neville growled a bit.

“Down Swiftblades, you’re a stag, not a lion,” Ron whispered.

“Hey, you do realize your sister is his ex, right?” Neville replied.

Ron grewl now.

Harry overheard them but just chuckled and headed into the class.

Remus was there with the examiners ready to proceed. McGonagall had decided she personally wanted to supervise as well to make sure no funny business happened in HER class. The old werewolf knew better than to argue.

Everyone took a seat and began. As always Harry and Hermione finished first, way ahead of everyone else.

Harry went first, and Remus joined the examiner as he tested Harry through the different Transfigurations. He performed splendidly to Remus’s quiet approval. When they were done the examiner asked, “Are there any extra credit Transfigurations you wish to do?”

“Yea,” Harry replied.

“Which ones?” he replied with a sigh.

“All of them,” Harry said simply.

“All of them, ok then… wait a second, you mean all of them?” the examiner asked stunned.

“Yea all of them,” Harry confirmed.

“All of what?” asked McGonagall who drew her attention away from the testing students to make sure the head Marauder wasn’t causing a commotion in her class.

"Young Mr. Potter would like to attempt all the extra credit Transfiguration," the examiner repeated in a daze.

"All of them?" McGonagall asked Harry, stunned. She knew that most of them were out of a schoolboy’s reach and some even out of hers. She was an exceptional Transfigurations expert and even she would find some of them impossible; some were rumored to even be just theory since no one had ever seen them performed.

"Please proceed then," the examiner said, flabbergasted. All of the extra credit ones were beyond difficult, some even bordered on near impossible and alchemy.

Harry continuously did one after the other, leading to cooper, a mouse to a cat, a box of pins to a sword, a vial of slime to a monkey, his face to that of another person, and so on till he finished the list.

The examiner, Remus, and McGonagall looked on stunned. Impossible spells, forgotten spells, abilities that required Harry to use Ancient Magic, one by one he did them all until finally there was only one left. The examiner checked all the boxes except for one.

"I don’t suppose you’re an Animagus," he asked, already having a good guess on the answer.

Harry didn’t reply; he simply changed into his lion form.

The examiner sighed, "I am going to need to register you then," he said as he studied Harry and then checked off the last box before pulling out a camera.

"Please pose for the camera," he said tiredly.

Harry did so and then let out a quiet growl that on camera would appear like a roar when the picture started moving.

The examiner withdrew the picture which was actually four small copies of the same one. He pulled out a large scroll and then began to dictate to it as two quills filled it out in duplicate. He described Harry and the special characteristics of his animal form. Finally, when he finished, he looked up at Harry, “Please check this to make sure it is correct,” he said.

Harry changed back and began to read it through; then he stopped at one point, “Sir, this isn’t exactly true,” he said pointing to where his form was described as a lion and to a box that said he was a regular animal.

“Mr. Potter, trust me you are a lion,” the examiner replied.

“No, I am afraid Mr. Potter is correct; that is a Great Lion, its partially magical, it’s the same for Gryphindor had, they are an extinct breed now so it is easy to make the mistake,” McGonagall said nonchalantly yet inside she smiled at one of her students having such a rare and Gryphindor‑related form.

“Ah I see,” the examiner said as he took the form and made the necessary corrections. Then he pasted the pictures on the form, then the third on a license and then he handed the license and the extra picture to Harry. “Here is your license, I will run the paperwork so that this gets processed at the Ministry,” he finished.

Remus returned to looking over the examinees as Hermione started her practical.

Harry smiled took his license and started to head out, only to be followed by McGonagall.

“Harry, I think we need to talk,” she said as she caught up with him quickly despite doing so with poise.

“Yes, Headmistress?” Harry replied.

“Harry, I was wondering where you learned all of that magic, I am pretty sure Remus didn’t teach it to you, and I am sure I did not since I never fathomed anyone being able to do them at a school level” she said honestly.

“Well Headmistress, most of it was from books in the Library, the really really hard ones I learned from Professor Canem” Harry said confidently.

“The library, you must have spent hours in there to be able to find them all” McGonagall said stunned.

“Um actually Headmistress, Professor Canem taught me another spell that was very useful in the task” Harry said shyly averting his gaze.

“Mr. Potter, please explain” she said taking on a more serious tone.

“Are you familiar with Rowena’s Rapid Reading spell?” Harry said with a shy grin.

McGonagall was taken aback, “That spell was lost!!!!” she said stunned. “…how?...” then she realized if it was Canem she should always expect the unexpected, the man had pulled surprises on her all year round and Dumbledore’s portrait would just chuckle and say that was his way. “Harry, who else knows that spell?” she asks though she already guessed the answer.

“Hermione is the only one that has mastered it, but all the Black Marauders know it on a basic level” Harry replied.

“In other words, you and Hermione can read a book by simply touching a spine, while your friends can do so one page at a time” she surmised with a shudder of horror and amazement.

“Yea pretty much” Harry replied

"Well it isn’t exactly cheating, it is studying, it’s just reading a lot faster so I can’t really reprimand you for that. Books or anything containing information on what is tested are forbidden in the classroom and would have set off alarms had someone entered with any, so I know you couldn’t use the ability to cheat," she reasoned as she thought to herself out loud. "Now then I will ask you to give me a list of the books you used as well as teaching me that spell," she said with a grin and winking at him in a very Dumbledore‑like gesture.

Harry chuckled and then showed her the spell with a book he handed to him.

McGonagall was extremely delighted as she tested the spell. "My my, that Rowena made a very useful spell; reading reports won’t be so time‑consuming anymore," she thought out loud, then remembered something. "Oh yea Harry, the Ministry and Professor Slughorn wanted me to convey their congratulations on the potions and wanted me to ask you for the modifications you made to the preparation and ingredients, apparently your potions not only worked but proved to be much more effective and efficient in their elaboration," McGonagall pointed out.

"Well you would do better to speak to Professor Canem; he is the one that taught me how," Harry replied.

McGonagall just chuckled. "Yes, I believe Alexander and I will have much to discuss about what he has been teaching," she said shaking her head.

"Well Head‑mistress, I believe I should go rest up before my final NEWT. I’m not sure… ?"

“Indeed, nor would I. I find the subject rather…wonky to say the least, but I have learned that it is never wise to question him…most of the time. Sometimes I honestly wonder what the man is thinking,” she replied and then shook her head as they both headed off on their way.

Harry decided to relax by the fire while it came time for his test. Out of the Black Marauders only Rose and himself had Divination.

Hermione came in next and started studying for Ancient Runes. Then the rest came in and headed for their room. Rose threw herself in Harry’s arms and cuddled with him.

“Make it stop, Harry, please love, stop it all,” she whimpered and pouted at him.

“There, there, love, it will all be over after this NEWT, just hang in there,” Harry said as he hugged and kissed her.

“Stupid Divination, I only got into that class to be with you,” she said in a pouty upset tone.

“Really? I do recall we weren’t together at that point,” Harry said with a raised eyebrow.

“Yes, but I was a Marauder and I followed my leader,” she replied quickly as she tried to play it off.

Harry saw through it and just replied, “Well, in any case let’s get going; it is time.” He said and then got them both up.

“Carry me,” Rose commanded.

Harry kissed her and then took her in his arms as he walked all the way up to Divination.

“You know this is very romantic,” she commented as she nestled her head in the nape of his neck and ran her finger in circles on the skin of his chest that wasn’t covered by his shirt.

“Now, love, save that for later,” Harry chuckled as they finally got there and saw that there were only three other people taking the test with them.”}{

Harry put her done and they both took their seats. The examiners passed the test out and Harry began to breeze through it. The written was mostly questions that asked one to interpret a set of signs and give out their meaning. Harry answered these with textbook quality since it was the only part he truly grasped of the class. The bonus questions involved obscure signs and ancient predictions which Harry aced as well.

Finally when he handed in the written part it was time for the practical, Harry sighed and took a seat as an examiner that smelled weird just like Trelawney and had one glasses just as thick as hers only his were square.

“Please interpret the tea cup, the star chart, and finally make a reading with the crystal ball” the examiner asked.

Harry looked at the tea cup, “From this globs here I can see that the person is going to have a very stressful month but that things will clear up in about another month or two. I also see that he or she….” He started but then looked at the cup again, “He, yes he, was not happy with the job he was assigned but will exercise it strictly. Finally it seems that their inner eye has been obscured a bit recently because of the stress he is feeling” Harry summarized as he read the cup going by the book on his predictions. Harry knew that the reality was different than what was in the cup but then again the art of divination was often very inexact and the cup was not a very good channel for information. So he added, “But the signs are foggy when I read it” at the end.

“Ah yes, the signs often are, but your reading is correct as to what was said by the cup. Let us proceed” the examiner said in an airy voice

Harry looked at the star chart, he knew it was a several years old, he was very skilled at Astronomy and knew that the stars were off. “This star chart is quite old, but is says there will a calm year but in years to come a great darkness will come from the place that was forgotten, that a warrior will be chosen by darkness yet the light will not fall behind. A great warrior one in chains shall bring forth a star that will vanish the darkness for a long time, but in time the darkness will return stronger than before, as a second darkness disappears, the first will come back, a great war will come then but in the end it all revolves around a the chained warrior. The stars cannot tell what is to come after that” Harry surmised.

“Yes yes, that is very clear indeed, excellent eye Mr. Potter, this was taken over 100 years ago. Many thing the darkness that is mentioned first is an old wizard called Baraclip, and the second was Grindenwald. The great star some think involves the teacher that taught Dumbledore, but it was never confirmed since no one remembers, not even the former Headmaster could remember it well, but he did say that his former teacher was key to him learning to fight the dark wizard Grindenwald” the examiner said excitedly.

Harry sighed, he had simply read it as it was, maybe he did have some skill for Divination as Axel had suggested.

“Well then lets finish off, tell me what you see in the ball” the examiner requested.

Harry stared at the ball and stared at it some more, but nothing came. He never had picked up the skill to see things in the glass orb. He put his hands on it and focused hard trying to create an image yet failing to do so. Finally he just gave up and slumped back into the chair.

"Well I guess you can’t do it all, my boy," said the examiner as he began to mark his paper noting Harry giving up.

Harry sighed and looked at the ball irritatedly; suddenly there was a flash of darkness in the corner of his eye. He stared deeply at the ball. He saw a dark wave coming, the final battle approaching, an army of Death Eaters; he saw Voldemort, he saw himself, he saw chaos and destruction; he saw his friends and classmates fighting and dying in a great battle; he saw…Hogwarts. Harry yelled and snapped out of it then but put his hands around the examiner. "It is coming," he whispered.

Everyone was sneaking occasional glances at him as they tested.

"What did you see, Harry?" the examiner asked.

Harry whispered, "Sir, if I tell you, you must not speak of it, promise?" Harry replied incredibly stressed as his mind raced.

"I swear," the examiner whispered back.

"The final battle approaches, get out of here soon, for many will fall," Harry whispered dangerously.

The examiner looked shocked, but then composed himself. "I see, well then, did you see who won?" asked the man.

"No I didn’t, but trust me you don’t want to be here when it starts," Harry finished as the implications of his vision settled in his mind.

“I see, well then, you did great Mr. Potter, too bad that you saw that unicorn die in your vision” the examiner played off so no one would notice.

“Thanks sir, it was very sad indeed.” Harry said as he got up and headed to Axel’s office. He shuddered as the images he saw ran through his mind. If they were true, then they had less than two weeks.

“Hey Harry, guess you saw the vision then” Axel said calmly

“You know about that?” Harry asked in shock

“Yea, I saw it a whiles back, I was waiting for you to finish your NEWTS before I said anything” Axel replied calmly.

“YOU KNEW?!??” Harry asked shocked.

“Yea, I told you that Voldemort wouldn’t wait for you to leave school” Axel replied.

“Yea but I thought you were guessing, I didn’t know you KNEW” Harry said exasperatedly.

“Harry I always know. In any case not that you’re out of your NEWTS it’s time for your final quest” Axel said calmly.

Harry just nodded grimly. “Well then let’s get to it, there is no time to lose” he said as he got up.

Axel sat Harry down with a wave of his hand, “Harry do not rush this Stone, there is a reason I left this one last. The Stone of Spirit is the most dangerous of all, no strength, no power, nothing will help you in this task except your own faith, hope, and determination. This will be a battle of the mind, become the elements, unite with their essence to defeat your demons. Take tonight to rest, tomorrow at the crack of dawn head out to the lake you will depart there” Axel explained.

Harry nodded and pondered what the Professor said. He got up and, without saying a word, walked back to the Gryphindor Common Room and headed up to his bed. Much later one Rose came in and tried to wake him; Harry pretended to be sound asleep.

“Harry, oh Harry, wake up Snuffles,” Rose whispered in his ear as her hand went places that would make anyone blush.

Harry held firm, and eventually she gave up and left in a silent huff.

The next morning Harry awoke bright and early and disappeared into the morning fog. Axel waited for him silently.

“Morning Professor,” Harry said.

“Ready to go?” Axel asked as he prepared to open the portal and held out a brew for Harry to drink.

“What’s this?” Harry asked.

“Don’t ask, just drink and remember, this is a battle of Spirit; only the Spirit of the Elements can help you,” Alexander explained as he opened the portal.

Harry drank it down and confidently stepped through the portal. “Don’t worry, I am sure I can handle this; I mean how hard can it be?” he mused as he entered.

“Foolish boy, it’s going to be as hard as you can fathom and then multiplied ten times over,” Axel said as the portal closed and then shook his head. “I seriously hope he gets the point of this quickly,” he sighed.

Harry immediately fell into an endless darkness; he kept falling and falling till he hit the ground hard. When he got up he was faced with the evil visage of Voldemort as he killed his father.

“No,” Harry screamed as he stood by paralyzed. He hovered behind Voldemort as he saw him head up the stairs. There was his mother protecting him. Harry struggled violently, trying to summon any of the elements in order to move and kill Voldemort.

“Get out of the way,” Voldemort ordered his mother.

“No, kill me, spare my son,” she insisted in tears.

“Avedra Kadavara,” Voldemort hissed, and Lily Potter was no more.

Harry saw with increasing hate how the life left the eyes of his mother.

Darkness wrapped around him; now he saw Cedric dying in front of him. He desperately tried to move to stop Wormtail, but Harry couldn’t move.

Another flash of darkness, and Sirius was falling through the veil in front of his eyes.

Another flash and Dumbledore was falling from the Astronomy Tower.

Every flash showed Harry more and more of the horrors that had happened in his life. With every flash his hate, sadness, desperation, all the negative thought in his head grew.

Then came another flash and what he saw next shocked him. His mother was getting raped by Voldemort; his father was kissing Bellatrix. Rose was having sex with Lucius and Draco Malfoy at the same time. Hermione was being raped by Snape and Wormtail. Greyback was slashing and biting all the people Harry loved as they were all being torn apart. Ron and Ginny were servicing Crabb and Goyle. Lupin was tied like a dog next to Sirius and they were kissing each other. They were all screaming in pleasure and agony as blood covered the scene. Harry felt revolted, he tried to close his eyes, but couldn’t.

Another flash and Harry saw himself dueling Voldemort and loosing badly as all those he loved laughed and cheered for the Dark Lord.

“Die Harry die,” Ron screamed.

“Yes you bastard, die you useless cunt,” Rose added as she kissed Malfoy.

“You were meant to fail Harry, I always knew you didn’t stand a chance,” Dumbledore said calmly as he stabbed the other Harry from behind.

Another flash, Harry saw the world on flames, London nothing but rubble. Voldemort laughing manically as a dark figure stood beside him, he kissed the figure's ring and then stared with blood‑red eyes at the Armageddon that was around him.

“Stop it,” Harry’s mind pleaded.

“Why, Harry? Why, you deserve this pain, your useless,” replied Hermione as she appeared before him, horrible disfigured by injuries, mostly naked with her clothes in tatters, the remnants of rape still on her.

“Yes, you bastard, you are the cause of all this,” said his mother that appeared in an equal state.

“You are no son of mine,” said his father as he appeared holding his head in his arms.

“Definitely not my friend,” Ron said as his body was torn in half, his intestines all around him.

“You never saw it coming, my master’s victory,” Rose said smiling evilly with her wand in hand as she kneeled in front of Voldemort.

“Yes, boy, this is the outcome of the prophecy; all is as it should be, and the one responsible is you,” he said with a dark evil laugh.

“Please stop this, please make it end,” Harry screamed helplessly as the dark scenes continued one after one. They were violent and disturbing and they just got worse and worse as they progressed. He saw horrors that he had feared, and horrors he could not even fathom. Time passed, his mind slowly slipped deeper and deeper into darkness and desperation. The horror he saw destroying his mind.

Voldemort stood quietly musing as he wrote a letter. The smile on his face was wide and vicious. The dark plan he had hatched was floating in his head and he was reveling in the horror he imagined he would unleash soon. He saw in his mind the face of agony and death, the face he knew so well, he would make them all suffer, down to almost the last one. Only those loyal to him would survive.

He took extra precautions, he was writing to Malfoy and to Rose to give them one final order. They needed to guard something that was important to him, something he hid inside the castle long ago. He knew the boy would come to him when he saw the school in trouble. His family had the stupid tendency to be idiotically brave and selfless. The end was so near he could taste it.

Axel walked the halls calmly when he saw Rose walking towards him with determination. He tried to silently head the other way, away from the angry female, but she followed and eventually cornered him.

“Professor, where is Harry, and don’t tell me he is suspended again because I know for a fact he didn’t do anything last night” Rose insisted angrily.

“Ah Ms. Riddle, you will find that Mr. Potter had to leave because there were certain issues that the Ministry wished to speak of with him” Axel said calmly.

“What issues? When did they pick him up? I didn’t see anyone come and get him. What is going on? Tell me the truth!!!” she demanded as her anger rose from a mix of suspicion and concern at the same time from the fact she was that conflicted over her enemy.

Axel smiled and stared deep into her eyes, “Nothing is going on, everything is well. Harry will be back in less than a week.” He said in a deep voice.

Rose, as if in a daze, walked away, “Everything is well, nothing is going on, Harry will be back soon,” she repeated a few times in a whisper as she headed to Gryphindor tower.

“That is way too easy, but then it would be given her condition. I do hope you hurry, Harry; I would hate to have to do that to all your friends. Then again, you have greater concerns than that right now,” Axel sighed.

Time was not fixed; there was no day, no night, no sleep—just an endless nightmare. He couldn’t think anymore, couldn’t fight anymore; he just wanted to disappear, he wanted to stop existing. They were right, he was nothing, the world was going to end because of him. “It’s all my fault, this is all my fault,” he kept repeating.

It could have been a day, it could have been a week, a month or a year; he couldn’t tell. He just stared into the darkness and the nightmare, and it stared back at him and destroyed his mind, every time getting worse, every time breaking the wounds of his mind wider and deeper. Finally his mind was torn apart and unbearable pain poured out as he bled from every pore of his body. The darkness surrounded him as the nightmares started moving incredibly fast. He lost all that was past, all that was present, all that was future. Instead, all of it twisted into a sick ball of chaos. His thoughts now played in front of him as a movie; he needed to see the movie to think the thought.

All those he knew, all those he loved, respected, feared, and hated, all were there, except one. His mentor flashed before him like a picture, he needed this man “Axel” his mind cried out, and reality shivered. Harry called out desperately again. “Axel, where are you? What do I have to do?” he asked desperately reality shook again.

Axel appeared silent standing in front of him in the darkness, all the images flying incredibly fast around them.

“What about you? Aren’t you going to tell me how I suck, how this is all my fault? You would be right, I failed you” Harry screamed at him.

Axel just stood silently and watched him intently.

“Say something, say anything, why are you just staring at me” Harry screamed at him.

Axel just looked at him intently.

“Bloody hell, you just standing there saying nothing is driving me insane, just fucking tell me how much I suck so that I can get it over with and continue seeing the hell I created” Harry spat at him.

Axel just stared into him harder, staring through him.

“Well if you’re trying to drive me nuts your succeeding” Harry sighed as the anger drained from what was left of him as his mind wandered a million places and nowhere at all.

Axel smiled mischievously.

Harry grew frustrated, “Yea, if that were true then you would be succeeding wouldn’t you. A bloody staring contest, a battle of the bloody mind...” he shouted. Then stopped, the words that Axel told him flashed in front of him. A battle of the mind, this was a battle of the mind.

“How the bloody hell do I fight? My mind failed, my mind is nothing now” Harry asked loudly.

Another flash, a flash of five different battles, battles he didn’t recognize yet he was there. Five stones, five elements, mental training, meditation, his own mind was screaming the answer at him.

“Think like the Elements,” he whispered.

Harry focused hard as a rock appeared instead of Axel. “A rock doesn’t think, a rock stands strong,” Harry thought simply. His thoughts closed in on him a bit. The nightmares came back stronger, louder, more horrible. Yet Harry stood silent, not thinking, just watching all and not thinking. “Don’t think, don’t react, don’t even think words,” he mused to himself as his mind settled on nothingness. He let go of pain, anger, hatred, sadness. To him the images no meant nothing.

“Fire burns all, and warms the blood,” Harry said as a flame appeared before him. His thoughts condensed again and the nightmarish images grew worst and worst. But they all burned in front of him. Anger, unrestrained, just destruction, no thought behind it. He saw his enemies dying, but also his friends, he burned them all. Not because he hated them, just because he could, he burned it all to ash just because that was his nature, the nature of fire. Burning all till nothing stands in its way.

"Water bends and molds," Harry thought as water moved around him while his thoughts condensed again and the darkness fought harder and harder. With each horror, though, Harry simply accepted it and moved on. Death was a part of life; those who died would be freed from struggle. Defiling a body alive or dead, who cared? That was just flesh; their spirits were intact. They begged for help, but Harry simply accepted that he could not help. If they were real then he couldn’t move to help them; if they were not, then he shouldn’t care.

"Wind is fleeting, never fixed, you can’t catch wind," Harry thought as his mind was almost one again and he could feel the darkness struggling and growing desperate and violent. A hurricane formed in front of him. The images now appeared around him violently; they tried to injure him, yet his attention was fleeting, his mind going from one thing to another. Images kept popping in front of him, movies replayed, one after another, faster and faster. His nightmares were overwhelmed by random thoughts flashing in front of him at an incredible rate."

“Life is never simple; it’s a complicated union of elements. Life simply strives to be. I protect life, but not just one life but that of all living things,” Harry thought as a tree appeared before him and from it sprang a 3D globe that spun. His mind closed in completely and his mind was restored again. The nightmares tore at his skin, tore at his friends, tore at everything; they grew incredibly intense, he felt the pain, he felt the suffering of all. But he didn’t care, his eyes were on the world, his body healing incredibly fast. The wounds were nothing to him. He saw that despite all the pain he felt the world stood whole, that was his mission, the world not only his friends and family. The suffering of his friends and family was superseded by the horror of what the world would suffer if he sacrificed it to save only his friends. He saw the globe glow red and the oceans replaced by blood. His mind fixed on only that, ignoring the nightmares completely.”}}{

"Finally Spirit, these are just illusion, and just nightmares. Nothing can hurt the mind unless you let it; this is my mind, and in my mind I am master," Harry said as he realized the truth. "I am fighting inside my head; that is why all this is possible, my body is intact. All of this wouldn’t be possible in reality," Harry said and the darkness was torn to shred and replaced by light. He opened his eyes and finally saw. He awoke, his body stinking, his limbs stiff from lack of use. His eyes adjusted and he saw that all around him stood creatures that resembled Dementors, but they had faces, horrible twisted faces that were screaming in agony, and their cloak was white with a red X on the back. His mind was stronger than them. He pushed them back with his mental powers; his Xchio powered up full force and he attacked them with it. He had never done that before; it was almost like communicating only that instead of sending messages he was sending waves of blunt force. His eyes adjusted in a new way, he began to see the waves of energy flowing inside their minds. He could move and modify them as he pleased. He experimented with each color and wave and felt how each modified thought or an emotion.

The creatures tried to run, but Harry stopped them.

"No, you won’t get away from me, you bastards. I am your master now, and I control your minds and therefore your bloody bodies," he said in complete fury.

"Mercy," spoke one of them, but it came from all their mouths. Harry saw that their minds were all tied together in a collective.

"No mercy, just destruction," Harry replied.

"Please, mercy, we will do anything," cried another in the collective.

We will even give you the Stone you seek,” said another and the collective spoke it.

Harry focused and read their minds easily. “I don’t need your help; I already know you don’t know where it is, but you do know where it could be,” Harry said as he stood up on shaky legs. He used the power of life to heal his limbs and power them back up.

Reading their minds, controlling their minds, it was so much easier now. He had done it; he had learned to channel the power of Spirit. Harry now looked around as the creatures were frozen by his power. Harry began to walk and they followed as he desired them to. He slowly relaxed his mind and started to feel how he could detect more and more minds as he relaxed more and let his power spread. Harry was surprised by how easily it came. It was then he sensed a thought pattern that differed from that of the creatures now in his control. He focused in on it.

“Hello,” Harry said mentally.

“Hello there, this is a nice surprise. What is your name?” asked the mind on the other side.

“My name is Harry; what is yours?” Harry replied.

“My name is Frived. I am a Spirit Guard; what are you?” the voice replied.

“I am a human. I am here searching for the Stone of Spirit, but I fell in with these rather bothersome creatures, and I seem to be doing ok now. They tried to destroy my mind, but I beat them and now I’m manipulating them,” Harry explained.

“You mean to say you beat the attack of several Dementias?” Frived asked, surprised.

“Hum, I don’t know what they look like?” Harry replied.

“Ugly faces, dressed all in white with a red symbol on the back,” Frived replied.

"Yea that is them; they have an X on the back," Harry replied.

"A red X?!? You…you beat and captured the most dangerous group of creatures in the world. Out of all the Dementias, that group is the most vicious and darkest. How many of them did you get?" Frived asked.

Harry did a count, then counted again. "Fourteen, all of them with the red X," Harry replied.

"That means you caught the entire group, including the leader and his second Gravet and Faclos," Frived replied with a hint of joy in his voice.

"Gravet and Faclos, raise your hands," he commanded with his mind, and in fact two of them raised their sickly arms though they tried to fight it.

"Yea I got them alright; I just made them raise their hand and confirmed it," Harry said to the voice.

"Come to me then, I will get my people together. Trust me, they will be thrilled to take those bastards off your hands," Frived said happily.

Harry walked towards where he sensed the mind and after about an hour he found a group of creatures tightly wrapped in white cloths. Harry stopped in front of them and then made the Dementias line up and kneel before the group.

Several of the figures stepped forward and put rings around all the Dementias' heads.

One of them stepped towards Harry. He sensed the creature had no ill will, so Harry didn’t invade his mind any further.

Harry extended his hand and the creature took it.

"Thank you very much; I am Frived. It’s a pleasure to meet you, and we have our deep thanks," he said with a smile.

"No problem after the attack they launched on me; I am glad to hand them over," Harry said bitterly.

"We are surprised, it is a rare thing to find one with power of Spirit strong enough to take on two Dementias, let alone fourteen," Frived said with awe in his voice.

"Well I just recently realized I had the ability. In any case, I wonder if you could help me. I am looking for the Stone of Spirit," Harry said feeling tired and wanting to go home.

"Hum, we do not know of any such artifact. Maybe we know it by another name; what does it look like?" Frived asked.

Harry thought about it, "Something like this," he said as he projected images of how the different Stones looked into Frived’s mind.

Frived was taken aback, "Oh, I know what you seek," he said chuckling. "Please follow me," he said with laughter in his voice.

Harry followed him as the rest of the creatures took away the Dementias. After a few minutes they arrived at a park filled with swings, slides, and other things to play with. There, in a small pen, stood several smaller versions of the creatures all wrapped up in small white blankets. Above them, hanging in mid‑air, were different figures and shapes all in white, and among them was the Stone of Spirit.

"We use it to keep the babies calm, but given the great service you just made to our people, I will gladly hand it to you," Frived said as he took it and handed it to Harry.

"That’s awfully nice of you, Leader Frivet; seems like the years have served you well," Axel said as he appeared behind them.

"Axel, I am the one that is honored," Frivet said stunned as he fell to his knees.

"Please stop, that is not necessary," Axel said as he helped the creature up."

{"corrected_text":"“Her Axel, this bloody time I almost lost it,” Harry said finally relaxing.\n\n“Told you this was going to be hard,” Axel said as he concentrated a white light in his palm and a round sphere appeared there. “Here you go Frivet, this should do the same job as the Stone Harry is taking,” he said handing the much larger orb to the creature.\n\n“We are deeply honored Axel for your gift. As one of the leaders of my people I will make sure it stays with the young ones always,” Frivet said excitedly.\n\nAxel nodded and turned to Harry. “Ready to go, Harry?” he asked with a smile.\n\nHarry took the Stone and ate it hungrily. He felt the rush of power inside of him. “I am now,” he said with finality feeling relieved, free, empowered, and content that he finally had all six of the Stones.”}

Eleven weeks... well worth it, this is one of the last chapters only one or two left before we move on to the second part of my story. Remember there is three... Now then on to the story.

Chapter 43 All is fair in love and war

Harry and Alexander walked briskly through Hogwarts. Harry only had one thing on his mind: The last Horcrux before the final battle.

“The battle will be here tomorrow at nightfall” Axel replied to the unasked question that Harry had on his mind.

“WHAT!?!?! Are you serious? You mean I have to find and destroy the last Horcrux tonight?” Harry yelled.

“Yep” Axel said calmly.

“How the bloody hell am I supposed to do that?” Harry replied.

“Harry, you just came back from the place where you learned how” Axel replied.

“Oh” Harry said as he realized that he now had the power of Spirit. He very well could take the knowledge from the deepest darkest place in Voldemort’s brain.

They reached the portrait and Harry entered quietly. It was late already; no one was down there except Ron and Hermione that had fallen asleep on the couch. Harry picked a quiet dark spot and sat in the chair there.

He cleared his mind and channeled all the power of Spirit he could. He focused on Voldemort.

“Wait, I don’t want to give too much away” he whispered to himself.

Instead of searching for the knowledge on one Horcrux, he would take it all along with other experiments he might have made into immortality. He focused on that and then attacked Voldemort’s mind violently and quickly.

Elsewhere, Voldemort awoke as his head felt as if it were being decimated. He screamed in utter agony as nightmarish visions of Dumbledore dancing with Hagrid in the nude ruled his mind. He was immobile; he felt Potter invading his brain, searching for something, then he saw images of immortality experiments and Horcruxes. Potter had gotten it all.

“You're not the only one that can become immortal,” Harry said aloud in Voldemort’s brain before he severed the link and blocked him out.

“This way he will think that I am after something else entirely, might buy me some time,” he thought to himself.

He sorted through the knowledge and found what he was looking for; it was Rowena’s Pensive. In it were stored boundless quantities of knowledge, all the stuff that wouldn’t fit in her brain, but it had been emptied out. Voldemort had no interest in her smarts; he filled it with his evil knowledge of dark spells and ceremonies. Luckily though, it was somewhere close by, somewhere very familiar to him, somewhere he never thought he would return. But it could wait; first he would shower, he reeked of high heaven and he could barely stand his own smell.

A sharp pain awakened Rose. Her mark burned hard and she awoke. She ran to the outer gate; Malfoy was close behind.

“We must get to the Dark Lord,” Malfoy said as he winced in pain.

“He is calling us rather ‘adamantly’,” Rose surmised as the pain grew.

When they got to the gate, Lucius Malfoy was there waiting for them.

“I bring urgent orders from the Dark Lord,” he said impatiently and then began to detail to them all that he was instructed to do as quickly as he could. Then the two Hogwarts students rushed off to complete their mission.

Three showers later, Harry finally felt clean. He headed towards his final destination. He headed down the stairs and pondered why no one seemed to be out of bed. He crept out the portrait hole and down the stairs toward a long‑abandoned girl’s bathroom. Even more quietly he entered and hissed at the sink, and the secret passageways opened to the Chamber of Secrets.

“I should have figured Tom would leave something at school, and I should have known that he would have left it there,” Harry half‑chastised himself. As he reached the vault door, he hissed at it. He quickly entered the familiar chamber. Dark memories haunted him as he smelled the dank air that reeked of the putrefying dead Basilisk that was now rotting flesh. He walked toward it and admired his kill.

“You were a sick bastard,” he said, referring to the snake and to Voldemort. “Ironic how the first one I destroyed was here and now the last before the battle will be here as well,” he added with a chuckle.

A yell and a whisper crossed the air and two jets of light headed toward Harry.”

Harry reacted instinctively; he activated his Sentemus and his power of Wind. He moved out of the way at an amazing rate and headed towards where the scream came. There, he found a figure hidden inside one of the passages he had run through. He had shot through a small opening and was still aiming his wand at the spot he had fired at half a second ago. Time always felt like it stopped when Harry used his abilities this much. He drilled through the top of the tunnel and dropped in before turning off his abilities and feeling time resume.

“I think I got the bastard,” the man said with triumph. Then he blinked and realized that Harry was not there. “What the bloody hell? Where is he?” he screamed again.

“Behind you, ferret boy,” Harry said calmly.

Draco turned violently, wand already warming a curse. Harry caught his arm with his hand and crushed the bone to dust using the power of Earth. Somehow he didn’t feel as merciful as to use pressure points to disable him. He grabbed his other arm and did the same.

Malfoy screamed in agony before Harry took pity on him and knocked him out with one swift strike to a pressure point. Also, Harry didn’t want to let the other intruder know where he was. Harry turned on his sight again and now surveyed the whole room.

“Should have done this from the start,” he chastised himself as he quickly saw where the Horcrux lay as well as where his other attacker was hidden. He made sure there were no more and then decided that a direct assault should be good enough. Harry raced behind the person and was faced with his girlfriend’s back.

“Crap,” he said to himself.

"Stupid Malfoy, screaming out bloody loud, of course he gave away his position to the opponent," Rose growled angrily.

Harry raised a finger and hit a pressure point to paralyze her temporarily. When she felt his presence it was too late and she was as stiff as stone crouched in the tunnel. Harry picked her up and it was then she glimpsed at who her attacker had been.

Shock, questions, and a bit of anger and hurt were in her eyes. Harry could read all that was in her mind without even having to look into her eyes. When they finally reached the giant head he laid her down against a wall and backed away.

"Why did you have to be down here Rose?" Harry asked her.

She could not reply, and he preferred it that way. "Why the bloody hell else, because I was ordered, you think I just gallivant through drainages cause I feel like it," she thought.

Harry chuckled, "Yes but it would have made all of this a lot less complicated," he replied out loud.

Rose’s eyes widened, "Did he just read my mind?" she thought.

"Yep," he replied simply.

"How are you breaking my Occlumency?" she thought.

"That’s a secret," Harry replied but kept his smile.

"How long?" she thought.

Harry lost the smile but remained silent.

"How long?" she asked again, this time with louder thought.

Harry still remained silent.

"How bloody fucking long have you been reading my mind?" she thought furiously.

"Since the moment I met you," Harry replied softly.

Rose was shocked; the implications of that one sentence reverberated within her. Every moment, of every day, every part of her relationship with him, her deepest thoughts and feelings, the truth, the lies, the love, the betrayal—all of it was an open book to Harry from day 1. She felt violated, she felt raped, beyond fury, but at the same time it meant that Harry knew every sin she made against him, the lies she said, the betrayal, the fact that she had willingly conspired to help her father end him. All of it turned to bitter guilt and fear.

“Why?” she thought, the only thought that she could coherently ask.

“Why did I do it? Wouldn’t you? Why did I make you join my friends knowing who you were? Because it got you away from Malfoy, because it kept you close so I could watch you, and…because I liked you from the moment I laid eyes on you,” Harry began.

“Why could I still love you despite everything you did and planned to do? Because I know the real you, the one that is trapped beneath all the darkness. Why didn’t I say anything? Why did I hide this from you? I hid this from everyone; no one knows the extent of my power except my teacher,” Harry replied out loud.

To this she raised her eyes at him. “Canem” she said as a statement instead of a question.

“At this point I might as well admit it’s true, Canem has taught me. And my power is great. This war is bigger and more complicated than you can fathom, Rose,” Harry said as he approached her. His words would one day prove to be beyond ironic. She felt repulsed by him; if she could move she would run away and Harry felt it.

He stopped before reaching her.

"I knew it," her mind hissed.

"Yes, he is powerful, beyond what is needed to kill your father, but it is my fate to take his life as he did my parents', and trust me, Rose, he will die," Harry said coldly as he stared at her.

Rose felt a chill run down her back. This wasn’t the Harry she knew; this wasn’t Snuffles. The eyes she saw looking at her were those of a man who had seen the edge and had come back with a mission. Those eyes looked tired, drained; they held a cold fury, no mercy, no hesitation, no fear. Those eyes said more than his words, those eyes screamed, "I am a warrior, my enemy will die, end of story, no arguments, no bollocks, nothing, he will DIE."

"Yes, Rose, I am that resolute, but I guess while you’re here I can tell you a story, a story about a boy named Tom Riddle…", Harry began as he pushed a few secret panels on the face and all of a sudden there was a rumble and a ladder appeared on one side of the face and a hole opened in the forehead.

Harry climbed, "You see Tom was living in an orphanage, but he once had a family…" he continued as he reached the top and then levitated the pensive down with his wand. Voldemort had made no more traps; he probably thought the Basilisk would do the job well enough Harry gathered.

"Now before we continue this story, please give me a moment," Harry said as he dunked his head into the pensive with no hesitation.

Inside the knowledge swirled around him like a hurricane tempting him, giving them glimpses…

Harry just stood there and rejected any information that invaded too much of his minds eyes for his liking. He pulled all the power of Spirit he could and then sent out a blast that decimated the knowledge in one stroke. There was a flash of incredibly white light and he was back outside the pensive and the content flew out of the pensive and then exploded in a cloud of blackness that turned to nothingness as a scream was heard and then died.

Rose watched all this in awe and fear, she didn’t know what was happening, but it was terrible in its nature, she knew that much.

Harry got up and put his wand to his temple. He summoned the necessary memories and put them into the pensive. “This will be faster, I guess” Harry said as he put them in and then carefully laid her next to it.

Rose looked at him quizzically.

“You want to know the truth don’t you? All of it?” Harry asked.

She hesitated, it felt like forever, but then she slowly nodded. Harry laid her on her knees and pressed her forehead to the liquid.

She was drawn in. Inside she saw everything, from the memory of his parent’s death, through the years of torture at the Dursleys, to Hogwarts and the battles he had fought. To the information on Horcruxes, to the death of Dumbledore. To the last year and everything he had done, except he left out every single minute he had trained with Axel and any memories of him using his skills. He didn’t want her to even glimpse of the power he had learned from Axel. And then it was over, she was back in the Chamber.

Her heart torn in pieces, all her anger and frustration mixed with her love, guilt, and fear, now added to it the horror of the things she saw her father do and at his attempt at immortality, pity, sorrow, and outrage at the life Harry had lived, and dozens of other emotions that were now a hurricane within her. She could move now, but she dared not, dared not, hoping this was all a nightmare and she would wake up.

“No love it isn’t a nightmare, this is my reality” Harry said bitterly.

“Terrible, it’s all terrible” she whispered in fear

“Yea and you only got to see the highlights, imagine LIVING through all of it” he said as he took a seat beside her.

“I don’t know…, I don’t know what to do, what to say, what to feel. I am lost” she said as tears started pouring like rivers from her eyes.

Harry didn’t hold her; he knew it would only do her harm right now. “I can’t tell you that Rose, that is for you to figure out. What I can tell you is I love you more than anything in this world, above all remember that. Despite everything, despite all of this mess, I love you” he said getting up.

Rose followed him with her now reddening eyes.

“But tomorrow, do not interfere; I will be watching you, every moment of your day. Don’t interfere, this is a battle between your father and me, and one of us WILL die” Harry said coldly not looking back at her. He picked up the pensive and just walked away.

He told the truth, he loved her with everything he was.

“Then don’t fight him, neither of you has to die” Rose whispered desperately.

Harry held the tears; he smiled sadly and looked back at her. “Yes, Rose, one of us does, for while I am alive he will never find true victory neither on the battlefield nor in his own mind, and while he is alive I will never be able to let go of the anger, the pain, the fear, the sorrow, and the bloodlust that is within me. Neither of us can live while the other survives,” he said and then turned and walked out of the chamber.

Rose cried openly; the prophecy she saw in the pensive, it all made sense now, every part of it; every single phrase had come true. Her father had catalyzed and ignited every single part of it till it all became true. He had created an irreversible and inescapable endgame where either Harry, or he, or neither would survive.

Harry made it to his bed and fell asleep instantly. It felt like moments but he was awoken with a pale of cold water and it was light all around.

“Get up, Harry,” Hermione ordered.

“Why? I am bloody done studying, Hermione; why the bloody hell did you wake me up?” Harry screamed.

“Because today we are graduating, you ass!” Hermione replied as she laughed out in glee.  Yes, the heaven shook and the earth parted, Hermione was gleeful and jumping around like…well like a schoolgirl.

“You’re shitting me,” Harry said now sitting up. He had been away for a while and he nearly missed his own graduation, what’s more he nearly missed the final battle. Harry got up quickly and saw that Ron was also up and far more drenched than he was.

“No Harry, I am not shitting you. Man you really must have gone somewhere important if you can’t even notice what day it is,” Hermione told ..

"The last of a certain affair that has to do with a dairy, a locket, a ring and a few other things has finally been resolved. Leaving only two snakes to take care of," Harry told her in a low voice.

Hermione’s eyes went wide. "They are all destroyed?" she whispered back.

"Last night I got the last one," he concluded as he pulled on something to wear. The ceremony would be at lunch, so he still had time before he had to get dressed up.

"So is everyone up and getting ready?" Harry said as he put on a shirt. Hermione turned around and blushed watching his sculpted body.

"Yea, except Rose, I can’t seem to find her. Maybe she got up even earlier from all the excitement," Hermione replied.

"Yea maybe," Harry said holding the concern in his voice. He extended his sight and saw that she was sitting alone in the Astronomy tower. He had laid a Spirit block in her mind to prevent her from contacting her father, but it seemed to be still intact so she hadn’t even tried.

"What are you guys talking about?" Ron inquired as he came around now dry and dressed.

"Oh Harry was just giving me some good news," Hermione replied as they went down to eat breakfast.

"Blimey Harry, congrats," Ron said patting him hard on the back as they sat down and Ron shoveled food onto his plate.

Hermione didn’t even comment as she was too happy about graduating, a sentiment that was shared by all there.

"This is the best tasting food ever," Ron commented.

“Must be because you're glad to be graduating,” Harry replied as he took was enjoying his meal, but still held a bit of bitterness for being at ends with Rose. They hadn’t defined where they stood; she had a lot to consider, things he had had months to process, and she was only getting now. He also had a tinge of nervousness, in a matter of hours a war would break out, and he knew he would be at the center of it.

Breakfast ended and everyone returned to the Common Room at their own pace. On the board there was a notice letting everyone know that lunch would begin promptly at quarter to one and everyone should be in their seats. The graduating class had to be seated on a stand that would be set up below the teachers so that they too would be facing the four tables of the houses. It also reminded them to be in their formal graduating robes and it announced that Hermione had been deemed valedictorian, as was expected by all.

Harry smiled, “Congrats Mione.”

Hermione jumped up and down and screamed when she read it, “Yea McGonagall told me three days ago, I can’t believe that I did it. I so rock” she said excitedly.

“Uhm, Hermione, love, who the bloody hell else did you think was going to take it?” Ron replied.

“Well you never know,” Hermione said calming down a bit.

“Hermione, you’re crazy, no one could possibly compete with you,” Harry replied.

“Well you did a good job during the NEWTS,” Hermione defended.

“But I only did that well this year; you’ve been at it for six years more than I. Of course you would win.” Harry explained.

The morning slithered away; Harry readied his outfit for the Graduation and also readied the gear for the battle to come at nightfall. He got in the shower, his mind’s eye still on Rose. She was in her room now; she was getting ready and putting on a brave front for the ceremony. He sensed the turmoil in her, light and dark forces were moving against each other inside of her. After today though, if it all worked then the darkness would lose its source.

Harry came out of the bath, fully dressed and ready for the ceremony. “You ready Ron?” Harry said with a fake smile

“Yea mate, let’s go” Ron replied.

“Hey don’t forget us” Neville said as Seamus followed.

“Wouldn’t dream of it” Harry chuckled.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs Hermione was waiting for them.

“We are going to be late, and if I am late I will kill you” she warned.

“Right Hermione let’s just go” Harry said as he lead the way. Rose was still getting ready. Harry saw it, or maybe she was just avoiding them.

The group reached the bottom of the stairs and met with the other graduates.

Remus and the other teachers were there. He walked up to Harry and hugged him. “Your parents and Sirius would have been so proud” he said with pride.

“Sirius…” Harry whispered and then a flashback came to him. In between the nightmares he had seen in the world of Spirit, there had been something about Sirius, something that had filled him with hope instead of horror. The darkness had gotten much darker and then he saw it, he saw the book, HIS book. He knew where it was. He had forgot about it, but Remus had triggered the memory.

Unbeknownst to Harry, the Land of Spirit had been covered by a deep darkness at that moment, and the ground had shaken, a force outside his understanding had intervened and sent him that vision.

Harry shook his head and snapped out of it, “Thanks Remus, I just wish they were here” he said sadly.

“So do I Harry, so do I,” Remus said as he went on to congratulate the rest.

All the teachers passed by one by one congratulating their students. Finally it was McGonagall herself.

She went straight to Hermione, “Ms. Granger, or should I say, Hermione. I am extremely pleased with you. You have far exceeded my already high expectations of you. I am looking forward to your speech during the ceremony” she said proudly.

“Thank you Headmistress, I just hope I don’t mess it up,” Hermione replied a bit nervously.

“It’s Minerva from now on and I am sure you will do just fine,” McGonagall reassured her. “As for you Harry, it has been a very interesting year, ups, downs, triumphs and quite a bit of mischief. I must say I will be hard‑pressed to ever find a student that keeps me on my toes such as you have” she said brimming with pride as she broke her façade for a second and hugged him briefly.

Harry was a bit taken aback, “Thank you Professor, but you never know I might have a few more surprises left in store,” he said with a wink, but his smile was far too fake. The darkness it concealed was almost too apparent.

“Heaven hope not,” she worded out slowly as she tried to analyze the boy. Something was off, but she would have to figure it out later. Little did she know that later would never arrive.

Axel came over and shook Harry’s hand. “All has been arranged the package shall be delivered by the house elves to the designated targets. The barrier spell is completely ready” he said as he handed Harry a crystal. “This is all the help I can give you Harry. This is your fight. Are you sure you want to do it this way?” he asked.

“Positive” Harry said grimly but didn’t lose his fake smile.

The music began to sound and Harry and the other graduates began to walk up the center aisle. Parents and family all around then began to snap pictures wildly. The graduates for the most part did not break their smiles. They walked calmly up to the stage that had been built and sat in their designated seats. All around they saw small tables that would seat families. In places, like the Weasley’s table, several tables were pushed together to accommodate larger groups. The cheering was loud from that table as Mrs. Weasley was in tears and didn’t even notice the loud noisemakers the twins were spinning around over their heads.

Harry was laughing despite himself. He smiled as he settled to enjoy the moment, and then after the meal prepare for the battle. Almost like he would live in a dream world and when the meal was done he would return to his reality.

Harry took a seat as did everyone else. Rose finally appeared near the end and sat far from her friends.

“What’s up with her?” Ron asked.

“Don’t worry about it Ron. We had a small argument, we will sort it out later” Harry lied in order to pacify his friend.

"Welcome parents, and family members to another graduation ceremony. This year has by far been one of the most exciting and challenging. In these dark times we have for the most part been lucky. We have had joyous and relatively peaceful days…with a few exceptions that were more jovial than otherwise," McGonagall started and then looked over at the Marauders. "It is therefore that I have the extreme pleasure to introduce you to our graduating class. They are some of the brightest, most vibrant, and most special people I have ever had the pleasure of teaching. This year…." And then McGonagall proceeded to detail all the accomplishments of the graduating class, including the Quidditch Cup, their high NEWTS, and rather astounding results that some of them had achieved.

Finally, after a while, she cleared her throat and then said. "Now we shall hear words from Hermione Granger, Head Girl, and Valedictorian." This was followed by applause.

Hermione stood up and approached the podium quite primly as she received a round of applause. Harry, Ron, and all her friends clapped wildly. The Weasley twins went mad and started hollering and throwing mini fireworks into the air that puffed into brilliant lights quietly.

"The shame of a Marauder being valedictorian, truly ghastly," Harry laughed.

"Indeed my dear Snuffles, dreadfully shameful," Seamus retorted.

"I concur, I think that Redfang is going to have to have words with her," Neville continued.

"More like a spanking," Ron said as he chuckled as well.

"You dog you," Harry said showing his friend playfully.

"Ruff, ruff," Ron barked smiling.

Hermione braced herself and then began, “Parents, family, Headmistress, Professors, Fellow students, and my fellow graduates, we thank you all for attending and for showing your support for us. Not only today, but for everyday you stood by us and helped us and trusted us to study hard here at Hogwarts. We were truly blessed. We lived through difficult times. At times the darkness only touched a few, others in more recent days have touched us all. Yet the light did not fail to appear, someone always stood up and fought, and thanks to them we are still here” Hermione said as he looked over at Harry and smiled. There was a bit of applause. “Today I want to remember those that have fallen in the defense of the school. Those that should have graduated but couldn’t because they were taken away by selfish men and women that are bent upon their insanity. I remember Dumbledore, Sirius Black, Aurors, Ministry officials and many other adults that have laid their life down in defense of students that for the most part they didn’t know. It is thanks to them and many others that we got to enjoy studying in the library” she continued.

“Only she enjoyed that” Harry and Ron mumbled together.

Playing Quidditch, falling in love, making friends, and growing up. To all of them and for all of that. I want to say thank you; thanks to you we stand here, graduates, young adults ready to head off and face the future. To take on the darkness like they took it on. To our Professors, we thank you for your guidance and your help. You guided us with diligence and with care to this point, and for that I thank you. To our fellow students, keep working hard, and soon you shall stand on this podium like we are, and stare into the future. It is daunting, but at the same time it is exhilarating. Finally, to my fellow graduates, I wish you good luck, godspeed, and above all else I want to say… Congratulations guys, we did it!" she ended and then threw some of the fireworks the Weasleys were using up in the air.

There were loud cheers and clapping from the audience and the class. Hermione smiled and then retook her seat.

“Congrats, love, that was brilliant,” Ron said giving her a quick kiss.

“Yea, Spitfire, great speech,” Harry said as she patted her lightly on the back.

McGonagall stepped up to the podium. “Now then, with that let us move along to the next part of the ceremony—the awarding of the spell and diplomas of graduation. If I could just have the list…” she began to say but was stopped as she noticed Harry stood up.

“Yes, Mr. Potter?” McGonagall said as she raised an eyebrow. There were murmurs in the audience.

“Headmistress, I believe you skipped a speech,” Harry said with an innocent grin.

Remus smacked his forehead. “Bloody hell, I should have seen this coming. Of course they would know about that,” he mumbled as he shook his head.

McGonagall kept her eyebrow up and turned to Remus. “Professor Lupin, it seems you can enlighten me as to what this is about,” she questioned.

“The Marauders Mega Monumental Most Memorable Masochistically Moroon Mentions Missives, and Memorandums,” Harry supplied.

“You are jesting, right?” McGonagall said, recognizing the name.

“Dumbledore made a pact with the Marauders. James got him to phrase it in such a way that it applies. On the day Marauders graduate, they may elect a representative to deliver a tasteful speech,” Remus said, covering his eyes. “Really Harry, you just had to do something, didn’t you?” he said in a lower tone.

“Sorry, Moony; traditions must be respected,” Harry said.

“Here, here,” the Marauders replied and so did the Weasley twins from where they stood.

Truth be told only Harry had known about it, and the rest of the Marauders were just as surprised as everyone else was.

“Well then, thank you, Headmistress. I think I speak for my partners and I when I say we will be supplying your fine institution for many, many, many years to come with all your pranking and special item needs. Even that certain something you order in bulk,” he began to say, garnering cheers from the twins and a death glare from McGonagall. “My esteemed and honorable fellow students… o and you Slytherins as well,” Harry continued.

“Potter,” McGonagall warned, though kept it low. She had a hard time defending the snakes.

“Yes, Minny,” Harry said with a devilish grin.

“Potter,” this time she said quite loudly.

Harry chuckled as many were laughing or trying to contain their laughs.

“Harry only your father ever called her that,” Remus sanctioned in a low voice.

“Who do you think helped me write the speech” Harry whispered back.

“Kill me now before Minny, I mean the Headmistress does” Remus replied and then corrected himself as he received a death glare.

Harry laughed a bit now and then sobered up. “As Spitfire, I mean Hermione so graciously pointed out. We must thank our families, mine for example, although quite deceased have provided me with endlessly useful knowledge that most would agree has been rather entertaining throughout the year. Well that is unless you were prank…I mean involved in said events” Harry corrected as the laughter and murmurs grew. McGonagall was now nearing Weasley red.

“I have many fond memories from this year, I could mention some of them, but I fear for my life and that of my fellow Black Marauders” he said nodding to McGonagall, who now was on Weasley red. The twins and their brothers with the exception of Percy where now full out laughing.

“Well then there has been a lot of love this year. In many places, even some rumors of some love in the Headmistresses office” Harry continued in a jovial but cool tone.

There were gasps, cheers, and whistles. McGonagall prepared to stand up but was tapped on the shoulder by Axel and was frozen in position. “Canem” she whispered as loud as she could but even her throat was restrained.

“Sorry Minerva, but I only honor my cousin’s wishes” he replied.

“Also snakes… I mean Slytherins, those times that the Quaffle didn’t go through that center hoop. That is also explained by some extracurricular activities rumored of certain people” Harry continued. McGonagall was now as red as a tomato.

In any case, we were a very loving bunch,” Harry concluded as most of his classmates were either bushing or laughing or both.

“Man, look at that Gryffindor spirit; it is impressive coming from all the students regardless of house. They all have decided to go with the crimson colors today. Though how they get their faces like that naturally I don’t know,” he said innocently.

Some were laughing so hard that they couldn’t breathe.

“In any case, let’s move on, shall we? We studied a lot this year; my favorite class was biology,” Harry continued.

“Harry, you mean Herbology, right?” Hermione interrupted.

“No, I meant biology. Remember you and a certain red‑head had some rather intense ‘studying sessions’,” Harry said and then watched her and Ron turn beat red.

“Quidditch was awesome; England rocked,” Harry said and received loud cheers from the audience.

“Though we did borderline on an international incident. Rumors are that it was someone from England who caused all that commotion with the Minister’s office and the German team. Frankly, I can adamantly say that the British players had absolutely nothing to do with it,” Harry said in a serious tone.

“What about the coach?” said Seamus laughing.

“I know nothing; I saw nothing, I think nothing, I heard nothing, and keep that Veritaserum away from me,” Harry replied in a serious tone.

The room erupted in gasps and laughter again.

Axel just looked at Harry and raised an eyebrow.

“In any case, let’s move on with this speech before someone tries to kill me in order to silence what I know,” Harry said as he shuffled nonexistent papers in front of him.

This has been a hard few years. I have faced many perils, for the most part I have faced many perils. If I ever get to have kids I will seriously have to be a teacher here in order to make sure that getting into trouble is not a genetic Potter trait as so far it has been proven otherwise. I have been nearly killed so many times that some Aurors cringe at the count. Giant spiders, giant snakes, snakes in general,” he said looking at the Slytherins who looked at him evil‑y. “Greasy gits that were formally known as teachers,” he added and garnered more mean looks. “Voldemort…” there were several gasps. “Yeah we are going to have to work on that people, I am working on getting him dead, so the least you can do is work on saying his name,” Harry protested. Some smiled, others looked appalled. “OK how about we reach a compromise, we call him the mentally deranged, half‑blood psychopath formally known as Tom Riddle and soon to be known as compost. Does that work for your people?” he said with smile.

Some people fainted, but those that were laughing were now rolling on the ground.

“I have seen many die, too many die. I am done with that, the only one I want to see die now is him. But enough of that depressing snake. Let’s get on with the party. Congratulations people, we all graduated, I wonder how some of us pulled it off,” as he looked at Ron and the Slytherins. “I guess miracles do happen, or in Ron’s case death threats are a great motivator. I am sure you will thank Hermione and your mother later for those,” he said and watched …

“Now to finish, I will take the lead from a very wise man and leave you with a few words: Mayhem, pranks, gumdrops, bats, chandelier, Timbuktu, renegotiation, and lint,” he said out loud. Then added, at everyone’s confusion, “Hey I don’t get it either, but we still haven’t gotten Dumbledore to explain it to us.” There were claps and roars of laughter from some as Harry finally took his seat again.

McGonagall was unfrozen and then restrained by Remus and Axel from choking the life out of Harry, then from choking it out of Axel. Finally she realized the scene she was making and stepped casually forward.

“Well then I guess it’s FINALLY time for us to move to the next part,” she said as she fixed herself off. There were still some stray laughs in the back. “When I call your name, please step forward and present your wand,” she instructed and began to call names in alphabetical order. When they passed she handed them a diploma then conjured a spell around their wand to that marked them as graduates of Hogwarts. Hermione went first, then Neville, then Harry carefully inched his way forward.

“Harry James Potter, Congratulations Mr. Potter, we are very happy to see you go,” McGonagall said as she cast the spell and handed Harry the diploma as civilly as she could muster.

“Thank you Headmistress, I will be sure to leave my mark on this school,” he jested.

“I am sure you’ve accomplished that already,” she said worriedly.

“I might have one last surprise left for Hogwarts,” Harry replied and then went back to his seat leaving McGonagall severely concerned.”}{

Rose went up next, Harry observed she was quiet, her mind still in turmoil. At least it looked like she would stay out of the fight. It almost seemed like he had told her at the perfect time; this confusion put her out of action.

Ron went last to the roar of the Weasley clan, and then the ceremony was at an end.

McGonagall then said, “Congratulations Hogwarts graduates” and they all shot sparks in the air with their wands. The twins unleashed the full range of fireworks they were capable of to the horror and amusement of the crowds. Their mother was still on cloud 9 drying her tears and didn’t react.

“Please graduates take your seats at the tables, the meal shall be served forthwith” McGonagall explained.

Harry, Hermione, Ron and Neville went to sit with the Weasley’s, Hermione’s parents, and Neville’s grandmum all in one table. Soon Remus and Tonks joined them as well.

“Well Harry, your father and Sirius would be proud. That was definitely a Marauder speech” Remus said as he smacked the back of Harry’s head.

“Ow, bloody hell Mooney, no need to get rough” Harry replied.

“Yes there is” Remus replied stifling a grin.

“O quit it Remus, you know it was funny” Tonks said as she laughed a bit. “It was brilliant Harry” he added.

“Yea mate” George began.

“Made us proud you did” Fred continued.

“Even put Minny in her place” George said causing many to laugh.

“And made sure to advertize our business” Fred added.

“Brilliant work all the way” George went on.

“Couldn’t have done it better ourselves” Fred joked.

“Yea, we value our lives too much” George finished and all laughed.

McGonagall, on the other hand, had elected to stay away and eat with the teachers as was tradition. That insured she didn’t try to kill Harry.

There were congratulations all around but Harry’s mind was elsewhere.

Rose had vanished again. Harry searched for her with his eyes and saw her heading back to the Common Room. He knew that right now, she had no allies, no friends. Her family was a psychopath who would be arriving shortly and her boyfriend was…well…complicated. The meal progressed as goblets of pumpkin juice and Butterbeer were passed around. Harry watched with interest as people drank from them. Tomorrow they would have the farewell banquet, but today everyone was celebrating them. But in order for tomorrow to come, Harry had taken a step ahead and had the elves spike the goblets with a little something extra.

Hermione nudged Harry, Slughorn raised his goblet with a sober nod towards him. Hermione also detected it.

“Harry, did you spike the drinks?” she asked soberly.

“Yes,” he replied plainly.

“With what?” Hermione replied, controlling herself.

“Well, if I knew I couldn’t trust them, in other words, if they are Tom’s accomplices, then a little surprise concoction that I brewed with the help of some very wise friends,” he said, smiling evilly. “Some very Marauderish friends” he added.

“Harry Potter, you will not ruin our…” Hermione began to yell but Harry covered her mouth.

“Mione, trust me, this isn’t about a prank,” Harry said.

Hermione furrowed her brow and stopped trying to scream. “Then what is this about?” she asked.

“This one time, Hermione, don’t ask questions and just trust me. This is what has to be done.” Harry said grimly.

The tone he used added with his words convinced Hermione to drop it. The meal progressed merrily, and Harry smiled and laughed throughout it. When it was over, Harry quickly got up and started to head out.

Hermione put her hand on his shoulder as a thought dashed through her mind. “Harry, what did you put into the goblets of those that you could trust?” she asked.

Harry tried to shake her off and ignore the question.

“Harry,” she said grimly.

“Felix Falacis,” Harry replied softly without turning, and then they quickly moved away.

“Luck potion? Why would he give everyone a luck potion?” she pondered, and then it hit her. “Unless…” she quickly turned to the Weasleys and everyone else that was at the table.

“Wand in hand,” she whispered.

Tonks immediately reacted and got hold of hers.

“What is going on, Hermione?” Remus asked seriously as he restrained Tonks.

“Something is wrong. Harry just dashed out of here after telling me he put Felix Falacis in the goblets of everyone he trusts,” she explained as she had her wand ready.

Remus quickly analyzed the implications of such an action. “But why wouldn’t he say anything to us?” Remus replied quickly.

Hermione only remained silent as both their minds reached one single conclusion.

“He wouldn’t be that foolish…what am I saying, he is the son of James Potter and the godchild of Sirius Black; foolish is genetically engraved in him along with idiotic levels of courage and selflessness,” he concluded. He quickly dashed to McGonagall who was speaking with Slughorn.

“Are you sure, Horace?” she asked with a look of impending dread on her face.

“Yes, Minerva, I am positive; this is Felix Falacis, and it’s in all our goblets,” he said gravely.

“But why would anyone do that, and who would go to the trouble of giving us all luck for a day?” she asked and then saw Remus dashing towards her and it hit her. She looked around the room, everyone of the Black Marauders was there except Rose and…Harry.

“What has he done Remus?” McGonagall said as the answer was already forming in her mind.

“Wands in hand” was Lupin’s reply.

McGonagall quickly processed that statement and all its implications. “He wouldn’t” she whispered. Then she thought about it, and for the first time in a long time she cursed, “Bloody hell, he would. It is what Albus would have done” she said.

“Sonorous” she said to her throat as the ground shook. “Everyone who loves Hogwarts, draw your wands, the final battle is upon us” she said gravely as there was a boom.

Harry had already reached his room and changed into his battle gear as the sun went down and it happened. The earth shook and there was an ear shattering boom. The defenses, the barriers, had fallen.

“And so it begins” he said gravely.

Everyone in the Great Hall was in a state of panic and confusion, everyone except the Marauders, the Teachers, the Order, and Dumbledore’s Army. When they heard the call to arms there was no doubt or hesitation in their actions.

“Everyone prepare for battle” Hermione ordered and that command was relayed to the DA. They in turn relayed it to their parents. They didn’t understand, but they trusted their children, so they drew their wands.

McGonagall rushed towards the doors of the Great hall, everyone soon followed her actions. But there was a flash in front of them as many Slytherins and their parents stood in front of the doors.

“I am afraid that will not be possible” Malfoy said snidely.

It was then when there was a chuckle in the background, and that chuckle grew into laughter that spread.

Malfoy looked perplexed until he looked over to his right and noticed that his accomplices were now all canary yellow and had the words “Traitor” in bold red on their foreheads.

“What the pwuaca bloody hell, is happening to pwuaca us?” he asked as the clucks of a chicken started to emit from their mouths. Feathers quickly started to grow on them as well.

McGonagall cracked a smile as others laughed heartily. “Seems like we know who not to trust then. Curse them” she said viciously as everyone looked for the closest yellow clucking person and began to shoots spells at them.

McGonagall, along with some of the teachers headed through the main doors. Hermione saw this and signaled the Black Marauders to follow. When they reached the main doors they stood open. The quickly rushed out and found that McGonagall and the teachers were frozen in place.

“Good Merlin save us all” McGonagall said out loud.

“What is she…?” Ron began but then his eyes adjusted to the Twilight and he saw in the dying rays of the sun the cause…the army.

Hordes upon hordes of masked individuals. Giants, werewolves, vampires, Dementors, and other dark magical creatures were marching on Hogwarts.

“How?” Lupin asked in terror.

Axel calmly looked on, “Voldemort has managed to gain the favor of the Army of the Crimson Darkness” he replied nonchalantly.

At those words all the adults cringed in true horror as did Hermione.

“Good Merlin, no, we are doomed” Hermione said as she unconsciously backed and then fell to the ground.

"Hermione, what the bloody hell are you going on about? Who is the Army of the Crimson whatever?" Ron asked perplexed as Neville and Seamus tried to help her out.

Hermione was too scared to scold him. "History of Magic, the greatest evil army ever assembled under one individual. Nearly conquered the world, but one man defeated their Lord and they vanished. Without his leadership they scattered and hid," she replied.

"Who was it?" Neville asked as he too tried to fight the terror within him.

"The one that defeated him, that would have been Dumbledore," Axel replied as he sighed. "This is troublesome, the harlot pulled out all the stops," he thought to himself.

"And the defeated?" Seamus said dreading the answer.

"Grindenwald," McGonagall said as she too sank to the ground. The combined forces of Grindenwald and Voldemort were way beyond anything that they would be able to handle. Hogwarts would fall.

Ginny stepped forward ignoring everyone else and searched the field. It was there that she saw him. Standing alone in the middle of the field, wand in one hand, and the black sword Axel had given him for Christmas in the other. "He is bloody out of his mind," she whispered.

They all were shaken by Ginny’s words and followed her line of sight.

"Good Merlin," McGonagall gasped.

"Blood Idiot," Remus said out loud.

"What is he thinking?" Tonks added as they all moved towards him.

Harry sensed them approaching, and he took out the stone that Axel had given him and placed it in an empty slot on the blade of his sword. He then planted the blade in the ground behind him. He took five steps forward, and a pillar of light surged from the blade; then there was a blast as the pillar expanded sideways and around the incoming army, finally closing behind them. Then above them, a dome formed. The army did not falter; they just kept marching forwards, ignoring what had just happened.

The group finally reached where Harry was and ran into the barrier. They pounded their fists against it, but it was solid and it was a good ten feet thick.

“Harry James Potter, what the bloody hell are you doing?” Remus shouted.

Harry turned and smiled at him. “Fulfilling my destiny,” he replied simply.

“Are you insane, Harry? Do you want to die?” Tonks screamed at him.

“No, Tonks, I have no intention of dying. I will fight and I will win,” he replied back.

“Harry, that is impossible; there is no way you can stand up to even a fraction of all of them,” Hermione said with tears in her eyes.

“Relax, Spitfire. I know what I am doing. Axel, thanks for the barrier. I think it will do the job nicely.” Harry continued.

Everyone looked at Axel.

“Professor Canem, you knew about this?” McGonagall asked shocked‑shocked?…

Axel calmly removed his hands, “First of all he is not a boy; he is a man. Second of all I told him this was insane, that taking on all of them would be difficult.” He replied calmly.

“Difficult? Are you bloody mad? This is blooming insanity,” Ron said, joining in with Lupin.

“You let Harry go in there and fight alone. You are a bloody coward,” Ginny said as he smacked Axel.

“Technically he is not alone.” Axel replied as if nothing had happened.

Then he looked towards Harry and saw that a small black lizard was standing on his shoulder.

“What good is an iguana going to do?” Tonks said out loud.

Shadow heard her; he turned his head and shot a pure‑black flame that was so strong it even bent the barrier.

Harry turned, “Hum, yep this shield will definitely do.” He commented.

Tonks meanwhile had hidden behind Remus.

“I wouldn’t recommend ever calling a Black Emperor Dragon an Iguana; they might just take offense to that,” Axel said calmly.

“Ok, so he has an extremely large and nearly invulnerable dragon with him; that still is rather cross odds against an army.” Hermione shouted at him as she joined the mob.

“Stop it. This is how I wanted things. You have to take care of the Death‑Eaters inside; granted it should be easy, considering right about now they should be experiencing one of my potions’ more…interesting side effects. I put in a mild laxative.” Harry said with a sly grin.

“Harry, who are you kidding?” Axel replied with the same grin.

“Alright, alright, I put in Troll laxative; they should be shitting like crazy right now.” Harry said as they both laughed heartily.

“They are both insane and idiotic,” McGonagall said in utter shock.

"Well that was good for a laugh, time to get down to business," Harry said getting serious.

"Remember, Harry, take out the snake first," Axel reminded him.

"Roger that, teach," Harry said with a salute and a smile. "Good luck everyone, see you soon. And if I don’t, well I love you all," he said and then vanished.

Harry appeared in front of the approaching army. Voldemort was leading them and slithering in front of him was Nagini.

"Hello Tom, how are you doing this fine evening?" Harry said politely as Shadow silently crawled down Harry and began to move towards Nagini.

"Insolent child," he said launching a curse towards him.

Harry easily moved out of the way.

"You know Tom, it’s a good thing you came. I was just aching to pay you a visit," Harry chuckled.

"Oh really, and why is that, Harry? And do refer to me as Lord Voldemort," he replied.

"Sorry, Tom, can’t do that. In any case the reason I wanted to visit is to return some trinkets of yours I found lying about," he said as he dropped the diary in front of him and then began to pace a bit.

Voldemort watched closely; he knew about the diary, it was meaningless.

"That one I got thanks to Malfoy. Heard you got rather mad at him for getting it ruined. I must say you were an ass even when you were young," Harry commented and dodged another curse without looking.

Then he dropped the locket. This made Voldemort fidget a bit. "Even your own men were stealing from you. Regulus Black, even a bloody Black was conspiring against you," he said with a smile.

"Yes, I did enjoy killing him, but I was not aware that besides being a traitor he was also a thief," he hissed in return.

"Speaking of thieves, your one to talk," he said dropping Hufflepuffs cup. "Even before you were Voldemort you were killing and taking what didn’t belong to you," he said chuckling.

Voldemort was now visibly irritated. "Where did you get that cup?" he asked angrily.

"Your home, well the Orphanage you lived in. This one on the other hand is straight from your real home," Harry said dropping the ring on the ground.

Voldemort paled, if the ones before were a coincidence, this proved that it wasn’t. Harry Potter knew his secret and he had already taken out four out of the six.

"No Tommy boy, your wrong. You see that one was destroyed by Dumbledore himself. And I haven’t gotten four. I have gotten five," he said dropping the pensive onto the ground as he expanded it once he took it out of his pocket where he had shrunk then hid it.

Voldemort now looked pale with fear. "How did you?" he stuttered.

"Dumbledore figured it out, I just finished the job," Harry said smiling at him evilly. "Now I can enjoy killing you," he mused.

Voldemort breathed again. He forgot the snake, Nagini was still ok.

There was a loud roar that shocked everyone, and Shadow regained his true form; he blasted a flame full force onto the ground. Twenty or so Death‑Eaters were instantly consumed by the flame and reduced to ash on the intense heat of the black flames. Another fifty were boiled alive by the heat that it emanated.

Voldemort looked back, and there, on the ground, he saw a crater where the dragon had fired. There was a sudden green flash that came up from the ash and then it returned to blackness.

“Scratch that, now I am six for six. Now I can kill you,” Harry said with an evil smile as Voldemort looked at him with eyes of fear and hatred.

“ATTACK,” he screamed. His Death‑Eaters and allies that had been waiting for his command dashed towards Harry and Shadow.

Voldemort had told them to hold, to leave Potter to him, but now, things had changed and he felt death knocking at his door.

The next few seconds went by in a flash as Voldemort moved back quickly, and Harry had to struggle to move between Death‑Eaters and avoid getting cursed. He found it impossible, so he started to fight them head on. In the middle of the Death‑Eater army he began to tear off arms and legs, pressing points that would leave them paralyzed for life. But the army kept closing in on him, and he had lost sight of Voldemort.

Vampires swooped down and tried to grab him; their speed was much faster than the Death‑Eaters but still not a match for Harry’s. He ripped off their heads and then shoved them into whatever was close by, be it a Death‑Eater or monster.

Harry knew that there were innocents mixed in with the Death‑Eaters; they were under something like the Imperious curse but much stronger. He saw that their energy patterns were messed up and had a tangle of a spell over their consciousness. Harry took care to defeat them carefully, crushing certain power points to break the spell and then flinging them towards a certain spot in the shield. When he gathered a good group of them, he pulled the force field over them, leaving the mountain of unconscious forms outside of it using the spell he learned from Axel. Close to half the Death‑Eater forces were innocents under this spell, so the field was slowly getting less crowded.

Shadow meanwhile was viciously attacking the army with his flame. With their combined magic they were doing a good job protecting themselves, though they were tiring and some that had fallen out of the dome they had enchanted were turned to ash instantly.

Voldemort looked on and fear oozed from his every poor. “What has he become? How is it that he is doing this? How is it that this happened?” he questioned in his mind as hundreds of other questions invaded his thoughts while Harry destroyed all in his path.

Meanwhile, outside the barrier, McGonagall and Tonks had returned to fight inside the castle. The battle there was much less violent; in fact, it was already ending as the Death‑Eaters were viciously struggling to get out and get to a bathroom, some even surrendering outright. The most lethal part of the potion had come into effect.

Slughorn laughed as he saw that some were already too late.

"Professor, what happened?" the Headmistress asked as she noticed the foul stench and the less intense battle.

"Seems like Mr. Potter doused the culprits with a very, very potent laxative," Slughorn chuckled. Of course he left out that it was one he invented and that was specifically used for high level pranking. In less than 30 minutes the trouble had been solved inside the castle.

Aurors and the Minister appeared at that moment as they had flooded into the Headmistress's office through the emergency connection that was always in place.

"Alright, let’s get these Death Eaters," shouted the Minister.

"Minister, we already caught them," Arthur Weasley said as he started to run outside.

"What? How?" the Minister questioned.

McGonagall passed him turned, "Please escort them out of my school, I have other more important things to deal with," she said in a hurry.

"Can someone take the time to tell me what is going on?" the Minister shouted as the Aurors were confused as well.

"Yes, Minister," Tonks said standing at attention and then gave a brief report of what was going on inside. "So in other words Potter anticipated the enemy attack somehow and potioned the traitors in here. My sources indicate he is a powerful Legilemens," she summarized and explained so that there wouldn’t be too many questions for Harry later.

"Indeed, normally that would be frowned upon but given his history I find it is very warranted to be on the lookout," the Minister said formally. "So where is our young hero?" the Minister asked.

"Please follow me, Minister," Tonks asked politely.

When they finally got outside they saw that the peace that existed inside was definitely not the same as outside. Fire and spells were flashing all around the dome. Wizards were being launched into the air and body parts were flying. The Death Eaters in their hateful rage, stupidity, and desperation were now letting the spells fly freely without considering who they hit. The only ones that remained calm and to the side were the members of the Crimson Darkness whose leader calmly watched on.

“Good Merlin we are doomed” the Minister said as he saw the size of the army before him.

“Don’t worry Minister we are all safe as there is a barrier that is keeping them all at bay” Tonks informed.

“So how many are there fighting inside?” he said as he saw the onslaught.

“One” Tonks said as she watched in awe as did everyone at the damage Harry was causing.

“ONE!?!?!? Who was bloody idiotic enough to do that? And how the bloody hell is he managing to cause all that destruction?” the Minister said shocked.

“Well two if you count the black dragon that just blew a hole in the chest of that last giant with a fireball. And the other is Harry Potter, as to how he is doing it. I couldn’t say exactly, but he appears to be doing a brilliant job” Tonks summarized as she as well as others stepped up to the barrier to watch the battle in all its horrible splendor.

McGonagall watched on, “How is he doing this Remus?” she asked in awe.

“I don’t know, this is beyond human, beyond monster. But it’s frightening. He is destroying without hesitation, killing without mercy” Remus said in a voice far older than his years.

“He isn’t killing humans, the Death Eaters and the monsters are doing that. As for monsters, they choose to follow Voldemort, their unlife is forfeit” Axel said coldly.

Everyone looked at him with horror.

“You did this!” Hermione reprimanded as she rushed to slap him.

Axel looked at her with unwavering eyes and then looked at each. “You asked me to keep him alive, you asked me to prepare a warrior, you asked me to get him ready for war. HE asked me to do this to him. Now see me deliver. This is war. The true horror is to come still, the true war is yet to begin” Axel said grimly.

McGonagall looked at him in horror, “Monster” she whispered.

“You corrupted him, you made him into a killer” Remus shouted.

Axel just smiled, “Remus, I took a scared near suicidal boy, and turned him into a warrior. He CHOOSE this form of battle, he CHOOSE this fate. He wanted to keep all of you as far from danger as possible. This is more his plan than mine” Axel lied, but in was true in a way. Harry choose to fight alone.

“But this is suicide” Ron argued.

“And even if he survives, his soul will likely be destroyed” McGonagall added as she contained her desire to hit the man in front of her.

“Like I said he is sparing the lives of the humans and only killing those monsters which he has no other choice but to kill. This death is caused by the fear and anger of their army. Harry isn’t doing it” Axel insisted.

They were going to continue arguing with him but a close by blast drew their attention.

Voldemort looked on as his army was being decimated. He couldn’t see Harry, but he could hear the results of his actions as his soldiers screamed in exquisite agony and exploded in showers of blood as limbs were torn off. At the same time he could hear the cries of fury and confusion as his own men attacked each other with their vilest curses trying to hit Harry. He saw that the Crimson Darkness stood by idly.

"What are you doing? Attack Potter," Voldemort ordered.

"I am afraid that is not yet possible," said the leader in a heavy accent.

"His powers are strong, but they are not yet complete," said the man behind the leader.

"Indeed, we can still battle him," said the leader.

"Well then do it," Voldemort ordered.

"Not yet, we need to tire him out more," the leader replied.

And indeed Harry was tiring; he had experienced similar battles but the sheer numbers were daunting. Additionally, they normally held their spells to avoid hitting each other; in their present terror they were firing wildly and freely, so he therefore needed to concentrate twice the energy he normally used in order to avoid the spells. Finally there was the fact he had to slow down to fight monsters who were tougher and at times faster than the Death‑Eaters.

"This is never ending," he mumbled to himself. Slowly their numbers started to dwindle as a blood‑red fool moon rose above them, as if the sky itself was crying tears of blood for the world. Harry unconsciously slowed as his muscles began to cramp.

"Now!" screamed the leader of the Crimson Darkness. All the members drew their wands and began to chant a spell that was in an incomprehensible language.

The air thinned, the air got cold, Harry felt his power and speed draining.

“Attack him now!” Voldemort screamed in utter ecstasy as he saw his Harry finally slowed down.

Dementors swooped down as all wands now trained on Harry. He focused all his power on his sight. It was incredibly draining, but time stopped as did his body, his mind though raced as milliseconds became eternal to his mind. He looked around, he was surrounded by spells coming toward him. From above the Dementors were closing in fast.

“What the bloody hell happened?” Harry thought. As he saw around he found the problem very quickly. The Wind energy, and the Fire energy around him was being sucked up by a spell cast by the Crimson Darkness. He probed their minds and found quite a big surprise.

“That bloody bastard, I knew he was dark” he grumbled in his head. The spell they were using was one that Grindenwald himself used. Apparently he had powers similar to those Harry had, but very much different at the same time. Still the result was the same, the power he needed was not there for him to take.

Harry quickly thought through his options as he rapidly felt how his energy was leaving him. He could use the power of Earth and take the hit, but there was too much magic aimed at him. Water to dodge but there were too many spells to dodge. Healing with life would be out of the question. Fire and Wind which would enhance his speed were not available. He looked for his dragon, and soon found Shadow at the other end of the battlefield.

"Bloody crap, I’m proper fucked," he grumbled to himself. He looked all around for anything to help him, his energy rapidly going and his mind fearing the moment it would. It was in this chaos that he suddenly saw something, close to the sword, lying on the ground, and behind it, Axel smiling darkly. Harry smiled and looked around once again; he would need a second, just one second, he made a plan and then dropped his power.

"ACCIO BLACK SUPERNOVA," Harry shouted as he drew one of his wands and the broom that was on the lawn shot to him at an incredible rate. The spell met with the magic already in the broom that was designed for the very purpose of the quickest summoning to the hand of the rider possible. Harry dodged five killing curses with the power of Water, then changed to Earth, took three strong stunners that were deflected mostly by his armor and the rest by the power of Earth and in that one second his hand met the handle. Harry willed it to accelerate to full blast and he focused the power of Earth to his hand. There was a sonic boom. Everyone in the close vicinity was thrown back, and those that were farther off ducked and covered at the incredibly loud explosion.

Voldemort and the leader of the Crimson Darkness quickly got back on their feet and searched for Harry.

"Where the bloody hell is that boy?" Voldemort asked angrily.

The other shouted angry words in another language as his followers got off the ground and helped search.

Harry in the meantime was flying quicker than the eye could see around the inside of the barrier. He was getting his breath back and resting a bit while he formed a plan. But it would not be that easily, his anxiety, his desperation, his fear, wee reeking up the air and there were some creatures that could feel him, even if they couldn’t see him.

Harry felt cold, and soon saw why, every Dementor was now quickly flying up to him, the only one they were authorized to eat, and right now, he looked very appetizing.

Harry gathered every negative thought he could, his anger, sadness, hatred, all the pain he felt because of Voldemort. His parents’ death, the death of Cedric, the betrayal of Wormtail and Snape, Sirius going through the veil, and the fact that Voldemort was preventing his love. All of it mixed inside of him like a dark cloud, he drew both his wands. “NECRO PATRONUM” he shouted and 5 lions flew out from each of his wands. The ten barreled towards the Dementors that were already trying to retreat. But it was too late, they were being consumed incredibly fast by the very dark and destructive Death Patronesses.

He had stopped but for an instant, but already some spells were heading towards him. His scream and the blasts had ratted him out. He raced fast again as he reveled in seeing the creatures that had tormented him run for their lives. Harry stopped again and shot more of them out, raced, the stopped one last time. The thirty beast now barreled in the air killing off every single one of the creatures till there were none left.

Voldemort watched in a mix of anger and fear from down below as he tried to undo the spell that Harry had cast; they looked like Patronesses, but he never saw one behave like that. He had never heard of anything that could destroy a Dementor.

"Ancient magic," the leader of the Crimson Darkness said sounding unimpressed.

Harry viewed the battlefield. The Death Eaters were almost all defeated. Some were still chaotically shooting spells, others were trying to dig their way out of the barrier, some were running around trying to avoid Shadow, and just a few were near Voldemort, Lucius, and Bellatrix; they were looking up waiting for Harry to appear. The monsters were all but defeated; they had attacked Shadow and Harry first and had paid for it dearly, the few that remained cowered and swore for mercy.

"Well then, that just leaves them to take care of," Harry said as he viewed the group of the Crimson Darkness and Voldemort. He dove full speed and the sonic boom knocked them to the ground. In that instant he felt all the energy that was being blocked return to him. It confirmed what he had figured; they were the ones blocking his power.

Harry swooped down next to Shadow. "Shadow, get them over there," he ordered and then rushed up again. The dragon growled his understanding and flew up then crashed down in front of the Crimson Darkness.

"This is not in the plan," the leader said in a thick accent. "Raise a shield," he ordered as all of them raised their wands and felt the onslaught of a direct blast from the dragon. His black flame twisted and warped their shield but didn’t break it.

Voldemort rushed to the right with his few followers, away from the angered dragon. "That bloody thing is a menace," he growled.

"Indeed it is a good thing we don’t have to deal with it," Lucius purred.

Harry saw his chance, and he dove down towards Voldemort. Unfortunately, his move was anticipated.

"Nectum Obliteratei Kraken!" he screamed and pointed his wand toward where he thought Harry was coming.

Harry saw the wand pointed at him, heard a spell he didn’t know. Instinct kicked in as his eyesight saw an energy ball coming towards him, a very large one that looked dangerous. He immediately swerved right but the explosion pushed him down toward the ground at a breakneck pace. He crashed and then looked up to see the blast emanating a dark blue fire where he was just a fraction of a second ago.

"If that had hit me, I would be dead," Harry murmured to himself. "What the bloody hell was that?" Harry added more loudly.

He didn’t have much time to think about it as Voldemort sent another blast to where he fell. Harry quickly sped away from the spot on the broom and was blasted upwards this time. When the smoke cleared, he saw a huge crater on the ground. Those that laid wounded or paralyzed were reduced to nothingness.

Shadow meanwhile kept blasting the Crimson Darkness, thankfully keeping them occupied.

Harry moved faster again; he circled as he tried to come up with a plan.

"Now, now Harry, do sit still and let me blast you into oblivion. I saved this spell just for such an auspicious occasion," Voldemort shouted evilly as he sent the spell up into the air again and again.

{"corrected_text":"“Fat chance of that you bloody idiot,” Harry screamed as he moved faster and anticipated where the blast was going to come from. If he kept at that height, then he would have enough time to move out of the way of the blast. He doubted that even using all the power he had of Earth he would be able to survive that blast’s power.\n\n“What the bloody hell is that spell?” shouted McGonagall.\n\n“I’ve never seen anything like that in my studies of the Dark Arts,” Remus replied.\n\n“Nor have I,” Hermione said sadly. “I really need to read more of the Restricted Section,” she added angrily.\n\n“Hermione is books all you can think about. Harry is getting his arse handed to him. We are lucky he is a great Seeker, otherwise he would be dead right now,” Ron interjected.\n\n“All you can think about is Quidditch,” Hermione retorted.\n\n“Quidditch is life woman,” Ron replied.\n\n“Technically you wouldn’t be able to find it in any book,” Axel interjected ignoring the fight that was about to start.\n\nEveryone looked at him expectantly.\n\n“It is a very old spell, one of the darkest ever created. If anything he probably found it in a pyramid, or a cave. It is older than the creation of books; it might be even older than that of scrolls,” he replied, though he knew exactly where he had learned it and it wasn’t from anything written.\n\n“Is there any way to block it?” McGonagall asked expectantly.\n\n“In theory there are several ways,” Axel replied.\n\n“Which are?” Remus shouted as he grabbed Axel’s robes.\n\n“The only one that Harry can do is the one he is doing right now, getting the hell out of the way,” Axel replied simply.\n\n“I hate you,” Remus growled frustrated as he went back to watching the fight.”}

“You’re detestable,” McGonagall added as she too looked away.

Axel chuckled and watched on. “They haven’t even seen the worst yet,” he thought.

Voldemort looked around and found that he had no worthy allies to count on…none except…them. With an evil smile he shot a spell up into the air. On the opposite side of the barrier a group of invisible figures suddenly came into sight. Ten dark figures, to be more exact, had stood silently watching with nonexistent eyes.

Now their wands trained on Harry shot the same curse Voldemort was using. Harry felt something coming and he turned just in time to see death approaching. He sped downwards, gravity pushing him faster. The blast pushed his broom even faster towards the ground as he pulled everything out of the dive that threatened to leave him as a pancake on the ground. At the last second he pulled out but his legs scraped the ground and he fell off the broom rolling far away from it.

Harry saw the group of ten heavily disfigured Dementor‑like creatures fan out and approach him with wands drawn. He drew both his wands and shot stunners that did nothing to them. “Bloody hell, what the fuck are those things?” he cursed. He shot the next spell that came to mind. “Sectumsempra,” he screamed, and the slashing curse hit one hard. He fell to the ground but quickly got back up as Harry saw how the wound healed in an instant.

Voldemort held back his spell and mentally ordered the creatures to do the same.

Harry rushed towards one and started to pummel it mercilessly using his power. When he was good and destroyed he jumped back as two of them approached him with wands drawn but not shooting anything. The battered pulp reformed the creature in a matter of a few seconds and the rejoined the fray.

“Is there no bloody way to defeat these things” Harry said angrily as one last idea flowed into his head.

“Shadow, blast them” Harry ordered and the black dragon stopped aiming at the Crimson Darkness and instead aimed at the creatures. He let out one blast and then went back to blasting Grindenwald’s former followers.

The blast destroyed the ground as it approached the figures who just stood there and took the blast. Three of them were reduced to ash. Harry looked on pleased, that is, until the ashes started to swirl and reform the creatures.

Voldemort had seen enough. “I am sorry Harry, but they are indestructible. And now you meet your end” he said with an evil laugh.

They all shot the curse at him at the same time. Harry thankfully had regained the power of Wind since the Crimson Darkness was occupied in avoiding becoming ash under Shadow’s fire. He moved towards a free space but he was met with a fist in his stomach, a dead fist. As he looked up, he saw the empty face of one of the creatures and felt a rib crack under the impact as he was thrown back by the punch and then forward by the blast of the spells. Bodies flew everywhere as they didn’t care for the fallen they destroyed with the spell. Harry breathed in heavily as he used the power of Life to patch up the wound and dull the pain.

"What the hell just happened?" he shouted but had no time to ponder as he ran out of the way of the spell again. It was then he saw it, two of the creatures were moving at his sides as fast as he was. "Oh crap," he said as he stopped and then dashed the opposite way just as they hit each other with the spell and were engulfed in the blue explosion.

Harry stopped and tried to regain his composure, only to see that the two destroyed attackers were already beginning to reform. He was so focused on this he didn’t notice that Voldemort, the other eight creatures, and the Death Eaters that stood behind their master all shot their deadliest cursed towards Harry. Harry snapped out of his daze in time to see his end. He couldn’t run this time, it was too late. He closed his eyes, and made a silent prayer that someone would finish what he started. He saw his parents, Sirius, his friends, Dumbledore, everything good in his life flashed in his mind. Then Rose, she would be stuck as she was, how he loved her. His body felt limp, and the darkness grew blacker. He waited for the blast, he waited for the pain, but neither came. He fell to the ground on his ass hard.

"Oww, what the bloody hell," he said as he opened his eyes and he was face to face with Alexander Canem.

"Am I dead?" Harry asked.

"Did that hurt?" Axel retorted.

"Yea," Harry replied honestly.

"Then my money is on no, you are not dead." Axel replied chuckling.

Harry looked around, everyone was frozen. There were looks of horror in the faces of those that loved him as they watched on. Time had stopped.

"What happened? Why has time stopped?" Harry asked.

“Let’s start by what happened. Look behind you,” Axel said.

Harry did so only to jump back in shock. There he was, his body frozen with its eyes closed as the spells were already upon him. Once time started again, he would be reduced to nothingness.

“OK that is really disturbing” was all Harry could say as the shock hadn’t faded.

“Now as to why time has stopped, it is because you now have a choice to make, Harry,” Axel explained.

Harry sighed and growled, “Why do I have the impression I am not going to like this one bit?” he said as he sat on the ground and looked at Axel attentively.

“First option: you die now, the shield goes down and your friends face those things. All hell breaks loose, and Voldemort wins,” Axel said simply.

“Wait, you can’t possibly know that for sure?” Harry protested.

“But I can,” Axel retorted.

“How?” Harry asked back.

“Not telling,” Axel said simply with a smirk.

“Fine, but if you fight they should all die easily,” Harry reasoned.

“But I am not gonna fight,” Axel replied.

“Why not?” Harry asked outraged.

“Just can’t,” Axel concluded and chuckled.

Harry growled and let out a yell in frustration. “Fine! What is option number two?” Harry asked impatiently.

Axel grew serious, “Harry I told you that if you choose to fight alone, without involving any of your friends and allies, there would be a price. Now is the time to pay it,” he said grimly.

Harry covered his eyes. “Ok and what will I gain if I pay this price?” he replied.

“You gain the power to defeat all your enemies,” Axel said simply.

Harry smiled darkly, “So what’s it going to cost me? My soul?” he chuckled.

Axel stood silent.

“Your joking right? You want my soul!?!?” Harry asked in shock.

Axel started to laugh maniacally, “Yes, Harry you must give me your soul” he said.

Harry was aghast.

“Oh shut up you bastard, of course it’s now your soul” Axel said laughing normally now.

Harry sighed in relief, but his temper flared quickly. “Then what the bloody hell is it?” he shouted.

“Time” Axel replied simply.

“So what I will die younger?” Harry asked still a bit miffed/

“No, you will age at half the speed of a regular wizard. So you will live twice as long” Axel replied.

Harry looked at him and raised an eyebrow, “Your playing with me again aren’t you, you bloody fucking bastard” he shouted.

“Watch the language Potter, just cause I ain’t your Professor anymore doesn’t mean you should talk like street trash” Axel replied.

Harry raised an eyebrow indicating he should elaborate.

“Oh come on Harry, you aren’t that dense are you?” Axel replied.

Harry was about to protest but Axel cut him off by lifting his hand.

“Harry, you will live to see your friends die of old age. And you will look like your half their age. You will live to see your children and their children get old and die of old age. Let’s say you have children at 30, and they have children at 30. When your children turn 100 you will be 130 and you will look like your 65, when your grandchildren turn 100 you’ll be 160 and you will look like your 80. It is no small sacrifice you are asked to make. You will bury your friends and your wife, then your children and then your grandchildren” Axel explained.

Harry finally understood; he lay on the ground speechless as he contemplated his options. “Isn’t much of a choice is it?” Harry replied after considering it.

“Well, I never said it would be an easy choice,” Axel replied.

“Oh no, that is not what I mean. The choice is obvious, of course I’ll take the second option. So what if I get to bury them when they are old, better than they being buried when they are young?” Harry said as he got up. “So what do I have to do?” he asked enthused.

Axel chuckled, “Well then, when you get back to your body, you need to combine all six of the Stone’s powers inside of you all at once. That will unleash all your power and change your body. When that happens your body will slow down its aging and you will gain the powers needed to win,” he explained.

“Ok and how the bloody hell do I do that? I have never combined two powers as once, let alone six, and I have to get it right on the first try.” Harry protested.

“You have done it before with three,” Axel explained as suddenly Harry saw the memory of him defending Rose from Draco’s goons in his mind.

“Ok but I had no idea what I was doing. How do I do that now?” Harry asked anxiously.

“Simple, just think of all the people you want to protect, think of them destroyed. Channel that rage into a single action. Think only of using all that anger and using all your power to defeat your enemies. Visualize all the elements mixing within you, feel them all flow from inside you and into you from outside you. Your instincts will take care of the rest.” Axel said confidently.

“Ok, fine, what about those creatures, any idea how to beat them? They just keep coming back no matter what I do to them,” Harry questioned.

“The necromages? Attack them with all six elements at the same time; their bodies will explode as you deny their energies using your energies,” Axel explained as if all that made sense.

“OK then, in other words, just hit em with everything all at once,” Harry simplified.

“Basically,” Axel chuckled.

“So how do I do this?” Harry asked.

“Just start thinking of combining the elements and then touch the Harry frozen in time,” Axel explained.

Harry did so and suddenly he felt the pain and fatigue in his body that he had not felt before. He pulled all his power in, and once again time stopped. He didn’t try to move; he concentrated and thought of all he wanted to protect as the milliseconds flowed slowly. The anger grew in him, grew hotter than ever before. His will was resolute and ironclad as his will and body begged for power. He began to pull each energy into him, not little by little, but all at once and as much as possible. His thirst for power was insatiable, only that his thirst was for a single purpose: to protect.

The spells hit and an explosion resounded and shook the barrier.

McGonagall fell to the ground and tears began to spring from her eyes.

Hermione buried her bushy head into Ron and began to wail helplessly. Ron just stood there as tears sprang forth.

In the Gryffindor common room there was a girl that fell to her knees and wept quietly. She felt her heart was torn out, split in half, shredded in a blender, and then put on fire. All else vanished from her mind, her very soul was screaming in pain.”

Remus fell back on his ass and looked on heartbroken. It was over, he had failed to protect Harry. He looked around and drew his wand, he trained it on Axel and got up. “YOU! YOU FUCKING UNBELIEAVABLE BASTARD THIS IS YOUR FAULT” he screamed at the top of his lungs. “I am going to kill you” Remus hissed.

“Yea, this is my fault, and I am glad I did it. Though ultimately it was Harry’s choice, he has made it and now he is finally ready” Axel said simply. “Though I don’t understand why you would want to kill me for it” he added with a smile.

“What the bloody hell are you smiling about you bloody asshole, the boy is dead?” McGonagall screamed as she too drew her wand and aimed it at Axel.

“No he is not” Axel replied. “Quite the opposite actually, he is now truly more alive than he has ever been” he chuckled.

“He is bloody mad” Ron said in shock and horror at his former Professor.

“Oh shut up Ron and look for yourself” Axel said smiling as the smoke began to clear.

Harry now stood enveloped in energy, he was standing in mid air, completely unscathed. He let out his energy and the smoke cleared instantly. His face was one of steely determination and controlled rage. The Earth shook, the wind picked up, every fire began to move around him, water swirled at everyone’s feet, nature grew active as the plants and animals grew restless, and the Forest grew restless. That restlessness also grew in the hearts of his enemies, as did peace and hope in the hearts of his allies.

Everyone looked on opened mouth as tears dried. They tried to understand the feelings that now invaded them.

“How?” Voldemort hissed as his fear grew.

“Die” Harry whispered loudly and vanished. An instant later, two of the Necromages began to convulse and shake.

Voldemort began to sweat in fear; something was off. Something he felt he had seen happen before. “Wait, didn’t I have a dozen?” he asked himself, and then the two Necromages burst into dust and didn’t regenerate this time.

Harry could see now, see that they were the opposite of him. Inside they had something like anti‑energy, much weaker than his, but all together at the same time, like a perverse evil version of his six elements. The creatures tried to catch up to him but were too slow. Harry now had immense power; he felt the difference, it was almost as if he were one with everything. Earth made his body strong, fire sped him up and made him more destructive, wind made him much, much faster, water increased his flexibility and his strength, life increased his stamina, healed his wounds, and made his blows all the more deadly, and spirit fueled his mind and spirit as well as projected fear to his enemies, but there was more to it; combined even more power surged from their union. When he used his Kivide now, everything stopped, even the Necromages. He struck the next to mercilessly. Pumping his positive energy into select pressure points and reversing the energy within the creatures leaving nothingness and in nothingness they disappeared. And so he attacked the next too.

With each passing second Voldemort’s fear grew. Indeed he had 12, but something had happened to the first two, and that something was now happening again. As each pair disappeared, he and his men unconsciously took a step back.

"Told you," Axel said looking smug as he crossed his arms as the first two vanished.

McGonagall, Remus, Hermione, Ron, Ginny, and everyone else looked at the man with faces of utter shock.

It was McGonagall who spoke, "What was the price?" she said sadly.

Remus shook out of his shock, "What do you mean what was the price?" Remus asked.

Axel’s smile vanished.

"Dumbledore once told me that when a wizard gains amazing powers at an incredible rate then there is always a price. He paid one, though he never told me what it was," McGonagall replied.

Remus pondered that and looked at Axel, "Dumbledore told me to trust you with Harry, but he also warned me that Harry would grow stronger, but that the stronger he grew, the greater the sacrifice would be. I never questioned him as to what he meant, he always liked being cryptic," he explained.

Axel remained silent.

"Professor Canem, answer the question, what is the price?" McGonagall demanded. Four more Necromages had vanished. As the remaining ones and Voldemort began to shoot their powerful spells uselessly as Harry easily dodged the gigantic explosions that rattled the barrier.

Axel sighed, "The same price Dumbledore paid," he replied simply.

"What do you mean? What was that?" Remus said now angrily. "What did you do to Harry?" he demanded.

"Bloody hell Axel what the hell did you do?" Ron said joining the fray as held his sister back from trying to kill her Professor.

The twins were readying to curse him and launch some sever pranks at him. Everyone seemed to grow anxious and angrily approach Canem.

McGonagall again broke the tension, "You bastard" she whispered.

"It was his choice, Minerva, this way he insured everyone would live unscathed," Axel reasoned.

Remus looked back and McGonagall, "What is it, Minerva? What has this bastard done?" he questioned as sparks began to fly from his wand and many others who were lead, ready to attack.

"Time, Remus, Harry has given us all his time. His happiness for ours, he has taken on a great sadness so that we may live normal lives," she whispered as tears rolled down her eyes.

"What are you saying? You aren’t making any sense. Is he gonna die? What is going on?" Remus stuttered.

McGonagall shook her head, "Quite the opposite, very much the opposite. He has taken on the power of a Sorcerer, and with it, the Sorcerer's lifespan," she nearly sobbed as tears fell from her eyes.

Hermione and Remus gasped as they knew what that meant. Their wands immediately dropped.

McGonagall looked at Axel and whispered, "Who are you? How could you teach him that? That kind of power…only HE had that kind of power. How did you teach it to Harry?"

Ron looked on confused, "Are we cursing him or not? What is all this ruddy Sorcerer business?" he asked as sparks still issued from his wand.

Hermione sobbed, but lifted her head. "Sorcerers are wizards that have great power, power that exceeds comprehension. Somewhat like what the Professor described as the Ancients…" realization dawned on her. "The Ancients became sorcerers first didn’t they?"

Axel smirked, "Too bad school is over, you would be getting points Hermione," he chuckled.

"What the hell are you talking about?" "Ginny now shouted."

"Sorcerers live twice as long as normal wizards do. If Harry has gained that power, then he will also live to see us all under the ground, probably even our children if he dies of old age," Remus said sadly defeated.

"Axel taught us that the Ancients mastered internal and external magic. By learning one, their lives were extended; by learning both they became immortal. In other words, they became Sorcerers and then Ancient Wizards," Hermione summarized, piecing together the two separate lessons.

"Ancients will do fine, Hermione," Axel replied.

This was the first McGonagall and Lupin had heard of this.

"You taught your students Sorcerer-level magic?" Remus said outraged as he grabbed Axel’s robes.

"Only Harry’s classroom, and they only learned spells to do a very, very, very basic form of it," Axel replied calmly.

"That doesn’t look that basic to me," he said, signaling Harry.

"That is because Harry is one of the only two students of Hogwarts that I have trained to be Sorcerers," Axel explained as easily got out of his grasp.

"Two? Who was the other one?" Hermione asked as she looked at him.

"Dumbledore," McGonagall said as all the pieces suddenly fit. "You taught him so he could defeat Grindenwald," she said in a way that was more of a statement than a question.

Everyone looked at him, shocked.

"But that would make you incredibly old," Ron commented.

"Ancient…even," Hermione whispered as the second meaning of that phrase hit her. "You are a…" she started but was stopped by a loud explosion as suddenly the last four Necromages blew up at the same time."

Voldemort was now ready to faint from the fear emanating from him. Harry was on the opposite side of the barrier. He looked over to Shadow who apparently also had a power‑up as the “Crimson Bastards” now look frightened as their shield was failing from the now very much stronger blasts. The leader looked at Harry and immediately recognized the danger.

“It is too late, he has gained the power. Get us out of here,” he ordered loudly and hateful eyes focused on Harry. “Another day Potter,” he thought, and Harry chuckled as he read his mind. One of them placed an artifact at the base of the shield and a hole opened and they all ran through it as quickly as they could. Their shield disappeared and Shadow managed to get a good lot of them, reducing them to ash. Unfortunately Harry watched the leader exit the shield.

“Another day you bloody bastard,” he hissed.

While this was happening, Axel had walked up to the Minister. “Minister, nice weather don’t you think?” he said politely.

“What the bloody hell are you talking about, man?” Scrimgour said in shock at the greeting.

“Well it isn’t it?” Axel replied.

He looked at Axel as if he were a madman. “Harry Potter has just wiped out an army and you want to talk about the weather?” he asked flabbergasted.

Axel sighed exasperatedly and changed his approach, “I know what Harry did; I bloody well taught him how to. And I just wanted to be polite, but since you seem to be in the mood for straight talk, then let me get to the rudding point. Harry and his dragon have laid waste to an army and are about to execute the monster responsible for a lot of death and chaos. I would suggest this would be a very good time for you to do something to facilitate what will happen afterward,” he explained very calmly but with authority as great amounts of power radiated off him, so much so that sparks snapped as electricity started to snap off his clothes.

The Minister slowly backed at the man’s words and his forcefulness. He looked behind him for confirmation from Tonks who was equally frightened as were all those around them; she nodded to say that indeed the man’s words were true, causing him to be even more frightened.

“And how exactly would I do that?” the Scrimgour managed to say meekly.

Axel smiled broadly, “Simple, sign here, here, and here, and initial here. I took the liberty of dating this six months ago,” he said as he unrolled a scroll in front of him and produced a quill and a desk from thin air by waving his hand.

Scrimgour slowly grabbed the scroll and began to read while at the same time looking up every few instants to check that Axel were not attacking him. But as he read on he realized what he was holding. He turned to Axel and started to whispered angrily. Axel spoke back and reasoned with him a bit. Soon the Minister smiled mischievously and quickly signed where he needed to and pocketed the scroll with a satisfied smile.

Voldemort made a run for the hole as the Crimson Darkness fled but was stopped by the column of black fire that now was shooting at it. When it stopped the hole was gone and the artifact was completely turned to ash by the flame.

The remaining Death Eaters stood paralyzed as they watched Voldemort run for his life and finally realized that this was a lost battle. There was no escape, there was a lethal dragon on one end, and Harry Potter, apparently super‑powered on the other. Harry saw a window and took it. Shadow blasted a column of fire in front of the remaining group following his master’s order as Harry ran at the group. He would take them out one by one; these were the worst of the worst, the closest to Voldemort. He made sure to head for one in particular first, Greyback. He launched him clear across the shield and his body crashed in front of Lupin. Harry was on him in an instant. He lifted him off the ground and crushed his face against the shield so that he was staring at Lupin on the other side.

“Traitor” growled Greyback barely conscious.

“Monster,” Remus growled back.

“Wrong, I would say manure,” Harry shouted as he crushed the man against the ground and drew five silver spikes from his back pocket and drove one into each of his hands and feet, leaving the last in front of his face. Harry returned to the fray and the shield retracted, leaving Greyback outside of it. Remus stepped towards him and picked up the spike that was left.

“Do it,” the werewolf growled.

“Ok, if you insist,” Remus replied as the monster prepared for death…yet it didn’t come. But something did come: pain, a very sharp pain, a repeatedly sharp pain as Remus drove the spike into his ass and pummeled it down with his boot till it went through him.

The werewolf screamed in agony.

“Now life with that curse you bastard,” Remus growled and looked back at the battle as Tonks took his arm and stunned Greyback.

Harry destroyed the remaining few Death Eaters. When the flame cleared, only three figures stood: a dragon, a monster, and a very pissed‑off sorcerer.

Shadow lifted off and landed behind Harry who now slowly walked the remaining 100 feet between him and the man that ruined his life. Voldemort shot his curse at Harry repeatedly, but Harry simply walked through it unphased. Shadow was blown back a little but quickly would regain ground and walk behind his master. He was anxious to kill that bastard in front of him, but he knew that prey was Harry’s; he would the leftovers… if there were any.

“Harry, you…you can’t defeat me,” Voldemort bluffed.

Harry laughed heartily as he kept approaching. The shield shrank and people slowly drew closer.

“I am invincible, I am immortal, I am Lord Voldemort,” he hissed and kept shooting the curse and then tried the Cruciatus, the Imperious, and the Avedra Kadevara.

Harry blocked the first, hardly felt the second, was unaffected by the third, and dodged the last one easily.

"No Tom, you are not," Harry said simply. "You are no match for me; you have been reduced to mortality by me and my allies, and you are simply, Tom Riddle. You are a half‑blood, a monster, and now a nothing. You ruined my life, killed those that were around me, tore from me what I held dearest, poisoned the mind of the woman I love, and now tried to kill off my school. Death is too good for you," Harry growled as he moved at top speed and in an instant traversed the last 30 feet, reached him, and then tore the wand out of his hand before forcefully pushing him down to the ground, snapping both his legs in the process. Voldemort screamed in agony. The shield was now only 20 feet wide. Shadow stood outside of it now. The power overflowed off Harry; his rage fueled it stronger. His very presence was suffocating the life out of Voldemort. Now that he had him where he wanted, Harry had no idea what to do with him; he just wanted it to hurt a lot and to finally destroy the bastard. Harry then looked up at Axel with dark eyes filled with anger. "What is the most painful way you can think of?" he said telepathically.

Axel grimly looked back and smiled darkly. "The same thing you did to the Necromages, nullify his existence, but do it slowly," he mentally told Harry.

"You aren’t going to kill me?" Voldemort said hopefully and smiled weakly up at Harry, almost pleading for mercy.

Harry laughed darkly, "Oh no, I will kill you, but I’m going to make it unbelievably slow and very, very, very, extremely, mind‑twistingly, inhumanly, and sadistically painful," Harry growled and smiled very darkly.

"Please, no, please, Potter no," Voldemort begged.

Everyone looked on in shock, Voldemort begging for his life and Harry Potter standing over him with fire in his eyes. The scene was disturbing as their emotions were a mess. Everyone had a different mixture of fear, awe, horror, anger, and a perverse sense of justice.

Scrimgour looked to Axel as an idea crossed his mind.

"Yes, this is an execution, but technically Riddle was already dead. So executing the undead isn’t exactly a crime. In any case, we can thank our previous Minister Fudge for kindly issuing an order that he be executed on sight for multiple murders and declaring war on the Wizarding World…twice I might add. Any single one of those crimes, not to mention the countless others he has been found guilty of by the Wizemgot grants the Minister authority to issue such an order and since you never rescinded it, Harry can kill him at his leisure as could any man, woman, child, or beast without negative consequence," Axel whispered silently to the Minister allaying his fears, or more precisely, his ambitions.

Scrimgour just nodded and looked on feeling a bit thwarted and severely frightened of the man who just read his mind.

Harry gathered power of all the elements in his fingers. He stared deeper into Voldemort, searching for points so lost and so small that they could not normally …? 

"Be ...

Voldemort felt the rush of power, if felt incredible, but he felt incredible, but his body was frozen, and then the pain in his legs returned a thousand times stronger. He screamed in agony, a scream that reverberated and went past the shield. A scream so loud that caused many heads to turn in the castle, among them two in particular were of interest. The first was Rose who as she watched slowly felt her heart freeing itself. The darkness of Voldemort’s spell disappearing. As it did the sadness and horror she felt at watching her father’s death receded quickly. The other was a portrait of an old wizard who had a bitter smile on his face. “And so it ends” Dumbledore’s portrait said. Half of his heart aching for the sacrifice Harry made, the other delirious that good had finally triumphed. Little did he know.

“Little indeed” Axel finished as Harry circled Voldemort.

“This Tom is for those that you tortured in a child and while you were at Hogwarts. You were a piece of shit then as much as you are now” Harry said as he dug his fingers into him pushing the power of Earth inside his body. Voldemort felt how his bones slowly started turning to dust, and the pain was excruciating, but under the spell that Harry had cast it was many times more. His yell was not deafening as everyone covered their ears and shuddered.

“This one is for framing Hagrid, you aren't fit ...

"This one is for Sirius. He was the closest thing to a father I ever had other than Mr. Weasley, and you bloody well took him from me. You used my love for him and caused his death. I blame you now, but I shall fix this soon enough," Harry shouted angrily as he dug in again. The wind in his lungs and in his blood began to leave him, drowning him and slowly quieting his scream. Harry hesitated and looked over his shoulder at the woods at this.

"This one is for Dumbledore, my mentor and friend. He was like a grandfather to me. He bloody well tried to help you, and look how you paid him back. You ungrateful, hateful bastard," he continued with tears in his eyes as his fingers pierced his back and the water in his blood began to dry and Voldemort thirsted for something other than blood for once.

"This one is for my parents. Need I say more? My mother begged you, BEGGED for my life. You deserved to die by your own curse. Because of you I will never know what they were really like, or have any brothers or sisters," Harry shouted angrily as he drove his fingers into Voldemort’s heart. He felt the life draining out of him so slowly, as if an eternity were passing while hell slowly dragged him away. His body in torture, dying bit by bit, but his immortality held, and he would not die; he would not pass out. Every sensation a thousand times stronger, inching towards death…his greatest fear."

Everyone was looking on, horrified, but with a sense of righteousness and justice looming in them. This was horrible, but this were Voldemort’s just desserts, no one had lost or sacrificed as much as the boy…no, the man that now stood over that monster. Some covered their eyes or like Hermione buried their faces in other people’s chests. The saw the un‑yielding horror and pain … The truly brave stood tall and watch on with pride. Tonks, Remus, McGonagall, the Weasleys, and Axel among them watched with somber pride as Harry did away with the shell of a man in front of them.

"And this last one, this one is…" Harry began but was interrupted.

"Wait, Harry," Axel said as he casually stepped through the shield and up to Harry.

"I am kind of in the middle of something," Harry growled.

"Yea, yea, this will only take a second," Axel said as he formed a ball of light in his hand.

"He is mine," Harry growled as he saw what he was doing.

Axel smiled then crushed the sphere into Harry’s chest.

Harry was stunned, he grasped at Axel as all went dark; he felt betrayed, he felt robbed… and then he felt lighter than he ever felt before. The light returned, he turned to Voldemort and coughed loudly as a dark ball of energy flew out of his mouth and into Voldemort.

"Ok now you can continue," Axel said as he calmly walked out of the shield and looked on.

Harry accelerated again and looked at Axel for an explanation, but not wanting to waste an instant more than necessary to get an answer.

Axel looked at him and quickly explained how he became the last Horcrux unbeknownst to Voldemort.

“So why did you wait till now?” he asked horrified.

“He needed to be close otherwise the piece would have just reentered you” Axel replied.

Harry cringed and turned his sights back to Voldemort. He still had 20 seconds left plus the seconds it would take for the spell to be finished.

“Like I was saying before a was thankfully interrupted” Harry started looking up and smiling at Axel. “This last one, is for me, for the years I had to live with the Dursleys, for all the times you tried to kill me, for the fucking hell my life has been thanks to you, for the sodding crap you put all those around me through, and for the simple fact that I hate your bloody decomposed guts” he said as he drove his fingers into Voldemort’s bald head. He felt as he mind was invaded by fear, sadness, love, and hundreds of different emotions and suddenly the faces of all those he killed and the pain they must have felt went through his mind. Even without air, he screamed and blood sprayed out of his mouth as the final sound the Dark Lord would utter was a blood scream of pain, fear, and horror.

Harry took a step back, Voldemort’s scream continued as his body began to turn into a dark shadow, it pulsed as if his body were stuck between being solid and being gas. The seconds ticked as the agony in his face only seemed to grow.

“Times up, goodbye Tom, and good riddance” Harry said and there was a single deafening scream and then a dark explosion as his body disintegrated and blew out as a dark cloud. Just as quickly it was sucked in back into itself at a single point as if it were a black hole and then without even a pop it vanished.

Harry fell to the ground spent. “It's over” he whispered. His face lit up with a smile; “ITS OVER” he screamed at the top of his lungs to the sky as if announcing it to all those that had passed on that he had finally achieved justice for them.

Tears now in their eyes, pride in their hearts, and peace in their minds, everyone looked on at Harry, few of them realizing just how big a sacrifice this moment had cost him. And only one truly knowing how great a sacrifice it would be.

(Start chanting we are the champions by Queen) Yes ladies and gents, wizards, witches, warlocks and the like. Part 1 is done, finito, the end, bye‑bye. The Six Stones is done, now comes part two. The Blade of the Hero. New Baddie, a very dark, warped and evil one. Voldemort is a punk compared to this one. A lot of questions remain after this chapter is done, and most will be resolved in Chapter 1 of the next story. So… enjoy. Been years in the making, but finally, I finished this mofo. You may applaud, geer, cheer, or boo. Eventually I will come back and beta‑this story, but alas that day is not today, and likely not this year of 2009, maybe 2010 lol, and so I leave you with… (dan da da daaaaaaaan)

Chapter 44 Aftermath

Harry rose from the ground and walked to his sword. As he raised it off the ground the shield vanished. There was a flash, and Harry looked over to see Rita Skeeter holding a camera and snapping a second one.

“Harry, dear, how does it feel to vanquish He who must not be named?” she asked.

“Where did she come from?” Harry quietly asked Axel as the teacher approached and patted him on the back.

“She Apparated in after the Minister then immediately transformed into a bug and watched the battle safely from that tree over there,” Axel whispered back. “Seems like she figured there was a scoop to be gotten and she wasn’t wrong. Now smile and look heroic,” he added with a grin.

Harry smiled and waved to the camera, “I hate you sometimes” he said through gritted teeth.

“Whatever,” Axel replied.

Everyone snapped out of their daze and went to hug Harry.

“Harry, come now, don’t be shy answered the question,” the Minister said as he moved through the crowd and patted him on the back while pulling Harry forward towards Rita.

Harry raised an eyebrow. “What is going on? Why is the arse treating me nicely?” Harry mentally asked Axel.

“Go with it, trust me it’s for your own good,” Axel replied as he remained behind outside of the camera’s range.

“Well Harry, do tell,” Rita insisted as her Quick quotes quill madly rushed before her.

Harry calmly went over, plucked the quill out of the air, put it gently into her open bag and transfigured one from a blade of grass. Smugly he handed it to her.

“Tom Riddle aka Voldemort just got vanquished, for good this time. The least I expect from any reporter is that they personally write the story,” he said in a serious tone.

Rita was a bit taken aback as she held the quill.

The Minister smiled smugly as well, “Oh yes, I quite agree, story of the decade, century even. Deserves a personal touch, I will want to read and approve it afterwards. This might end up in history books,” he added looking imposing.

Rita smirked and began to write on the fresh parchment. “Indeed. So Harry you were saying” she said smiling, forcefully, but smiling.

“Well…honestly, I feel free…” Harry began.

“Yes, the wizarding world is now free of this great and perilous danger thanks to Harry Potter’s single handed and heroic actions. Actions that of course were run in parallel with the Ministry, and with my personal approval and supervision,” the Scrimgour added.

Harry was about to interject when Axel’s voice resounded in his mind. “DO NOT SAY IT. Just say what I say”

“Is this true Harry? Did you act under the Minister’s orders?” Rita asked licking her lips at the scoop.

“Yes, well, the Ministry did approve and to an extent supervise my actions. Even though Voldemort was a very grim and grave threat, I did not wish to act as a vigilante outside the law. I knew very well that my actions would technically only be allowed to an Auror operating under the law. Therefore the Ministry and I reached an accord where as I was temporarily endowed with the authority of an Auror as it concerned to the persecution, capture, and if necessary execution of Death Eaters and Voldemort himself” Harry recited as Axel dictated into his mind, all the while trying to digest the lie.

“You mean to say you made Harry Potter and Auror!?!?” Rita asked astounded.

“Temporarily and only as it concerned to the Dark Lord and his forces. We fully expect Harry will join our Auror program as soon as he graduates and makes the position permanent. I am sure that he will breeze through the two years and might even graduate ahead of time, given his obvious abilities” the Minister replied smugly.

“So all of Mr. Potter’s actions were following orders from the Ministry?” Rita asked looking somewhat cynical.

That is not correct. The Ministry gave the authority of an Auror based on the fact that a prophecy was issued that stated that I was the one who was to kill Tom Riddle, either that or be killed. As well as the Ministry thoroughly tested me as to my ability and found that I could very well hold my own. Given these facts, the Ministry found it prudent to grant me these privileges and responsibilities. At the same time I was to continue my schooling and only use said authority if the opportunity arose. Throughout the school year I have been going on small missions as they arose and I saw fit to execute them. There is no record of these missions for they needed to remain in utmost secrecy in case there were leaks within the Ministry or even a spy. Not even the Minister himself was in the know. These are…well, were times of war, in such times one can’t be too careful. Now that the war is over, I will give a report on these missions to the Ministry," Harry replied adding a groan at the end.

"Already wrote it," Axel replied to which Harry smiled thankfully.

“Oh, so the Minister basically gave a child the authority of an Auror, sent him back to school and gave him free reign to go on “missions” as he saw fit," Rita summarized.

"Now, now Ms. Skeeter, that is far from true. Harry proved that he was well trained and powerful enough to even surpass many Aurors…" the Minister began.

“Try all of them…together,” Harry thought with a sigh.

…His schooling is critical as it is for any young man. Finally, his missions occurred very spur of the moment; there would be no time to warn me. But he did regularly report to select individuals on them and they made sure that Harry remained as safe as possible. The Minister concluded.

“Really? Oh, I see,” Rita said disappointedly as she scratched some parts out. “Still, all of this is hard to swallow; does the Ministry have anything to back up these claims? I mean Harry’s actions while heroic do border on assault, maiming, and murder in some instances,” she continued hungrily.

At this point the Minister pulled out the scroll Axel had handed him. "This is a temporary Auror license granting Mr. Harry Potter with the authority to act as an Auror. Within his privileges is the right to persecute, arrest, and if necessary kill the Dark Lord and his followers. I always keep this scroll with me because of the secrecy that was necessary for this entire affair, as well as to ensure that Mr. Potter’s name remain clear after all this mess was sorted out. In addition, you will find that given this was a time of war, the statutes on collateral damage and death well cover his actions even as a private citizen, let alone as an Auror. The only action that could not be construed in self defense was his last were the Dark Lord himself was executed. This is very much excused by the outstanding execution order that was issued by our former Minister Cornelius Fudge that authorized a kill on sight order for the Dark Lord for crimes of war, mass murder among many other charges that were raised against him and he was found guilty of by the Wizemgot" The Minister contested brilliantly as Axel had coached him and using every bit of the political savvy he possessed.

"In addition, the Dark Lord qualified as undead, killing the undead, doesn’t constitute murder or execution, simply a returning the unnatural creature to its natural state. In other words making the undead really dead like they are supposed to be as per the Act on the Undead issued many centuries ago" Harry added following Axels words.

Scrimgour smiled, "Ah, already reading up on his Auror books, we expect much from this young man" the Minister said smiling brilliantly.

"Yes indeed, we must all expect much from the future Auror Potter. So Harry, do tell us the entire story as to how all this came about?" Rita asked.

The Minister smiled and was about to say something when McGonagall stepped in.

“Now, now, Mr. Potter has just graduated, defeated an army, and destroyed a Dark Lord all in one day. I think we owe him some rest before he gets into the entire story. Also I am sure the Ministry will want a formal report before the press get the full story,” McGonagall said smartly and then led Harry away.

Rita looked put off, “Well then, we shall have to wait till then” she said as she turned to interview witnesses at the site.

The Minister was about to follow Harry when Axel stopped him. “The report shall be on your desk first thing in the morning and then you can have a press conference on it. You can tell the world the story yourself. Harry will want some time to himself, naturally, and I am sure you will do him the favor of covering all the media and press that will want to interview him,” Axel said with a smile.

The Minister smiled deviously, “Oh yes, I know it will be hard and arduous, but I shall bear it for Mr. Potter has done much for Wizards everywhere. I will sacrifice and endure; it is the least I can do,” he said in a mock‑sacrificial tone and chuckled. "You know Professor Canem; if you ever decide to go into politics, do let me know. That way I can get you to work for me," he added a bit nervously.

"Do not worry Minister; I have had my share of politics in the past. I am in no rush to get back into them, and if I ever do, I doubt my political interests will be in the Ministry of England or its colonies," Axel replied smartly to the Ministers infinite satisfaction.

"Besides, you’re gonna have more work than you ever dreamed of very soon," Axel thought darkly.

The celebration in the Great Hall was only rivaled by that which was now spreading through all of England. Harry partied with everyone and danced with Mrs. Weasley and Ginny. Butterbeers and Firewhisky flowed like water. But Harry’s mind was elsewhere, on something he saw in the world of Spirit; he saw and felt knowledge about something that he thought lost. He had searched Axel’s office and found the book. He found the page and quickly wrote down all the instructions on it. The party winded down.

"Harry, you should go rest," Mrs. Weasley insisted.

"Yes, Mr. Potter… I mean Harry, we are all so proud of you. You have done the world a great service and now you deserve to have the first completely free night’s sleep that you’ve had in a while," McGonagall insisted.

“Let’s go mate, I’ll follow you up,” Ron said patting him on the back.

"Don’t worry Ron, I think I can find my own way. Stay here with your family; you have much to celebrate still," Harry said smiling tiredly.

“You sure Snuffles?” Ginny insisted.

“Extremely,” Harry replied chuckling as he slowly made his way out of the room. When the door closed behind him, though, all sleep was gone from his eyes.

He summoned all his power and in a flash he was outside where the battle had been fought. He dashed towards the tree line of the Forbidden Forest. There he climbed up a tree and removed his invisibility cloak from two paralyzed figures. One was Lucius Malfoy, and Bellatrix Lestrange. Their faces looked at Harry in silent horror. Bellatrix had angry tears in her eyes; the master she loved was dead, completely dead.

"Well hello you two. How have you been? Comfortable? I do hope you're enjoying tonight’s festivities; it isn’t often that a Dark Lord is completely defeated and then destroyed to such an extent that not even the dust of his bones remains," Harry said smugly with a dark smile on his face.

Bellatrix’s eyes moved furiously as it was the only thing that moved, Lucius on the other hand was aware that they now stood in a very, very, very dangerous situation. The boy, the man, who had just reduced an army of Death‑Eaters, evil creatures, and incredibly powerful allies along with the Dark Lord to complete defeat, not only made it a point to keep them…

“Speechless I see. Well, in that case we might as well get on our way,” Harry said, grabbing their robes and getting on his broom which he had grabbed on his way out. He flew full speed and landed in a dark alley in London. He Apparated with his two prisoners into the Ministry, but as soon as he appeared with a quiet pop, he moved incredibly fast and the guard just looked up curiously and then continued to smile and drink Firewhisky celebrating the great news that was already pumping over the wizard radio and was getting put into print at that very moment.

He ran around corridor after corridor, deeper and deeper into the Ministry till he reached his destination. “A we are here” he said darkly and it was at this moment when the two noticed what lay in front of them. A veil swaying in an nonexistent wind, beckoning them forward. Fear arose in their eyes that moved around frantically.

Harry moved around the platform laying candles and writing things in white sand over the different areas. When he was done, he surveyed his work comparing it to the pages that he had in his hands. “Perfect, now for you two,” Harry said walking over to the two and pressing a point in their necks allowing them to speak again. “Any last words for this world?” Harry asked politely.

“What the bloody hell are you going to do with us Potter?” Malfoy asked with outrage but fear in his voice.

“You bastard, you killed my master, die you fucking piece of shit, I will gladly go to hell at my master’s side…” Bellatrix said simultaneously but was detained as Harry pressed her neck again.

"Ok then, she doesn’t get any more words then," he said simply and then looked at Malfoy. "Well Lucius, you don’t mind me calling you that I hope, because even if you do, I will still call you that sack of sanctimonious shite. I am going to sacrifice the two of you to the veil in order to get someone back," said someone being one Sirius Black. Harry replied simply.

"But you can’t, it’s not possible, the veil kills…" Malfoy began frantically but then Harry pressed his neck as well.

"Actually no, the veil doesn’t kill. It preserves the body in a state of paralysis floating in a limbo. Your mind keeps working and stares into the endless darkness until you age so much that your body naturally shuts off and you die. But there is a spell to return those trapped in that jail and you two are the missing ingredient to complete it," Harry explained as they now both looked on in helpless horror. Bellatrix felt her blood boil as she realized she was about to help bring back her dear cousin.

Harry drew out the paper and began to chant a spell.

"Veil that is the prison of the darkness

We call to return what has been given freely

Taken from us is one that we want returned

Yet balance must be maintained.

Dark for dark, light for light

All must remain in parallel

Like two sides of a mirror

Now return to us Sirius Black," he called.

"Bring the sacrifices," hissed the wind around the veil.

"Two souls of light and darkness," Harry replied on cue and then shoved the two paralyzed Death Eaters into the Veil with a kick."

There was a flash and then a dark form exited the veil and rolled onto the ground. Harry moved quickly to it. In his arms now lay Sirius Black, very much alive, and very much in a very ragged state. Harry waved his wand around and vanished all traces of what he had done and then quickly put his godfather over his shoulder and dashed out at full speed towards Grimmauld Palace.

Far away, sitting in front of Dumbledore’s portrait, Axel sipped his tea and sighed. “It is done, and so the sins of the past now return Dumbledore.” Axel said simply.

Dumbledore’s portrait looked at him intently, “You can’t mean? It’s impossible!” he shouted.

“Nothing is impossible, now see the fruits of your actions,” Axel said darkly.

Back at the Ministry the veil light of with a devilish redness, “The balance was not kept!” the voice echoed hard all over the empty room.

“Balance must be kept,” it bellowed and there was another dark flash and a second figure came out of the veil. Long overgrown, blonde hair all over his face. He let out a dark laugh that echoed in the empty room as it grew louder and louder. “I am free” he chanted in a thick accent.

Harry laid his unconscious godfather on his bed and proceeded to check him over and press some points to speed his healing. He laid back and relaxed for a bit, it was then he felt a hand on his and a heard a whisper. “Harry?”

Harry instantly got up and looked down at his godfathers deep grey eyes. “Sirius, you’re ok” he said almost to himself as tears brimmed his eyes. Sirius weakly lifted his arms and hugged Harry. Harry hugged him with all his might.

"There was so much darkness, Harry, and then a light, and I was free," Sirius said softly.

"Forget about the darkness, Sirius; you are free now," Harry said, hugging him closer.

"What has happened? You now look like that dead‑beat father of yours," Sirius chuckled weakly as he laid back down.

Harry laughed with tears of joy in his eyes. "Well I guess we can start where you fell through the veil…" Harry began and then launched into the whole story.

Harry and Sirius talked for hours until dawn came up, and Harry said his goodbyes. He would return shortly from school and then begin his life with his godfather, his life of complete freedom."

Harry returned to Hogwarts on his broom and as he landed he proceeded up the stairs. All the while he felt something was off, like he was forgetting something, after defeating Voldemort his mind had been completely focused on freeing Sirius. Now that he was finally done with all that, he felt he was missing something. Then it hit him like a ton of brick, he smacked his forehead. “Rose, where the hell is Rose?” he said out loud. His power extended over all of Hogwarts, but her presence was nowhere to be found. Harry was now very nervous, she should have been freed from Voldemort’s mind spell. The spell that had bound her mind to think and feel the thought, memories, and emotions Voldemort wanted her to feel. A spell that he could not break, but had managed to stop for a few seconds in moments of great love between them. Love had been the only force that could temporarily remove it, but now that Tom was dead, she should be free. Harry searched again and didn’t find her. He thought frantically and quickly thought of an idea. He found Axel in the Headmaster’s office. He was alone, McGonagall was apparently doing routines around the school. Harry dashed up to the office and as he approached he heard loud arguing.

“This is your bloody fault, how could you leave a book like that lying around” Dumbledore shouted angrily. 

“Because it’s my bloody ...

“Other forces? There you go, being bloody cryptic again. I bloody hate that about you; you never fucking say what you really fucking know,” the old wizard’s portrait shouted back as if he were a rebellious teenager.

“Wow, isn’t that the pot calling the cauldron black? You were no better. Guess you picked up my bad habits while you were young,” Axel chuckled.

“How the bloody hell can you be so calm and even laughing given the gravity of the situation?” Dumbledore shouted as he turned redder and redder in his portrait.

“Hey, I warned you back then to do it properly and kill him, but nooooo… the little fruity bastard had to fall in love and do things his way. I told you, you would see a day when this would come back and bite you in the arse; well congrats, at least you weren’t alive to see it,” Axel said raising his cup of tea and smirking.

“Arghh, you’re bloody impossible,” Dumbledore said angrily.

Harry had stopped at the door to hear the exchange, a premonition of dread invading him.

“Come on in, Harry, this very much concerns you, in so many more ways than one,” Axel called to the door calmly.

Harry entered and saw the state of his former mentor’s portrait.

“Potter, you bloody well did it this‑time,” Dumbledore shouted at him.

“Shut it, Albus, this is more your fault than his. So shut the fuck up and calm down you little pansy; you always were a brat and I am afraid to say the years only buried that part of you instead of removing it,” Axel said firmly toward the portrait.

“What is going on? What the bloody hell is going on with him?” Harry now said angrily toward the portrait.

"What is going on with me? How the bloody hell could you botch up a spell as big as that one," Dumbledore said in controlled fury.

"What are you talking about?" Harry insisted.

"He is talking about you bringing back Sirius, you messed up the spell," Axel calmly explained.

"How the hell do you know about…" Harry began and then realized who he was talking. Axel just smirked and lifted an eyebrow. "Of course you would know, then you should also know that it worked, I got Sirius back. I don’t get why you say I botched it," Harry finished.

"Well Harry, I think you didn’t finish reading about that spell," Axel calmly provided as he levitated the book towards him.

“That’s the bloody understatement of the century," Dumbledore grumbled.

Harry shot him a dark look and then moved toward the page he had copied off of. He reread it. "Like I said I did all of this, followed all the directions," Harry said angrily at the portrait.

"Turn the page Harry," Axel said pinching the bridge of his nose and holding back a chuckle at the simplicity of the mistake and the gravity of the consequences.

Harry felt the dread invade him again as he did so and saw there were a few more lines at the top of the almost blank page.

"BEWARE: The two souls that are sacrificed must be balanced with the soul one wishes to recover. Failure to do so will result in a possible unwanted release in order to balance the energy out," he read.

"What does that mean?" Harry said trying to remain calm but failing.

"It means you bloody screwed the world over," Dumbledore shouted.

Axel raised his hand, “No Albus, you fucked the world over when you didn’t follow what I told you to do” he began, then looked at Harry. “Harry, what it means is that you needed that the summation of the two souls balance the soul that you were trying to get out. The simplest way to explain it is to think of souls like a number between -50 and +50. Depending on how powerful a force for good or evil they are. Sirius is approximately a + 8 since he isn’t exactly a saint, but is a great warrior of good. In order for the spell to work correctly you needed two souls that would be close to that number. For example, a +3 and a +5 or in an extreme case a +10 and a -2. In that case balance is maintained since you put in a positive as big as the one you got out” Axel explained.

Harry tried to understand what his teacher was saying, “So if I stuck in Bellatrix and Lucius then I sent in a negative force and got out a positive force?” he reasoned.

“Exactly, Bellatrix was deranged and she could very well be considered a -9 and Lucius was vicious and elitist he is like a -8” Axel continued.

“So I put in a -17 and got out a +8. So what will happen?” Harry then summarized and asked as he felt lead start to form in his chest.

“Well Harry, in order to balance that a -25 had to be released, or several negatives until the balance is restored. In this case, thanks to the cream puff in the portrait, there was a wizard in there that fit the bill for that -25” Axel summarized pointing at Dumbledore.

“Would you lay off the insults Axel, how was I to know this would happen?” Dumbledore replied.

"Because I gave you an order and you didn’t follow through cause you couldn’t grow a pair and kill him outright like Harry just did with Riddle," Axel replied seriously.

Harry had enough of the bickering, "Stop, just tell me what the hell I am facing," Harry said angrily.

"Harry, to put it simply, Voldemort was around a -15, you are now a +20, a -25 is stronger than you, much stronger, and is extremely evil, far worse than Voldemort. The wizard that was put through the veil nearly conquered the planet. Thanks to him, millions, upon millions of Muggles, and wizards alike were murdered, not killed, murdered. Innocents were massacred to feed the blood sacrifices needed for his dark spells in his insane lust for more dark power. He had gained semi‑immortality and incredible dark magic, that was until Albus, counter to my orders, used a trick to get him to fall through the veil instead of killing him like a man. In that veil he forged and advanced his magic mentally training in the nothingness without need for rest or food since the veil removes those wants; it never lets your rest or weaken. He has been in there for nearly 60 years training every day," Axel explained.

"Who was it?" Harry asked even though the answer was obvious, no other wizard was notorious as Voldemort except…

"Harry, thanks to you and Albus, Grindenwald is back and stronger than he ever was," Axel replied and shrugged.

"Bloody fucking hell," Harry shouted angrily as he felt all his new freedom disappear, his fear and anxiety return tenfold, along with a very strong headache; his hand went to his head over his now throbbing scar.
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Harry Potter and the Blade of the Hero

Chapter 1 The Greatest of Plans

Harry crashed into the chair holding his head. “Ok, ok, back up, explain this to me one more time slowly” he whispered.

“The spell you did required you to put in a force that was balanced, two people whose power for good was equal to your godfathers, when you violated that rule, an extreme force of evil needed to be released in order to compensate. The veil was made by a very, very evil bastard, a sort of prison cell for his enemies. You see for an evil person betraying and imprisoning two evil people to get someone he wants back is an easy thing to do, that is not the same for a person that is good. They are more hesitant to sacrifice someone, especially someone good. That prison would hold them alive, awake, never weakening until they either were released or died of old age. This was not the case of Grindenwald that like you now has an extended lifespan, so he is relatively still in his prime. Whats more while inside has been practicing and perfecting his skills” Axel explained.

“So in other words you bloody fucked up” Dumbledore said still fuming.

Axel looked at him and raised an eyebrow. Harry looked in stunned and slightly irritated shock at the hissyfit Dumbledore was throwing.

“Albus, did you grow senile in your old age, if my memory serves I told you KILL Grindenwald, but because you fell in love with him you couldn’t do it. If it’s anyone’s fault it’s your’s your bloody fag” Axel said gravely.

“Dumbledore was IN LOVE with Grindenwald!?!?!?!?!?” Harry exclaimed shocked. He always knew his Headmaster was a little excentric but he didn’t know he was a full homosexual.

Yea, honestly they both were in love and admiration of each other’s power and minds, unfortunately out of the two Albus was the one that couldn’t separate emotions from duty. Grindewald would gladly fight him full force and kill him if necessary Albus on the other hand while still training to fight him, went and did this” Axel explained and then waved his hands.

Reality melted and they entered a memory. A young man with long brown hair and stunning blue eyes about 23 stood in a field facing a very stunning blonde man about the same age with cold grey eyes. Harry thought the blonde looked vaguely familiar while the young man with brown hair was identifiable as Albus if he looked hard enough.

“Albus, join me, together we can rule the world, set order to it all. End the chaos, you’ve seen what I’ve done with the Germans. The Nazis are a few steps away from taking all of Europe, England has only held out so long because of you and yours foolish resistance, but soon even you will crumble to my power. I love you, come with me, and rule as you were born to do, as is your destiny” the blonde said.

“Vlad…” the young Dumbledore began.

“My name is Grindenwald, my former name is forfeit” Grindenwald said in a thick accent.

“You will always be just Vlad to me” Dumbledore began sadly. Grindenwald’s stare was still icy cold. “I love you too, but I can’t let you do this” he said as he began to pace to the right whispering to himself.

“You don’t have the power to stop me” Grindenwald replied coldly, venom in his voice with a tinge of humor. He knew that it was ludicrous to face him, the greatest dark wizard of all time.”}<|channel|>final <|constrain|>JSON<|message|>{

“Still, I don’t know. I feel it’s my duty to fight, but I can’t betray my heart. Vlad, what can I do? Tell me how I can fulfill both calls, or how I can rip one out of me like you have. What spell is there that can take this pain away?” Albus pleaded with tears in his eyes as he stopped at the right of Grindewald who turned to him and looked at his saddened eyes.

Grindenwald hesitated; some of the ice vanished, and his look wasn’t as hard. “Albus, just come with me, obey your heart, and follow your love,” he said as he opened his arms and took a step toward him.

Dumbledore fell on his knees and began to sob uncontrollably as Grindenwald took two steps toward him, and when he took his third he fell through the ground. A look of shock on his face.

Albus got up and dried his tiers, but his eyes still looked sad. “Sorry, Vlad, there was no other way; I am sorry,” he whispered, and the portal he opened moments ago when he was whispering the spell slowly closed.

The world melted and Harry was in the Veil Room again; there was a portal open three feet away and parallel to the veil, and suddenly Grindewald fell feet first from the portal moving to the left into the veil thanks to the force of gravity he had gained from falling into the hole. Harry knew this sort of trick—it was a more advanced version of the prank he pulled when he made Hogwarts an infinite maze. Gravity and space were warped; only this was a long‑range portal like those Axel used. Grindenwald had fallen down but moved out the other side, moving sideways because of the force. Dumbledore’s plan was definitely SOCK worthy, had the flavor of a prank, and was infinitely simple. He almost wished he had done it to Voldemort; he might have saved himself a hell‑of‑a‑lot of trouble.

“Thinking like that is what causes people to have to clean up your messes afterward,” Axel replied reading his thoughts.

“Indeed,” Harry said coldly as he now had to deal with the consequences of his Headmaster’s actions.

Reality reappeared again and Harry stared at his Headmaster’s portrait.

“Thanks, Albus, that was a rather great plan; now I have to go clean up your mess,” Harry said bitterly, then looked at his teacher. “Or do I? Why do I have to do this?” he asked Axel.

“First off, you set him free. Secondly, I can’t directly do it. Thirdly, they have something you want,” Axel replied simply.

“Ok, I’ll grant you the first point; I did set him loose, still that isn’t reason enough. Why can’t you do it?” Harry asked.

“Just can’t; it’s one of those things I can’t really talk about yet,” Axel said shrugging.

Harry knew better than to question that, even if he REALLY wanted to. He had learned that when Alexander Canem held back a secret or told you something it was best to trust him since he was ALWAYS right. In a sense it was more unnerving than Dumbledore, yet in another he knew that he would always get a straight answer, either it was the truth, or ‘I can’t tell you yet’. 

“So what is it they have I want?” Harry asked almost dreading the answer, yet at this point he really didn’t think it could get worst.

“Why did you come looking for me?” Axel said with a sad smile. 

Harry …?

Axel waved his hand. They now stood outside the castle. Rose came running out the main door. There were several loud cracks as people were Apparating (outside). Harry saw that this was after Tom had been finally vanquished. Rose’s eyes were free; she had tears in them, love, she was heading towards him. She still looked a bit dazed. Suddenly there were cracks behind her and three hooded figures grabbed her and then Disappeared away. Harry recognized them; they were members of the Crimson Darkness, Grindenwald’s former army. “Bloody fucking shit, I can’t fucking believe I can’t fucking damn catch one single mother‑fucking break in this shitty fucking world. I am fucking happy and free for a few fucking hours and now I have to deal with not only a new fucking dark lord, but possibly the DARKEST lord of all fucking time and his crazed fucking strong and talented bloody army, my bloody girlfriend has been kidnapped and let me guess…brainwashed again right, this time worse than before?” Harry shouted. 

“Yep pretty much” Axel sighed and chuckled.

“Un‑motherfucking believable, un bloody‑fucking unbelievable” Harry growled.

“What can I say, shit happens” Axel replied.

Harry pinched the bridge of his nose. “Where is he?” he asked with a sigh.

Axel thought the coordinates into Harry’s head; it was somewhere in Germany. “Fine, I am taking care of this right now,” he growled.

“Harry I really don’t think that would be…” Axel started but Harry was gone already. “…advisable” he chuckled with a grin.

Harry rushed to the grounds and summoned his broom. In a flash, the Black Supernova was flying at insane speeds and watching the land turn into a blur. Just as quickly he was at his destination and he zoomed down into an ancient castle. He landed in a tower and quickly made his way down. Crimson Darkness members came at him but Harry just beat them easily. He crashed the last one through the throne room doors and there on a throne sat a man with an evil psychotic grin.

“Ah, you must be her Potter, congratulations on defeating Voldemort. I hear he was most strong,” the man said in a very thick accent and a voice filled with mirth.

“And you must be that bloody gay asshole that my Headmaster dropped through the veil,” Harry replied with an equally cocky grin. “Man, you must be mentally retarded to have fallen for that trick,” he added.

Grindenwald dropped the smile, “Ah yes, Albus. I hear he is no longer with us, truly sad, I was looking forward to killing him myself; I guess you will have to do it in his stead, after all you are his pupil.” He sighed and then got up.

Harry ran full speed at him but crashed straight into an iron wall that appeared out of nowhere.

“Really, Mr. Potter, you have to do better than that,” said a voice behind it.

Suddenly a large dragon of dark‑green flames appeared and rammed into Harry, dragging him through the floor and crashing him against a wall.

Harry painfully got up, and examined his body. He was cut and burned pretty bad. He summoned so Life power and tried to heal his wounds but they were healing incredibly slow. He shrugged it off and attacked again using the power of water. This time thunder rained from the ceiling in mass and ran through Harry ripping him apart.

“What the bloody fuck is going on?” Harry growled and then summoned all the elements at once and attacked again.

“Foolish boy doesn’t learn quickly does he?” Grindenwald chuckled as he shot a giant ball of dark fire that hit Harry and crashed him through several walls till finally it exited the castle and consumed Harry into itself ripping him apart.

“Is this the end? Was all that work, defeating Voldemort, all of it just so I can die just as I gained freedom? I truly hate the world” his mind thought as the pain took him in.

It was then the pain stopped and he fell, he crashed into the moat, just at a portal opened underneath him and he flew through.

Then there was darkness. In his mind a storm of memories raged his last year playing back in flashbacks. Ginny, the will, the Marauders Vault, shopping, Hogwarts, Axel, the Stones, the World Cup, dragons, the Marauders, SOCK, Voldemort, Sirius, and….Rose, foremost in his mind was Rose. He loved her with all his heart, love her so much he could almost hear her calling him, almost feel her, see her holding his hand, and…slapping him…hard.

“Harry, wake up, wake up Harry, time to go to school” Axel chuckled as he slapped Harry’s face back and forth.

“OWW, what the fuck? Why the bloody hell are you hitting me?” Harry yelled as he held his face.

Well felt like it, after all, idiots get slapped,” Axel replied simply then started slapping him again.

“Bloody hell, stop that,” Harry yelled again.

“Why? Like I said you’re an idiot, only a bloody idiot would go face a powerful opponent who he knows nothing about without even asking his teacher what he should do or if he knew anything about the enemy…wait…scratch that, only an idiot wouldn’t even let me finish what I was saying before vanishing. I would have told you that you were no match for that bastard…at least not yet,” Axel explained.

“Well sorry, but please stop slapping me and explain this whole mess to me,” Harry yelled.

Axel threw one more really hard slap and then stopped. “Ok then, as you now have plainly seen you have no chance of winning against him. He is very powerful, so powerful you can’t even lay a hand on him,” he explained.

“Where am I?” Harry asked as he looked around dazed.

“Potter Manor, I brought you here after you got the crap kicked out of you,” Axel replied as Harry tried to get up. “Bad idea,” he said before…

“Ouuuch,” Harry screamed.

“Told you,” Axel added with a smirk.

Harry felt as if his body was torn to shreds, sleep had held the pain back, but now he felt the brunt of it. “Why am I still this injured?” Harry asked confused as to the pain that was beyond excruciating.

“The magic Grindenwald used is a lot stronger than you fathom; the wounds he imparted are not easily healed even by elemental magic. The body must heal on its own. So for the next two weeks you’re on bed rest,” Axel replied simply.

Harry groaned and then growled in frustration. “I bloody hate not being able to move,” he said.

"Sucks to be you, but maybe this will teach you to stop and listen before rushing off," Axel replied simply as he got up.

Harry settled back into the bed and got comfortable for the long haul. "Well, since I am not going anywhere, please tell me what exactly is the battle plan. I take it you have one; otherwise you wouldn’t be so nonchalant about this whole ordeal," he said.

Axel grinned. "Of course I have a plan, I ALWAYS have a plan. Now if you just follow it, this will all work out perfectly," he replied.

Harry groaned. "Oh, they work out alright, but are extremely painful, time‑consuming, and excruciating for everyone involved EXCEPT you," he countered with a smirk.

Axel looked as if he was pondering, then smirked. "Yea, and the fact that it all works out and I don’t have to suffer just goes to show the genius of my planning; now doesn’t it?" he said and then laughed.

Harry rolled his eyes and waved his hands as to get Axel to move one and an tell him the battle plan."

Axel finally got it all out and then calmed down again, still with a smile on his face he began, “Well the plan has to goals to it, both are carried out simultaneously. In essence we need to strengthen you and the defenses of every major nation in the world. This will be and incredibly arduous and difficult task that will take two years and will center around you and me both working hard and working fast. Drilling ourselves into it and taking you to places and doing things that you have never ever done before or even dreamed were possible. Pushing your body and mind to the limit and sacrificing more than you have before. In doing so we will strengthen you and we will strengthen the nations and in the process of strengthening the nations we will strengthen you some more as they will teach you a few things as well” he said with a grin.

Harry groaned loudly, “That’s sounds like it’s going to hurt” he whined.

“Yea, a bit, but I think in the end you will find the whole experience…pleasurable. This plan has been in the making for over 50 years. It is so intricate and planned to the minutest of details, that it is beyond foolproof. I can say in all honesty, and with a modicum of humility that this is probably one of the greatest plans in history, uniting the forces of the entire planet and taking advantage of the Wizarding and Muggle communities most exceptional resources” Axel said with a very wicked grin.

“Oh, and pray tell, what is this supremely great plan that is going to accomplish all of that, using all of that, that we are going to work our asses off for, and most probably mine more than yours, and that at the end of the day, as you say, will be pleasurable?” Harry said exasperatedly already sensing that Axel was going to make his life the brand‑new definition of hell in every dictionary on the planet apparently.

Axel looked him straight in the eyes and said proudly, “Simple, Harry, very simple… we are going to shag.”

Authors Note: Like I said, I'm an evil bastard.

ahahahahahahahahaahahaha I’m baaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaack

Yep, you thought I was gone; you may have thought it was over :P it is not, so here you go, booyachasha

Chapter 2 The BLHWWWWWWFLP Black Marauders Unlimited

It was a beautiful morning in Grimmauld Palace or as it was now called the House of Black; Sirius had just had a long talk with Harry and was mostly caught up on all that had been going on. So now he had the luxury of inspecting his old house on his own. The remodeling and new furnishings fit it well; it no longer felt like the dreary, dark, evil place he grew up in. Now it was Harry’s house, though it definitely didn’t have the Potter flair to it, it was more of the Headquarters of the Order of the Phoenix than anything else. Time had passed, that idea became ever more clear as he finally stepped into the bathroom and prepared to take a bath. He looked himself in the mirror and saw the years had piled on; though he looked better than when he got out of Azkaban, he still looked older, he felt older. He poured a hot bath and soaked in the tub, dumping in different oils and soaps he had found that had a definite feminine influence to them, probably something Molly or some other girl had brought. Still those were the types of things he used to enjoy, back then when he was a student, before all the mess with Azkaban, before his best friend was killed, before he graduated Hogwarts, before he had that fight with…HER. He quickly shook his head as to get the memory out; it had been a long time since he thought of that girl, well any girl. But the veil was unforgiving; in there all he had was time and his thoughts, his memories, the good and the bad. And like Azkaban, he chose to focus on the good to try and keep his sanity. In that time he remembered his glorious years as a student.

The girls he had conquered, the pranks he had played, the mysterious seventh year that brought them together and then when he became a teacher led them all wisely. Dumbledore had been a great influence, but that man whose name he no longer remembered; HE had been their true “teacher” and mentor. It was thanks to him that he took a chance and had the best or worst thing of his life happen to him, depending on how he looked at it. Then another thought crossed his mind, “It couldn’t have been the worst, not anymore anyway,” he mumbled. Azkaban, the death of his friend, the veil, being on the run, all these things and many others had been far worse. No, by all intents and purposes, she had been the best, though the ending had sucked. He shook his head again and busted out of his reverie; he dunked his head under the water. He then proceeded to shampoo, condition, and treat it with the oils, soaps, and potions all around him. It had been a long while since he took care to look his best, and now, free, and in this finally peaceful time, he decided to go back to being Sirius Black, the Marauder, and playboy extraordinaire. He shaved; he spent hours fixing his hair and finally took some clothes from Harry’s closet and dressed fashionably. When he finally looked in the mirror he had to smile, the devilishly sexy beast that he was, was back, and though older, the maturity had done him well, he looked like an older, dependable, roguish gentleman, in other words, tall, dark, and handsome.

So he exited the house for the first time in a long time and walked around the block trying to figure out what to do with his life. He didn’t have a job, and doubted he would get one no matter how well cleared his name was. He didn’t have any money; Harry had it all, and frankly he could keep it. He did have a nice home, at least it was nice now, he thought with a grin. So what to do with his life, what to do. And so he kept on walking and eventually he found himself right back in front of the House of Black. This pattern repeated for several days. He really didn’t feel up to facing the world yet, at least not till he had a solid plan; he knew that everyone would ask him what he would do now and it would hardly befit a Marauder to not have a plan. So he fell into a routine, no closer to figuring out what to do, that was until the day he came back from a walk. He still had no idea what to do as he walked to the kitchen to get a snack; it was then he noticed Fawkes was now standing on the back of one of the chairs and looking at him with curious eyes.

Sirius, once he got over the shock of having a phoenix in front of him, approached, “Hey there Fawkes, been a while since I last saw you. How have you been?” he asked knowing the bird was intelligent.

The phoenix replied with a sweet lingering sad note followed by a very cheerful energetic one.

“Yea I miss Dumbledore too, though it is good your feeling better” he replied surmising the birds meaning.

Fawkes sang another note and then extended his foot, in it was a letter.

"Ah I see," Sirius barked with a laugh and then took the letter and began to read.

Dear Sirius, (Finally I get to call you by your name, though Snuffles lives on in me, I guess I can call you Padfoot)

Dear Padfoot, (There you go much better)

It seems that while the world is saved from one problem, I might have unleashed one worst. Trust me the less you know the better. Basically now I have to go and resolve this issue as expeditiously and thoroughly as possible. Don’t worry I am with Axel, they guy I told you about, and he has a very good plan, and yes we will need help but not yet. (I know, bloody confusing isn’t it?).

"You can say that again, learned that proper from Dumbledore I guess," Sirius sighed. Fawkes trilled a note that sounded like a laugh. Thought he was concerned for his godson, he figured if he kicked Voldemort’s arse as well as he did, then he shouldn’t worry too much, so he read on.

(Learned that proper from Dumbledore it seems)

Sirius laughed and nodded,

In any case among the thousands of thoughts in my head I came to the realization that now you have absolutely nothing to do. That coupled with my brilliance and ability to solve one problem with another lead me to a brilliant deduction that is brilliantly brilliant as you can very well fathom.

"Yep, definitely a Potter, though some of me rubbed off on him. Otherwise he wouldn’t be truly brilliant, he would just think he is like Prongs," Sirius said out loud as he read on. Harry continued a rather interesting tirade on his own greatness that further proved that he had had a great influence on his godson.

Ok then, with the point of my brilliance out of the way I can now return to the lesser issue that is what I came up with. You see Padfoot, thanks to you, Dumbledore, and my parents I have become a very wealthy wizard, extremely wealthy, outrageously wealthy, mind‑numbingly wealthy, or just plain stinking rich. As such I have made several investments, investments that require looking into from time to time. Thought all are in very capable hands, I still feel that someone representing me should make sure they are being carried out in a way that befits the name Potter. That befits my name above all. I mean I am Snuffles now, and such a name deserves greatness such as me. So in order to keep my great name honored I have decided in my infinite wisdom to appoint you, my god‑father, first man to escape Azkaban and only one to do it without outside help, great Marauder, inspiration to the Black Marauders, and all‑around the only person close to my greatness…

Harry went on another diatribe about both their greatnesses now. Sirius just laughed heartily and with pride as his godson so reminded him of both Prongs, but mostly himself. He truly had become a Marauder, what was better, a Black Mara­…

Right, now then to the lesser issue of what I am appointing you, if you want the job, and you probably do because it will save you from incredible boredom which is the greatest of tortures to a Marauder. As I said you will be the guardian of my affairs and look into all of them as well as finding new ways to invest my money. Among my interests there is Dragon Preserve, the Chuddley Cannons, and a large stake in one of the greatest business known to wizard kind, the WWW or Weasley Wizard Wheezes, THE prank shop, none other comes close, a true friend to all Marauder and Marauder wannabe, as well as anyone that just wants to have some good old fun. This last one will probably be your favorite as I have a couple of invention of my own that I came up with inspired by the Black Marauder brilliance which oozes from my pores…wait that might be sweat but still, in any case they are brilliant and you should check them out.

Attached you will find the necessary legal documentation for you to take charge. I have left instructions at Gringots to open a smaller vault for your expenses and to alert me every time it needs reloading. As to the money necessary to maintain my affairs, that is automatically deducted from my account. Any more money you need for new investments, just send me a letter as to the nature of the affair and the money necessary and I will owl the bank to make it happen. I trust you will find this arrangement to your liking. Also attached you will find a list of my general holdings as well as a bank statement to how much is in your vault so you won’t complain and how much is in mine so that you won’t say I’m giving you too much.

Sirius looked through the papers and found the statements, when he read his he almost fell backwards. That was a very large expense account. He had an idea of how rich the Blacks were, but he didn’t know they were that rich as to allow expense accounts that large. Harry had to be going overboard, at least that was what he thought until he turned the page, then he did fall over. “Two b..b..b…billion!!!!!!!! What the hell is going on?!?!?!?!?” Sirius shouted as his back hit the ground. When the shock passed he started to chuckle, then to laugh maniacally. Leave it to Harry to finally get what he deserved and not spend it all. And as he read the statement carefully he realized that while Harry had gone on some spending sprees, he had mostly invested, and had invested VERY wisely. Apparently ALL the Weasleys had done VERY well handling the responsibilities Harry had entrusted them with. The Twins had wiped away their competitors and were making a killing with their products. He would have to look more into that, because the gains were well beyond that of a simple prank shop. What’s more Harry had secretly gone behind their backs and done quite a bit of planning that would soon bring in exponential gains. As for the Cannons, under the leadership of Ron they had put together an extremely strong team and were close to winning the national championships as well as setting up a masterful merchandising franchise. The dragon preserve was more than self sustaining as it was generating a great deal of donations from different nations wanting their dragons to be taken care of by someone else.

Charlie had done such a good job with Hagrid that some dragon‑keeping ranches that were used to keep the dragons in controlled captivity shut down and sent their dragons to Harry’s preserve, which dragon‑rights organizations worldwide were praising increasingly. The donations were put back into making the Preserve bigger, bettering the living conditions of the dragons, and feeding the lot. Harry added some plans he had for more gains in the near future. On top of that Bill had intervened on Harry’s behalf in his free time and, using his savvy and with the help of Percy in the Ministry, secured the rights to the Harry Potter merchandising franchise and was making a killing off all of it. Defeating Voldemort would probably prove to boost these gains through the roof. Harry, in return, was giving them an extremely fat commission for their work, making Bill and Percy very wealthy wizards in his own right. As he read on, he realized that, while the bulk of the slightly more than two billion was from the three different estates that had come together, Harry was solely responsible for not only earning back all the money he had spent, but adding nearly half a billion to what he had inherited all in a single year. There were few, if any wizards, that could claim to earn half a billion galleons in a year. What’s more, Harry attached instructions to several investments he wanted to see put forth in the near future, as well as a plan that bordered on insanity but, if it worked…well… “Damn Harry, you’re a genius,” Sirius said with pride.

And there’s Lily,” Sirius added with a sad smile on his face and a tear in his eyes. He had inherited more than his eyes from his mother; her intelligence, responsibility, business sense, generosity, and giant heart were not only reflected in his decisions but also in his results.

Sirius readjusted himself on the chair and thought about it. “What do you think, Fawkes?” he asked the phoenix.

The bird sang a long happy note.

“Yeah, sounds like a good idea to me as well. I mean, really what else am I going to do? Harry is right; boredom is the worst thing that can happen to a Marauder,” he said. Even if Harry is preparing for a fight, he hadn’t called for help yet, but he said he would when it was time. Besides Alexander Canem had proven to deliver on his promises, Harry had won, and he had done so in style. “Besides, this plan of his is so out there that only a Marauder could possibly think of pulling it off. And by George or some other fat old bastard I damn well will,” he said standing up with a new sparkle in his eyes.

“But first…” he said with a wicked grin, “I am going to need some help.” He said out loud.

With that he headed to the door with a plan already forming in his mind. He went to the garage and got on his motorbike, turned it on, and sat for a second listening to its roar. “Hey baby, daddy’s back; now let’s go get the mean old wolf, shall we?” he said with a grin and kicked in a gear. He started to ride on the ground but soon took off; an hour later he landed in a very old house bordering some woods, he silently landed and then headed for the door. As his fist came down on the wood it opened.

“Hey Harry, heard you coming, how have you…” Remus started to say and then laid eyes on Sirius and entered shock.

“Now Mooney why are you leaving poor Harry outside, invite the boy in? For heaven’s sake…” and then she saw him.

Sirius analyzed the situation quickly in his mind; he now realized they thought he was dead. The only logical and right thing to do was… “Boo, hey Moony I come to haunt your house from now till eternity, this should be a barrel of laughs Moony. I’m looking forward to living with you two. Tonks, I do hope you can keep it down at night cousin. I mean I know Mooney here isn’t that much of a lover, but I am planning to bring some ghost girls I’ve met around over to have a good time, if you catch my drift and the howls might spoil the mood. Well at least his howls, my howls are to be expected and downright required” he said with a large grin as he rocked back and forth on his heels.

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH, good Merlin, NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO” Lupin screamed.

“WHY US? WHY US?” Tonks screamed to the heavens.

"AH I knew you would understand," Sirius said as he walked through the two distressed adults and patted them on the shoulders as he entered the house, leaving them frozen in their woe.

It took them a minute, but Remus reacted first. "Wait a second, ghosts aren’t corporeal; how the hell did I just feel him pat my shoulder?" he reasoned out loud and then turned back to stare at his friend.

Sirius chose this moment to start laughing as hard as he could and rolling on the floor in his joy. "Still got it," he managed to say.

Tonks had unfrozen now and had started to piece everything together.

"How is this possible?" Remus whispered out loud.

"I’ll give you three guesses, but it will only take you one to figure out who is brilliant enough to pull it off," Sirius replied as he was still on the floor laughing and wiping the tears from his eyes.

Tonks and Lupin looked at each other. "Harry," they said together.

"See told you, you’d get it in one," Sirius replied.

"But you were dead; I saw the killing curse hit you, and then you fell through the veil," Remus replied.

"Yea, but apparently that curse takes a few seconds to fully kill a person. I fell through before it did me in. The magic inside the veil is designed to heal and keep one alive as long as possible. So it undid the curse and kept me alive," Sirius explained what Harry had explained to him.

Remus and Tonks took that in, and then Tonks jumped up and hugged her cousin. "I missed you Sirius," she cried into his shoulder.

"And I missed you kid, though it seems like you’ve done well for yourself Nymphodora. You are getting married, though how good of a choice Remus is, is debatable," he said with a devilish look.

Tonks started chocking him, “I warned you Sirius that if you ever called me that name again I’d chock the life out of you. And how dare you question my judgment!!!” she screamed.

Remus went to his rescue, “Now love, let’s not kill him so soon after we have got him back. He is a prat with a gigantic head, but we have always known that, it’s just who he is. I am sure he was only joking when he questioned your intelligence” he reasoned and Tonks let go.

“Actually, you got it wrong Nymph… I mean Tonks” he began and corrected as she gave him a death glare. “I was merely pointing out that given your fiancé’s history, his performance has come into question. I mean there was this time in Sixth year when…” but he never finished that sentence as Remus was now chocking him.

“You bastard, we had a deal, you swore never to mention that day again as long as I never mentioned Cath…!!!” Remus began but again did not finish because Sirius was now chocking him.

“Nevegh mentionth thathhh nameggg!!!” groaned Sirius as serious began to choke Remus.

“Stop chocking my fiancé!!!” roared Tonks as she also began to choke Sirius.

After a minute of insanity finally things settled down, mostly thanks to Remus leading cooler heads to prevail.

“Now then, your alive and well, and it is kind of you to let us know your alive even after the fact that you have been back for days now” Remus growled with an angry smile.

“Sorry, I have been extremely busy planning” Sirius replied looking a bit ashamed.

“Planning what?” Tonks asked.

“To have a plan” Sirius replied.

“What? That makes no sense” Tonks countered.

"Actually love, it makes perfect sense," Remus said looking at her earnestly.

"In what universe?" she replied.

Both Remus and Sirius looked at her as if she were mad.

"Don’t look at me like I am bonkers; you’re the ones that are crazy," she added angrily.

"A Marauder always has a plan," both replied to her as if it were common knowledge.

"Ahh, I see, now it makes sense, you’re both just idiots," Tonks finally concluded with a grin.

"You are too, as I understand you are now a part of our merry band," Sirius replied with a malevolent grin.

"Drat I should have known that would come back to bite me in the ass," she grumbled.

“And what a fine ass it is," Remus said under his breath.

"Eww, gross Mooney, she is like my sister," Sirius complained and mock‑gagged.

"You do realize we sleep in the same bed, right?" Remus rebuked.

“So? What is your point?" Sirius replied.

“Well when a man and a woman are deeply in love they come together…" Remus began.

"Eww, bloody ugly mental picture. You bastard Mooney; not only that but you reminded me of that terrible day when James’s dad sat us down for that ‘talk’," Sirius growled.

“You two are retarded, but I am curious, who is this Cath you don’t want mentioned?" Tonks asked with an evil gleam in her eye.

“Nobody," both said in different tones. Remus contrite, and Sirius furious.

“Ok then, moving on,” Tonks replied rolling her eyes.

“Yes, as I was saying, it is appreciated you coming to say hi, but I suspect you have another reason for visiting," Remus said raising an eyebrow as he looked at Sirius.

"Ah, how well you know me, Mooney," Sirius barked as he laughed; Remus just nodded and Tonks settled next to him. "Well, it is something that I would rather discuss in private," he said looking honestly at his friend.

"I see, will you excuse us, love?" Remus asked Tonks very nicely.

"I will excuse you all you want," she growled as she kissed him. Sirius made a face. "You, on the other hand, can kiss my ass," she said to Sirius without turning around.

"That is cold, Tonksy, very cold," he said with a grin.

"Tonksy?" Remus asked as his wife had started processing how to respond.

"Well, I can’t use my favorite cousin’s real name so I’m trying out nicknames," Sirius replied.

"Just call her Sunny, all the Black Marauders do," Remus suggested.

"Ah yes, the Black Marauders, such a wonderful name, an act of brilliance coming up with that name it was, total brilliance," he mused to himself.

"Ok, I am leaving before I kill him, or his head gets so big that they air runs out in the room and I can’t speak," Tonks said as she kissed Remus and then left.

Both Marauders stared as she left.

"Is she gone?" Remus asked.

Sirius got up and went to check, then ran a spell to make double sure they were alone, then another for privacy. "Yea we are alone now"

Remus got up and dashed over to his friend and the two locked in a tight brotherly embrace.

"Moony," Sirius said.

"Padfoot," Remus said as tears began to exit both their eyes.

"I missed you, you sodden bastard," they both said in unison and then laughed through the tears.

They separated, then hugged again. Just then the door opened and they quickly separated."

“Bloody hell forgot my wand, for bloody crying out…what were you doing?” she asked as she saw them standing there looking guilty.

“Nothing,” they both replied.

“Whatever,” she said rolling her eyes and going to retrieve her wand before Disapparating from upstairs.

“That was close,” Remus said.

“Yep,” Sirius said as he looked the same way.

“Well then Padfoot, take a seat and explain to me this great secret,” Remus replied as he too took a seat.

“Well Moony, it seems our dear Snuffles has found himself more trouble,” Sirius said sitting down and sighing grimly.

Remus just shook his head. “Bloody hell, that boy has never known peace,” he growled.

“Yea, that is bloody true; I swear I wish I could just kidnap him and leave the world to its fate,” Sirius commented as he crossed his legs.

“So we are going to go help him then? If that’s so why didn’t you want Nymphodora involved?” Remus replied.

“Well we are helping in a way. Apparently the fight is still far away but Harry wants preparations made,” Sirius supplied.

Remus signaled him to continue as he got up and brought over a couple of glasses and some firewhisky. “Something tells me we are going to need this,” Remus supplied.

“Better bring the Icevodka instead, Remus, we need something a bit stronger,” Sirius said grimly.

Remus shuddered as he brought a different bottle and poured two glasses straight up. The glasses cooled under the liquid. “Continue then, what are these preparations?” he asked.

“Well that comes later; that is the secret part, the shadow to what we will be working on. Our cover objective, and what I will be needing your help on is something a bit grander,” Sirius said with a smile.

Remus recognized that smile and downed his drink in one go and served himself another. “Bloody hell, Tonks is likely to kill me for this…or worst ask to join in,” he growled knowing his friend and Harry were going to drag him into trouble.

The next day both of them stood in front of a massive skyscraper, the Warlock Building. Sirius had a giant grin on his face, and Remus looked with a calm visage.

“Padfoot relax,” Remus stated though he was a tad bit nervous too.

“No, no, Moony, this is the start; it needs to be perfect. I would expect nothing less of a Marauder but perfection and that is what I will deliver to Harry. Now where is that bloody woman?” Sirius barked back.

Just then a very plain, yet lovely redhead approached them. “Mr. Lupin, Mr. Black?” she asked in a very sweet voice.

“Would you be Mrs. Hensen?” Remus asked politely.

“Yes I would, and I sincerely apologize for the delay; I was caught up with another client. They wanted to purchase some space in this building as well,” she stated in her pleasing sweet voice just as Sirius was about to complain about her tardiness.

Sirius bit his tongue and then spoke up, “Well Mrs. Hensen, let us get on our way; I…I mean we have much to do and very little time,” he said quite bluntly.

“Sirius behave,” Remus growled in a low tone.

The girl laughed heartily, “Do not worry Mr. Lupin, I can understand the rush, and by all means call me Honey,” she replied smiling at them honestly.

Sirius saw an opening; he approached and took her hand, “Honey, what a sweet name; you can call me anything you want, or better yet I will call you,” he said in a seductive tone.

“Sirius,” Remus growled in a low tone again.

“Mr. Black, please!!” she said blushing as his charm was already working on her.

“Damn, and I thought that old bastard was dead” Sirius said looking around. “Oh you meant me, call me Sirius, my father was Mr. Black” he said winking at her and chuckling.

Her face now matched her hair as she giggled, she cleared her throat to regain her composure, but still kept smiling, “Well then shall we go see the spaces I have available?” she replied.

“By all means lead the way, that way I can enjoy the fine view” Sirius replied as he bowed a bit and extended his hand to the side courteously.

“Sirius!!!” Remus growled louder.

“Not now Moony. I’m working my mojo here” Sirius whispered back.

“That’s what I am afraid of” he replied.

Sirius just waved him off as they went to the elevators.

“Oh yes, these spaces have a very good view, they overlook all of London. This is the tallest building to date in England. It was completed only 3 months ago and then enchanted by a team of professionals so that Muggles will not see it or come near it, even if they fly close to it they will be diverted by the spells” she said matter a factly.

“Wow, that is impressive. You sound very cultured, though I wasn’t referring to the view of the building Honey” Sirius said a she laid down a million Galleon smile.

Honey once again turned cherry red. Remus rolled his eyes, it was too late for the girl, had to feel sorry for Mr. Hensen.

“Sirius!!!” she squealed as she giggled and playfully hit him in the arm. The elevator rose to the 11th floor and stopped. She sobered up a bit and then spoke, “Well if you will follow me, I’ll show you the space I had in mind…” she began but was stopped by Sirius’s hand as he pulled her back by gently placing his arm around her waist and the other against the elevator exit frame.

“I was thinking something a little further up” he whispered in her ear and then pressed the button for the penthouse.

She closed her eyes and exhaled a controlled breath holding back the goosebumps the man caused her. There was a ding and the doors opened again and they exited the elevator. Sirius gently pulling her by the hand in her daze.

He looked around; frankly it was for show as he had looked at the place previously. “Excellent, I like this. We will take it” he said with enthusiasm.

“Huh, uh, ah” she stuttered and then shook her head to snap out of the daze she was in. She looked around and realized where she was. “Oh…that would be a problem, I am sorry to say that this property was taken off the market. In fact, it was taken off the market in the meeting I just came from with the White group” she explained.

Remus meanwhile, had been looking around and upon hearing her frowned, “This would have really done the trick too” he said as he observed that it had three floors and plenty of office space to rearrange.

“Now Honey” Sirius said in his most seductive and animalistic tone. “Did they perchance sign the paper and give you a down payment?” he asked smiling again.

“No..noo…not yet” she replied getting caught in his eyes.

“Then why don’t you help an old dog out, and maybe…we can help each other,” he replied, the last part whispered.

Remus rolled his eyes again.

“A ma, ma, ma, me married,” she replied but Sirius was already pulling her into one of the empty offices and shutting the door.

“Poor girl, poor husband,” Remus said exhaling a sigh of frustration.

Moments later loud moans and screams of pleasure started to fill the floor.

“Bloody hell, poor me,” Remus concluded as he cast a deafening charm on himself. He left and went to get something to eat. Then a few hours later he returned. His werewolf senses told him they were still at it, not that he needed them; the moans and screams had only gotten louder.

Remus chuckled, “He will never change,” he said and then took a seat on the stairs and dozed off. He woke up later and the noise had stopped.

“…so we have a deal, double what they asked,” Mrs. Hensen said as their door opened. She looked a bit ruffled, but had an even wider grin.

“Honey it has been an extreme pleasure doing business with you,” Sirius replied as he kissed her hand.

“Yes it has, do let me know if you have any more…business you want to take care of,” she replied in a seductive tone as she winked at him, kissed him and then turned around and giggled all the way to the elevator.

“Well we got our office space,” Sirius said with a grin as he turned to Remus.

“I can see that, did you really have to go to such….extensive lengths Snuffles?” Remus asked grinning at him.

“You know me Moony, always have to go full speed or not at all,” he chuckled in return.

“Yes Padfoot, I unfortunately do,” Remus chuckled as he shook his head.

Business had been good to the Weasley Twins; they were busy setting up the new shop in Hogsmeade. They had bought out Zonko's and were now refurbishing the building to their specs, and they were grandiose to say the least.

“So what do you think of the fake snakes over here?” George asked.

“Why, my dear brother, I believe that is brilliant,” Fred replied.

“Tis as if we share one brain,” George countered.

“True, though one must question the sanity of said brain,” said Ginny, who was spending her vacation helping them out.

“Ah, our dear sister, how proud we are of you,” Fred said as he hugged her from one side.

“Indeed, brother, becoming a true Marauder. Brings tears to our eyes,” George added as he hugged her from the other side.

“Took after us; what pride, what pride,” Fred added as he fake‑shed a tear.

“They grow up so fast; now she is going to have to go at it alone. We expect much business from you, sis,” George followed.

“You being the last Marauder left in school. We will give you a nice family discount. Five percent should be enough,” Fred continued.

“Enough, you two,” she said shaking them off.

“Fine, let’s make it seven,” George said.

Ginny glared at him.

“Ok, ok, ten then,” Fred finished.

“Urgh, you two are infuriating,” Ginny said and stomped off.

“What bit her Quaffles?” Fred asked as he looked at his brother.

“Must be that she broke up with Neville over the break,” George supplied.

“Must be; though she sounded like Minnie just now,” Fred continued as he stocked the Ten‑tongue toffee on the shelf. Both brothers cringed and shook for a second.

It was at this moment that an owl landed in their shop carrying an envelope with a black seal.

{"corrected_text":"“Uh, what’s this? Fan mail?” George said as he took the letter from the bird.\n\n“Must be, oh how I love fan mail, let’s read it.” Fred replied.\n\nThe twins opened it and, as they read down, their faces changed from surprise to anger to joy, then to outright evil smiles and laughs.\n\n“My dear brother, it appears that there is a new wind approaching,” Fred began.\n\n“Indeed, brother, I can feel it too, and it doesn’t smell like shite to me.” George continued.\n\n“True, it seems to be a very fresh and quite intriguing scent,” Fred countered as both began machinating at the news.\n\nHagrid, Charlie, and Sandra—his new girlfriend who he had met when Harry dropped by with her for his NEWT—were all having breakfast on the dragon preserve.\n\n“You know that Horntail has been rather mellow since Harry and Shadow had a go at him,” Hagrid commented.\n\n“Poor thing, must have been scared out of his mind.” Sandra said as she shoveled more food onto Charlie’s plate. She and Molly had met and Molly had instantly loved her and had given her instructions on how to best take care of Charlie, the first of which was keep him well fed.”}

"Thanks love. Well what you expect Harry is very frightening," Charlie said, chuckling as he shoved the food into his mouth with wanton disregard. He inwardly cringed as he thought of the day he had brought her over to meet his parents. Molly and Ginny had nearly danced with joy; in fact, he was sure they did when they were away from prying eyes. After the initial shock they then proceeded to interrogate the poor girl, which wasn’t so bad because she interrogated them right back on all things Charlie. The three instantly became a cohesive unit plotting to control his life.

Sandra smacked his arm playfully, "I meant Shadow, though from what I’ve seen and what was printed in the Prophet, Harry is a force onto himself," she replied.

"Aye that he is, still remember when I went to pick him up, he was a wee little feller," Hagrid said with a tear in his eye.

"Yea, and now he is the mysterious hero that vanishes after he almost singlehandedly saves the day," Charlie said with a chuckle.

It was at this point that two owls swooped down and perched in front of them with matching letters.

"What’s this? Guess we have some mail to read," Charlie commented.

Hagrid and Charlie grabbed the envelopes, ripped them open and read. Soon both raised their eyes at each other as if to confirm what they had read.

“What’s going on?” Sandra asked as she looked between them.

"Nothing love, just some business that we have to take care of," Charlie said enthused.

"Yea, important matters," Hagrid said with a tear in his eyes and a big smile.

Bill and Percy were having lunch with Fleur at her restaurant.

"So Fleur how has business been recently?" Percy asked politely.

"Pewrcy, I have told yew to call me sister," she said with a smile, "And it has been vewry good. My new idias have helped bring in a wider variety of costumer. It also helps that we rid ourselves of that fool," she added and ended with a note of bitterness.

"Now now love, he has gotten his just deserts. The Twins have been making his life a living hell. They give me weekly reports on all the things they do to the poor man," Bill replied.

"I unfortunately get them as well, I think they are starting a Weasley sibling newsletter with it," Percy said annoyed.

Fleur smiled evilly, "Good, he deserves it," she said as she held her belly.

"Now love, don’t go filling your head with bad thoughts, it is bad for the baby," Bill said as he kissed his wife and warmed her smile to kindness.

"I love you so much Bill," Fleur said with a smile.

The announcement of the first addition to the new generation of Weasleys had been very well received. Molly broke into tears of ecstatic joy at the fact she would be a grandma; Arthur had smiled at the prospect as well, Percy had given him a proper congratulations, Ron had smashed his back heartily along with Charlie and lit the man a cigar to celebrate, which promptly blew up. The twins being the responsible party for this ran for their lives as they plotted how they would abduct the child, raise it to be like them, and then leave it to wolves to raise till it was time for Hogwarts, that way they would have a worthy successor for their legacy at Hogwarts. Ginny had crushed Fleur in a hug before she chased her brothers along with Molly screaming “You will do no such thing you irresponsible, morally reprehensible…” among other things, the culminating in “If you ever even look at him funny we will curse you so bad you will wish you were never born”.

“I’m extremely glad for the both of you” Percy said formally as he sipped his tea.

“Thanks brother, I am sure you will share our luck someday” Bill replied

Percy smiled, cleared his throat and continued, “Yes, now let’s get back to what we were discussing. We need to decide on the new line of merchandising for Harry, the public is demanding it” he explained.

“Quite, but I sometimes seriously question the sanity of all the people that buy this junk. I mean really, Harry Potter knickers, who in their right mind would buy some of those?” Bill commented.

Fleur had a brilliantly seductive smile, letting all the Veela in her out. She leaned in to her husband and then whispered, “Well Bill, vhy don’t you take me back to the storage closet and you can find out.”

Bill’s eyes went wide as his pulse shot up as he turned to stare at his wife. “You’re bluffing,” he said in shock.

She just raised an eyebrow and made her smile more devilish, “Am I? They looked fun and comfortable so I took a pair from the samples,” she giggled in his ear.

Bill’s smile grew and began to get up; forgetting Percy and the conversation entirely till two owls flew in with matching envelopes. This pulled him back as Percy was already opening his and reading it quickly. He was shocked and chagrined at first but as he re read he smiled as did Bill as he finished his.

“Brilliant, absolutely blood brilliant,” Percy said in a rare moment of candor.

“Indeed brother, indeed,” Bill replied and then followed his wife to the backroom with a wider smile and a skip in his step.

Ron was in the middle of watching practice with the Cannons.

“Bloody hell man, move faster there Bailey. Gregory, you call that a save? Hilbert, hit that Bludger like you have a pair,” Ron screamed from the stands.

The Cannons had grown accustomed to his rants and raves during practice. At first they had been annoyed; some were completely new to the team, having been bought from other teams. Ron had assigned them a tough coach, but as the owner he was relentless. Wilsons, the coach, merely sat back and ran his practice with a grin on his face. He would ignore Ron with ease now, besides, he knew the bloke was right and his constant badgering was helping him more than any assistant coach ever would, and all that badgering was NEVER directed at him. He just smiled and earned his enormous paycheck. The team had rebelled only once, just once. Ron had complained to the Keeper and he had proceeded to challenge him to do better. Ron got up on his new Firebolt MK, courtesy of Olivander who had finally started to make them himself, and put on a 20‑minute demonstration of Keeping skills that had the Keepers on the team worrying for their jobs. From that point on, NO ONE argued with Ron about his rants. What’s more, through them they had improved so dramatically that they were now in the championship game and all had already been approached by the English team about trying out for the National squad for the World Cup.

It was in the middle of his ranting that an owl dropped an envelope with a black seal on his head. He picked it up, read through it angrily and then midway slowed down and re‑read it with eyes wide; he re‑read it a third time just to be sure he wasn’t being thick and then sat down in awe.

“Bloody hell” was all he said.

And one week later, the Floo on the Penthouse office of the Warlock building began to flare like wild. Remus welcomed every guest one by one and sat them at the conference table; it was huge and circular, like the round table with an empty space in the middle to walk through. The entire décor of the office was black, the furniture, the chairs, the decorations, and so was this giant table of black marble.

“Ok, it seems we are all here,” Remus finally said as he looked around the room. Only two chairs remained empty.

“What is this about, Remus?” Bill asked bluntly.

“Yea, Moony, is it true?” Ron asked as well.

“Well, why don’t we let our dear CEO, idiot, and dictator answer that,” Remus replied.

“I resent that, Moony, I am not an idiot,” Sirius said as he made a grandiose entrance and took his seat. Remus’s comment didn’t detract from the shock of seeing the man alive.

“Sirius, is it really you?” asked Percy in shock.

“How is this possible?” asked Bill.

“Well how it is possible is thanks to the very man we are here to discuss. Or better said, whom I am here in representation of,” replied Sirius.

“Huh?” said Seamus in clear confusion. He had only come because the letter said that this was about Snuffles, Harry’s Marauder name.

“So our great partner has done it again,” George began.

“Bringing back the dead, I wonder if we can market that?” Fred replied.

“In any case, the world has one Marauder back,” George rebutted.

“Indeed a most joyous occurrence,” Fred replied.

“Huh?” said Neville who had been silent up till now. He had also come because of his Marauder duties.

“Enough, why don’t we let Sirius tell the story, he does so love to talk about himself,” Remus supplied.

"Oh Moony, you know me so well," Sirius said drying a mock tear. "Well then let us begin with how I got back and what I have been doing up till now…" and he then told them everything up to the point where he got the letter.

"Ok that explains how you are here and alive," Bill supplied.

"Sucks we can’t market that," Fred said disappointed.

“Oh well, still we can tag it onto Harry’s name. Bringer back of those that crossed the veil or something," George countered.

“Quite right brother,” Fred countered.

"Hey that matter would fall under merchandising Harry’s name, which is our department," Percy replied as he stared down his brothers.

“But it’s our idea," both Twins replied with wicked grins.

"Now, now, calm down people, this ties into exactly why we are all here," Sirius said raising his voice and letting out a doglike laugh.

"What do you mean? What’s all this about?" Bill asked now, and everyone quieted as they waited for an answer.

Well then, let’s get this on the road, shall we? Let me welcome you all to BLHWWWWWWFLP Black Marauders Unlimited. Or if you want to use the full name Black Lupin Hagrid Weasley, Weasley, Weasley, Weasley, Weasley, Weasley, Finnegan, Longbottom, and Potter Black Marauders Unlimited—a name so awesome it has my name in it twice," he said with a grin.

"Catchy name; it could sell," Fred supplied with a grin.

"Indeed brother, though I wonder which Weasley is which, and why we aren’t at the front of the name," George replied.

"Still an organization of this magnitude would hold a myriad of possibilities," Fred said as he stared at Sirius.

"Indeed one would wonder what the purpose of said organization would be," George concluded.

"Well if you would stop interrupting we might find out," Ron countered annoyed.

"Testy, testy little brother, are you sure a little curly‑haired Gryffindor hasn’t got you in the doghouse?" George said with a grin.

"Both metaphorically and literally," Fred countered.

I’ll kill you," Ron said getting up and being restrained by Seamus and Neville.

"Yep, definitely must be in the doghouse," George commented and laughed.

"Enough you two," Bill commanded and the twins just stuck out their tongues at him.

He caught them in an instant using his Seeker skills. Now they looked at him with worried faces.

Will you settle down? he asked in a menacing tone but with a smile.

Both nodded, Bill let go of their tongues and then all sat down.

Sirius barked his laugh some more, “Well then, it is good to know that the Marauder in the name won’t be just for show. Now by the looks on some of your faces I can tell you have no clue where I am headed, which proves I am doing my job as a Marauder by keeping you all in chaos, but enough of that. We do have things to do, a lot more than you all realize. In any case let me…” Sirius rambled confidently.

“Padfoot stick to the point and just bloody tell them” Remus growled frustrated.

“Bloody hell Moony, I was just having a bit of fun” Sirius replied innocently.

Remus pulled his wand.

“Fine, fine…spoilsport” he mumbled.

“What was that?” Remus asked raising an eyebrow.

“Nothing” he said innocently. “Well then here’s the gist of it. Harry has entrusted most of you with some sort of support in all your endeavors and you in turn have rewarded the trust he place in you with interest…literally” Sirius began as he assumed a business tone. “Combined your efforts have earned Harry nearly half a billion galleons in profit” he dropped this line like a ton of bricks on all of them.

They all looked around.

“Bloody hell” Ron said awestruck.

“Good Merlin” added Percy.

“Tis to be expected” George supplied.

“We work with him, of course we make him money” Fred added, but both inside were awestruck.

“I can see from your faces you had little clue of how much profit you made combined for the minority partner in your endeavors. Yes, Harry invested heavily in you, yes he asked for little in return, and yes that’s how much the more than a little that you gave back is amounting to” he said looking around. “Yes, you all went against Harry’s wishes and have been giving him more than what he asked to receive as a partner or investor in these businesses. As a result his considerable estate is…well…growing more considerable by the day and he has found that he has not the time but more than enough ambition and ideas for all that money. So this, in addition to the fact that I have nothing to bloody do, have a genius business savvy” Sirius explained with enthusiasm and charm.

“Bullshit” Remus mock sneezed.

Sirius glared at him. “Gassotight” he grumbled.

“Thank you” Remus replied with a grin.

“Like I was saying my genius savvy…” Sirius continued.

“Bigheaded, egotist” Remus mocked two sneezes.

“Fine, well I know how to handle the money and Harry gave me instructions on what to do. The point is I am going to be looking over his assets. In order to do this, and to accommodate the new expansions and ideas that he has for each department as well as to provide you each with the necessary resources to take on your new functions we have created these offices and this partnership. I will be at the head of it, but each of you will be solely responsible for your individual areas” Sirius finished explaining.

“Wait a second, let me get this straight. All of us now have offices here?” Seamus asked raising his hand.

"Yes, each of you have offices, and pretty bloody big and fancy ones at that," Remus replied grinning.

The twins raised their hands.

"Yes you guys share an office," Remus supplied.

The Twins high fived; they raised their hands again.

"Yes, you can get hot assistants," Sirius replied without turning to see them.

The Twins sat in awe at the man for reading their minds, then Fred raised his hand with a wicked grin.

"No, if they sue you for sexual harassment, that’s on you not the company. Harry won’t be mad, but we will all get together and laugh at your idiocy, and I might be forced to…smooth over the situation," he said in a suave tone.

"Bravo, bravo, we are not worthy, all hail the Marauder Snuffles," George said as both got up and started mock bowing.

"Now I bloody well see where Harry got all his coolness from," Fred commented.

"Enough you two, don’t inflate his ego anymore; it’s bad for us all, the more his head grows the less air there is in here to breathe," Remus commented.

Everyone laughed as the Twins sat down.

"Mr. Black, could you explain to us these extra responsibilities you speak of?" Percy interjected, raising his hand.

"Bloody hell, Perce, relax man. Mr. Black was my father; I’m Padfoot, even if you’re in trouble, now if you’re in trouble with me then it’s Sirius," he chuckled.

"Right, and it’s Percy," Percy commented, trying to keep his formality as he rolled his eyes. An adult and far more dangerous version of the twins, just what they needed, he thought.

"Well, Perce," Sirius began with a grin, to which Percy rolled his eyes again. "Why don’t I go by departments," he suggested to himself. "Quidditch," he said and looked at Ron.

At the sound of that word every Weasley looked at attention.

“Oh, this is for just Ron,” Sirius clarified as he saw that all Weasleys took that word very seriously.

“So what’s up Sirius, don’t tell me Harry isn’t happy with the team? I bloody well knew it; those slackers can play better, just give me a chance to…” Ron began to ramble nervously; he didn’t want to disappoint Harry.

“Calm down, Ron, Harry is ecstatic with how you are handling the team. In fact, he is so happy that he went and bought up 15 more teams and he wants you to run them for him,” Sirius said getting up and walking around the room towards Ron with a folder.

“You’re joking,” Charlie said in shock.

Sirius gave them all a look that said he wasn’t

“Harry bought out 15 teams, that’s a good portion of the league,” Seamus added.

“That would lead to ethical problems; we will have to run a press release…” Percy interjected.

“Relax, Perce; Harry knew that would happen, that is why he bought them from other countries. One from each to be exact,” Sirius explained as he dumped the file in front of Ron.

Ron was stunned, he couldn’t breathe, his brain was not processing everything after ‘bought 15 teams and wants you to run them’ was a blank to him.

Seamus that was next to him opened the files. “The Barcelona Vultures of Spain, the Rapallo Roosters of Italy, the Warlords of Bulgaria, the Blitzkriegs of Germany, the Green Dragons of China, the Chiefs from the USA, the Panthers of Mexico, the Frogs of Costa Rica, the Lions of South Africa, the Pharoes of Egypt, the Dolphins of New Zealand, the Samurais of Japan, the Shivas of India, the Boleros of Argentina, and the Piranhas of Brazil, sounds like quite a bit of work” he said as he read them off.

“Indeed, but given what he has done with the Cannons, Harry is confident in Ron’s ability. Besides the teams, are already bought, so someone has to run them and Harry thinks you’re the one for the job. He has talked to Olivander and negotiated a great deal for supplies for the teams” Sirius explained but Ron was still in shock.

“I think Ron is lost to the world right now, Sirius” Bill said in awe of the task before his little brother, still he had a feeling he could pull it off given his success with the Cannons.

“Don’t worry, we will fix him” Fred said getting up and walking over to Ron.

“Got just the thing too” George said pulling a small oval from his pocket and putting it in front of Ron.

“Shall we brother?” Fred said with an evil smile.

“Let’s shall” George said as both aimed and fired their wands at the stone. Instantly hundreds of brightly colored spiders came out of it and started crawling all over Ron.

The effect was instantaneous, his iris opened up all the way in a fraction of a second, then a girlish, earth shaking scream filled the room and reverberated off the windows. “Get the off of me!!!!!” he yelled instantly, and in a second they were gone.

“Temporary tarantulas, a great prank to scare someone shitless for 5 seconds” Fred explained.

“Kill now!!!” Ron screamed as Neville, Sirius, and Seamus held him back.

“Yep, definitely trouble with Mione” George supplied.

“KILL!!” Ron screamed till they managed to sit him in front of the papers again and then he quieted down. Still fuming he read them and saw the task ahead of him. With the exception of the Costa Rican team all, which apparently was bought from Axel, the rest were the worst team in each of those countries.

“So I have free reign to do as I please?” Ron asked seriously looking at Sirius.

“Yes Redfang, same as with the Cannons, you can do whatever you want with the teams and we will cover the expenses, just worry bout making them the best you can” Sirius replied.

“Roger that, I will see what I can do” Ron said seriously as he already began making notes.

“Never thought I would see the day Ron would start doing his work on his own” Percy said amazed.

“Perce…I mean Percy, you really don’t follow Quidditch do you? I mean the Cannons went from a bad team to the best in the league almost overnight when he took the reins. Ron finally found his calling I guess” Charlie supplied.

“Indeed” Percy said as he now saw his same work ethic and speed in his little brother. “Well I’ll be” he said with a grin.

"Ok, next up we have the Dragon Preserve," Sirius said looking at Charlie and Hagrid. This two now looked up. "We have great responses worldwide from it, so we are going to be expanding…more aggressively than before. We are going to be aiming to create an isolated habitat that can take on at least 65% of the entire global population of dragons within the year, and all of them within five years. Additionally we will create a new super instillation for the administration of the grounds. Within these instillations we will also be carrying out the most cutting edge research in dragons and their uses in the world. The researchers have already been approached and are just waiting for the installations to be finished. In conjunction with all this we will be developing new literature on dragons, a dragon them park, and a dragon tour throughout the ground. The donations shall go straight to the preserve as has been done so far as will part of the profits from the theme park, tour, book sales, and souvenir dispensary," Sirius explained.

Now the …

{"corrected_text":"“Harry thought you would say that. It is an ambitious undertaking, but Harry has been in talk with major political leaders as well as dragon activist agencies throughout the world, all of them agree. You two gentlemen have done a bang‑up job, and they would be glad to have the dragons out of their hair and in your capable hands. Ministries worldwide would finally be able to relax and not worry about a dragon problem. The Ministry of England was a bit put off, but then when they ran through the project specs and saw that safety of both dragons and wizards were more than covered by the plans they eased up considerably, specially given the boom in tourism expected from the move. The shield that shall be placed on the preserve puts Hogwarts and the Ministry to shame. It is apparently a design by Professor Canem, the Ministry agents that analyzed it were flabbergasted at the power output and sturdiness of the ward, it is indestructible by their calculations and will only work on dragons. The shield is divided into 1,392 layers, if any single one is breached, alarms will go off and 10 more will take its place along with a report at which specific position the breach occurred in. This along with all the other plans to create the proper environments….well you have your work cut out for you” Sirius said as he handed the folder to Charlie who was nearly crying in excitement.\n\nRemus had reanimated Hagrid at this point and the giant had heard in rapt attention.\n\n“Well, ruddy hell I guess we will have a lot of work ahead of us. But it will be a load of fun, it will” he said excitedly.\n\n“That’s the spirit Hagrid” Remus said patting his back.”}

“Don’t worry partner” Charlie said as he reviewed the specs. “Seems like Harry handed us the project pretty well thought out and planned, we just need to get it done. Tell Harry he can count on us” he added.

“Excellent, next up we have…” Sirius said as he reviewed the papers. “Ah yes, the brewery” he said as he handed the folder to Seamus.

“Me!?!? What the…?” he said in shock.

“Oh what, you though Harry invited you over to just gawk at his money?” Sirius chuckled. “He bought an old one in the North and the lands around it. Included are the plans. Basically it will be a superbrewery, the first of its kind. In it we will produce every single liquor, spirit, or otherwise known to wizard kind, and then some. He want you to do whatever you want with it, create whatever concoctions you can figure out” Sirius explained with a smile.

“Bloody hell” Seamus said as he read through it all. “This is bloody brilliant, tell Snuffles that it’s a done deal” he said excitedly. He had been dreading his future up to that point, for he had no idea what he wanted to do. He only had one wild stupid dream he confided in Harry one night last year, and now here he was standing on the verge of a project several times greater than his dream. “He will not be disappointed” he said in all seriousness as he nervously shook everyone’s hands.

“Harry expected you would react like this, he told me to tell you ‘Calm down Pooka, Marauders stick up for one another, now go make your dream the insane reality that I have devilishly plotted’” Sirius said with a grin. Everyone laughed at this.

“Will do” Seamus replied blushing.

Sirius shed mock tears, “Makes a Marauder so proud to see the brilliant and insane ideas that boy comes up with.” he mused.

“Oh shut it Padfoot, and keep going. And you should shudder at the thought, but I gave up on reforming you a looooong time ago,” Remus replied.

“Whatever Moony, you’re almost as bad as me,” Sirius replied and stuck out his tongue at the werewolf.

Remus saluted him with his middle finger.

“Aww, I feel the Marauder love in the room. Group hug,” Fred said with a smile as George hugged him and everyone else just shook their heads and laughed.

“Well, anyways, next up is the Gaia superstructure,” Sirius said, dumping a heavy folder in front of Neville.

“Should I even ask?” Neville said nervously.

“A superstructure where we shall be growing every possible herb, spice, plant, or other that is associated with magic or Muggle consumption. It shall be a super building composed of several floors where the plants can grow in several artificially environments that will recreate the necessary conditions for growth and….” Sirius began to read off. “Urgh, basically it’s a super big, super fancy greenhouse,” he finished off.

Neville picked up the envelope and began to read hungrily.

“The purpose is basically to find ways to grow massive quantities of food and then sell them at the lowest possible cost to hungering nations. Also, we will sell the ingredients at cost to our associates, and friends,” Sirius explained looking at Seamus who smiled widely. “Finally the surplus shall be sold to wizard stores, mostly potion stores.”

Neville meanwhile was enthralled in the reading. “Some of these techniques I have never even heard of. If these projected results are correct we are talking about a reality that is far beyond anything we have ever contemplated.” He said in shock and awe.

“Huh?” Hagrid asked.

“Basically, he is saying it will be really brilliant only that he is speaking in Herbologist,” Ron explained.

“Right then, on to…” Sirius said as he looked at the largest folder he carried.

The Twins looked around the table and realized that the biggest file, or in their minds the biggest present, was going to fall on their lap.

“Bloody brilliant, we get the biggest one,” George said as they locked arms and began to dance a jig.

“So what do we get, a giant super prank store, and a research facility to create new pranks? The Weasleys Wizard Wheezes Wonderful Wonky Worrisome Works?” Fred asked enthused.

“Uh better yet, a shop in every magical town in England,” George replied.

“My dear brother, that would be bloody insane; do you really think we can take care of that many stores? I doubt Harry could possibly buy that many stores,” Fred supplied.

“Ah but this is Harry we are talking about; maybe we get enough money to buy out at least half the stores England,” George suggested.

“Hum, in any case it’s going to be a pain to negotiate. Maybe we are getting ahead of ourselves brother; maybe he is just giving us a few new locals,” Fred reasoned.

“Well let’s shut up and find out. Continue Padfoot,” George said as they both now looked at Sirius with giant grins.
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They all then launched into all the pranks and the derived products that Harry had pulled at Hogwarts. Such as Snuffles Secret Serum, and its evil twin, the Malfoy Sexchange Slytherin Sexcapade memory cube, Foreverclear, among others. By the end of it, and after a heavy few rounds of merry drinking and laughs, Sirius finally managed to calm down enough to talk and breathe again. His bark like laugh still spewing forth every so often.

“Moony, I was worried you would ruin the boy, but I see that you couldn’t take the Potter out of his blood, or the Black out of his heart” he said toasting the werewolf.

“Oh and how I tried, how we all tried” he said in woe as he drank down his drink in one gulp.

“I do believe that Harry has even outdone us, though I shall never admit it to him” Sirius said feeling immensely proud.

“Heaven help us if he ever finds out you said that, his head will grow bigger than yours, and I used to think that impossible” Remus chuckled.

“Perish the thought!!! No one has a bigger head than me!” Sirius said laughing his dog like laugh. “Anyways, let us get down to business. I now have a clearer picture as to how and why Harry has done what he has done. And yes my dear Weasley brothers it is done” he said as he slammed the large file in front of them and levitated 10 more stacks as big in front of them.

Their smiles instantly vanished.

“Bloody hell, what the hell is all this?” Fred asked in shock.

Everyone was in shock, that was a massive quantity of papers, and that meant a massive quantity of work by association.

“What did he do buy out every prank store in Europe?” George said in awe.

"Try the world, he has bought out every pranks store in the world, had them remodeled to the specs and decor of your original store, and hired the staff. Additionally, your new R & D center will be in a gigantic parcel of barren land near London where there is nothing for miles around for you to damage, destroy, or prank accidentally, adjacent is a mass production facility to produce all your stock" Sirius explained with a giant evil grin.

"Bloody…" Ron said

"Fucking…" Seamus added

"Hell…" Neville contributed

"Sweet Merlin…" said Charlie

"Help us all…" said Percy

"Sweet Merlin…" said Hagrid

"Help the planet" said Remus

Everyone stood in awed shock.

The Twins stared at each other in silence.

"Brother, I do hope you don’t find this disturbing. But I find myself desiring to shag Harry rotten" Fred said still in shock.

"My dear brother, I was just about to say the same thing. Still I believe that is a side effect of the fact that we are now effectively Kings of all pranks on this planet" George countered.

"Indeed brother, Kings of the World" Fred supplied.

The both smiled and hugged and began to dance and sing, "We are the Kings of the World, we are the bloody sodding Kings of the World"

"I think I need to go home, this is one of the signs of the Apocalypse I just bloody hell know it" Bill said in true horror.

"Those idiots now are going to besmirch our name throughout the planet" Percy said banging his head on the table.

"Mom is going to kill someone for this. I mean, she just has to…I’m so not it" Ron shouted.

"Not it" Charlie said quickly and was echoed by Bill.

Percy snapped out of it and realized what had happened, “Oh bloody hell!!!” he shouted realizing he now was the one that had to tell his mother about this.

“Sirius, please tell me you are joking” Remus begged as he was fighting the headache now growing in his head.

“Fraid not Moony, Harry had all this done and just handed it to me” Sirius replied shrugging.

“Good Merlin, what the hell is that boy thinking, spreading the influence of those two and his insanity to the entire planet and giving them free reign to make up even more with a staff of professionals and installations at their disposal” Remus groaned.

The Twins were still dancing.

Sirius continued and dumped a folder in front of Percy and Bill.

Bill looked up concerned and Percy looked in shock and fear.

“To you two is entrusted the entire marketing, PR, and merchandising of the ENTIRE organization” Sirius concluded. “As well as what you are already doing with the Harry Potter franchise only you are to go global with that as well. Use the different departments to aid all the others in cross marketing efforts” he explained.

“It is madness!!!” Bill said shocked.

“But it makes perfect sense” Percy replied as he digested it all. “All these businesses have massive marketing requirements, merchandising potential, and are going to require strong PR” he said as he looked over all of them and then stopped at the Twins. “Some more PR than others” he groaned.

“Still, we are talking a veritable goldmine when all of it is combined and cross marketed. Harry is a fucking genius” Bill said as the numbers started to crank in his head.

Both looked at Sirius. "Harry wants the two of you to run this as equal partners with him," he said firmly.

"No BLOODY WAY, I refuse to take that much money," Bill said getting up outraged.

"DAMN STRAIGHT, it would be completely unfair. This is Harry’s idea and his money," Percy said backing his brother.

"Give it up you two; there is no way you can argue with Harry," Fred said as they continued to dance.

"Trust us, we tried, and we are way better at it than you," George added.

"You two have no idea of what you’re saying," Bill said as he walked up to them angrily.

"Bill is right; you have no clue what type of money we are talking about here," Percy said as he approached from the other side.

"Actually Bill and Percy, I believe all of you have no idea how much money we are talking about here," Sirius said as he took his seat and indicated that all of them should as well.

No one except Remus sat; he had a feeling he would want to sit down for this.

"Trust me; you will all want to sit for this. I think none of you realize what is at stake and what is to be gained here," Sirius added.

They all sat down, suddenly feeling very heavy.

"Harry has basically spent 95% of his fortune in this entire plan," Sirius let go of the first bomb.

"Bloody hell," Ron said in awe.

"It is madness," Bill said in shock; he knew that number, he knew how big it was, he knew how much it would take to spend that number and suddenly he saw it spent in one move, in one instant. "Its bloody madness"

"Nearly two billion galleons," Sirius added with a grim face.

All was silent at that bomb.

"Bloody insanity," Remus mumbled in shock.

The silence reigned until one single head popped up. The one that had watched Harry’s money dwindle and then grow exponentially just as quickly, the one that could drop the emotions of what was happening and try and think coldly, think like a goblin. Bill sat there and let go of his personal emotions, and looked at the facts. How his cash flow had fluctuated, the success of each of Harry’s investments, the aggressive buyouts, the new businesses, everything and laid it all out in front of him in his head. He thought it, and thought it, and thought it, and then it clicked.

“What are the projected, best case, and worst case returns?” he asked in a cool voice that was almost Goblin like. Gold‑tree would be proud.

Sirius smiled, “Harry said you would be the first to understand” he said as he got up and dropped one thick black folder in front of him. It was bound in leather, and carried the company’s new logo on the front. With almost reverent care he opened it and began to leaf through it. Market studies, personnel reports on all of them and the hires Harry had made, results from each of Harry’s investments, cold analysis that were run with the utmost of care. All in all looking at it he realized two things. First, Harry had indeed prepared for the worst. His projections in the best case were projected EXTREMLY conservative, and in the worst, EXTREMLY pessimistic. His time at Gringots under Goldtree had allowed him to see these cases analyzed and evaluated by one of the, if not the, most brilliant financial mind on the planet. He knew Harry was playing it safe with his estimates. The second thing he realized, was that given everything he just read, all around, in his trained opinion it was one of the best if not the best financial proposal he had ever seen. He then flipped through till the final pages where the numbers were crunched and the final bottom lines stood. That is where he realized two more things, if his gut was right, and given his previous two points to be almost no chance for i...

Anyone who read the document now lying in front of him, would herald Harry as the most brilliant financial mind of the millennia. It was a masterstroke of beyond supreme genius, and suddenly, he didn’t feel bad at all about taking that money. Maybe it was because he was thinking like a goblin, but mostly, he rationalized, it was because… “We are all going to be fucking filthy rich. I am bloody talking about fuckyou rich, fuck everyone rich, every person in this room is going to be fuck you rich” he said out loud and then burst out laughing.

"He has gone mad," Ron surmised.

"I oppose taking Harry's money even more," Percy said, ignoring his brothers and focusing on the risk Harry was taking on them.

Bill got up and tore a piece of parchment; in each he wrote down three very big numbers. He went around and dropped one in front of each of them.

"Gentlemen, there are three numbers in those papers; I base them on my career and knowledge as a Gringotts analyst. This will happen, I would stake my honor and reputation on them, even my life. The first is how much I estimate you will make, the second how much Harry will make, and third how much Harry will make total. This is in one single year," he concluded gravely and sat down.

Everyone opened their papers and, without exception, even Sirius fell back.

"No way," Seamus said excitedly.

"Dear brother, I want to shag this paper," Fred said.

"Yes brother, first this paper, then we find Harry and shag him," George countered as both sat back with open mouths.

"I would be outraged if it weren’t for that third number. I mean…It makes the first one seem like a joke," Neville whispered.

"I knew Harry had a good plan, but not THIS FUCKING GOOD," Sirius said as his hand shook.

"I'm going to get paid this just for helping out here?" Lupin said in awe. "I'm going to have to keep Tonks from shagging Harry, and yet I find myself not caring if she does," he added.

"Bloody fucking hell," Ron said.

"Bloody fucking hell," Percy echoed. Silence reigned once again.

"I need to make sure," Bill said and everyone nodded dumbly. "Gringotts, Goldtree's office," he shouted as he threw the floo powder into the fire and stuck his head in."

A head flamed up in the goblin’s office. Goldtree looked up from his table and smiled; that was until he saw the blank look on Bill’s face. “Bill, what’s wrong?” he asked with a concerned tone, a rare thing for a goblin. A VERY rare thing.

“Master Goldtree, please come over here; this concerns the bank, and I need you to look at these numbers to make sure I am right,” Bill said grimly.

That got the old goblin up and to the fire in a second. He threw the powder in, in a flash, and jumped through the flame, willing it to move faster.

“Let’s see them,” he growled as soon as he popped out of the flame.

“Take a seat, sir; you will need it,” Bill replied grimly.

A high chair magically appeared at the table, where everyone stood in perfect silence. Goldtree had seen this before and it was never, EVER a good sign, and given who was associated with all of them, he took it as a VERY bad sign from him and his bank. He took the seat and Bill put the folder before him.

The goblin took three deep breaths; he always did that when faced with a grim report. He needed to be calm and clear‑headed, till he knew all the facts. He opened the folder and began to read carefully. “Good Grimwell, and all things goblin” he said as he read the first few pages. His immediate impulse to kill someone and fire everyone was barely contained, though his hand threw sparks. He maintained his composure, “this was Harry…Mr. Potter”, he thought bitterly, “he BETTER have a plan”. He read through with grim fixation, double‑checking every page from the start. It was a good 10 minutes of silence until he was done, for a goblin 10 minutes was a VERY long examination. Then he read it again, and a third time. When he finished his face was cold and grim. He took off his specks and massaged the bridge of his nose.

“What were your conclusions?” he asked.

Bill showed him his sheet and explained it in Financial jargon.

“Hum, it is a very good analysis, but you have MUCH, MUCH to learn. I would say the same of Mr. Potter” he said grimly.

Bill lowered his head in shame.

“Both your numbers are extremely conservative. I do hope that you don’t let go of good investments for the bank because of that trait” he said with a‑w‑?…

"This is the most bloody fucking brilliant thing I have ever read," the old goblin said excitedly. Cursing, positivity, and excitement were three EXTREMLY rare things for a goblin. "Mr. Potter, leaves me in awe. I would swear there must be goblin or at least leprechaun blood in that boy. This is a bloody inspired piece of work," he said smacking the folder with the back of his hand. "Tell him I am furious at him for not coming to me; Gringots would and still does want to invest heavily in this new organization and any future dealing it might have," he said in a severe and professional tone. Though he knew that after this plan, Harry would never need to ask for a loan, no matter what idea he had crossed his mind. Even if he did, no institution on the planet would be able to help him; no one had that type of money, only Harry would, and all of it would be under Gringots, HIS bank. "Also tell him I am going to have to charge him for the expansion that is going to be necessary to accommodate the bloody fucking loads of money that he is going to make flood his vault," he said breaking out into grumbles and delirious laughs. Goblins never, laugh, ever.

At this everyone sat down and processed what was being said. Their hands still clutched the papers Bill had given them with increased force and all of them were shacking.

Seamus broke the tension first. "Where the fuck is the firewhisky?" he said as he got up and headed for the bar.

"Damn it Seamus," George said as he got up.

"That is hardly appropriate," Fred added.

Seamus made to get back to the table ashamed.

"Get the fucking champagne you idiot," George said laughing.

Soon everyone was toasting and celebrating, including Goldtree.

“Well, Sirius, I wish you the best of luck, trying to keep all of us in check,” Bill chuckled.

“Excuse me, I can handle myself unlike the rest of you lot,” Percy interjected.

“Percy, I believe you are too sober, and of course I can handle you lot… I am a bloody Marauder,” he said with a giant grin and his barking laugh. “Let me get more champagne for you lot,” he said as he headed to the closet that was in a corner of the office to get some more.

“Well, this has been an eventful day; I would say this new organization shall be extremely interesting to say the least,” Remus said smiling.

“Understatement of the millennium, Moony,” Ron said with a grin.

“Well after this, I think I will never be surprised again,” Neville said as he finished his glass.

“Yea, I mean what else could…?” Seamus started to say. He wanted to finish with ‘possibly happen today’ but someone had covered his mouth.

“Mate you really shouldn’t say that,” George interjected.

“Yea, it is bad luck, something always happens when you do,” Fred said with a grin as he uncovered his mouth.

“That is bloody ridiculous,” Bill replied.

“No, it is not,” George contested.

“Something always happens,” Fred added.

“That’s retarded; here, I will prove it. What else could possibly happen today?” Ron said out loud as if challenging fate.

The twins didn’t make it in time to stop him.

There was a loud bang, and the doors to the conference room burst open. Everyone pulled their wands and aimed at the door. When the dust cleared and their eyes adjusted to the light, they were met with a sight that left them mute. In the doorway stood the most stunningly beautiful woman they had ever seen. She was clothed in a tight black leather jumpsuit that fit her very tempting curves. She had on a white trenchcoat over, but it was open so they could fully appreciate her looks. Her eyes were furious green spheres that pierced their very souls. Her hair was golden blonde and reached down to her knees thought it was tied grimly in a tight pony tail. She was a stranger to all but one.

“Oh crap” Remus said in a mix of fear and awe.

“Ok then, will any of you fine assholes care to tell me where the ringleader of this circus is. I would like to have a few choice words with that bloke” said the mysterious woman.

Her eyes scanned them all and she locked eyes with Remus, and something shifted in her gaze as she saw him, she lowered her wand a bit. Everyone was so shocked at the entrance and her stunning looks that they all gaped open mouthed and pointed to her right and behind her.

“What the bloody hell was that boom? I hope you aren’t messing up our new offices, you don’t want to know how hard it was to get them” said Sirius as he exited the closet.

The woman went cold as she turned and stared at him. They locked eyes. A bottle and a wand fell to the floor simultaneously.

“You’re supposed to be dead” she whispered.

“What the hell are you doing here?” he whispered at the same time.

The two were frozen in position, surprise in their eyes, surprise that gradually was replaced by anger.

Remus finally broke the tension when shyly moved forward and stood between them with a wand in hand, ready. “Hello Catherine, how have you been?”

And like that, a wand magically jumped into a hand and another was drawn, and two wands were aimed at each to …

A/N Ah, the bastard is back, at least you get the answer to what SSHHAAGG is, but only a clue into Harry's training. Next up, we will visit Sirius and find out who the mystery woman is, and the past they share...well if they don't kill each other first, which is a possibility mind you.

Chapter 3 Viva los Mexico

Harry looked on annoyed and distressed from his bed, “Ok so your plan is to go and get laid? I understand how that could possibly help calm the nerves and focus the mind but this is hardly the time.” Harry growled.

Axel rolled his eyes, “Get your mind out of the gutter Potter, not S.H.A.G., but S.S.H.H.A.A.G.G.” he replied.

Harry raised an eyebrow and looked annoyed, “Explain,” he said simply.

Axel smirked, “Secret Society of Highly Honored Aurors Against Global Genocide” he elaborated.

Harry stared at him...a bit more…. “You thought up the name didn’t you?” he replied simply.

Axel nodded, “Brilliant isn’t it?” he reasoned.

“If you say so,” Harry replied sarcastically. “So tell me about this SH…organization of yours.” Harry prompted.

Axel chuckled, “Before Grindenwald fell last time, I had already initiated a major movement in order to unify the six major law‑enforcement agencies in the world; one agency was elected from each continent. The purpose of the organization was to unite the best agents of each continent under one organization and then teach each other through interagency cooperation. Of course this failed since we didn’t have the time and personnel needed to be battle‑ready.” Axel began.

“Ok, so far your plan isn’t sounding so brilliant,” Harry interrupted.

Axel raised his hands, “Cool your Hippogryphs Harry give me a minute. After that idea was discarded, we amended it to having me visit each of the five agencies and then teach them what they needed to know. That idea would have worked swimmingly but we were in a war and there was no time to teach everyone at the same time, and I was the only one that could do it. Another part of the plan was collecting weaponry and tactics from the major Muggle agencies worldwide and working to adapt them to our own strategy. In essence the plan was sound but the timing was off. It was at this moment when Dumbledore conveniently disposed of Grindenwald temporarily. So while the magic world rejoiced and the Muggle world began to set itself right thanks to the intervention of the US government, the six magical leaders that lead the respective departments in the organization gathered. We came to the conclusion that if another such risk appeared, there would be a plan in place for immediate action. Thankfully, Dark Lords don’t just pop out of nowhere, they slowly build to power, and there are warning signs that are set in place that would alert the agencies to act and bring SSHHAAGG to action. Voldemort almost triggered them, but since you stopped him the first time, and this second time around as well, well nothing happened” Axel continued.

Harry just nodded, “Well I can see where having the best agencies in the world fighting together would work great, but I do not get why they didn’t even provide SOME aid with Voldemort” he said bitterly.

“Harry, Voldemort was mostly a local problem. His recruitment and attacks rarely left British soil. Though he did have global ambitions he was far from reaching them. Honestly the army he amassed is a joke compared to what Grindenwald did” Axel replied.

Harry paled, “A joke!?!??!?!?!? Tom’s army was a JOKE!??!?!?!” he growled.

Axel shrugged, “Pretty much” he replied casually.

“Bloody hell” Harry groaned at the thought and began to bang his head against the table.

“In any case we will now proceed with the plan, I figure we have 2 years at least before Grindenwald makes his first move, and knowing him it will be BIG, so we best be ready for it. We will travel from agency to agency and train them and you. After the 5, we will also activate the 6th agency, the shadow agency of SSHHAAGG, the Secret Covenant of Excluded Races of the Underworld” Axel explained.

Harry shook his head, “SCREW U, you named the organization SCREW U?” he growled

Axel shrugged, “Yea, what’s your point?” he said nonchalantly

“Can’t you take anything seriously?” Harry yelled.

Axel smirked, and gave Harry and amused look as he raised his eyebrow.

Harry caught his idea quickly, “Ah, well, I mean that is different, the Black Marauders were about having fun when the world was going to the shitter….” He began to reason, but then concluded, “bloody hell, fuck it, so what do we do first?” he asked.

Axel smiled, “Well first off, you need to heal. After that we will head for Mexico and begin your training as well as the world’s.” he detailed.

“Oh what fun this is going to be” Harry growled sarcastically.

"You have no idea, Harry, you have absolutely no blooming idea," Axel thought with a giant smile on his face. "Anyways, quit your bellyaching and send Sirius that letter; let’s see if he will agree to the undertaking that you have in mind. This will be critical to the plan, so one way or another we have to make it fly," Axel explained.

Harry smiled, "Oh, he will definitely agree with it, and it will fly alright, I’m staking my fortune on it," he chuckled not caring at all. "Though my hats off to you for coming up with it," he added.

"Now, now, Harry, you came up with it; I just added on to it. I saw an opportunity to boost our chances through your brilliant idea," Axel replied.

"It was brilliant, wasn’t it?" Harry smirked with cockiness.

Axel laughed and shook his head, "Get your rest, oh great genius, we have much work to do," he replied.

Time flew swiftly and the two weeks had passed. Harry had grown ever tired and restless in his bed. The only thing that had kept him on the bed was the curse that Axel put on him and a letter from Sirius indicating that all was going as planned and that the meeting was to take place. Of course that was reversed the second he heard nothing more from his beloved godfather. He had written, but gotten no reply. He begged Axel to let him go; his teacher simply said that Sirius and everyone was fine, that he simply ran into a…complication…a potentially good one. Harry relaxed at that, good complications had a tendency to end only one way, and Sirius was VERY good at that way. Harry smiled as he remembered all the nice little tips he had picked up in the Black library whose author had been Sirius…"}

“Eureka” Harry said as he scribbled a fast note.

“Fawkes” Harry called. The phoenix appeared and took the note then vanished.

“That idea is going to make money” Axel said with a grin from the door.

“Ah, come to set me free?” Harry nearly shouted with joy as he completely ignored the statement.

Axel waved his hand and Harry could move his legs again. “Though I wouldn’t…” he said but Harry had already fallen on his face by that point.

“OWW, my bloody legs are asleep!!!” he shouted.

“Then fix them” Axel replied simply.

“Oh…right” Harry said drawing in the power of Life and immediately his legs felt strong again.

“Seriously Harry, you need to start thinking outside the box. Your next training will practically demand it” Axel supplied.

“Speaking of which what exactly will this training consist of?” he asked for the umpteenth time.

“You will see, for now just pack and then we will leave” Axel said, then he turned around felt a breeze.

“Ok done” Harry said with a cocky grin.

Axel rolled his eyes as he turned around, put his hand on his forehead and shook his head. “Ah the wonderful uses my pupil has for the power he has earned” he chuckled. Then he surveyed him and his smile faded a little, “Grab your sword, it will be critical to what is to come” he said cryptically.

Harry tilted his head in curiosity, walked to his closet and picked up a completely black blade that Axel had given him for Christmas. Even back then he had felt there was something more to it. During the battle with Voldemort, it had served to hold the shield that he battled in. “How critical?” he asked as he strapped it to his side.

“Absolutely” Axel replied simply and then turned around.

Harry rolled his eyes; Axel was always honest, but he held back on the details quite often. Though, more often than naught, he did so out of his own amusement. “So where to first?” Harry asked.

“Mexico, that is where the American SSHHAAGG is” Axel replied.

“You’re yanking my chain” Harry said in disbelief.

“Well I figured that it was central enough, besides no one would suspect that the headquarters would be in the middle of Tijuana. It is the perfect cover.” Axel replied.

“True enough, I mean everyone would expect it to be the US or some South American country” Harry replied and then thought for a second. He then looked over his teacher; he lifted an eyebrow, “You put it there because you wanted to have a good place to party didn’t you?” he said with a smirk.

“Fuck, and I thought no one would catch on to that. You have spent way too much time with me, you know me WAY to well” Axel replied shaking his head.

Harry just shook his, “Merlin help me” he groaned. “My life and the fate of the planet are in his hands” he added.

Axel laughed, “Ah yes, the cruel twists of fate” he added and then opened a portal. “Well let us go” he added and stepped through.

The weather was hot and humid as they appeared in an alley with sludge under them. Axel walked towards what looked like a giant outhouse. He opened the rickety wooden door. The smell was horrible.

“Bloody hell, you sure you want to take a piss in there?” Harry said as he held his nose.

Axel turned and smirked at him. They stepped in, there were several stalls all as rickety as the shack, and by the smell, quite backed up. On the opposite wall there was a picture of an obscene looking donkey. Axel shot a bolt of magic towards it and it shone, then he kicked it and vanished.

Harry got the picture and shot a beam of magic with his hand and kicked it as well. He honestly didn’t want to touch that wall with his hand either.

They appeared in a reception room. The light was artificial, like halogen lamps, and there was a lazy fan turning above them. There was a girl sitting behind the desk, enthusiastically talking into a phone. She was cute, but nothing out of this world. Apparently, Mexican wizards were a lot more Muggle savvy than their British counterparts.

Axel walked up to the girl and gave him a dazzling smile.

She looked up and for the first time noticed what the two people in front of her looked like.

“Eh, ah, uh Si que puedo hacer por usted?” she said shocked at the handsome men staring at her. (stuttering) what can I do for you?

“Well, we are looking to speak to the General” Axel replied with a killer smile and saying the last word in Spanish.

“Ah, ok” she was disappointedly as she covered the phone with her hand.

the ...

"Rosita, aquí hay dos mangazos que quieren hablar con la General," the girl said into the phone. There was a reply; she nodded and then put her hand over the receiver. "Ok, you can go up," she said in a heavy accent. (Rosita, there are two REALLY hot guys here that want to speak to the General)

Axel walked past her and went up some dusty faux‑marble stairs to the second floor where they walked past several desks where people were lounging, some typing, others sleeping.

"Wow, you have to admire the efficiency of their ministry," Harry said sarcastically.

"Well this branch doesn’t get that much action. Just a few tourist incidents, and the occasional local drunk," Axel replied.

"Wait, you mean there are more than one office?" Harry replied.

Axel stopped and turned, "Are you serious? You want to have one Ministry office for a country as big as Mexico? They have more offices than the US. Mexicans are a very rowdy people. I think there are something like 45 offices, the General in charge of the Ministry just floo’s between them as needed," he explained.

"Oh, wow, impressive," Harry said genuinely impressed. He also wondered if having more branch offices in England would have done any good. "With our taste in Ministers…doubtful," he thought bitterly.

They finally walked past a door and there was a slightly better looking reception area. There stood an old lady behind the typewriter with her ear on the phone.

"Si Lupe, ya llegaron. Tenias razon," she said laughing into the phone and then hanging up. (Yes, Lupe, they are here. You were right).

She turned to Axel that gave her a charming smile, “Yes, sir, what business do you have with the General?” she asked in a much better accent but with a lot of propriety. She played down the effect Axel had on her beautifully.

“I need to speak with him on a very urgent matter that is for his ears only,” Axel replied still smiling.

She grinned back challengingly, “That is impossible, sir, SHE is very busy with Mexican business to deal with extranjeros and their small problems,” she replied. (Foreigners)

“She? Don’t tell me Manuel finally retired,” Axel said feigning surprise.

“Oh, yes. Last month we have a new General. She is much younger, but more…formal than the previous General. He was… a very happy man, but very unprofessional,” she said shaking her head.

Axel laughed, “Yea, he did love to party with the tequila and the girls,” he chuckled.

“Ah so you knew him well then,” the lady replied chuckling.

“Extensively,” Axel replied smiling broadly. “It is sad he retired, still I do have urgent business. Is there anything we can do to arrange an appointment with the new General?” he asked in his most charming tone.

“I am very sorry, the General’s schedule is booked,” she replied vehemently.

Axel dropped a bag of gold on her desk; it clanked, then opened and spilled the coins out.

“Oh, I just remembered an appointment opened up just now,” she said as she pretended to flip through her schedule but stared straight at the gold.

“Excellent, I always am lucky with this sort of thing,” Axel chuckled as he looked at Harry who just rolled his eyes.

The secretary picked up the phone and dialed a number, “General, aquí hay un caballero que le urge hablar con usted,” she said into the phone, then there was a pause. “Sí mi General, ya sé que está en el salón y que es difícil ser usted, pero aparentemente es urgente,” she added as if talking to a child. “Ok, le daré 10 minutos antes de pasarlos, póngase super como usted dice,” she finished and then hung up. (General there is a gentleman here that urgently needs to speak with you) (Yes my General I know you are in the salón and that it is very difficult to be you, but this appears to be urgent) (Ok I will give you 10 minutes before letting them in, get gorgeous as you say)

“She will be with you shortly, please take a seat. Can I offer you anything?” she asked extremely politely.

“Yes please can I have two Cubanitas Mojadas,” Axel asked.

“And for the other gentleman?” she asked without hesitation.

“Eh, I thought one of those was for me,” Harry said.

Both stared at him like he was crazy.

“I will have a water,” he replied.

Now they really stared at him as if he were crazy.

“A butter beer?” he almost asked.

“Ok then, two Cubanitas and a Cerveza,” she said and then went into a room. A minute later she walked out and handed Axel two glasses of something that looked red and Harry a bottle.

Axel downed his two drinks instantly. Harry sipped his drink and almost spit it out. He realized it was a real beer. He sipped again and found it quite good.

Twenty minutes later there was a buzz.

“The General will see you now,” the woman said politely as if the delay was perfectly normal.

Axel got …

Inside there was a very beautiful woman sitting behind the desk. Her hair was blonde with red streaks in it. Her eyes were crystal blue. She had on pink lip gloss, which looked good against her skin that looked overly tanned and somewhat artificial. Her physic was stunning though; she was thin but had very nice curves. Harry had to control himself from having something unfortunate pop up.

“I am very sorry, to make you wait. I was just at the salon and…” she began to say as she smiled at Harry and then looked over at Axel and then back at Harry and then did a double take on Axel. She immediately turned furious and got up from behind her desk.

Her Generals cap fell off the desk, and Harry could now fully appreciate how the uniform fit snuggly over her stunning body. She looked to be in her mid‑twenties.

She walked straight to Axel and then slapped him across the face.

Axel didn’t even budge the smile on his face. Almost as if he expected that reaction.

“OWWW!!!” she screamed in pain as she cradled her hand. “Bastardo, hijo de la gran puta, te desapareces, no te veo por 10 años, y ahora te venis a meter a mi oficina como si nada. Que bonito el niño, que bien lo educaron. Bien que me dijiste que me amabas, que te importaba, y me cogiste como una puto animal, y al siguente momento te desapareces. Ahora a ver en que estupidez cañon te habras metido que te venis a aparecer en mi oficina. O será que queres que regrese contigo? Bien que eso te iria maldito pinche buey que te crees que el mundo gira alrededor tuyo…” she began to rant. Axel patiently waited for her to hash it all out, but when she continued he just reached out and kissed her…LONG and HARD. (Bastard, son of a great whore, you vanish, I don’t see you for 10 years and no you come and get in my office as if nothing happened. What a nice boy, how well they raised him. You said you loved me, that I mattered to you, you fucked me like a fucking animal, and the next moment you vanish. Now who knows what stupid fucked up thin you did that lands you in my office. Or is that you want me to go back with you? That will go swell for you, you fucking little prick, you think the world revolves around you…)

Five minutes later, they were still at it. Harry had taken a seat and just phased out to the shit his life had descended to in a matter of weeks. Grindenwald, Rose, Axel, Dumbledore, Mexico, it all floated in his head.

“I ahora me rompiste la mano” she said in a low sad tone as they broke apart and she cradle her hand. (Now you broke my hand)

Axel grabbed it and healed it instantly.

“Hum, well I still don’t forgive you,” she said in a cute Latin accent as she looked pouting at Axel. Her tone held little conviction. “What do you want anyways?” she said in the same spoiled, hurt tone.

“Well it is good to see you too Anahi, or you should call me General now? ” he said with a large smile.

She just stuck her tongue out at him.

Harry shook his head and put it between his hands. “My life sucks balls,” he thought to himself.

“In any case I am here to shag,” Axel replied.

Her anger returned, she kicked him, now she bounced around the room. “OWWWW. Lo sabia tu pedazo de mierda, bastardo. Solo me ves como tu puto juguete sexual, no te importó en lo mínimo, solo querés coger y dejarme tirada como la vez pasada…” she began to rant again.

(I knew it, you piece of shit, bastard. You only see me as your fucking sex toy, you don’t care about me in the slightest, you just want to fuck me and leave me discarded like last time.)

Harry banged his head against her desk. Axel kissed her again, this time longer.

His mouth twisted this way and that as his arms kept her locked position. Finally they broke apart and she was left frozen and speechless. Her finger was still held up as if scolding someone.

“Eh, uhm, eh…fuck,” she said defeated.

“No Princesa, I said I came to SSHHAAGG,” he said taking a serious tone and extending the sound of the last word. (Princess)

She started to get angry again and then something clicked in her head. She looked at him intently, the shadow of fear and uncertainty in her eyes.

“How bad do you want to shag in this oh so dreary world of wonder?” she asked uncertainly.

"I want to shag you as hard as possible for you, for me, for the entire world," he replied.

Now there truly was a look of complete shock on her face. "Por Merlin, ala verga," she shouted. (By Merlin, oh shit).

Axel looked at her impassively and raised an eyebrow.

"Oh yes, eh… How long do you want to shag?" she asked.

"I think I want to shag a good, long, two years," he replied easily.

She looked slightly relieved, but not too much. "And where do you want to shag?" she asked further.

Harry at this point was perplexed, but chose to just shut up, figuring he would find out soon enough.

"I want to shag all over the place, in the living room on the couch, in the bedroom, in the kitchen, in the tea room, in the yard, and both bathrooms," he replied grimly.

She closed her eyes and sat down defeated; she put her face in her hands, "And how hard are you going to shag me?" she said between her hands.

Axel put his hand on her shoulder. "Hard, very fucking hard. So hard that you will beg me to shag you more. I think from 1 to 10, it will be an 11," he said grimly.

"Bastardo, por la gran puta," she said as she turned pale. (Bastard, for fucking crying out loud)

"Hey girl that’s life, you have to take the shag you get," Axel shrugged.

"Then I need to make some calls, clear my schedule, get some things ready. I think you need to invite some people to the party as well," she said putting on a business face and starting to work furiously on her desk at some memos.

"Yea, can I borrow a phone?" he said as he walked around the desk.

"Yea, there should be one in the room through that door," she said pointing to a door on the left wall.

"Yea, I know where it is," he replied.

Axel and Harry started to walk towards it when she stood up.

"Axel…" she called.

He looked at her expectantly. She walked towards him and kissed him passionately.

"I missed you," she said and then got back to work.

Axel turned around, but Harry could swear he heard him say "I missed you too."

The room was completely white; in the center was a white table with a red phone on it.

Axel took a seat, picked up the phone and dialed a number.

"Hello, I would like to speak to the Director of Magical Affairs," Axel spoke into the phone.

Harry knew that was the leader of the Magic world in the US.

"Hello Director, I am calling because I am here to SSHHAAGG…" he began.

Harry just shook his head and waited for his explanation…and waited…and waited. A couple of hours later and several dozen conversations over the phone that apparently followed the exact script of the one he had with the General, Harry had had enough. When Axel picked up the receiver again he put his finger on the button killing the tone.

"Explain," Harry said in an annoyed tone.

Axel chuckled, “Well right now I am talking with the leaders of every Ministry in America. The phrases we are using are those that were established when SSHHAAGG was established. Upon entering office, the head of the Magic world of each country is given a packet that explains exactly what SSHHAAGG is as well as the code phrases and their purpose. When I said I want to shag, that was the first code phrase. The reply in order for me to know the person is who he or she is supposed to be is ‘How bad do you want to shag in this oh so dreary world of wonder?’. Then I say the phrase that verifies to the other person that I am who I am ‘I want to shag you as hard as possible for you, for me, for the entire world’. At that point we begin to discuss the situation using the code phrases. First, how long do we have before the shit hits the fan. Then what areas will be involved, each room in the house stands for a different continent. The initial point of attack is the first room mentioned and the first country is coded with a place in that room like a couch, TV, chair, etc. Then the last question establishes how bad this situation will be as in the size and power of the enemy, from 1 to 10. In this case 11 is code for all fucking shit has gone loose and Armageddon may very well be at hand. Voldemort would have ranked in at a 6 had he gone outside of England and become a world problem. Voldemort 10 years from now, with more magic, a larger army, and the same genocidal and classist ideas would have ranked at a 9.”

What makes Grindenwald so dangerous is that he already has the resources, experience, power, and everything to make his insanity a reality. He is already a global problem, now all he needs to do is replenish his forces, strengthen them, replan his attack, and then deploy them in a timely manner. Basically a fully powered global enemy that only needs to rest up for two years and then pick up where he left off. Now this room is fully secure, I built it to be impenetrable, and beyond spy proof. This phone is a secure line to all Ministries in America. Right now, I am getting the other Ministries to get their teams ready and send their representatives . In essence it would be advisable to build an army in every country to fight him, but if we did that, he would send spies and hinder our plans. So the plan in essence is to raise an alert in the first impact area 4 months before the projected attack and raise troop readiness. But SSHHAAGG shall lead the attack, the best of the best shall be trained by me into one cohesive small army that will be the spear point when the war explodes. We will attack the core of his forces and try to take them out before the war escalates too much. If we succeed, the armies he raises will be left without leadership and will probably fall swiftly to the regular defense forces.” Axel explained.

Harry just nodded, dumbfounded, “You know every once in a while I think you totally bonkers and then you prove to be bloody brilliant,” he said seriously.

“I know, drives you insane, doesn’t it?” Axel chuckled.

“Yea, pretty much,” Harry said and then sat back and let him finish his calls.

When they exited the room the General was sealing the memos and the secretary was in the room.

“Me oíste mujer, yo quiero que esto se lo pases INMEDIATAMENTE a esta gente. Es un tema bien cañon y urgentísimo,” she ordered and the assistant left in a hurry. (You heard me girl, I want you to pass this to the correct people IMMEDIATELY. This is a very serious matter and it is urgent)

“I always knew you would rise high,” Axel interjected drawing her attention.

“Well you tend to know a lot of things, don’t you Axel?” she replied rubbing her eyes. She laid her head back. “How long have you known?” she asked with her eyes closed.

“About the organization or about this party?” he countered.

“Both,” she said as she looked at him and stared him down.

“Since I started the organization, and since it was a viable option that this would happen,” he replied.

The weight and meaning of those words sunk in. “Damn, I always wondered. I guess I know now. What is it with me and older men? I mean that would make you at least about 90 years old right?” she asked seriously with a sad smile.

“I think you should be worrying more about the second part of your question than the first,” he replied ignoring her final question.

She looked at him questioningly. Then a single word appeared in her mind.

“No fucking way,” she screamed.

“I’m afraid so,” he replied simply.

“This is HIM?” she asked in shock.

“Yep,” he shrugged as if it were nothing.

“That is impossible,” she said as the shock settled in and the 11 now made sense.

Axel raised an eyebrow and stared at her.

She took in the look and shook her head. “Nothing is impossible, I know, I know,” she sighed.

Axel laughed, “I believe the last time I said those words you were debating something with me. What was that again?” he replied smugly, though he knew the answer.

She thought about it and then smirked and shook her head. “You had just said that I could one day become EL General. And I told you it was impossible given our male chauvinistic society for a woman to rise to that level of power. Don’t you ever get tired of being right?” she asked in all seriousness.

“All the time,” he sighed.

“Oh come off it, and let’s get something to eat. You still haven’t introduced me to your friend,” she said looking at Harry and taking him in. “He is quite the looker, might just have to give him a go.” She added winking at him.

Axel smirked, “There goes that theory about you and older men. Besides I don’t think he is your type,” he replied smugly.

She raised an eyebrow and stared at Axel. “And how would you know that your overconfident jackass?” she said as she tapped her foot annoyed.

Axel pointed to her, “Harry, this is General Anahi Palacios, General this is Harry Potter.” He said simply.

She laughed loudly, “That is a good joke, why would the hero of all the UK, Europe and possibly the world be doing with a schoolteacher…?” then she stopped as she reevaluated that statement given the fact that said schoolteacher was apparently the creator and head of a secret worldwide organization dedicated to combating the worst global magic threats imaginable. “Ok, dumb question, still I would figure a hero would be basking in the glory, not running around…” she continued until something stopped her.

Axel stared at Harry smugly. Harry rolled his eyes and lifted up his hair. The scar now visible, and that stopped her.

“Oh shit” she said looking around. “Eh, eh, should I offer you a chair, a drink, a girl, anything?” she said rubbing her head with worry.

“Woman he is my bloody pupil, not a dignitary of state. Though given what that letter you got said I might have to take that back” Axel surmised with a cocky grin.

Harry now looked at him through suspicious eyes. “What letter?” he asked simply.

“The one the Ministry sent” Axel said with an innocent grin.

Harry closed his eyes. Anything to do with the Ministry was never good. He shook his head and rolled his hand so that Axel would drop the bomb.

“Let’s just say they want to load you with so many medals that you would have to stay away from water in case someone thought to push ..."

“Oh don’t mind me, and it is EXTREMLY ironic for you to call me a lady Axel. Given what we have done and how our own language would make this kid blush,” she said with a seductive smirk.

Axel rolled his eyes, “In any case Harry, what did you expect? You saved England, singlehandedly I might add. Did you expect them to just ignore either of those facts? You took down an army and a Dark Lord by yourself, well you and your giant mythical dragon,” he replied chuckling at how that sounded.

Harry groaned as he thought about it, and then shrugged, “I guess I didn’t think that far ahead. So do I really have to go?” he asked like a whining child.

“Yea, but don’t worry, I will put it off for a while,” Axel said encouragingly.

“Why does that not make me feel better?” Harry moaned.

“You know Axel, I get your point, definitely not my type. He attracts way too much attention and he is very whining,” the General interjected as she put her arm through Axel’s.

Harry stuck his tongue out at both of them, and all had a hearty laugh.

“Well then, let’s go get some food. I am starving,” the General prompted as she headed to open the door.

“I often wonder how you keep that girlish figure,” Axel said looking innocent.

She turned around; the look on her face told Harry that Axel had said the WRONG thing.

“Wow, this is from the human garbage disposal, besides the fact that you know EXACTLY how I maintained this, how did you put it ‘girlish figure’ and that you had A HELL OF A LOT to do with. But I don’t think that will be happening … so maybe I should try and diet,” she growled with an angry smile.

"Hey, don’t play it down for me. Remember he is my teacher," Harry said simply as he pointed to Axel.

Anahi stared at Harry and then at Axel. "Ah, I see. Poor kid, you never had a chance. Merlin knows how badly this old bastard has corrupted you," she said grimly.

"Hey, I resent that remark," Axel replied.

She raised an eyebrow. "Which part exactly do you protest?" she motioned.

"Well… ehm… I am not old‑looking?" he replied in the form of a question.

They both nearly broke out laughing.

"Good Merlin, you haven’t changed," she laughed as they exited the office.

As they walked, Axel told her what he had been up to during the first nine years he had vanished, leaving the year Harry had known him last.

"So then Albus died and I went to Hogwarts to take over Harry’s education," he explained.

"Wow, I never knew you were related to the great Dumbledore. Though I don’t get why you had to personally go over to teach Harry, I mean I know you’re a great teacher and all, especially Quidditch, but it is a bit much," she countered.

Both Harry and Axel stopped and looked at her as if she were a child.

She looked between them and saw the condescending look on their faces. "Ok que dije? Ala Axel, porque me ven como si fuera una tonta?" she asked seriously concerned and pouting. (Ok what did I say? Damn Axel, why are you looking at me as if I was a fool?)

Axel went over and hugged her as she pouted. "Sabes que te quiero. Tu sos mi tontita. My tontita divina," he said soothingly. (You know I care for you. You’re my little fool. My divine little fool)

She smiled and kissed him lightly. "Really?" she asked, pouting a smile in a baby voice.

Axel laughed, “Yes really,” he said in a baby voice.

“Good Merlin, what did I do to deserve this?” Harry mumbled as he shook his head at the intellectual level of his master and the head of the Mexican Magical World.

“Ok then explain to me what the point was,” she said now seriously.

Axel turned to Harry. “Shall we just show her?” he suggested.

“That would make this go quicker, and we could go eat,” Harry summarized.

“Show me what?” she asked, curious.

Axel waved his hand and they now stood in a very familiar destroyed plateau. Harry smirked realizing where they were, the place Axel first showed him the powers he could gain.

“Ok Princesa, look at Harry. This is how he used to fight when I met him a year ago,” Axel said.

She turned around and looked at Harry intently. Though the look of childish concentration on her face made Harry groan again. He began to shoot some spells with his wand and roll around a bit, trying to move very, VERY slowly.

“Wow, he moves better than most of my Soldiers. No wonder he is a hero,” she said as she gawked at him.

“Actually love, Harry appears to have lost perspective. He used to move at a third of the speed and didn’t have many of those fancy moves either,” Axel said chuckling at Harry’s failed attempt to imitate his past.

Harry looked at him grimly, “You are kidding right? I couldn’t have sucked that bad,” he replied.

Axel projected a memory into both their heads and then put that one side by side with what Harry had just done.

“Wow how did you do that?” Anahi asked with childish wonder.

“Just one of my trick love, just focus on the fight,” Axel replied.

They did and they could clearly see that difference in fighting abilities, sheer musculature, and power. Looking at the two Harry’s, they could see that he now projected much more power and respect just in the way he looked and stood.

“Damn, that is one hell of a difference. You say it only took a year?” she said looking at Axel in shock.

“Yes love, I am that good, but you ain’t seen nothing yet. Harry please show her what I mean” Axel replied as he turned her around again.

“What do you mean?” she asked innocently.

“This is Harry now” Axel replied simply.

Harry smiled and put away his wand. Instantly he vanished and about 100 or so boulders around them turned to dust. The Harry slowed down picked up a giant boulder and chucked it towards Axel and Anahi. In a second he was in front of them and destroyed the boulder with a knee shot. He then drew all the powers he had and began to rip apart the landscape. As if all hell had broken loose.

She looked on in fear and shock as one man destroyed mother nature mercilessly. She could not see him, but he could see the results of his attacks. And she knew he was doing it with his bare hands. A minute later Harry stopped in front of them and looked at the result as the wind picked up and cleared the dust cloud. She gawked at the devastation, the view had changed from a rocky area of boulders to nothing but a plane of sand, rubble, and deep pits.

“Good Merlin” was all she could say.

“This is what I did in a year” Axel said simply.

She stood mute. The boy in the memory, to the man that now stood in front of her smirking.

"I think I understand how he defeated Voldemort, also why the hell you were his teacher. Finally, why you are the head of SSHHAAGG," she said still wide‑eyed looking at the destruction. "Will you…?" she asked.

"No, I won’t teach them this much. Just enough for the battle, and mostly tactical and physical improvements. This is a completely different level of training. This is only for my pupil," he replied to her unfinished question.

"Who are you?" she said finally staring back into his eyes. "How is this possible? I have never seen something like this. I mean you were always an amazing teacher, especially for Quidditch…" then something clicked in her head. "Were you the coach of the British Youth team in the Youth World Cup?" she asked bluntly out of nowhere.

Axel smirked, "Ah so you recognize my handiwork," he replied smugly.

She looked peeved, "Of course, it would make sense with all the rumors I heard of a showy team that broke records and destroyed their competition. I also wondered what sort of team could beat Costa Rica, the team you practically built. Makes sight now, perfect sense," she replied.

"Ah, what can I say, I’m just good at what I do," he added with a cocky grin.

"Also there was that incident with the German team and the Swedish team, that also reminds me of a certain someone," she said looking at him through narrowed eyes.

"Eh, uhm, I think we need to go eat. You are starving, right Harry? I am starving. Anahi is starving too, so let’s go," he said nervously and quickly.

Anahi began to yell at him and smack him… lightly this time. "I fucking knew it, it was you, you fucking asshole…" she began and then started talking in Spanish.

Harry groaned at his fate again, "I am surrounded by idiots," he moaned.

On the way, Axel kissed her again which satiated her, but she gave Axel a look that indicated the conversation was far, FAR from over. They sat down to some fine Mexican cuisine at a restaurant that looked like it broke every possible health code in the book, well any book for that matter. But it was VERY good and Harry and Axel ate like pigs.

"Seriously, that is just gross. Did you have to turn him into a garbage disposal as well?" she asked as she gagged.

"Hey it's necessary so that we can have the energy to fight like you saw tonight," Axel replied.

"You still haven’t answered my question," she said angrily.

"And trust me he won’t. I am still waiting on an answer myself. As far as I have gotten, he learned the magic from his family," Harry said with a bit of bitterness.

"Which is the truth," Axel interjected.

"Yeah but it is far from being a complete explanation," Harry contested.

"True, but you will both get that explanation and a more adequate time," he said in a way that indicated it was the end of that topic.

"Humph," she said grumpily, and then smirked evilly. "Are you sure you can’t tell little old me?" she said in a baby voice and looking mock‑sad as she hugged his head into her chest innocently. "I promise I won’t tell anyone, … and I will make it worth your while," she added in a whisper.

Axel just chuckled, "Seriously? You are trying to seduce me? Seriously?" he thought to himself and that projected through his look at her.

She caught the look and what it said and then crossed her arms angrily. "Fine, don’t tell me," she grumbled.

She knew in the end that Axel always got his way, and was always right. She also knew that Axel was the seducer, never the seduced, EVER. She hated to admit it, but the man was GOOD, VERY BLOODY FUCKING GOOD. And the fact that he had secrets, only made him more sexy. And the more secrets that she learned, the more she wanted to know. In a matter of a few hours, he made her completely reevaluate him and their relationship. And the more she thought about it, the more it all made sense. Axel was that way, he did the impossible, and because he did so, and did so often, one could only assume that was his norm. For Axel to be more than a school teacher, to be a super secret spy, one that was in charge of training the front line in the worst case scenario, to be the master of a hero, the one behind the curtain pushing him along, to be a man who was far older than Dumbledore yet still looked as young as Harry, and who seemed to be hiding even more power, it all made perfect sense. And it made him all the more sexy and impossible for her to be mad at him.

It was at that moment that she lost all capability for rational thought as Axel kissed her neck and growled. She whimpered, turned her head and kissed him, forgetting everything.

Harry just grumbled and looked elsewhere, his mind on a certain blonde beauty lost out there in the world.

A few minutes later a very good bottle of aged Tangotequila was brought out and twenty minutes later Harry was growling about the shit his life was. Axel was laughing his ass off, and Anahi was nearly naked dancing on the table. Eventually Axel finished his laugh, waved his hand and the three vanished.

Harry awoke the next morning with the hangover from hell. Not wanting to risk using his powers in a weakened state he soon realized he was in a hotel room and got up to take a shower and try and wash it off.

That did not work but the cold water did help him out a bit. When he dried off and headed for the door he saw a bottle with a note in the kitchenette. He read the note and then downed the potion that quickly cured his hangover as the note said.

He headed down the worn steps, his mind drifting to trivial thoughts of how many people had walked up and down those stairs through the years. They looked old, older than Hogwarts and that was saying a lot, then again, Hogwarts was well cared for. Still thoughts of the past, different souls, different lives, moving up those stairs… the thought was….interesting. What’s more, thanks to him, at least for a little while, it was safe to walk those stairs. He reached the lobby and, as expected Axel was there eating.

“Hey Harry, take a seat” he said as he waved the waiter down and had a big plateful brought.

Harry settled in his chair and began to shovel the food in like his mentor.

“So what’s up for today?” he asked between bites.

“Well the elite members of each country will arrive, then we begin the training. For one month I shall train them, then one of them will be picked by me to train you for a month while I finish training the rest” Axel explained.

“So what am I going to do for the first month?” Harry asked truly dreading the answer, it was then he saw the smile on his mentor’s face and he felt true fear for the first time in a long time. “Merlin save me” he grumbled.

“Now now Harry, it’s not all that bad. I mean you have already been all six places before…well the planet at least, not the other side of it” Axel said cryptically.

“Out with it Axel, just tell me what sort of hell you have lined up for me” he sighed.

“Basically it’s a second Stone Quest” he replied simply.

“Good Merlin nooooooooooooooooooo!!!!” he shouted. “Damn it, you mean I have to go through that hell again!??!?!?!?” he yelled.

“Oh quit whining. It wasn’t that bad” Axel replied.

Harry gave Axel a look.

“Fine it was that bad, but you still have to go. In fact finish up cause you’re late” Axel finished as he sat and waited patiently as Harry finished.

“Urgh, fine” Harry said as he finished his plate then got up. “Let’s go then” he growled.

“Wait up Harry, you will need this” Axel said as he waved his hand and Harry’s blade appeared in his hand, then he handed it to Harry.

“What’s this for?” he asked.

“That Harry, is going to be what the second quest is centered around” Axel replied and the portal opened.

“Bloody hell, here we go again” Harry said shaking his head.
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Chapter 4 And business picks up

Two wands were aimed at each other, two wands that had fought many times before, in another time, in another place, in another life. Sirius Black now stared down Catherine, a woman that had at one time been very close to the Marauders, and more so to one in particular.

“Sirius, put the wand down” Remus ordered.

“Not till Dog-erry here lowers hers” Sirius growled.

She looked at him with narrowed eyes as she recognized the name, a name that had haunted her youth.

“It’s Doughery and if my memory serves, you were the one that kept hopping from bitch to bitch. There wasn’t a leg you wouldn’t hump” she hissed.

“You would know” he growled. “Then again you were always more like a cat, you liked to have all the boys fight for you, and after you had your way with the winner, you would just up and leave as if nothing happened. You were and probably still are a cold hearted bitch who doesn’t give a fuck about anyone but herself” he howled bitterly.

His words stung her, stung her deeply, yet she didn’t show it. “Oh, nice, blame me. I often wondered if you weren’t Beating for both sides, you would give your right arm for James, and in the end you always put him and the Marauders before everything and EVERYONE else” she countered.

“They were my FAMILY, the closest thing I had to kin” he growled as her words stung him.

“ENOUGH!!!” shouted Lupin as both were shocked and now looked at the werewolf. “Do you really want all of us as an audience as you hash all this out? I mean I am glad you are, but I would think you would prefer some privacy to sort this all out” he said sensibly.

“I have nothing to talk about with this…this…this fucking dog” Catherine hissed as she pointed at Sirius. “I just want the bastard that has caused a major delay in the founding of my European branch head offices” she continued.

“I have no idea what you are talking about and I have even less of a desire to find out or speak to you ever again for that matter you bloody bitch cat” Sirius countered with a growl.

“Enough you two! You still have an audience.” Remus reminded them. He then turned to Catherine. “Everyone, this is Catherine Doughery, an old friend from our Hogwarts days. One that I hope will clarify why she just made a racket and came in the door shooting curses and spells” he said in a very teacher like tone.

Both Catherine and Sirius shrunk back as they recognized that tone, one they had often heard in their youth.

“Sorry Moony” Sirius said instinctively out of habit.

“Sorry Remus” Catherine echoed out of habit as well.

The two chuckled and then reacted to each other’s laugh and glared at each other again.

Lupin cleared his throat loudly to draw their attention back to him.

Catherine looked back at the werewolf, “Ehm, right. I am Catherine Doughery; I am the CEO and head of the board of the White group. We are a multinational conglomerate with businesses in many fields. We were about to open our new offices for our European expansion. We had the offices all planned out, the business plans all thought through, and the personnel hired, when lo and behold our offices were bought out from under us by some organization with a ridiculous name something that sounds like someone is gagging and burping at the same time Black Maracas Unleaded” she replied intentionally ruining the Marauder name, she knew that name well, very well.

“Ah, I see. So you are the people that had this offices bought out” Remus said as he stared at Sirius.

“Yes, exactly, so are you the one responsible for taking them out from under us? I mean I severely chewed out the woman who was our realtor, but she wouldn’t tell me who the bastard responsible was or how the fuck this happened. All I got out of her is that the CEO of this Black Maracas was the one responsible. So who is the dead man who runs this shithole and who screwed me over?” she said as her temper began to flare.

Everyone stared at Sirius instinctively.

Seeing the direction of all their gazes she didn’t even look at Sirius. She pinched the bridge of her nose. “I should have known” she hissed with closed eyes.

"Yes, Dog‑erry, I am the CEO of BLHWWWWWWFLP Black Marauders Unlimited. Anyone with half a brain could have put two and two together given that it does say BLACK MARAUDERS on the bloody name," Sirius growled. "And I got this space legally; I didn’t screw anyone over…" he began, and then Moony gave him a smirk. "…well, at least not in THAT sense of the word," he chuckled.

"Good Merlin, a company run by an idiot. I don’t know whether to be impressed that you could make something of yourself, shocked that someone would make you the boss, frightened at what you will do, or amused at how fast all of this will probably go down the drain under your leadership. I am sure whatever it is you're doing is just another ludicrous endeavor that will no doubt cause chaos and mayhem and then blow up in your face like pretty much everything you ever did in school," she said with a dark grin. "Also, that solves the question of how I got beat out. I mean you always did let your dick do all the thinking and talking for you," she added glaring at Sirius.

"I will have you know that this organization will do just fine!" he growled. "In fact, even the head of Gringots called my business plan brilliant so there," he added, sounding …

"What are you talking…?" It was at this point Catherine drew her eyes around the room and saw the people in it. She started to recognize face after face out of her research into the economic and political status of Europe. Goldtree, head of Gringots. Bill Weasley, his pupil and, according to some, his second in command. She knew he was married to Fleur Delancour, daughter of a wealthy French family with a vast empire in jewelry. Percy Weasley, heavy ties to the British Ministry, also apparently one of the people in charge of the Harry Potter franchise. Charlie Weasley, head of the Potter Preserve, one of newest and best philanthropies the world over. Rumors saying that it was soon to go global. Fred and George Weasley, twins, co‑owners of a majorly successful enterprise known as Weasleys Wizard Wheezes. Ron Weasley, co‑owner of one of the most successful Quidditch teams this season. He singlehandedly raised the Cannons from obscurity to notoriety all while still studying at Hogwarts. Hagrid, she smiled, apparently he was helping run the Potter Preserve as a financial adviser. Remus and Sirius she knew from school. And then there are two faces she didn’t recognize. But seeing the rest of them, and with some quick thinking she started to get a picture. They all were part of the new organization, and if so, then she had a feeling there was a force to contend with. Still something didn’t add up, there was a piece missing in this puzzle.

"Technically Padfoot, the plan isn’t yours," Remus corrected.

Sirius chuckled, "Eh, well yea, still I am the one in charge," he laughed with his bark like laugh.

She knew she was missing something, but that was besides the point. She hated Sirius Black, and he had screwed her over once again. Not only by taking her office, but also because he had fooled her once more… She shook her head and cleared her thoughts. “Well then, in that case it seems I best take my leave. I have to find a new office, and begin my new goal, I will take down the Black Marauders” she said with determination.

“Catherine, really, you should be more sensible, especially considering…” Remus began but was interrupted.

“We will just see about that. I can guarantee you that the BLACK Marauders shall not be beat.” Sirius growled.

They both stared each other down. Catherine slowly retreated, then got to the fireplace and vanished.

“Remind me to put some security on that one,” Sirius grewl as he stared at the empty fireplace.

Over the next few days the office was fully furnished and everyone settled into their offices. Slowly things began to pick up for each of the different departments. Sirius in the meantime had been working furiously on a laptop, well that was after he got Hermione to come and explain the use of it to him. Since it was similar to a typewriter, something that Lily had taught him how to use, then the adaptation wasn’t that difficulty. He worked furiously, to the point that Remus was concerned. He checked in one day and saw him looking up stocks and foreign markets online. But from what Sirius’s assistants had told him, he also was working on some mysterious project. That made the hairs on his neck stand up with dread.

Bill and Percy were communicating frequently with the contacts Percy had made in order to secure raw materials and manufacturing for the merchandise. Distribution was not a problem given all the new WWW that would be opening worldwide. Percy was also helping his dad at the Ministry. Apparently the Minister had decided to give him more responsibility and move him to head the Auror department. An odd move to say the least, but one that apparently had been suggested by Dumbledore’s painting and Headmistress McGonagall.

The Wizemgot soon followed suit and named a new replacement for Albus, a very old, nearly decrepit, statue like old wizard by the name of Arnolfos Valarius. McGonagall had been invited to join and had accepted.

Now here is where a slight snag came, no one knew where Harry was, and EVERYONE wanted to talk to him for different reasons. The return of Sirius Black only seemed to increase the number of people that wanted to speak with him. For nearly a week, Sirius Black had been headline news as they started off reporting on his miraculous return from the Veil. Then continued with an expose on his trials and tribulations at being falsely accused and persecuted, his stay at Azkaban, and his daring escape. Then exposes on his life story, and finally on the new organization that had appeared from nowhere and promised to take the world by storm. Sirius had reveled in it, giving interviews to anyone who asked. He was having a blast doing it, to Remus’s infinite chagrin.

“As if his ego needed any more inflating, it’s already hard enough to live with him as it is” he groaned to his fiancée one night.

“What can I say love, Blacks tend to seek attention, and it does us all oh so well” Tonks replied.

“Merlin, I am marrying a mad woman. I am marrying into Sirius’s family. The horror, the horror” he groaned mockingly.

Tonks slapped his shoulder, “Oh stop, in any case we need to finish planning the wedding. I take it that my dear cousin will be your best man?” she mused.

“Unfortunately, I mean I was originally thinking Harry, but since he has up and vanished and since Padfoot returned it would seem that it would be most prudent” he continued.

“Oh well, that’s just how it goes. As long as we get married I don’t really mind how it happens” she said kissing him.

“Well then, shall we get on with it, I think we need some practice for the honeymoon” Remus said as he wrapped his arms around her and began to devour her neck.

“Bloody hell love, you’re such a romantic. Oh, oh, keep doing that, it feels so good” she growled as they lost themselves in each other.

Now there was someone else that wasn’t taking the attention Sirius was getting so well. One that tore off pages of her paper, just so she wouldn’t have to read about him. Catherine Doughery was pacing in front of a large conference table. In it were seated the heads of all her companies departments.

“I don’t care how he escaped Azkaban, I don’t even want to know how he came back from the dead, and I sure as hell don’t want to know how the Black Marauders came to be” she spat the name in disgust. “All I want to know, is how you will take them all down, I want him to grovel for mercy at my feet” she said in a delirious rage.

"But Ms. Doughery, despite being just created, each and every one of their departments is unbelievably strong. It’s like they sprang out of thin air; we haven’t the foggiest how the hell they funded themselves. Gringots confirms that they haven’t extended any loans to them, though apparently Goldtree himself wishes they had," one of the aides said out loud.

"I don’t care what you don’t know; get me their heads. Meanwhile I have an idea where to get some recon. Maybe if I talk to HIM I might get something we can use," she said with a vicious smile on her face that made them all cringe in fear.

The Hogwarts Express looked impressive as always, steam rearing out of it. The difference today was that there were A LOT more students heading to school than normal. The death of Voldemort now had all the students that pulled out as well as dozens upon dozens from abroad seeking to walk the halls and study with the same teachers that had been under the great Albus Dumbledore, and who had taught the even greater Harry Potter. His reputation had spread and kept on spreading thanks to the brilliant publicity campaign that was being run by Percy Weasley. Rita Skeeter surprisingly had become one of his biggest supporters. Now as to why that happened, some theorized that Percy had negotiated with her somehow, others that she had been bought out, and even one or two who wondered if Axel hadn’t just brainwashed her.

"He probably did," Ginny sighed and giggled, then her smile dropped. She was the lone Marauder left. Now that she had to return for her final year, she found it depressing despite the fact that she was now the Captain of Gryffindor, and the new Head Girl. The first had gotten her hugs from every male of the Weasley family and several talks where she got "recommendations" on how not to botch their team; the second had gotten her nearly strangled in a hug by her mother at the pride she felt at her sweet little girl getting Head Girl.

She got on the train and looked for an empty compartment. She put her stuff in and waited for the engine to start moving. In the meantime she ran through her duties as Head Girl and what she needed to say to the Prefects. Many Slytherins passed by her door, none did so much as bat and eye the wrong way when they stared in and saw her sitting there. Apparently having their Dark Lord destroyed had subdued their mean streak. Or it could be that their golden boy, Draco Malfoy, was gone. Or her final and more definitive theory was the addition of the first two with the fact that she was a Marauder and that Harry had spooked them all permanently. She laughed loudly now. “Bloody hell Harry, I think it will take them a decade or two before they start acting cocky again after the shit you pulled,” she said out loud and kept laughing. When the laughs slowed and she could breathe again, she realized she missed her friend, well all her friends, her boyfriend, but most of all she missed Harry. Despite everything, even despite Neville, she still missed Harry more. She sighed, got changed up and then went to the prefects’ compartment to fulfill her duties.

At school, McGonagall was sitting in her office smiling. It felt good knowing that this year would be much better than her last. “Harry is gone,” she said lifting her arms triumphantly. That single phrase carried many connotations. She no longer needed to worry about the boy who now was a powerful man. Secondly, she no longer had to fear a Dark Lord. And finally, and most importantly, “No more Marauders,” she said triumphantly and then spun in her chair with joy.

"Now, now Minerva, gloating is not proper," Dumbledore said from his portrait.

Minerva stuck her tongue out at him. "Oh shush Albus, after everything he pulled last year, I deserve to celebrate that I won’t have to deal with any more Marauders. Well, with the exception of Ms. Weasley, but I figure she won’t be too troublesome," she said with satisfaction.

"Careful, Minerva, you never know what the future holds. In any case, you are right; we will have peace… at least for a while," he said darkly.

Minerva looked at him with suspicion, "Albus, what is going on?" she asked outright.

"Nothing you need to worry about, Minerva," he said simply.

She wanted to press further, but alas, she knew Albus; he liked his secrets. Instead she focused on the positives and laid back in her chair.

The Gaia Superstructure had a beautiful office that was already filled with many rare and beautiful plants. Neville sat at his large desk feeling depressed and very stressed. He missed his girlfriend. But mostly, he was stressed at what he would be undertaking in one or two months. The Superstructure would be finished by then and he would have to start populating it with plants. It was amazing how fast things got built when one said he didn’t care what it cost and had magic on one’s side to help speed things up.

He already had a travel itinerary set up and the lists that seemed more like books on his desk of the plants he would go hunting for.

"Damn it, Snuffles, you truly do know how to make a bloke get stressed," he groaned.

His thoughts drifted back to Ginny. Things had been going well…well, but not great. He had a feeling her heart was still infatuated by Harry. He should have been bitter, but he wasn’t. Harry’s loss had been his gain, and he had taught Ginny well. She was amazing, a passionate kisser, and an expert lover. Still he wasn’t exactly thrilled with his sloppy seconds, and on more than one occasion had been hurt by it. He wondered if maybe his destiny lay in the arms of someone else.

As he was trapped in his musings there was a bang and a flash of fire. He fell back on his chair and drew his wand as he clumsily got up. Standing on his desk was a beautiful phoenix. “Fawkes,” he said tentatively.

The phoenix sang a sweet note that made Neville chuckle.

“Well, leave it to Harry to keep pranking his friends,” he grumbled and smiled.

The phoenix almost looked like it was smiling at him; he then extended his leg and let go of a letter.

“Oh, I see,” Neville said as he picked up the envelope.

The phoenix sang out a single note and then vanished in a ball of flame.

Neville shook his head and chuckled as he opened the envelope and read.

Hey there Swiftblades,

Hope you are well and handling your new responsibilities with ease and in Marauder style. Otherwise I will prank your brains out… just kidding…well not really :P. In any case I wanted to wish you a Happy Birthday early and give you your gift.

Right about now it should be arriving, let the visitors pass.

Enjoy,

Big hugs, your brother in arms,

Snuffles

PS, Your welcome times infinity

Neville read it again puzzled when the buzzer went off in his office.

“Mr. Longbottom, you have visitors,” they said; “Mr. Snuffles sent them.” His assistant said over the intercom.

“Let them in immediately,” he said hastily. Harry’s orders were commands, even if technically the boss was Sirius.

Neville looked up as the door opened and a kind female voice and a raspy male voice thanked his assistant and walked through the door. What he saw made him stand up and freeze.

“Hey there, son; you are looking well,” said the man.

“Good Merlin, you have grown. He looks just like you, doesn’t he, dear?” said the woman.

“It can’t be,” Neville whispered, hoping against hope.

Neville jumped over his desk and ran to them as they ran to him. They crashed together as he was reunited with his parents.

“This is a dream; I don’t want to wake up,” Neville whispered.

“It isn’t a dream,” his father chuckled with tears in his eyes.

“How?” Neville asked, though the answer came to him.

“Harry Potter, he healed us,” his mother said as he crushed the two men in her life to her.

“Thank Merlin, thanks Harry times infinity,” Neville said, and then laughed as he got the last line of the letter.”}{

In the north of England Seamus was at work. To any Muggle that would have seen him; he would appear like a mad scientist in his evil laboratory between bubbling cauldrons and glass vials galore. He was working on better ways of brewing, distilling, aging, and other such practices as well as creating new concoctions. With a large smile he stared at the antihangover potion and the sobering potion stock he had bought. It was large enough to cure all of Hogwarts, or just him for several days’ worth of research. In a messy desk back at the main offices laid two stacks of files. One with the most competent people that could work in his mega brewery, the other with all the hot girls that could do the same job. He smirked at the possibilities, a mega brewery run by gorgeous women. “Yep, I am a genius” he said smiling. He had settled on calling it Black Marauder Mark. The logo was a combination of their different animagus forms. The brewery would finish its expansion and be ready to start production in a couple of months. As it stood, if all went according to plan, and it would even if it killed him, the recipes and packaging would be ready by then.

“Ah it’s a thankless job, but someone has to do it” he said raising a mug, toasting Harry, and beginning his day long inhalation of alcohol.

Charlie for his part was dividing his time between spending time with Sandra, the Dragon Preserve and managing the expansion. Eventually one had to give, it was becoming too much for him to handle. That is where Sandra stepped in.

“You are doing what!?!?!?!?” he screamed

“I am quitting my job at the Ministry. In all honesty think about it, all the dragons are going to be here so my department won’t really need me. Well they would for all the other creatures, but I only really got in it for the dragons. So I am going to work for you, that way I can see more of you” she said with a bright smile, telling him not asking him.

Charlie interpreted that statement correctly. I can see more of you = I am keeping my eye on you as your mother and sister told me. I am going to work for you = Either you give me a job or we are not shagging, I am telling your mother AND your sister and all three of us are going to beat the bloody daylights out of you. So naturally his reply was, “Honey, by Merlin, that is a brilliant idea” with the biggest smile he could fake.

She had kissed him sweetly on the lips and gone on her merry way to quit her job.

Charlie groaned when she was out of earshot.

“Now Charlie, dat there is a good thing. We could use the extra help, we could” Hagrid said patting him on the back.

“But Hagrid, we won’t be able to act like guys anymore. We are going to have to clean, take out all the alcohol in the fridge and I won’t be able to hang around with you so much. You know, just us guys that kick dragon ass daily and share stories over butterbeers” Charlie sighed.

“Ah but pears that Harry is way ahead a ya” Hagrid said as he opened a big scroll in front of them both. “Look here” he said pointing at a room with his big finger.

Charlie looked at what he was pointing and realized it was to be their personal office. The space was average, but with Hagrid’s size and all, it would be just big enough for them and their work.

“Ok and having a miniscule office is supposed cheer me up. I mean, bloody hell, we are building this mega complex and you would think we could get a posh office” he grumbled.

Hagrid chuckled, “Look more closely der Charlie” he said pointing to a much larger room straight behind their office. It was squished between their office and the male locker room.

“What is that?” he said realizing for the first time there was a mystery room whose purpose was not of his knowledge.

“That there is the secret male lounge. It is equipped with a bar, giant telly, pool table, and most importantly, no women will ever know of it because it is cursed so that no one can ever speak of it except to another male, and charmed so that no woman can ever see it and if they hear of it the memory will fade” he said with a smile

Charlie laughed, “Leave it to Harry to think of everything, that is bloody brilliant. And that way she will seldom come knocking cause she can’t even fit in the office. If she goes in she won’t find us, and we can just walk out of the lockeroom and say we were in the loo” he said chuckling.

“Yep that there Harry, bright boy he is” Hagrid chuckled.

“Yea, I mean hiring Grawp to be a guard, that was a brilliant move no one had thought of” Charlie replied.

Hagrid teared up, “He is so excited, and we really could use his help” he grumbled emotionally.

Charlie handed him a cold Butterbeer, “To our fearless leader, may he be doing well wherever he is.” He toasted.

“Aye, to Harry,” Hagrid replied as they clinked bottles.

Percy was working furiously handling all the press, the merchandise, the…well Harry. He never figured anyone’s mere existence would generate this much work. Still, he was handling it beautifully and for the pay and commissions he was getting, he honestly didn’t care. Ambition had never been in short supply for Percy, but thankfully it had been appeased or redirected in the last few years thanks greatly to Harry.

He was working closely with his father; half his time was spent on Harry the other on sorting and filing Auror reports and summarizing them for his father. It was arduous work, but fun, well at least to him it was fun. On his desk stood a picture of Penelope, his girlfriend. When he wasn’t in an office he was with her; she was another reason he had mellowed out. He chuckled at how she had immediately taken to his mom and Ginny. It was an odd trait of theirs to get everyone to join their side, especially females. And so his life was once again in the hands of the Weasley matriarchy.

“How is it coming along, Percy?” Arthur Weasley asked as he strolled into the room.

“Great dad, I think I have the Harry public machine working nicely,” he replied chuckling at the light in his dad’s eyes when he mentioned a Muggle concept.

“Excellent, you have been doing a great job, Percy; I am very proud of you,” Arthur added.

Percy smirked. “Thanks dad. I have also been working on the reports from the Aurors. Even if this is an election year, there seems to be a bit more unrest that is usual.” He reported.

Arthur lost his smile, “Yea, I have unfortunately found the same thing. Something else is going on, and I don’t know what” he commented.

“Well, thankfully the Aurors have kept it under control. I hope they keep it that way,” Percy replied as he turned back to his work.

“So do I son, so do I.” Arthur said as he too returned to his work, a work that was almost imperceptibly climbing.

Bill was running through piles upon piles of papers when a very grumpy Goldtree walked up to his desk. Though seeing a grumpy goblin was not a big issue, having a boss mad was never pleasant.

“Mr. Weasley, what are you doing?” the goblin asked in a grave tone.

“I am sorting all the payments and transfers for the Black Marauders,” he replied simply.

Goldtree growled, “You are my assistant, Mr. Weasley, not the Black Marauders. You have work to do!! If you want to help out the Black Marauders, then do so, but do so on your own time. This is not a job for my right‑hand man; get someone else to do it,” he replied angrily.

“I am sorry, Mr. Goldtree, but I think it is also in the bank’s best interest if I handle these payments personally,” Bill replied in a measured tone.

Goldtree raised an eyebrow. “Oh, by all means explain to me how that is,” the goblin asked.

“Well, Harry is our biggest client; also, this is a very large amount of payments with large quantities of galleons attached to many of them,” Bill explained.

“Good reasons, but not good enough to justify your personal attention. A high‑level account goblin could handle it just as well as you. Like I said, your time is better spent elsewhere, and you spending time on this makes the bank loose money.” Goldtree said losing his patience.

Bill just smiled, "Oh, I forgot to mention, I convinced the client that my personal attention was to their benefit, but as such, the bank also required my services. To compensate, I proposed a small service fee per transaction to which they agreed," he said with mirth in his voice.

"Define small," Goldtree said as he stared at Bill, holding back on a reaction.

"Four percent on each transaction I handle," he replied smiling.

"How many transactions have you done today?" Goldtree asked still holding back a reaction.

"I think that today I've probably gone through 30 or so," Bill replied his smile growing.

"Totaling?" Goldtree asked a smirk threatening to escape.

"Rough estimate?" Bill countered.

Goldtree smirked now, "Rough estimate," he replied.

"About ten million galleons," Bill said smiling.

"You netted us four hundred thousand galleons in a day," Goldtree said chuckling as a tear rolled down his face. "Bill, I swear at this moment I think of you like a son. I am truly proud and moved by your goblin-like brilliance," he said hugging Bill's neck. "In fact, I should give you a raise," he added as he backed up a bit to look at the tall redhead.

"I would prefer a commission of 20%," Bill said smiling back.

Goldtree turned serious, "10," he replied.

"15," Bill contested.

"Deal, that is the number I had in mind anyways," Goldtree said with a big smile.

"So did I," Bill replied smiling as well. "It goes with the ludicrous salary I get for being a consultant for them on my time off," he added.

"Bloody proud I tell you," Goldtree said as new tears rolled down his eyes and he hugged him again. "Remind me to thank Harry for asking me to promote you. I swear the both of you must have Goblin blood in you somewhere," he said as he patted Bill, and then went to his office with a hop in his step and a whistle on his lips.

And so events began to kick into gear. In England, on the other side of the world, two masterminds of a different nature were plotting. One over his empire of business, one over his empire of Quidditch.

AN, this is what happens when one doesn't let go of a chapter and just keeps going

Chapter 5 Global Marauders

Ron was running through the halls of a giant Quidditch Stadium. This was the last team he had to look into, with good reason. The Frogs of Costa Rica were the only decent team in the lot he was to manage.

“Well they are half decent,” he grumbled as he finally found his way onto the pitch. As he exited and looked around he was in awe. Axel had outdone himself, the third largest Quidditch stadium in the world. Largest in America, only out‑done by an English and a Japanese stadium, it could fit millions, mostly standing though. He was calmer now. At first he had been very stressed as to how he would pull off looking over all the teams, but that passed quickly. After the first three, he had gotten his stride. He would pop in, interview the players, check out the installations and then see a practice game and drills. When he was done he would make three files, one on improvements to the stadium, the other on new team members and coaches for each team and which to trade or let go, and the last on the new equipment he would be ordering from Olivander’s.

As he stepped onto the pitch the players game down and stood in a single file, all smiling.

“Bienvenido Sr. Weasley” they all said in unison.

“Gracias,” he said in a bad accent. He had at least learned that much in Spain when he oversaw the Vultures. “Anyone speako englisho?” he tried.

They all laughed but one stepped forward. “Seriously, Ron, did you just ask that?” the player said.

Ron recognized him as the captain of the Costa Rican youth squad, Hugo Viela. He chuckled, “I guess my Spanish still needs some work,” he replied.

“Yes, some,” Hugo chuckled.

“Well then, I guess I will talk to you. I know you guys are good players; I know Axel trained you. I think this will go rather smoothly, so let’s just see what you’ve all got and then get past the formalities and such,” Ron instructed. “Get to the air,” he added.

“Vamos mucha” the captain called. (Let’s go guys)

They ran the drills and played a practice game. Ron shifted a few positions and formations and even ran some new formations. At the end, he was very satisfied. He blew a whistle and they all flew down.

“That was brilliant!” he said, clapping the captain on the back. “Just a few things I want to go over though,” he said to all of them as they landed.

“Go ahead, Sir; we are listening,” Hugo spoke up.

“Ok, first off a question: would any of you be interested in playing for another team in another country?” Ron said with a big smile and Hugo translated.

Some laughed, others looked concerned. Hugo caught their comments and spoke up to Ron. “Sir, we don’t understand; you said we did well,” he said.

Ron smiled kindly. “Hugo, you did great. That’s the thing: Harry and I, we both are now running other teams—15 other teams to be exact. After seeing you guys, I realize we can definitely use some of you abroad. So I am asking if any of you would like to play for another one of our teams,” he explained.

Oh, I get it," Hugo said, giving a sigh of relief and then translating that. Everyone smiled, calmer now and began to talk adamantly. When they were done most of the substitutes and three of the main roster lifted their hands.

Ron looked around and took note. "Ok then let me look through these files and see what I can do," he replied and then sat on the bench and looked through his binders.

Hermione had organized them beautifully and even labeled them. She had been helping him a lot, even as she was studying to be a healer. She had been accepted into the Wholly Healers Hollow Halls, Royal Wizard Academy of London, the top medical school for wizards in the world. Furthermore, she had taken up a study abroad program designed to learn through different academies worldwide. Coincidentally or in Ron’s mind purposely, in the same cities where Harry had bought teams. Ron fitted his schedule around hers as best he could and got straight to work.

After looking though the files he finally made his choices.

"Hugo, please call them one by one so I can talk to them," Ron asked.

"Ok boss, gotcha," Hugo replied.

"First, Benitez," Ron said and then along with Hugo they went through all the players and discussed different options they could do. At the end he had 4 players going to Spain, 4 to England, and 2 to each of China, Egypt, and New Zealand. Most had stuck to Ron’s first choice but others had picked his second. In general, Ron tended to be spot on, on that sort of thing.

"Well then, I will have to replace these players and I already have the people in mind. That said, I must be off. I have to go buy some groceries," Ron chuckled as he said goodbye to the players and headed off.

Ron rushed off and Apparated to the magical market that was close to his flat. He went through and bought all the things that Hermione asked for on her list… and quite a bit more. He shrunk it all and Apparated to his flat where he began to cram everything into the fridge as best he could. When that didn’t work and he still had half the food outside, he began to try to magically expand the fridge. As he began to attempt this task, Hermione walked in to the flat and looked at what he was doing. She stared undaunted trying to digest the sight, then with a sigh and a resigned smile she walked over.

"Ron, did you buy too much food again?" she asked rhetorically.

"Oh, hey Mione, don’t be ridiculous, there is no such thing as too much food," he contested.

"I am afraid there is, especially when you are trying to expand the fridge for the fifth bloody time," she said as her temper began to elevate.

"Eh, details," he replied simply and then continued at his task.

"I swear, if I see you getting fat I will put you on the worst diet of your life. You will be begging for bread and water," she grumbled and then went to get a shower to wash off the day.

He finally finished stuffing the fridge and then proceeded to take a Butterbeer and sit in the couch with a back of pork rinds and watch a Quidditch crystal of the teams in his leagues."

Hermione exited the bathroom and saw the same sight she had been seeing for the last few weeks. She growled menacingly, a sound that Ron did not hear as he was concentrated on something else.

Suddenly there was a flash in the room and she turned to see a phoenix perched on the kitchen table. He sung a high beautiful note and calm settled in the room. Ron was still absorbed in the crystal.

“Oh hi Fawkes, what are you doing here boy?” she cooed as she stroked the beautiful phoenix. She had always wondered and awed at the beautiful bird that Albus had.

Fawkes dropped a letter on the kitchen table, sung another note and then vanished.

Hermione smiled as she picked up the letter. She immediately noticed the messy scrawl that belonged to her best mate. She tore it open to find a letter.

Dear Hermione,

I hope that everything is going well with your Healer training, I bet you are enjoying the tons of new places and things that you are getting to see. I had a hunch this program would be the best thing that could happen to you, I always thought you were meant to see the world. Evidence of this is that you always were traveling through the thousands of books that you have read.

“That is just an exaggeration, I have not read thousands of…” she started to think and then started making a tally in her head. “Shiite he is right” she sighed, and then kept reading.

I also hope that you are getting out more. I worried after I gave you that super book last Christmas, I mean having all those libraries at your disposal, I bet you didn’t have much need to go buying books elsewhere.

That had been mostly true, with the exception that she still bough many books. In any case she read on.

So now I imagine that you are always busy, between training, reading, and cooking for Ron you probably don’t get out much except on the weekends when in all probability you are touring the cities like crazy.

“Bloody hell, am I this predictable?” Hermione asked herself.

At this point you must be asking if you really that predictable. Yes, Hermione, you are.

“Shiite” she grumbled again.

Ron is right now probably lounging on a couch, staring at a Quidditch crystal, eating junk food, and waiting for you to make dinner. This had probably been the scene for the last few weeks. He probably didn’t even notice a bloody phoenix just popped into the room and then popped out.

“Ok that is just bloody eerie” she whispered.

This is now way to live, and if anything it will start to cause problems in your already rather volatile relationship. It probably has already caused some major fights.

“Yep, we have now reached incredibly frightening” she sighed as she realized Harry knew them too well.

Therefore Hermione I am ordering you as your great, all knowing, and incredibly wise leader to do as follows.

“What a big headed prat” she protested.

No I am not a big headed prat….well maybe I am but that is besides the point. Obey your Marauder leader. I am saying this for your own good.

Hermione chuckled at that.

Ok, now get starkers.

“What!?!?!” she yelled.

You heard me, stark bloody naked.

She stared at the page in shock.

I am waiting, go on then.

Hermione started to undress and the stopped as she realized she was obeying an inanimate piece of paper.

Do it Hermione, you must do this for your mental sanity, Ron’s health, and for the sake of your relationship.

Hermione sighed and got butt‑naked. “I cannot believe I am doing this,” she grumbled.

Quit your bellyaching. Now then, time for a very quick lesson on guys. Men are simple creatures, infinitely simple. Try thinking of us as cavemen. We need our base necessities fulfilled; that is all there is to a guy. Food, sex, sleep, and some sort of expression of violence.

Hermione chuckled, “At least that describes Ron exactly,” she sighed.

Now since Ron is consuming food, and watching Quidditch, two of these needs are fulfilled. Knowing Ron, sleep has not been a problem; also knowing Ron, that same sleep has been a problem for you. Let’s face it, the Hogwarts express is less noisy than Ron snoring and talking in his sleep.

“Finally, someone else agrees with me,” she hailed to the heavens.

So what is missing? The only thing that isn’t getting covered is the one thing that will resolve all your problems: SEX

“My friend is blooming bonkers,” she said as she was about to get dressed again and then stopped.

Yea, I am bonkers. Tell you what, you do as I say, and I will bet you 100 galleons that I am right.

“I will take that bet,” she said with a smirk.

You agreed? Excellent, now let me elaborate as to why I am right. If Ron has sex, first off, it will get him off the couch and paying attention to you. In this way you prevent him from getting fat, you get him to stop spending his every waking moment looking at Quidditch and eating, and he will be paying attention to you more. Secondly, you will be so exhausted from the sex that you will be unconscious and sleeping like a baby, his snores will be irrelevant. Finally, it will get you to do something other than reading, studying, cooking, and the usual.

“Hum” she wondered.

Now then, go over to Ron, take the crystal out of his hand, lick the side of his face…slowly, then go to the room and wait for 15 seconds, normally it would take 5, 1 if you were brilliant like me, but considering this is Ron and he is...well…slow. Then make it 15 so he can put things together in his mind.

Miss you millions, hope your both doing well and when you get the chance after you shag Ron’s brains out tell him I said that I miss him a lot, that he should quit eating so much, spend thriftily and most of all…to win.

Love you Mione,

Harry

PS From now on, when you come home, strip naked at the door, and just walk passed Ron to make sure he notices. If he is eating then say “Hum, guess I will have to go solo tonight, I don’t shag fat people”. After a week you will never see him eat junk food again… or dinner.

Hermione chuckled, she had to admit, Harry was brilliant.

She hid the letter, then with a wicked grin on his face, she walked over to him, and plucked the crystal from his hands.

“Hey, I was watching…” Ron began to say but then just gawked at Hermione.

With her wicked smile holding she slowly bent down, turned his head slightly, and then slowly licked up his face. Then she pulled back and sex‑ly walked to the room. She sat on the bed and counted to 10, accounting for the time it took to get to the bed. At the count of 9 she heard a clamor in the living room and a second later Ron was bursting through the door in the process of stripping and falling face first with his pants on his ankles.

She held back a laugh, “Yep, definitely brilliant” she thought.

That night she slept like a baby. The fact that Ron had a gag in his mouth and was on the floor helped great‑ly.

Across the world, a pair of twins were opening shop for the day…in Japan.

“Well brother, I believe that this is the last WWW store we had on the list” Fred began.

“Indeed brother, as we cross this threshold today we become true undisputed kings of the world of pranks” George replied.

“That was exhausting wouldn’t you say?” Fred asked.

“Indeed, but well worth it. Though soon we must go to the R&D department and start developing our next‑generation of mayhem” George replied.

“Don’t remind me dear brother. I am in great need of a vacation” Fred contested

“Indeed, who knew that creating chaos was so much work” George countered.

As they entered the door and jumped up and down and began their kings of the world dance, Fred looked across the street.

“My dear brother, what is that I see across the street?” Fred asked.

George turned and looked, “Why my dear brother it’s a store whose name is Porishkova’s Perfect Pranks. And it also appears it is their grand opening on the same day as ours.” He replied with anger building.

“What clued you in to that, my dear brother?” asked Fred as he went for the door.

“Well, it could have been the giant ugly ‘Grand Opening’ sign they have on their window,” George replied.

“How dare they!” they said in unison.

The twins with their Weasley temper flaring crossed the street and entered into the shop.

“Who is the owner of this…?” Fred began but stopped mid‑sentence as he stared at the most stunning creature he had ever laid eyes on: tall, svelte, blonde, blue‑eyes with streaks of pink and purple in her hair.

“Good morning, welcome to Porish…” began the girl till she recognized who had just entered her store. The accent in her voice was thick, and her voice was hypnotic, at least Fred thought so.

“Blooming store,” George finished for his brother. This time, it wasn’t the tandem‑form of speech they normally used. George had not felt the normal force he felt from his brother when they were on the same wavelength; this time he felt nothing coming from his twin.

“Hey Pixy, what happened?” came a second voice as a tall woman with raven black hair, streaks of green and blue, and crystal‑grey eyes that almost looked white walked in.

Fred immediately noticed something odd about the second girl; she looked almost exactly like the first only she had different hair and eyes.

“And there’s two of em,” said Fred and the girl who he now knew as Pixy.

George lifted an eyebrow and looked at his dazed brother. "Like we said, we would like to know who owns this place," he said as he looked around.

"That would be us," said the raven-haired girl, her voice losing all its mirth at the tone George used.

"Hi, I am Pixy and this is my sister Anastasia. We are the Porishkova sisters. We own this joint," replied the blonde giving a look to her sister that said shut up.

"Pleased to meet you, we are…" Fred began to say.

"Oh Merlin, oh Merlin, you’re the Weasleys aren’t you?" Pixy said jumping up and down excitedly.

Fred chuckled; George looked slightly abated, he wanted to see where this was going.

“Yea, my name is…” Fred began to say.

“You’re Fred Weasley and that is your brother George. You guys are the most brilliant pranksters in the world. I love your shop. We had one near our house in Moscow," Pixy said excitedly.

George was stunned; she had gotten it right, she was the first person EVER to guess which twin was which.

Fred chuckled blushing now, "Wow, you got it right in one" he said as he walked over and kissed her hand.

She swooned.

"Well the second best pranksters, after us that is," Anastasia interjected.

George regained his composure and looked at her, "I resent that, we are the best pranksters in the world," he said with confidence.

Fred and Pixy were lost in their own little world, oblivious to what was happening.

"Your delusional redhead, maybe you have gotten way too much sun here in Japan," Anastasia said angrily.

"You wish you little Russian piece of…" George began.

"Stunningly beautiful creature" Fred said as he stared at Pixy.

George stared at his brother in shock.

"What were you going to say, you gigantic…" Anastasia countered, ignoring Fred.

"Brilliant and handsome genius," Pixie replied as she stared at Fred.

Anastasia looked at her sister as if she was mad.

"Would you like to go out?" asked Fred simply.

"I would love to," Pixie replied.

"Well, at least one of them has taste," both George and Anastasia sighed.

Shocked they looked at each other, anger in their eyes.

"You, why are you here? I thought we had bought out all the prank stores in this area," George said angrily.

"Brother, correction: you mean the world right?" Fred said as he briefly broke eye contact with Pixie.

"We opened our shop today. You might have bought out every other store, but you didn’t buy us out. And you never will!" she said angrily.

"I am going to have some words with Harry…" George began, but then there was a flash of fire in the store. When the flash passed, there was a beautiful phoenix perched on George’s head.

"Wow, he is so beautiful!" both sisters exclaimed in awe.

"What? Never seen a phoenix before?" George said arrogantly, standing upright trying to look important.

"Are you daft? Oh, right, you are daft, my bad. Phoenixes don’t like the cold; we have lived in Russia all our lives, we just moved here recently. Russia is cold, by simple logic, you could see how we have never seen a phoenix," Anastasia replied.

Fred was just laughing his ass off, "George, it is hard to take your seriously with a bird on your head," he said between laughs.

George grumbled at him as everyone, including Fawkes, appeared to be laughing at him.

"So this is why Dumbledore always wore a pointy hat," George growled.

Fred walked over, Fawkes jumped to his arm, and he picked the letter that Fawkes had in his beak. Pixy and Anastasia meanwhile were petting the phoenix, who was letting out a harmonious note.

“It’s from Harry!” Fred said with joy.

George’s mood changed, “Excellent, business with Harry is always good business,” he said with a confident grin.

“Who is this Harry?” asked Pixie as she stroked Fawkes’ head.

“Our partner Harry Potter,” George said with a tone of arrogance.

“THE Harry Potter? He is your partner?” Anastasia asked shocked.

George looked at her cockily, but it was Fred that said it as if in passing, “Yea, helped us start our empire and recently he expanded our chaos worldwide” he said with mirth.

“So what does he say?” George demanded, a bit put off that he didn’t get to rub their relationship with Harry in Anastasia’s face.

Dear Fred and George,

Let me start off by saying that the number one prankster in the universe is me.

“Hey I resent that,” George said angrily.

George, let me remind you at this point who bowed to whom with the words ‘we are not worthy’ spewing from their lips.

“Point taken,” George said begrudgingly. Everyone chuckled except Anastasia.

Now then, I have heard that a competitor has opened across the street from you in Japan. I expect that given the size of your heads, this has somewhat put you off and what’s more you probably are standing right now in their shop making asses of yourselves.

Now Anastasia smiled, “Wow, Harry sounds like he is psychic as well as brilliant, strong, and famous,” she said as she stared George down. Fred and Pixie just chuckled.

Yes, I am psychic and brilliant; what can I say? It's one of the wonders of being me.

"Big headed git," all four said and laughed loudly.

You probably thought that since I bought out every prank shop in the world, somehow that would prevent any competition from sprouting up. That is rather foolish of you, though I admit that given my greatness this is an easy mistake to make.

"Really big headed git," Fred and George said now laughing louder.

In any case, I expect you to do your best to put on a good front and compete in a gentlemanly and correct manner, and let the best shop win.

"Here here," said Anastasia. "We welcome the challenge," she added.

"Now sister, there’s no need…" Pixie replied.

"We will wipe the floor with you," George growled with an evil grin.

"Brother, seriously cool it; I mean there is no…" Fred began.

"Bring it!" Anastasia shouted.

"Consider it brought," George contested.

Pixie and Fred sighed in desperation. Fred kept reading.

But I expect George won’t be mature about it and all shit will hit the fan. So therefore try and not cause too much damage or get arrested. Trust me you don’t want Sirius to be bailing you out of jail; he might just ‘forget’ to do so.

"He wouldn’t," George said. Anastasia smirked.

Oh yes he would. Trust me, we think too much alike. I am about to travel to a rather inaccessible location; I shall send a letter in approximately a month.

Now then, in your retarded and rather pointless battle to defeat one lone store, please do NOT neglect the other 1000+ stores that you have in every other country!!!!!! If you do so, then expect a rather large batch of a certain concoction whose name I need not mention to appear in your food, beverage, and shower water. If you need further clarification as to which one I mean, it is the one that had most Slytherins running around Hogwarts in abject fear. Only this one will have ‘other’ nice little side effects that will deal with your anatomy!!! Finally, I will find you, no matter where you run and kick your mentally retarded arses!!!!! AND YOU KNOW I CAN!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Both twins cringed, then cringed again, the shook in terror.

“Wow, hope I never cross him” Anastasia said in awe. They all nodded dumbly.

That said, wish you all the best, big hugs

Your friend, brother, leader, King of all Pranks, hero, savior, reason your breathing, etc. etc. etc.,

Harry James Potter

PS. As proof that as King of Pranks I rule your arses, Gotcha!

“Gotcha?” Fred asked as he looked up and then began laughing his ass off. Pixie was now from head to toe including clothes, completely purple, Anastasia was green, and George was maroon with yellow polka dots.

Everyone joined into the laugh until they all noticed they were different colors, then they started laughing again. Fred looked down and saw he was yellow with maroon squares.

PSS. Behold my new invention, Colorful cursed stationary, when anyone reads or listens to a key word on the page, they instantly turn a random color.

“Brilliant, absolutely brilliant” Fred said out loud.

“Leave it to Harry to bloody prank us through the mail. That man is a genius” George added.

PSSS Bow to your King

“We are not worthy, we are not worthy” Pixy and Anastasia said mock bowing and clapping.

PSSSS Thank you, thank you, I do try, what can I say? It’s a gift

“Good luck girls, your gonna need it. With Harry on our side” Fred said in a jovial tone.

“Aww, cant you help us out a little?” Pixie said swirling her finger on his chest innocently and giving him a seductive look and a pout.

“I’m sorry, business is business, your feminine wiles will not overpower and seduce us” George said pulling his brother back.

“Speak for yourself, she can overpower and seduce me all she wants” Fred whispered

Pixie smiled and blushed

“Oh wait there is something at the very bottom of the page” Fred added.

PSSSSS At this point one would hope you would ask how to counter the curse, but I don’t hold my hopes that high. Therefore I will send that information in the next letter.

“Wait, didn’t Harry say his next letter will come in a month!?!?!” George said in near outrage.

Both girls smiled evilly. “Aww that sucks” Anastasia said in mock disappointment.

“What the bloody hell are you smiling about woman? You both will be in the same predicament as us” George said angrily.

“Eh, I think we can figure a way out of this before you do” Pixie said with mirth in her voice as she swayed back and forth.

“We will see about that! Fred let’s go!” demanded George as he went for the door.

Fred was about to leave when Pixie held his hand and then whispered something in his ear.

Fred nodded and then smiled evilly as well. "Ok then, so I will see you this Friday" he said giving her a wink and a cocky smile, but blushing.

"I’m looking forward to it" Pixie replied with a grin and blushing a bit as well, though both looked rather ridiculous blushing in weird colors.

Fred and George left and Fawkes vanished into the air after singing one last note.

When they were gone, Anastasia looked at her sister. "Did you tell him about the back of the page?" she asked.

"Yea, P(Sx6) Man WAY too many S’s in that. I was just kidding, though it will probably take you gits a while to find this message. The cure is simply to say the word three time out loud and then spin around four times" Pixie recited back.

"I hope it takes that dumbass a while to figure it out" Anastasia growled.

"Oh come one, George isn’t that bad. I think they’re brilliant" Pixie replied.

"You mean Fred is brilliant. I have never seen you so smitten girl. You’ve had a crush on that guy since you saw that article in Wizard Weekly about them" Anastasia said smiling and poking her sister.

"Stop it Ann" she giggled, "Well, you have to admit, he is so cute and dreamy" she added sighing.

"Whatever, they look the same to me" Anastasia replied.

They do not, Fred has a more…mature air to him" Pixie said as she looked into space.

Pixie looked at her sister suspiciously, “Ann, you aren’t up to something, are you? You better not get Fred in trouble,” she said waving her finger at her accusatorily.

“Relax Pix, I will TRY and keep him out of it,” Anastasia said with an innocent smile.

“Crap, just when I started to like that guy, you're going to get him killed,” Pixie said grumpily.

Harry chuckled at the letters he had written and the things he had unleashed. He had to admit, to a certain degree Divination was proving to be an interesting ability, though his was far from perfect; it was at least more reliable than Trelawney’s, though not as powerful. He could mostly see happy events and the reactions to some of his actions, big, history‑changing events still eluded him. In any case now was not the time for such thoughts as he found himself now in a familiar atmosphere… Earth, the Planet of Earth, and in front of him rose a giant temple.

“Ok, could you try explaining this to me now?” Harry insisted for the millionth time.

Axel chuckled and then sighed. “Ok Harry, now I can explain,” he replied.

“Bloody hell Axel, I need to know what I am…” Harry began out of habit, then realized Axel was now cooperating. He cleared his throat, “Yes, please continue,” he said with his regained composure.

“Riiiight, anyways,” he said as he drew his blade off his back. Seven feet long, a foot wide, black with beautiful silver details swirling about, with six jewels incrusted on the blade. Harry had seen it before; he had worn it to a party or two back at Hogwarts, though now, he was beginning to realize its true significance.

"Well then Harry, normally, this blade is always sheathed at my back, sometimes hidden by magic, others in plain view. This blade is a part of me, and as you are probably figuring out, there are six stones on it. This blade, as I explained before, can act as a wand. What’s more, it is a very unique and powerful wand. Though its power can be called by simple touching it and then casting with your bare hands. Let me now demonstrate," Axel said as he kept his sword in his right hand and lifted his left. A brown stone on the blade shinned brightly.

"Terrestrial crusher," he screamed, and instantly a columns of boulders popped up left and right crashing against each other in a straight line towards where he pointed. "Terra spire!", he shouted, and a giant pointy spike of stone shot up where the line of collision rocks ended. Axel dashed forward grabbed a huge column threw it at Harry and then shouted. "Terra spear rain" instantly the column exploded into stone spears and passed Harry by mere inches and cleaved the ground behind him leaving it looking like a porcupine.

Harry checked himself to make sure he was still in one piece. "Are you out of your bloody mind?!?" he shouted.

"Possibly, but I proved my point didn’t I?" he chuckled.

Harry growled, then calmed down and looked at him seriously, "Magic that is outside of us. This is the elemental magic … The other half to the magic I master … The magic that inside of us.

“Two for two there Harry” Axel said, his grin spreading.

“So what am I doing here? Am I to look for a Stone of Earth to put into my blade?” Harry asked as he pulled out his blade, a simple black broadsword with six niches that he now knew had a purpose.

“Ah, two out of three ain’t bad” Axel chuckled. “This temple is the Temple of Earth, inside are the Keepers of Earth. What you have just seen me do is magic of Earth, spells really. In order to master the Magic of Earth you need to harness the power of Earth and the spell associated with it. Finally, you must learn how to be creative and create your own spells. Your mission here is to learn Harry, if you learn well enough, they will grant you the Stone you seek. Go in and look for the Masters, then find the Grand Master, tell him I sent you. Until you are done, you are stuck here” Axel explained, then smiled, and vanished. “Later Harry” said the wind and he was gone.

“Axel. Axel! AXEL!!! Get your ass back here!!!” Harry growled. At sensing the futility of it he calmed down and sighed. “I really hate his ass sometimes” he mumbled and then picked up his things. He looked over at the giant temple. “Might as well get this over with” Harry said simply as he walked towards the giant temple entrance.

Harry passed the threshold and then he saw three giant golems staring him down.

“Puny meat thing, we shall crush you” said one of them.

“What the hell did I do?” Harry shouted to the golem as he brought down his giant fist.

“We not like meat things” said the second as he brought his foot down.

The third just brought down both his fists towards Harry.

Harry moved quickly, and got out of the way.

"Who are you? Are you the Masters of this place?" Harry asked as he pulled the power of Earth and got ready to fight.

"Yes, we strong, we Masters," the one on the right said as he continued to pound and try to crush him.

Harry kept dodging. He was being careful; a Master could easily cast a spell like Grindenwald and Axel had and that would end him. Yet the attack wasn’t coming, "Maybe they needed me to stand still. If that was the case I best keep moving" he thought.

"What is all the ruckus out here?" came an old voice. A completely black golem about three feet tall entered from behind the three giants.

"Puny golem, stay out of our way. We Masters," said the golem in the middle.

"Really now? In any case, quit fighting right now. What has this man done to you?" ask the small golem.

"He do to us?" one of them laughed. "He puny, he can’t hurt us" he added as he brought his foot down on Harry.

Harry for his part was tired of being on the defensive. He drew the power of Earth and prepared to attack. When the foot was close enough, he jumped up and threw his fist upwards into the foot. The sound echoed throughout the large halls as the foot exploded.

The giant golem screamed as he fell back.

"Meat thing die NOW!!" screamed one of the two golems that remained standing as he brought his fist down.

Harry dodged, "Thought you said I could never harm one of you?" he said cockily.

"You die, I kill you" said the golem without a foot as he turned around and started pounding his two fist while staying on his knees.

“You shut up!” said the one of the left as he brought his foot down on the tiny golem.

“Enough! Terra Grand Slam” the little golem shouted and two gigantic columns sprouted from the ground and hit both standing golems. They threw the two colossal figures out the giant doors with incredible speed.

“You die now” said the remaining golem as he brought his fists down on the small one.

“Terra Bite” the little one replied simply and waved his hand.

Pointy spires came down onto the golem as more sprouted out from the ground impaling and tearing the golem apart.

“Terra Slam” shouted the little golem and a column of stone shot him towards the doors. In mid air, as he reached the doors, he shouted. “Terra Oblivion”

The planet shook, Harry stood stunned as columns, spires, spheres, spears, and hundreds of other forms attacked the two remaining giants. Then the ground split swallowing it all, then it closed in an instant crushing them to dust.

“Bloody hell” Harry said in awe.

The small golem fell to the ground and landed gracefully. Then he walked towards Harry.

“Do you want to try human?” it asked.

“No, no, I am good” Harry said putting up his palms defensively.

“Good, so how can I help you?” the little golem asked with a smile.

“Uhm, well I am here to talk to the Grand Master” Harry replied simply.

“Oh, well that is a tall order, very few people get to talk to the Gran Master. He is a mighty force, truly frightening. Not many have seen him and lived” the small golem said gravely.

“Well I absolutely must see him” Harry replied, now a bit nervously.

“Why do you need to see him human?” the small golem asked.

"I am on a quest. My master said only the Gran Master can help me," Harry answered as he sat down on the ground. He was tired, more emotionally than anything else.

"Well you must have a pretty egotistical master if he thinks only the Grand Master is good enough to help you. And delusional if he thought he would agree," the small golem replied.

Harry wondered about that, "Well he is pretty egotistical, though delusional he definitely is not," Harry said with a chuckle. "He is very strong, probably stronger than your Grand Master," he added.

The small golem laughed, "Trust me human, there is no one stronger than him. I think it is you who is delusional. What is this master or yours name, maybe I have heard of him, though I doubt it," he said laughing loudly.

"Axel, Alexander Canem," Harry replied simply.

The small golem stopped laughing. "Oh…him," he said.

Harry raised an eyebrow.

"Yea, that would be about the only person that can beat me," the little golem said begrudgingly.

"Yea, that bastard can be a real pain, but he is strong…wait, you just said me…," Harry replied and then stopped and looked at the small golem.

"Indeed, that would be because my name is Golme, I am the Grand Master of the Planet of Earth," the little golem replied.

Harry looked him up and down. "Well Golme, if it weren’t for the fact you just crushed three giants with waves of your hand I would question that fact," he said with a smirk.

"It is MASTER Golme to you, now tell me how may I help you?" Golme said seriously.

"Well my name is Harry, and I need to learn how to use the Power of Earth and I need the Stone of Earth," Harry replied.

Golme grumbled, “Leave it to Axel to dump his trash on me,” he sighed angrily. Then looked up at Harry, “Very well, come with me; there is much to do,” he ordered.

“Excellent, thanks Golme,” Harry said as he got up.

“I said it is MASTER Golme, and I sure as hell hope you’re not this slow of a learner,” the little stone man growled.

Harry followed him through a door and into a room that was filled with a hundred or so different sized golems. All of them were now sitting on the ground literally rock still.

“What’s going on?” Harry asked, and the sound reverberated off the walls.

Harry felt a smack to the back of his head and he turned to see a small pillar descending back into the ground.

“This is meditation time, you jackass,” Golme said in a very low voice as he led him through the giant room towards the other end.

Harry closed his mouth and followed obediently.

When they crossed a second door Harry was shocked to see a giant dome filled with writing going all over the dome and even on the floor. Of course the writing was gibberish to him.

“I will assume you don’t know how to read Earth language,” Golme said looking at Harry’s expression.

“Nope, sorry,” Harry replied simply.

No, but you will be soon. This is going to make teaching you rather slow. The last golem I had to teach that didn’t know this language had to spend 100 years with us. Each of those glyphs represents one of the forms and spells that are specific to Earth power. When one becomes a master, one starts adding to that ceiling by magic. Right now you see only the first layer; beneath it are even more spells. As you learn each, the glyphs for it will vanish to you. Your goal is to someday not see the roof at all. When that happens, then you have learned all you can learn and will then have to make your own spell to graduate. Golme sighed disappointedly.

Harry blanched, “You can’t be serious; I don’t have that sort of time,” he replied.

“Well it will take however long it takes; I hope you are ready to begin immediately,” Golme replied as he pointed to a spot on the ground in the center of the room. “Sit,” he commanded.

Harry did so and looked up with a determined look.

“Ok then let us get started then. First rule, meditation time is quiet time. Second rule, meditation time is quiet time. Third rule…” Golme began.

“Meditation time is quiet time?” said Harry jokingly. He felt a smack to the side of his head as another column rose up instantly.

“We can’t talk about meditation time?” Harry tried again laughing and received two smacks in response.

“I’ll shut up now then,” he said finally.

"Third rule is you respect your superiors; as it stands now, everyone here is your superior. As you learn and progress you shall be raised through each lever until you reach level 10 which is Mastery. At that point you shall be tested one last time and if you pass you get the Stone of Earth," Golme explained.

"Sounds simple enough," Harry supplied.

"Anything but simple," Golme started, "For now, let us take things one step at a time. You need to focus on meditating and feeing your mind of all distractions; rocks don’t get distracted, the Earth is not distracted, it is, it moves, and it always moves forward like time." He finished and then walked off.

Harry sighed and started meditating. His thoughts drifted to Rose. He wondered how she was doing. He felt a sudden smack to the side of the head. "Bloody hell that hurts," he growled as the small pillar retracted. He started meditating again when he started thinking about the pain in the ass this whole thing was. Another smack. "Bloody hell," he growled. He cleared his mind and kept focusing. He focused so much he was dozing off when another smack hit him. Harry grewl and this time earnestly tried to focus. A pillar shot him up into the air and into the previous room. He flipped in the air and landed almost gracefully on the ground.

"Meditation time is over. Now we start with practice time. Students, we have a new guest; his name is Harry. He will be studying with us. For now he is a level 0 grain of sand, treating him nicely," Gol…

“Let us begin the morning practices” Golme commanded and everyone began to use their power to do different exercises. He then walked over to Harry and sat back, immediately a pillar of stone came up from the ground for him to sit on.

Harry followed his example and sat on the ground.

“From what I saw in the other room you are quite proficient at using the magic inside of you. That will help a bit in teaching you how to use the magic outside” Golme began.

“Yea, I mastered all six elements inside of me last year” Harry said proudly.

“That is a large boast, but wholly irrelevant to your situation now. Using the magic outside of you is infinitely more complex and requires far more time than the magic within. Like I said, some spend 100 years trying to master just Earth. That room with the dome holds all the basic Earth spells ever created. You must learn them all and then create your own. This is not an easy task to accomplish” Golme continued.

Harry nodded not knowing how this would turn out.

“First things first, you must learn to see the Earth energy” Golme instructed.

Harry used his special sight and detected it. “Done” he said.

“Excellent, now the next step is for you to channel that energy not into you, but through you into your palm, like this” Golme explained as he slowly drew the energy and projected it into a ball in his hand.

Harry saw and understood and immediately took to the task. It was a week later when the first breakthrough in his training came about. He was practicing moving the energy and casting the spell for a pillar to rise. His concentration had gotten sharper, in a way it reminded him of his Xchio training. Suddenly it hit him, why not try that? He started to calm his mind further, almost into a sleep state, calling the power around him, pushing all other thoughts out of his mind. Suddenly a pillar shot up, then on his command another. And so he learned his first spell, and with it, a mark vanished in the huge dome for him.

Slowly the days passed, then weeks, finally months. It had been half a year. Harry had fought to learn faster under Golme’s teaching, but his progress was way too slow for his taste. He had cleared the roof of symbols only to see new ones form, cleared again, and new ones formed again. His rank now was barely Level 2 pebble.

“Now Harry, you are learning far, far, FAR faster than anyone has ever learned before you” Golme reasoned.

“But I can’t stay here any longer, who knows how much time has passed in the real world. I have been here half a year. I can only stay for the duration of a month in the real world.” Harry argued.

“And so far it’s only been a week so quit your bellyaching” came a familiar voice.

Harry turned to see Axel behind him, instead of acting relieved or angry his only reply was “I’ve only been here a week?”

"Yes, Harry, one hour in the real world is only about a day here. The month you will be here is equal to two years; it will take you about that long to learn. I am only here to check how you are doing and resolve any questions you might have after my first week with the team you will be helping me with," Axel explained.

"So how are the new troops?" Harry asked instantly.

"Well…" Axel said, cringing a bit.

"That bad, huh?" Harry replied.

Axel began to recount what had happened in a week.

He stood patiently with Anahi next to him as he waited in the apparition point for the troops to arrive. He had gotten somewhat bored so he was biting her neck and she was giggling.

"Stop that, they will be here any moment," she said trying to sound serious and failing miserably.

"No worries, princess; we have some time," he said as he turned her around and kissed her passionately. The minutes passed and they were still making out when he suddenly pushed her away.

She looked at him confused and a bit put off when suddenly pops began to sound and she immediately remembered what they were there for and instinctively straightened her look up as much as possible.

"Well that was fun, remind me when we go back to fly. Long‑distance apparition is rather uncomfortable," said a blonde in the group that just appeared.

"Tell me about it," said another in a thick Jamaican accent.

The comment spread over the group of dozens of Aurors who were all talking and greeting each other."

"Attention" Anahi said loudly. No one listened. "Attention!" she screamed this time, getting irritated. Finally she drew her wand and shot a beam into the air that exploded high above, which only caused a few to turn and stare at the flash. She was red‑faced now and took a step towards them. Axel stopped her.

"Dejame, los voy a matar" she screamed angrily as she struggled in his grasp. (Leave me, I am going to kill them)

"Please let me princesa" he replied. (Princess)

Axel snapped his fingers and the earth shook violently under the group of Aurors. They tried to Apparate only to find they were all under an anti‑apparition shield. From the ground came forth a giant snake of stone surrounded them and from above a giant condor made of fire appeared and hovered above them. The snake hissed menacingly and the condor gave a call that sounded more like a roar.

From his pocket a black lizard jumped out and transformed into a giant black dragon.

"Necros!" Axel admonished but the dragon huffed in his direction; he wanted to play too. "Fine, they do need a kick in the pants I guess," he mumbled so only the dragon could hear.

For their part the Aurors were shooting spells at the snake and the condor with no real effect. When they shot a spell at Necros though… well there was an effect. A column of black fire shot above them and missed them all entirely, but the heat it let off was enough to destroy the snake and the condor who were higher up than the Aurors that all were now on the ground wisely seeking cover.

Necros growled at them and they all cowered in fear.

"Now then, would anyone like to tell the rest of the group what you did wrong?" Axel said, trying to hold the mirth out of his voice.

"Who the hell are you?" asked a dark‑haired woman; she was very beautiful.

"Anyone?" Axel said, looking around at all of them, ignoring the girl’s rudeness.

The woman got up and walked to him. "Hello, I am talking to you. Who are you?" she said in an annoyed tone as she drew her wand.

"Anyone at all? Come on people," he said, ignoring the girl.

"Fine, have it your way," she said and then shot a spell at him.

The spell hit him and he stood unphased. She, on the other hand, was phased; what she had shot should have launched any person several feet and had them crumpled in a ball in severe pain. Axel had taken it as if a slight breeze had blown past.

His eyes, though, were on her. She looked deep into his eyes; she could tell a lot by a person’s eyes. And what she saw this time chilled her to the bone. She was staring into trouble. A breath later she was thrown back by a forceful impact and laid crumbled on the floor with the rest of the Aurors. Axel now stood where she had stood a moment before, with his hand stretched out from pushing her very fast."

Well then let me tell you, since obviously you are far less capable and brave than I had expected. You first of all didn’t have your senses about you as you Apparated into an unknown, unscouted location. Next, you were retarded enough to start greeting people without properly evaluating if any of them were a threat. You followed that fuck‑up by failing to realize that the bloody General of Mexico is standing at attention waiting to speak to you. Since you didn’t notice her, she proceeded to politely call you to attention, then loudly called you to attention, then fired off a warning shot. Now I don’t know about you, but where I come from if a superior officer, let alone the maximum magical authority of the country found you failing to acknowledge and salute them properly, well you would be spending a very bad few weeks. Let’s follow that fuck‑up by the way you faced two very powerful, and unknown threats. You attacked randomly, with no strategy, and with weak and pointless spells. You attacked when not attacked first. You attacked when not analyzing your opponents’ weak points and strengths. Then you committed the most retarded act you could commit in attacking a fucking Black Emperor …

Then the cue de grace was this brilliant little soldier, that having failed miserably like all you fuck ups, could not identify the very person every single one of your leaders have explicitly described and ordered you to obey without question. And trust me, I am far, far, FARRRRRRR more dangerous than Necros here,” Axel said a while later?

Necros looked back and huffed indignantly, then pondered it as he moved his head to the side. Finally shrugging that Axel had a very good point, he was far more dangerous.

All the soldiers then looked at Axel, then Anahi, then Necros, and finally Axel again. They all saluted while on the floor still.

“Good Merlin we are in trouble” Axel growled holding back the desire to either laugh out loud or beat the shit out of them. He looked at Anahi, “Do you want to do it, or should I?” he asked.

“My normal desire to be nice has flown the coop. I will leave them at your mercy, Merlin knows they deserve it. Do your worst” she said and then turned away, shaking her head. Her elite where on the floor with the rest of them, she felt thoroughly angry and humiliated. “Me hacen clavo enfrente de el, de EL, por la gran puta!!!” she mumbled as she Apparated away. (They made me look bad in front of him, HIM, fucking shit)

Axel sighed, then chuckled silently, then turned serious and looked back at the Aurors still saluting on the ground. He rolled his eyes, “GET THE FUCK UP YOU MENTALLY RETARDED FUCKS. AS OF THIS MOMENT YOUR PATHETIC ASSES ARE MY PROPERTY. I WILL CORRECT THE MISTAKES THAT NATURE, YOUR PARENTS, AND YOUR INSTRUCTORS HAVE MADE IN YOU. I WILL MAKE YOU PUDDLES OF PRIMORDIAL FILTH INTO WARRIORS IF IT IS THE LAST THING I DO” Axel shouted and immediately every one of them stood up and went to attention, even the girl that had been knocked back. “MY NAME AS YOU SHOULD ALL KNOW IS AXEL, UNFORTUNATLY I NOW BELIEVE YOUR MINDS TOO USELESS TO ACTUALLY RETAIN THE MUCH INFORMATION, SO FOR NOW YOU WILL ALL CALL ME SIR!! IT HAS ONE LESS LETTER, MAYBE THOSE FEW BRAIN CELLS YOU HAVE WILL MANAGE TO REMEMBER THAT MUCH” he shouted.

“Sir, pleased to meet you sir. My name is…” the woman who had been knocked down began to shout.

"DID I ASK FOR YOUR NAMES?" he shouted. The girl immediately backed away and shut up. "YOU ARE SUBHUMAN POND SCUM RIGHT NOW, POND SCUM HAS NO NAME, I AM NOT INTERESTED IN THE NAMES OF POND SCUM. YOU ARE ALL GOING TO HAVE TO EARN THE RIGHT TO BE REFERRED TO BY NAME. FOR NOW I WILL CALL YOU ALL BY SUCH SIMPLE TERMS AS “YOU”, “PIECE OF SHIT”, “FUCKER”, “IMBECILE” AND THOSE.” he explained and then snapped his fingers. Reality melted and then they stood in a planet that had a blazing sun. The gravity was far harsher, and the heat was terrible. They all instantly felt weaker, and had to struggle to move. The air was noticeably thinner; they felt light‑headed. Besides the fact they were all in shock at what Axel had just done and completely in the dark as to where the hell they were.

Axel took a breath, and then started pacing in front of them as they struggled to stay standing.

"You are now standing on an alien dimension. Another world for those of you too dim to comprehend, which today I take is all of you. You will be training with me to strengthen your magic, but mostly I will focus on your physical abilities and your mental acuity," he began to explain and then sternly looked at them all over. "Hum…mostly your mental acuity, and Merlin, do I hope you can comprehend the term acuity, but I dare not assume," he finished.

The girl was about to answer when he lifted his hand, "Rhetorical question," Axel said before she spoke up. She shut her mouth but looked angry. "In any case let’s get started. You are to stand there at attention for a few hours as punishment for your actions," Axel said calmly and started to walk away.

"That’s it?" spoke up the girl.

Axel closed his eyes and turned around. He rubbed them, sighed, and then smiled evilly at them. “I am going to make an exception. What is your name piece of pond scum?” he asked in a barely restrained cheery voice.

She immediately realized her mistake, just not how bad it was going to be. “Ximena Sabina from Venezuela” she replied hesitantly, almost as if checking if she was right.

“First off, you should have called me sir, Ms. Sabina” he said addressing her. “Well class of pond scum, it appears that Miss Sabina here has had a moment of brilliance. She is right, your punishment was not appropriate for what you have done. Be sure to congratulate and thank her later for bringing it to my attention. I hadn’t planned to introduce these till later in your training but I might as well do so now” he said holding the evil smile as he snapped his fingers and several dozen Bludgers appeared behind him.

Everyone paled.

“Now, I am not a merciless man. I will allow you to dodge them” he said and everyone gained back a bit of their color. Then he snapped his fingers and the ground they stood on turned iron grey…mostly because it turned to iron and red circles about three feet wide appeared around each Auror. “The ground under you is now iron. You will not be able to exit those circles. If you try to… well it will hurt since you will be electrocuted by the barriers” he explained.

“Sir, what barriers?” asked one of them.

Axel smiled and thunder began to rain around them. Axel picked up a stone and tossed it casually at one of them. When it reached the red circle a red wall appeared around it and the stone was caught in mid‑air on the wall and was shocked into non‑existence. “Those barriers,” he replied. “The Bludgers will pass right through them, so don’t worry about their safety,” he said mockingly. “Oh, and one more thing: your feet are isolated by your shoes, but if the rest of you touches the ground then you will get shocked, so stay on your feet.” He said and then vanished.

They all looked pale, then they all looked with anger at Ximena.

“Genius girl,” one of them said, and the accusations flew for about five seconds, then the Bludgers flew and that shut them up as they started trying to dodge without falling or touching the shields and in general failing at both.

“So what happened then?” Harry asked.

“Then?” Axel replied confused.

“Well after you left them there, when you went back?” Harry clarified.

Axel just raised an eyebrow.

Harry stared at him in silence. “You haven’t gone back, have you?” he said already knowing the answer.

Axel smirked.

“How long is a week in that world?” Harry asked with a smirk.

“Bout a month,” Axel replied innocently.

“Magicked so that they won’t starve or dehydrate?” Harry added.

“Yes,” Axel replied.

“Damn, you’re being nice,” Harry said bitterly.

“Well, they don’t need to be pushed as much as you,” Axel protested.

“Right, right, whatever. I have forms to learn,” he said annoyed as he returned to work.

Axel chuckled and vanished. He appeared in the desolate world. Where before there were a group of rag‑tag, well‑dressed, and confident‑looking Aurors. Now stood barely clothed, beaten, bloodied, and barely conscious…beings, one could hardly call them human the way they looked now. Most were totally naked, with no shame whatsoever; some had given up and were on the ground writhing from the constant electric shock and the occasional bludger impact. A few were sitting down suffering the same fate with no energy left to move; another group was barely standing and dodging, and one was moving quickly, stubborn determination keeping her going… it was Ximena.

Axel smirked and then snapped his fingers; the Bludgers, circles, and electricity vanished. “Attention!” he shouted.

Those that still could stood and presented some sort of salute, definitely not sharp, Ximena though, she managed to make it sharp.

“Now then, it’s been about a month. In the real world only a week has gone by,” he began to explain. One raised their hand. “I will not ask you to understand this; such things are way too complicated for pond scum, scum, and trash to understand,” he said to them to make them lower their hands. “Now that your punishment is over, I’ll proceed with training. So those of you who haven’t should stand up now,” he ordered; a few more stood up.

“Well, those of you who are up should walk over and grab a ladle of potion,” Axel ordered and a big cauldron appeared next to him.

Ximena was the first in line; she took the ladle and, without a second thought, drank it. In an instant she felt her wounds heal, the pain leave, her energy return, and her mind clear a bit. “Wow, this stuff is very good,” she said.

“Yes, Ms. Sabina, this potion heals and reenergizes, better than any other on the planet. Now get back to your spot and stand at attention before I punish you for still not remembering to address a superior properly,” Axel instructed with a bit of mirth in his voice. The girl had done good.

She put the ladle down and went back to her spot with a smirk on her face.

The rest quickly ran and began taking turns drinking. They instantly felt better and returned to their spots at attention. There were still a few that were either unconscious or delirious. Axel walked over to the first, he crouched down and stuck a finger deep into his side, then let loose a concentrated blast of life that blew the unconscious man straight into the water. In moments the man came up gasping …

This scene repeated with the rest till he was done. “All of you in the water, get your asses on land and into formation” he shouted. They ran for their lives, not wanting to anger the man any further. When they were all lined up Axel began to pace in front of them. “For those of you just joining us I was explaining that we are in a place where time moves faster than normal, in other words a week back home is a month here. So now that we are all fixed up…” he snapped his fingers and a black jumpsuit appeared on all of them. “…and properly clothed. We will begin training. I will expect no more mistakes from you pond scums, scums, and trashes” he said seriously.

“Sir, my ask a question sir?” Ximena asked out loud.

“Yes, Ms. Sabina, what is it?” Axel replied annoyed.

“Does that mean that some of us have risen from pond scum?” she asked while staring dead ahead.

“Very perceptive of you Ms. Sabina, I definitely didn’t make a mistake when I raised your rank to trash. Yes, those of you that are wet right now are still pond scum, I mean you couldn’t even stay conscious, it’s disgraceful. Those of you that managed to stay on your feet through it, your raised to scum because you managed to at least endure” he explained and then walked up to Ximena. “And you Ms. Sabina, that actually did a half decent job at dodging, staying conscious, and saluting, as well as FINALLY learning to address a superior properly, are elevated to trash, be proud in your trashiness” Axel said seriously and then walked off.

A mountain rose in front of them.

"Now, like your forefathers who crawled out of the ocean and onto land, get your asses up the mountain," Axel ordered, and they all ran for their lives.

Chapter 6 The Bachelor’s call

Ginny sat down at the table for her final welcoming feast. The ride to school had been mercifully or disappointingly uneventful; Ginny was caught between the two. She sighed as McGonagall confidently got up to give her speech.

“Welcome students to what promises to be a great new year. As all except the first years can attest to, last year our esteemed alumni Harry James Potter finally and definitively rid us of the threat of Voldemort and his Death Eaters,” she began, and there was a loud applause that rang through the room; even some Slytherins joined in. McGonagall raised her arms to quiet them down. “Yes, yes, we are all glad for that. I am also glad to see many of you who opted for home schooling have returned to us. This year also promises to be far less chaotic than last thanks to the departure of the infamous Black Marauders,” she continued. There was applause from the faculty and all of Slytherin, with a few from the other tables joining in. Ginny growled.

“How dare she. I am a Marauder as well! If Harry heard this he would make her rue the day… Wait did I just say rue the day?” she groaned inwardly. “Shit I need my mates here, I need Harry,” she groaned.

The applause quieted and she continued, “As always I remind you that the Forbidden Forest is just that, FORBIDDEN, ergo the name. Mr. Filch has an ever expanding list of objects that are banned, mostly thanks to Weasley Wizard Wheezes. You will find it on his door if the force of gravity hasn’t already made it drop to the floor. We are thinking of adding it as an extra course if you manage to finish reading it within the school year and still remain sane enough to test on it. With that said, and if there is no other business, then let us all tuck in” she finished and took her seat.

Ginny was banging her head on the table in boredom and desperation when then was an even louder bang, one that made everyone drop to the floor in reaction. When they looked up there was a giant lion and a black dragon in the air. The lion transformed to Harry and stood on the dragon.

“Well hello Hogwarts how are you doing tonight?” Harry said.

“Good Merlin no, not again!” McGonagall yelled.

There was a commotion of outpour for Harry, ranging from boos, to cheers, to open adoration and love declarations.

Harry lifted his hands and the crowd immediately quieted.

“Well then, thank you for that. Boys and girls, ladies and gentlemen, students, professors, my fellow Marauder, and Minnie” Harry said bowing around the room and finally bowing to McGonagall exaggeratedly. She fumed at the nickname. “As King of Pranks and leader of the Black Marauders I cannot in good conscience allow this school year, the last school year of our beloved fellow Marauder Silentnight to go without notice…or chaos” he continued.

“Good Merlin, no.” McGonagall said as she got up, and all the teachers did the same and shot spells at Harry, only to see them pass through.

“Now‑now, Minnie, professors, I am surprised you didn’t notice I am an illusion. What’s more, I am appalled that you actually thought you could hit me if I wasn’t one. Just because of that I won’t go easy on any of you.” he said with an evil grin.

There was a blinding flash and a loud bang. When Ginny opened her eyes again she was sitting in McGonagall’s chair and as she looked down she notices she was in her Marauder robes. What’s more she noticed the Great hall was no empty. That was until she heard a peculiar sound, well many to be more exact, but one was louder than the others… it was the can can. Ginny looked up and realized that on the ceiling of the great hall. Now completely dressed like Vegas showgirls, stood everybody else, and every one of them was dancing in lines, fireworks appearing every once in a while. Harry was gone, it had obviously been a delayed spell set off to go that particular date. Everyone was complaining on the ceiling and threatening to kill Harry. Some of them looked very disturbing in the outfits. Still she laughed loudly as they began to sing out of tune. “Have a, have a great year, Sighighighilent niiiiiiiight, we hope that you will prank us, have a great year, siiiiighlentniiiiight. Your palls the Marauders haven’t forgotten how to have fuuuuuuuuun, so now watch the school dance and celebrate your last year siiiiighighighilent niiiiiight” over and over again till the music ended. There was another bang, then when she opened her eyes she was in the Room of Requirement. There was a note waiting for her.

“Dear Ginny,

Have a great year, make us proud, make your parents laugh and be disappointed, and above all have fun and make the Black Marauder name proud.

You are probably going to be blamed for this; ergo you have been given a head start….now run.

Your fearless, brilliant, incredibly sexy leader,

Snuffles”

Ginny laughed, and laughed, then sighed dried the tear that escaped. Looked at the letter again and then sighed. “Bloody hell I miss you Harry….Damn I wonder if I could get someone to get me some Snuffles Serum without my bloody brothers finding out its for me” she thought evilly remembering the fun little effects of that drink, specifically the obedient, naked, and horny fake Harry it made appear.

Sirius was looking impatiently at Remus.

“You have got to be bloody out of you fucking mind” Sirius said angrily.

“Now isn’t that the pot calling the kettle black” Remus replied.

“Yes, what about the pot calling the kettle, and please call me Sirius” Sirius replied still angry

Remus rolled his eyes, “It is NOT going to happen. Good Merlin this is why I didn’t want you to have the job” he groaned

“You are going to do it, whether you bloody like it or not. I am the best man and I call the shots” Sirius replied haughtily.

“And I am the groom, and it’s my wedding. I refuse to allow myself and others to be put in your hands under such circumstances. I shudder to think of the chaos and mayhem associated. Good Merlin I still remember that night in the Ministers office after the last time you were trusted with one of these” Remus said impatiently as he poked Sirius.

“Oh come one, this will be nothing like that, for starters you’re not Prongs and Tonksie isn’t Lilly” Sirius countered.

“That’s why I shudder to think, last time Lilly threatened not to marry James if it got out of hand, and then threatened to castrate the both of you if it did get out of hand, and it still did! This time my bloody fiancée thinks you’re the most brilliant person for the job and is insisting you go all out and I very well have no chance at stopping you where James had a 50-50 shot on his own” Remus said as he paced.

Sirius laughed his bark like laugh. “Well that is true, Tonksie is rooting for the old dog and you have never been much for dissuading anyone from the fun” Sirius said as he kept laughing.

“You mean idiocy” Remus corrected.

“Tomatoe, Tomato, same thing” he replied and then put his arms on Remus’s shoulders. “Just give it up man, you never stood a shot. Besides if Harry had done it, it would have been just as bad if not worst” he added with and evil grin.

Remus sighed deeply, “Fine, fine, FINE, just don’t get us arrested” he said in surrender.

“Bachelor Party!!!!!!!!” Sirius said jumping up and down excitedly.

“Good Merlin save us all” Remus said sitting down and shaking his head between his hands

Axel was standing at the top of a hill; he was finally feeling more at ease. The troops were learning, of course the one that had shown the most progress was also the one with the biggest attitude. And the constant heckling and torture from her teammates didn’t help. Axel rarely gave them time to do anything, but they were still getting her, and getting her good. Her food would get vanished; she would get shot by random curses through the day and night. She would be insulted and demeaned by her peers constantly, but through it all she kept up the attitude and didn’t budge. She did however improve in her discipline and respect for Axel.

A spell hit her ankle as she was climbing up the hill. Oddly though, no spells should have been flying. She tripped and rolled all the way down. She got up, bloodied.

“You ok Ms. Sabina?” Axel asked with a smirk.

“Perfectly fine sir, I just tripped and are now leaking a bit of blood, nothing to worry about” she replied with a salute.

“Excellent, now get your ass back up the mountain” he replied with an evil grin.

“Sir, yes sir” she replied and got to it.

“Yep, she will do, she will do very nicely” Axel said with a dark grin.

When they got back down, he spoke up. “Ok then, time for spell drills, I hope you have been doing your meditating cause I’m about to extract every last ounce of you magic. Now start with the blasting spells” he commanded and they all got in line, and started shooting in unison into the water. They were used to this type of exercise now. “Put more power into it, that won’t even split a rock” he shouted. They complied and put more power into it, but still they blasts were pathetic by Axel’s standards. They were barely causing a few feet of water to blast up. Ximena was the only one doing a half decent job.

“Ok stop” he shouted angrily. They all turned at attention. “That was fucking pathetic. Do you want me to illustrate this to you? Are you too fucking dumb to actually execute a half decent blasting spell?” he shouted out loud.

“Sir, no sir” they shouted together.

“Seems like it to me. Now fucking watch, I expect that all of you together would at least be able to execute this much power if you do it at the same time” Axel said as he paced in front of the lifted his hand and shot a blast. The resulting explosion shook the ground and caused a massive waved to head towards them. Everyone except Axel and Ximena ran for it. The wave hit and smashed them against the hill. Axel stood unphased, as was Ximena who has shot a sticking charm and a proper shield to defend herself.

"Congratulations you pieces of scum, you are now all fucking wet. Seriously, do all your idiotic brain cells combined not add up to at least one primitive brain? Observe Ms. Sabina, who raised a shield and a sticking charm. That is a proper response. Unfuckingbelievable, what the fuck am I supposed to do with you retards. I am surprised you all rose high enough to be considered scum" he shouted. Then looked at Ximena. "Ms. Sabina front and fucking center" he said angrily.

"Sir yes sir" she said as she unstuck herself and stood at attention in front of Axel.

"Congratufuckinglations you have been raised from trash, through primordial ooze, ameba, and bacteria, to the rank of maggot. Be fucking proud in the fact that you are insect progeny" he said as he slapped her back. "Now stop fucking around and shoot like you mean it" he ordered.

"Sir yes sir" she shouted with a proud grin as she began shooting her blasting spells with everything she had.

"Excellent maggot, now will the scums over there get there asses in gear and do the same…and I do mean now" he yelled. They all got up and ran into position and started blasting with everything they had. "This is going to be a LOOONG few months" he grumbled with a grin."

Tonks had been feeling sick for a while now, that and something else that hadn’t happened were weighing heavily on her mind. She loved being an Auror, and a member of the Order, but if she was right in her suspicions, the same suspicions she had been ignoring for two months now…well that would be over. She suddenly felt the urge to hurl and puked her guts out behind a bush. She was on patrol; she couldn’t afford to be distracted. It was then she heard the screams. She quickly stood and ran towards the noise. When she arrived she saw a group of hooded individuals with wands drawn robbing a mother and her children.

“Give us the money” one shouted.

“Take it, just don’t hurt them” the mother said as she hid her kids behind her back.

“Don’t tell us what to do” another said.

“Hurt me if you want, but you will not hurt my children. My life before theirs” she shouted defiantly.

“So be it” said the first as he raised his wand.

Tonks blasted that arm off. The scream he issued was deafening. And in a flash spells were flying. She rolled and stunned the one who she blasted the arm off of. Then somersaulted and blasted a second against the wall. The last though was nimble; she danced with him blasting spells back and forth. Finally he made a mistake and tripped. She readied her wand and was about to shoot when she felt nauseous again and dizzy. That hesitation was all he needed to regain his footing, they both shot spells at the same time. Tonks was blasted against a wall as the other was paralyzed in a full body bind. She slid down, the pain was excruciating, but what was more excruciating, was her fear.

She woke up in St. Mungos; her back was killing her, she looked at herself and saw that her cuts were bandaged up.

“Thank Merlin,” she heard from her left; Remus crushed her in a hug.

“How are you feeling Tonksie? You gave us quite the scare,” Sirius said with a grin.

“I feel like shit, and stop calling me Tonksie,” she mumbled as loud as she could.

Sirius laughed his bark‑like laugh. She smiled; she missed that laugh, it was good to have it back.

“Are you really ok, love? I don’t know what I would do without you,” Remus said as he kissed her and hugged her firmly.

“It’s ok, Remus, I am ok. I am sorry I had you worried,” she said as she patted his back.

“Well, Tonks, can you tell me what happened?” Mr. Weasley asked. She hadn’t noticed until that moment that her boss was in the room.

“I’m sorry, Arthur; it was a slip‑up. What happened to the mother and children?” she asked worried.

“They are fine; the muggers have been captured and will be tried in due process. One of them lost an arm, but considering the victim’s statements, it falls under proper procedure for you to have incapacitated him in such a manor,” he replied. Then he patted her shoulder, “You did good, Tonks.”

“I wonder about that,” she thought worriedly.

Just then the healer walked in. “How are you doing, Ms. Tonks? It is good to see you awake,” she started. “I am Healer Carson,” she added.

“Well, my back still hurts, and I feel very weak,” Ton ‑ ...

"I’m sorry, Remus, could you guys give me a minute alone with the healer? I want to speak to her about some…stuff," Tonks said with a weak smile.

"Sure love, whatever you want," Remus said, kissing her forehead. "We will be right outside," he added.

She smiled and watched them leave, the terror still haunting her. That woman, that mother, she had finally awoken something within her, something she had been suppressing. And now she was terrified.

"Healer Carson," Tonks began, looking at her with teary eyes.

"Yes, dear?" she asked kindly as she checked on her.

"Could you please check if I am pregnant?" Tonks said, her voice shaking.

The healer froze instantly; she looked at Tonk’s face and her smile vanished. "Good Merlin, tell me you didn’t stay in the field thinking you’re pregnant," she whispered.

Tonks couldn’t even reply; the fear of what could have just happened, the damage she could have caused was overwhelming her.

"Sweet girl," the healer said with a sad smile. "Let us see then," she said with determination as she cast a complex spell over Tonks. A ball of light appeared; it was white, seconds later it turned pink. "Sweet Merlin," she gasped and ran out of the room. Seconds later she came back and started frantically running several different spells. Moments after another Healer rushed in.

"Matilda, you called?" said the healer. But in seconds she saw what spells were being cast and quickly, without question or hesitation, she began to help run them.

"This is Healer Gailey; she is specialized in prenatal care. This is Auror Tonks, she was in a field incident," Healer Carson explained as she kept running the spells.

I would say I am pleased to meet you, Ms. Tonks, but these circumstances do not paint you in a very good light. You are pregnant; now we have to see what your irresponsibility has caused," Healer Gailey said harshly as she evaluated the results from the spells.

Tonks was crying her soul out. She couldn’t believe it—the one duty she had above any other, as a woman, as a mother—she had failed at. She was beyond terrified and distraught.

Healer Gailey stood grimly as she evaluated; finally, she sighed and stood back. "You are a very lucky witch, foolish, but extremely lucky. Your baby is fine. What I cannot fathom is how a woman three months into her pregnancy was out in the field," she said angrily.

Tonks breathed again; she closed her eyes as she felt the heavens shine down and pull her out of the hell she was living in. She cried, she cried with every ounce of her soul, she felt so happy and relieved; her idiocy had not caused a tragedy. She thanked the heavens with all her heart. With a shaking voice she said, "Healer Gailey, you cannot fathom how sorry I am, or how relieved I feel. I lost myself to the fear of what was, instead of facing the truth of what will be. I love my job, but it took a mother defending her kids with her life to remind me that there are things that one must love more. I didn’t know if I were pregnant until now, and now that I do, I intend to insure I stay that way. Could you please call the men in the hall back in?"

Healer Gailey sighed, “You are a fool, a lucky fool, but at least a fool that knows when to admit her foolishness. I am happy for you dear,” said the healer as she smiled down at her.

“Congratulations Ms. Tonks, let me go get them so you can tell them the good news,” said Healer Carson.

The men entered quickly. Remus looked terrified. “Are you ok? I saw the Healer dashing out and then dashing back in but the nurses refused to let me pass,” Remus said worriedly as he rushed to her side.

“I am fine, Remus, I am better than fine,” she replied speaking to her fiancée. She then turned to her boss, who was also looking at her worriedly. “Arthur, I am going to be taking a leave of absence for the next year,” she said with conviction. Healer Gailey smiled widely.

Arthur looked at her confused, “Tonks, you know you can ask me for anything, but do you really feel that you won’t be fit for duty? I mean a complete year, are you really that bothered by this incident?” he asked worriedly.

She looked up at Remus, and her eyes locked on his. “Sirius, please stand behind Remus,” she said without looking away.

Sirius looked at her, took a couple of steps to the side and stood behind Remus. “Ok Tonks I am in position. Are you planning on blasting him or something?” he chuckled.

Remus looked down at Tonks, “Love, what it is? What is going on? What is wrong?” he asked nervously.

Tonks smiled up at him, “Nothing is wrong love, in fact everything is just right. You are going to be a dad,” she said with tears in her eyes.

Remus breathed, “I know I will be a dad eventually, I have always wanted kids. Especially now that Harry and Axel cured me” he said patting Tonk’s hands and kissing her forehead.

Arthur and Sirius, on the other hand, caught on quick.

“Mate, em, I don’t think that is what she means” Sirius said.

“Of course you can’t take a leave of absence, I insist you do” Arthur said smiling at her.

“What are you on about Sirius?” Remus replied as he turned around.

Tonks chuckled, “Remus” she said calling his attention back to her. “I meant that you are going to be a dad in the near future, approximately…” she said looking up at the Healer.

“In six months and 8 days, give or take one or two days I would say, but then again Mother Nature has her own schedule” chuckled Healer Gailey

Remus froze, his mouth dropped open, “You mean, I mean, we mean, I’m gonna be, she is gonna be, we are going to have” he stuttered.

Sirius laughed loudly, “Yes you old wolf, it appears you bloody well knocked my little cousin up, bun in the oven, shot gun wedding in the works. I should bloody well beat the snot out of you mate, consider yourself lucky that I am in a good mood” he said smashing his hand into Remus’s back.

And then it clicked in his head, “You beating me up sounds like a good plan actually” Remus said and then fainted and hit the floor.

“Sirius!!! I bloody well told you to get behind him and catch him” Tonks shouted.

Sirius looked affronted, “You did no such thing; you just said get behind him and I did. I am not a bloody Legilemens to know that you were going to pull the rug out from under the old wolf. Poor bastard never had a chance,” he sighed and then laughed loudly.

“Good lord, I hope this baby takes after Remus,” she grumbled.

“You mean my mate, and fellow Marauder?” Sirius countered.

“Then I hope he takes after me,” she said, crossing her arms.

“You mean the troublemaking, shape‑shifting, fellow Marauder, and dear cousin of mine,” Sirius replied as he laughed louder.

“Bloody hell, I am screwed,” she groaned.

“I would say, care to explain why you were in the field three months into your pregnancy?” Arthur asked quite upset. He had been through the drill several times and knew his math very well, as well as what care was required for an expectant mother.

Tonks looked up at her boss with a repentant look, “I didn’t know I was pregnant?” she replied in the form of a question.

“I am severely disappointed in you, Tonks. Thank Merlin, the baby is ok,” he said and looked up at the healer.

“Yes, Mr. Weasley, the baby is fine,” she replied.

“Good to see you again, Sara. It has been a while,” he said smiling up at her.

“I’d say, I still remember when you were here last for little Ginny,” she replied.

“You know each other then?” Sirius cut in.

“Yes, she was our healer for the births of the twins down to Ginny,” Arthur said with a grin. Then he looked back down at Tonks.

“Wow, that is great; sounds like I got myself a Healer then,” Tonks said trying to get attention off of what she had done.

Mr. Weasley stared down at her, “Oh now missy, you are definitely not getting off that easy. You will have to pay for this somehow” he said haughtily.

Tonks smirked, “Love to see you try sir, but it will have to wait until I’m no longer pregnant” she said confidently. Being pregnant did have that perk; she was golden till the baby was born.

Mr. Weasley smiled evilly, “Oh really, be right back” he said and then left.

“Any idea what he is going to do?” Tonks mumbled up to Sirius.

“None, but I know that look, it is never good when a Weasley smiles like that. I should know I am working with nearly all his offspring. The twins get that look often enough for my liking, and afterwards there is usually a big mess to clean” Sirius replied.

“Pregnant” Remus said getting up from the floor, “Oww” he said holding his head.

“Really Moony, you shouldn’t sleep on the floor. Even though this is a hospital, and the floors are spotless, it is still in poor taste” Sirius said barking with laughter.

“Well Ms. Tonks, I leave you in good hands. I have to make my rounds” she said as she rushed out. She had a very good idea what was coming and didn’t want to be close to the crossfire.

“Ha ha Padfoot, you are SUCH a comedian” he said angrily at Sirius. Then looked down at Tonks, “I love you so much. This will all be ok. I am thrilled” he said excitedly as he covered Tonks with kisses.

Tonks smiled, “It is awesome, isn’t it? Who would have figured this would happen?” she replied.

“Well you see Tonksie, when a man and a woman love each other very much, they get starkers and then they…” Sirius began but was stopped by Remus.

“I think we know how this happened Padfoot thank you” Remus replied.

“Oh but you don’t know how I would go about it, and boy do I have a nice list. Plus payback is a bitch; you gave me this same speech a while ago” Sirius said smiling back at him.

“Oh we are very familiar with how you go about it. Your lovely godson gave us a copy of one of your books for Christmas a while back” Tonks said chuckling as she cut in.

“Ah wise man, that godson of mine, takes after me” Sirius said proudly. “Bet it was dead useful, Merlin knows Moony here can you all the help he can get”

“Ha ha, enough picking on the father to be. Anyways, I am so happy love. It is good you asked Arthur for a leave, I don’t want you in the field in your condition. Where is Arthur by the way?” said Remus as he looked around.

“NYMPHADORA TONKS!” they heard the yell down the hall, a yell filled with outrage, and the owner of that voice could only be one person. Molly Weasley.

“Good Merlin, I am in deep shit now. How the bloody hell did I not see this coming” Tonks groaned.

“HOW DARE YOU GO INTO THE FIELD IN YOUR CONDITION, OF ALL THE IRRISPONSIBLE THINGS YOU COULD POSSIBLE DO” came another voice, this one filled her with a fear worst than Voldemort.

“Remus for the love of Merlin, hide me, hide me quickly, she is going to kill me, then she is going to kill you. Let’s run for it” she said quickly and desperately.

Sirius backed up into a corner away from the bed.

Remus looked down at his wife, “Honey, what is this about?” he said.

It was then when Molly Weasley and Andromeda Tonks rounded the door and saw them, and like vicious lionesses pounced on their prey.

“Of all the irresponsible things you could bloody well do,” began Andromeda.

“Three months pregnant, IN THE FIELD, ARE BLOODY MAD?” Molly continued.

“YOU ARE THREE MONTHS PREGNANT?” Remus said, outraged.

Sirius felt that was a great time to cut in and joke about Remus’s lack of good math skills but he abstained from speaking up as he was scared shitless.

“Oh hi Remus, congratulations,” Molly said giving him a hug and a kiss.

“Thank you, Molly, I am ecstatic,” Remus replied and then both stared down at Tonks who was cringing and slowly moving deeper and deeper under the covers with each yell.

Andromeda ripped the sheets off the bed. “Oh no missy, you are not getting away from this lecture. How could you be so stupid? I have never been so disappointed in my entire life,” she said down at her. And then looked up at Remus, “And you, I do hope you don’t think that just because you are marrying my daughter that gets you out of the hot seat for knocking her up,” she growled.

{"corrected_text":"“Of course not, Mrs. Tonks, I will be over this very afternoon to speak with you and Mr. Tonks. I know this comes as a great shock to you; you put a trust in me and in her, and though the news is incredibly good and happy, it does not detract from the fact that that trust has been broken. It would only be proper for me to speak at length with you and hear your grievances in the matter as well as deliver a proper apology. I am deeply sorry for breaking your trust, Mrs. Tonks, but I can assure you I couldn’t be happier, and if anything look forward to the wedding with even more enthusiasm,” Remus replied very seriously and diplomatically. His years of practice getting out of trouble with the Marauders shinning through.\n\nAndromeda just stared at him, “Well you better, now come and give me a hug,” she said smiling at him and hugging him. She had to admit, the man had manners, and carried himself well, as well as being very responsible and quite eloquent when talking himself out of a hole; her daughter couldn’t have chosen a better man.\n\n“Oh,” Molly said as she hugged both as well. Tonks stared up, knowing what was soon to come, trying to figure how to escape. Looking at her cousin who was hiding in the corner for help. He just shrugged at her and ducked further down. And then it happened, three sets of eyes bore down upon her.\n\n“Oh shit,” was all she managed to say before the tirade of all three began again.”}

Catherine Doughery was not a patient woman, not when she was on the verge of starting a war. This was beyond business, it was personal. Sirius Black would suffer and go down; his retarded company would go up in smoke. She was surprised that it had gotten as far as it had, who in their right mind would associate with him. She read through the dossier on WWW and it clicked. “Of course, idiots flock together” she grumbled, then kept reading as she sipped her tea, looked at their reported profits and her eyebrows rose as she spit out her tea. “What the fuck!?!??! Apparently very lucky and profitable idiots” she growled as she kept reading and then saw something that made her heart stop. “They are going global!?!?!?!? Where the fuck did they get the money for that shit?” she said as she read through the buyouts that had been made recently and the insanely aggressive expansion. “Ms. Brooke get your ass in here” she shouted.

A very scared woman moved into the office in a run. “Yes Ms. Doughery” she said.

“Have our marketing department, R &D, and Real Estate departments get together, I want them to present me with a valid proposal for a global chain of novelty and prank stores” she growled

“Immediately Ms. Doughery” she said as she ran out of the room.

Catherine sighed, being the CEO of a multinational conglomerate did cause her headaches at times.

She let her mind wander, seeing that bastard had brought her memories flooding back. Memories that she had suppressed, her friends, Hogwarts, the fun she had had, Lily…her best friend, she hadn’t even shed tears for her. Lily had been with her from day 1 at Hogwarts; she had helped her fit in, defended her, been her best friend, and been through her best and worst times at Hogwarts; abandoning her had ripped her heart out, she felt like such a traitor.

She had been so wrapped up in getting ahead in the company with her family’s wealth to back her that she had neglected to go to her funeral. She had outright refused to go to the wedding; she didn’t want to see that mutt and his idiot friends. Of course, she had heard of Harry, their son, and of his survival, but otherwise she refused to look at anything that reminded her of her old life, so she had ignored any stories that had the name Potter on them. She hadn’t gone to his christening either for much the same reasons as she didn’t go to her friend’s wedding. Lily had been adamant about both those invitations, but she had refused to go.

Her mind also wandered to Remus; he had always been the relatively sensible one, a sort of bridge between her and Lily, and the Marauders. Always cleaning up their messes and apologizing for their childish behavior. Now she was contemplating using the poor man for her own gains.

{"corrected_text":"“It needs to be done, Sirius needs to pay!” she growled. She still remembered when she read about the Potter’s deaths, about Sirius, half of her couldn’t be believe it; he had betrayed his best mate, and it was beyond reason in her mind. That was not the Sirius she knew; the other half of her was bloody happy he was caught and downright knew that that traitor had done it. How that latter half had been wrong, she had read the later reports that explained Pettigrew’s treachery, and once again part of her was glad, glad that Sirius was innocent, that her instincts hadn’t been so wrong. When he died, part of her mourned; part of her rejoiced in justice being done and freedom, finally freedom from it all.”}}

She shook her head out of her reverie and kept reading her preliminary dossier on the Black Marauders. She had already used her global contacts to spread as much dissension as she could relating to the Potter Preserve among the wizard governments in the world. She had tried to show it as folly, and a danger, expose Sirius as an irresponsible leader that couldn’t be trusted with such a monumental task, expose the dangers and safety issues with such and endeavor. I mean fucking shit; they wanted to put the great majority of all the dragons on the planet in one place, smack in the middle of Scotland close to bloody Hogwarts! It was insane and irresponsible! It just reeked of Sirius Black, and of course he had to make a big show of naming it after his best mate, probably a publicity stunt, his supposed death was probably one too. Her anger rose again as she gulped down what was left of her tea. Yea, the Black Marauders definitely reeked of Sirius in more than name, but at the same time though, something was bothering her, something didn’t add up, there were small parts here and there that as she read the dossier reminded her of something or someone else. Maybe Remus had something to do with that. “No, it’s not him, I just can’t put my finger on it” she sighed in frustration and then shook her herself out of her reverie. Whatever it was, Sirius was going down and she would be there to gloat and kick him when he fell.

Time moved slowly for Harry, too slowly, then again at the same time he was making a lot of progress. It had been nearly two years since he had come to the planet. He had let his beard grow. He was now finally at Level 10 planet. Harry had expected bullies and envious golems to make thing difficult on him, but it was quite the opposite, everyone was just focused on getting as far as they could, thinking nothing of everyone else like solitary rocks scattered on a road.

“Well Harry, how many symbols remain on the ceiling now? Eight? Ten? Twenty?” asked the Master.

“One” replied Harry simply without breaking his concentration or opening his eyes.

“One!?!?!? You mean you have already passed at least 9 out of the 10 supreme moves!” Golme said astounded.

“It would appear so” Harry said in a calm voice as he moved his body as if practicing some ancient meditation technique.

“Which one are you missing?” he asked.

"Terra Dance of the Orchids of Obliterating Death," he shouted, and then spires and spheres popped out of the ground and began to dance in the air. Then it hit the center where the target would be over and over and over, and then the spheres and spires would go in tandem. Finally all of it struck the place at the same time and then compressed into a giant ball, getting tighter and tighter, and then it blew up.

Golme looked on in awe; it was the hardest move he knew of other than… And a wicked smile came to his face.

"And done," said Harry with a grin as he walked past Golme toward the dome. When he got there he in fact saw that the ceiling was now crystal clear as if made of glass.

"Good job, Harry," Golme said patting him on the back. "Follow me please," he said.

Harry had a bad feeling but he followed him. They went across the dome to where the rooms were. They kept walking down into the Earth to the rooms of the Masters. Finally the last door was that of the Grand Master himself; he touched a plaque on the door and it unlocked. "Please come in," Golme said.

Harry did so hesitantly, but entered. "So, Master Golme, what’s this about?" he asked. When he looked at the room he was shocked; it was like a miniature version of the dome above, apparently the Grand Master had his own private training ground.

Golme laughed heartily, “You know this is the first time you have called me Master in over 2 years, and for the first time you don’t have to. The second you completed that last technique you became a Master as well; you could live out the rest of your days down here with us, in the bowels of the earth as all honored masters of Earth do, but I know that is not what you want. I brought you here because there is one last ceiling I wanted to show you” and with that he looked up.

Harry cringed but looked up. Above there were about 30 or so markings.

“This is the ceiling of the Grand Masters; each of us has added to it our ultimate techniques, techniques so powerful they shouldn’t be taught to just anyone. You have completed the task faster than anyone in our long, long history, and so I believe that you must be blessed by the Earth, and so you are one of those who must learn all I have to offer. Clear this ceiling, and create your own final technique.” Golme said proudly.

Harry looked at the ceiling; he felt the power emanating from those techniques, and he didn’t want to back down from a challenge, let alone one that would help him in defeating Grindenwald. “Ok then, it looks like I have a few more left to learn,” he said and then began to practice.

Two months of grueling work passed. He became even more like the Earth, sometimes spending days in a state where he absorbed the Earth’s power and didn’t even move; sometimes not even eating. And then one fine morning, or at least the thought it was morning, he got …? 

"...

"What? Harry? I told you to call me Golme now, I swear you'll do it just to annoy me," Golme grumbled.

Harry laughed, "Yeah, yeah, just watch," and with that he began to dance; wherever he moved a forest of flowers of stone appeared, the slowly spires of rock rose, then pillars and spheres of all sizes. Finally a single golem statue rose in the center. Harry moved his hands as if conducting an orchestra; the beauty of the dance was wonderful, then he said with a giant smile on his face, "Stone Forest of Death," and from every direction billions of sharp needles struck the figure in the center in a flash, then spears, then the pillars, and finally the spires, leaving nothing but dust.

Golme clapped, "Bravo, bravo, that last technique is my own. And with that I believe…" he said.

And Harry looked up and saw the ceiling clear and he saw what looks like a sky full of stars of different colors. They were all crystals that shone brightly, a great spectacle to behold. "The sky is clear, Earth becomes sky," he said reading off the phrase that was at the center of the design in the language of Earth he had now mastered.

"Indeed, this is the sky reserved for the Grand Masters of Earth. Now Harry, only one last task remains," Gol‑?

Harry smiled, "Indeed," and with that he jumped off the ground; a group of golem statues appeared on the ground, as spears and spheres of hard stone sprung from the ground instantly. Pillars shot the statues into the air, and Harry landed on a spear and began to jump from spear to spear and kick and punch different spheres into the golems in the air. Spears randomly impaled them as the pace quickened, and using his speed and strength launched spears and spheres at them, impaling and bludgeoning them. Slowly the statues were ground to dust and the sky cleared of spears and spheres; in the end only Harry remained on a single spear that was falling toward the last golem that was intact. And a small black ball of stone flew in front of his path; he caught it, jumped from the spear, and jumped behind the golem. The spear missed the statue.

"You missed one," Golme said with a smirk.

"Did I?" Harry said as he punched into the statue and let go of the little black stone sphere. Then he jumped back. Suddenly there was a rumble and an explosion that rocked the dome. When the dust settled, there was nothing left of the statue, but there was the debris of a huge boulder blow all around.

"Killer Quidditch Cataclysm," Harry said simply and bowed.

Golme clapped, "Brilliant! That last little ball, was that a huge boulder compressed into a small size?" he asked.

"Indeed, so when it expands it will explode and obliterate whatever is nearby," Harry explained.

“Well it was brilliant, now I have one last thing for you” Golme said as he walked towards the other side of the room. He touched the wall and a panel opened, behind it was a single brown stone encrusted on the wall. He took it off and walked back with it. “Here” he said.

Harry took the stone and instantly felt the power coursing through him. “Thank you” he replied without taking his eyes off the prize he had quested for, for two years. He brought out his sword and instantly the stone jumped to the first slot and the metal seemed to melt and give as the stone went through and settled along its central ridge so that its sides stuck out evenly on both sides of the sword.

Harry extended the blade and a pillar leapt out. The move was almost subconscious; it was far quicker and more powerful than the normal way he did it. “Awesome” he whispered.

“It is isn’t it?” Axel said as he appeared behind them.

“You really should stop doing that” Harry said as he turned around.

“Why? It’s cool” Axel replied.

“Whatever” Harry said rolling his eyes.

“Axel, this time you actually brought someone worth my time” Golme growled curtly.

“Hey G, yea, yea, I know that last one was a flake but what could I do, he was all I had” Axel replied.

“Don’t call me G!!! I swear, between you and Harry, you want to drive me mad” Golme growled.

“Naaa, we just like messing with you” Axel countered.

Golme growled louder and then stared at Harry.

“Hey don’t look at me, I just do it out of respect” Harry said lifting his hands up in surrender.

Axel laughed, “Anyways, we are off, time is of the essence and all that” he sighed and opened the portal.

Harry looked at Golme, “Thanks Master,” he said giving him a hug.

Golme hugged him hard, “I told you its Golme, you dumbass,” he said chuckling.

Harry turned and went through the portal, with a smile on his face.

“Definitely better than that bloody fairy,” Golme growled and then exited his room chuckling.

It was now the start of August; the weather was lovely, and a very happy werewolf…well sort of werewolf since he had been cured, was pacing happily through the flower‑lined path his bride would pace in two days. His smile was unbreakable…well almost, just as he was happily contemplating forever with his lovely bride, and his child, well just then the one obstacle in his way stormed his mind…or well his reverie.

“Hey Mooney, stop dilly dallying, tonight is THE night,” said Sirius looking happier that words could possible ever describe.

Remus looked at him annoyed and partially frightened, “Fuck you,” he said dryly.

Sirius just laughed his bark‑like laugh.

And so it was that that night Remus dressed up in his worst clothes. “Likely won’t survive the night,” he mumbled, he messed up his hair, didn’t take a shower, and went unshaved, “Not that that will stop the girls he probably has lined up,” put away his wallet and any sort of identification yet tucked away his wand. “In case I get mugged, no money, but plenty of protection,” he grumbled on.

Sirius on the other hand was dressing to impress and loading himself with booze and cash, and other necessities for the night.

When Remus finally came down from the top floor of the House of Black where he was staying he was met with every male Weasley, Sirius, Flitwick, Hagrid, among others. They all smiled at him expectantly.

Remus just looked at Sirius, then looked some more, stared. “Padfoot, just make sure that whatever happens, I don’t care how, but whatever happens you get my ass in one piece to that wedding” he said sighing in defeat.

“I'll give it my best shot” Sirius said while everyone laughed along with his bark.

“In any case if he fails we will make damn sure Sunny gets her man” said Harry smiling with Axel next to him.

“Here here” said Ron and everyone laughed, then silence, then they all did a double take and rushed to hug and question Harry all at once.

“Where were you?”

“What were you doing?”

“Why did you spend all that, money?”

“Are you blooming insane?”

“What is going on?”

“Is there an enemy we should know about?”

“What did you bring us?”

At this last one everyone went quiet and looked at Fred as if he was mad, except George who hi fived him.

“Good one! What did you bring us Harry?” George added.

Harry laughed, “Sorry, I am not here for questions, I am here for a bachelor party. Now could you please direct me to the party. As for what I brought, I brought me, and that is the greatest gift of all” he said confidently.

Sirius dried a fake tear, “He learned so well despite how little contact we have had. A Marauder true and through” he said touched.

“I am a Marauder as well and I can tell you that that cockiness is not a default Marauder trait” Remus replied.

“It is for the fun ones” Sirius replied with a cocky grin.

Remus rolled his eyes.

Sirius went into the huddle, pulled out Harry, hugged him, and then proceeded to walk with him to the door.

"Snuffles, just in time, we have to get a move one, the night is young but it flies too fast," he said making grand dramatic gestures with his hand.

They all walked behind Sirius out of the house where a giant black limo was waiting for them.

"Impressive," Harry said with a smirk.

"Thank you, thank you," Sirius replied proudly. He opened the door and was surprised when inside there was a very beautiful girl looking at him.

"Hey there handsome," she said with a wink. Sirius just stared, then looked in the limo and saw that there were about two dozen more of them all smiling at him, each different from the other. Sirius felt like a kid in a candy store; he didn’t know which of all of them to pick.

"But I am better," Harry said as he moved into the limo and the girls converged on him and the guys entering behind her.

Now real tears fell from Sirius’s eyes. "I am so proud," he said trying to cool himself down.

Remus just sat quietly and shook his head. "It was bad enough last time when there was only one of them," he groaned before he was surrounded by seven girls who were all pampering and flirting with him. They stopped short of undressing him but unbuttoned his shirt a bit, and where caressing like crazy.

The driver drove them around for a while; Remus had never been grinded and near violated so many times in a single night. The driver dropped them off in front of a warehouse.

"Why are we getting off here?" Remus asked.

Sirius looked stumped as well.

"Well I believe that would be our cue brother," Fred said.

"I believe so brother," George countered.

"To think that our fearless leader would be so…well…fearless," Fred added.

"Indeed brother," George countered.

“Bloody brilliant,” they said, hi‑fiving.

“What the hell is going on?” Bill said, getting suspicious.

“Well I believe I should explain or we will be standing here all night as these two massage their egos,” Harry chimed in. “I sent these two an owl; they set up some… ammunition shall we say. And right now we are going to go on a… raid of sorts,” he added.

Remus got a severe sinking feeling. “Harry, what are we raiding?” he asked, almost begging it to be a real battle instead of what he feared.

“Well not so much raiding as…. marauding,” Harry said with a wicked smile that became contagious as many soon caught on. Unfortunately Remus was not one of them; he groaned louder.

“Tonight, gentlemen, Hogwarts will be in for a rough night,” Harry chuckled.

“Oh, I am so proud,” said George, Fred, and Sirius as all three hugged Harry, then broke it off, looked at each other fascinated by their coordination, and then hugged him again.

“Right then, off we go. Phase 1, stock up.” Axel said as he opened the warehouse.

When they entered they were met with one of the warehouses holding the Twin’s stocks of wares. They all quickly went around and collected ammunition. When they were done they all met back up.

“Phase 2, breaking in,” Axel said opening a portal.

They all stepped through and were on the grounds of Hogwarts. They quickly ran up to the doors. Harry jumped onto the wall, ran up, and jumped into a window. Seconds later the great doors were opening.

They entered quickly and gathered.

“I went over it and I believe the best plan is to start off with the people we like the most and move down to the ones we like the least,” Harry suggested.

"Ok then, so we begin with…" Axel chimed.

"Gryffindor!!" they all whispered in unison, raising their hands in a war cry.

They raced up the familiar steps and reached the fat lady’s portrait very quickly. She was fast asleep. Axel vanished and appeared again when the portrait swung open gently.

They entered quickly and began setting up pranks all over the Common Room. Then they went up to the boys’ rooms and did all of them.

"Ok next stop," Axel chimed.

"Hufflepuff," said some.

"Ravenclaw," said others.

"The teachers," suggested Remus.

Everyone looked at him like he was mad.

"Vote Hufflepuff," Axel said, raising his hand; most did so as well. So they all proceeded there and from there Ravenclaw, then the Teachers and finally…

"Slytherin," they all said with vicious smiles, even Remus. They still had saved up about half their ammo; they all knew where it would end that night…or better said, where it would begin.

When they were done, they all had looks of blatant satisfaction on their faces—All except Remus.

"Harry, Minerva is going to kill us all," he groaned.

"Don’t worry Moony; I am taking full blame for this," Harry replied.

"And how pray tell are you going to do that?" Remus countered.

"I left a big magic banner in the Great Hall," Harry said simply.

"Yep, that will do it," Fred said with a big smile.

“Sucks we won’t be able to claim any credit," George said a bit disappointed.

"Oh, I wouldn’t worry about that," Harry said with a vicious smile.

The twins looked at him, then looked at each other, then looked at him again. "Potter, what did you do?" they asked half between dread and utter excitement.

“Compliments of the super sexy, super smart, and supremely super everything else, Snuffles aka Harry Potter” Harry said, making big hand gestures. Then he made small line gestures under where he made the big gestures. “Fully sponsored by WWW, who kindly donated all the wares for these pranks,” he added, then made another line gesture under that. “At Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes we have always and will always strive to bring a smile to young people’s faces. Be it in the sun, the rain, the snow, the heat, the cold, the barn, the tub, the paper, the oil, the ink, the insane banshee, that sexy girl in the back sitting at the Gryffindor table… yea you, the inverse fraction of the derivative of the Newtonian function of Gravity (whatever that means). You can always count on us to bring joy, or insanity,” he finished.

The twins looked at him stunned, as did everyone else.

“That sounds bloody retarded,” Percy mumbled.

“That is the most brilliant thing I have ever heard,” Fred said excitedly.

“It sums up our feelings so perfectly,” George added.

“Harry knows us and our shop so well,” Fred commented.

“Yes, our always‑brilliant commander,” George said smiling.

“We are not worthy, we are not worthy,” they began to chant as they adored Harry on their knees.

“Ok, ok, enough of that. Shall we get this chaos started?” Harry said with a giant grin.

Everyone nodded enthusiastically. Harry expanded a small crate that he had hand‑shrunken and stored earlier. He stuck his wand into a hole there, then shot a spark. The crate began to smoke.

"Ok people, run for it," Harry said as they all ran laughing all the way. There was an ear‑shattering bang and then the sky was lit by dozens of fireworks. And they kept coming; hours upon hours of fireworks would light the sky.

Students and teachers alike were awoken by the noise and rushed to the windows. Then to their Common Rooms, all with the idea of going outside to see what the hell was going on and who had set off the fireworks. But when they got to their Common Rooms, well the fun began. Some people looked like animals, others were tarred and feathered, some had fur growing, others were going bald, some were maroon, others now barked like a dog instead of talking. Laughter and shock, followed by more laughter invaded Hogwarts. That was for all except Ginny, who wanted to know who had pranked her, and who had started all the fun without including her. The teachers were split, some were having fun, others were severely annoyed, on such annoyed person was McGonagall, who was now pink, had a beard like Dumbledore’s, and had the voice of Flitwick. She also looked down and found that she was wearing a skin tight leather jumpsuit, which was magicked to look like the body of a supermodel, and 8 inch heels. She desperately ran out of bed, and nearly killed herself going down stairs, only to be met by chaos and anarchy. The final group on not happy people where the Slytherins who were still trying to exit their Common Room that was now invaded with pixies, fireworks, and other such nasty things, along with curses and pranks that kept changing their looks and clothes…and species. Ferrets, snakes, mongooses, birds, they kept getting Transfigured over and over and over.

Finally the students all managed to get outside and were treated to 4 hours of non stop fireworks, then they stopped, everyone turned to go inside, only for them to start back up for another two hours, they turned, they began for another hour, turned and 30 minutes, turned 5 minutes, then a giant flurry of the most impressive ones and a big bang finally that made the sky brighter than day, turned and one more small blast that looked like two stags, two dogs, a lion, a horse, and a wolf. Then another small bang and a werewolf appeared hugging a dog.

“Those responsible first, followed by those we honor,” Harry said proudly.

“Your dad would have been proud; I am glad you included him,” Sirius said, putting his hand on Harry’s shoulder.

Remus sighed and did the same. “You are right; Prongs would have loved this.”

McGonagall’s voice was finally heard before the bangs were either too loud or people pretended not to hear her. “Everyone into the Great Hall NOW!” she commanded.

Everyone did so with giant smiles on their faces. When they were all seated, McGonnagal, who was pacing the stage, stopped and spoke.

“I want the party or parties involved in this…NOW,” she growled.

Everyone looked around; no one got up.

“Ms. Weasley!” McGonagall commanded.

Ginny hesitantly sighed as she stepped up toward the stage. McGonagall was fuming, and dressed in skintight leather looking unnaturally hot in it, given she was old and had a beard. “Yes, Headmistress?” she said politely.

“Who else was involved?” McGonagall said between gritted teeth.

Ginny was dressed in a hot red dress, was blue, and had a duck‑billed platypus tail. “Headmistress, I had nothing to do with it,” she said.

“You expect me to believe that you had…” McGonagall began but was cut short by a deafening roar. A giant lion made of light leaped through the sky and toward her. At the last second it exploded and left a giant banner in its wake. The Headmistress struggled to get off the floor and back on her feet. The leather was too tight and the heels were too tall, but somehow she managed. She read the banner and began to shake with ire.

Ginny backed away slowly and went to sit among her house. The school was murmuring, mostly with restrained laughter and approval as well as interest in the wares that had pranked them.

McGonagall, still shaking, simply said, “Everyone, to bed, NOW” and the turned and went towards the side door. As soon as she was through she exploded into a rant of foul language and anger. She knew that she had just gotten more than pranked, she had been used to market her own headaches for the coming years. Suddenly she empathized with Mr. Filch’s list of banned objects.

Harry turned to the crowd and signaled Axel. “Now we need to cover our tracks. Everyone make a circle and put your arms over the shoulders of the people next to you” he ordered.

Axel stepped to the center and brought out a big hourglass, gave it 7 spins and put it on the ground. There was a flash of light, the hourglass spun in the air and then they vanished. They appeared again in the same spot.

“Ok, now drink up and let’s head for the party” Harry said as they gave all of them pepper up potions.

“Uhm Harry, what just happened?” Remus asked bewildered.

“We went back to 20 minutes after we entered the warehouse” he said simply. He drank his potion and exited.

Everyone else was left stunned by what Harry had just said, but soon got over it, drank up and headed back out to the limo.

The driver was waiting for them as were the girls, they all got in and they continued to party. Finally they were all dropped off in front of a swanky club. At the door they could see a crowd of somewhat very upset people all arguing with a very mean looking set of bouncers.

“Hey Charles, how’s it going?” Sirius told the bouncer as they started to exit the limo.

“Hey Mr. B, just like you wanted, the club is empty. Though all these people want a word with you,” the bouncer replied smiling for the first time.

“Eh, it’s only one night; they can deal,” Sirius replied nonchalantly.

“Oh and are any of you named Axel?” asked the bouncer.

Axel raised his hand with a cocky smile.

The bouncer looked at him up and down and shook his head. “They’re asking for you,” he said, indicating to the other side of the door where a group of scantily clad and EXTREMLY beautiful girls were all looking at him hungrily. Sirius and all the men looked on as if captivated by Veelas.

“Ah Helga, Johanna, Greta, girls, you made it,” Axel said with a smile as he kissed each of them passionately as if it were the most normal way to say hello after the handshake.

“Harry, correct me if I am wrong but isn’t that the entire Icelandic Quidditch squad from the Youth Cup?” Ron asked still gaping.

“Yep, that would be them,” Harry replied. “Seems like they only got way, way, hotter since then, and I would have thought that impossible,” he added.

Axel turned to them and just whispered. “Sirius, you may be good; Harry you may be better, but I am and will always be the best.” He said cockily and just walked in with all of them in tail.

Inside the club there were even more girls waiting. These though, apparently weren’t there to dance…well not in the conventional sense of the word. Soon they were dancing on tables, up and down poles, and loosing clothes fast.”

Sirius had two girls on his lap, each entertained in her own fashion; Remus was next to him and Harry to his other side also with girls. Axel for his part had apparently vanished with the entire team of ladies. Remus was trying to keep some sort of modicum of decency and failing miserably.

"Come on you old wolf, just give in and have a little fun," Sirius suggested.

"Bite me," Remus replied.

"Have you had your rabies shots?" Sirius countered.

"Don’t need 'em, I am a wolf after all," Remus growled menacingly.

Sirius sighed and turned to Harry.

"So tell me oh Godson of mine, where HAVE you been?" Sirius asked.

"Stay out of it Snuffles, it’s not time for that question. When it becomes time for that question, it will no longer be a question but an answer I will give before you ask. For now let us just focus on the party and the wedding," Harry replied smiling at his godfather. He snapped his fingers and three drinks were brought over. He handed each one and took the last. "To married life, the second and third Marauders to take the plunge, may their love be as blessed as the first," Harry said with a sad smile.

The other two raised their cups with a tear in their eyes. "To Moony, Sunny and to Prongs" all three said and clinked their goblets and downed the drinks in one go.

When they finished their drinks, Remus and Sirius looked at Harry and saw something that scared the out of their minds…he was smiling. But not just any smile….it’s the smile that they recognized from a long time ago, in the face that was almost the twin to the one of their old mate…it is the smile of mischief managed….big big mischief.

"What did you put in the drinks?" Sirius said in defeat.

“Whatever do you mean, oh dear Godfather of mine?” Harry asked way too innocently.

“Good Merlin, we are doomed” Remus lamented.

“Now now love, no need to be so hard on poor Harry, he is just having some fun” Tonks said smiling and kissing Remus on the cheek.

“But love, he has probably poisoned us” Remus said instinctively and then turned to see his bride to be naked on his lap with her arms around his neck. And then it registered, “Fuck, Snuffles Secret Serum” he groaned.

“Really!!?!?!?!?!?” Sirius said more enthused that one should be. “I really wanted to try that, I wonder who…” he began to say but then saw something that made him blanch. “Hells the fuck no, what the fuck are you doing here? Get the fuck away from me you bitch, and why the flying fuck are you naked? Get your skank ass naked self away from me” he growled.

Harry laughed at both of them but was a bit surprised at Sirius’s reaction. “That’s odd; I put the same potion in both of them. It is an accelerated version of Snuffles Secret Serum” he reasoned out to himself.

“The hell it is, this is that other one, Snuffles Sick Serum. I never in a billion years would want to see….HER” Sirius said with utter disdain towards where his illusion was.

“Nope, sorry Padfoot, but the potion doesn’t lie, that is who you want to see. If not consciously, at the depths of your soul, that is the girl you want to see” Harry reasoned.

"Come now Sirius, who could it possibly be that is so bad that…?" Remus began, and then the look in his mate’s eyes spoke volumes. There he saw pain, unyielding, unfathomable pain; there was only one person on the planet that could do that to the calm, cool, suave, and collected Sirius Black. "She who must not be named I take it," he finished.

"Yes, that would be her," Sirius said with rage in his voice and eyes.

Harry entered his mind and found the explanation for the situation, then smiled mischievously. "Now Padfoot, let’s analyze the situation rationally. Is the girl you are seeing hot?" Harry asked innocently.

Sirius looked at him angrily, "She is the biggest bitch on the planet…" he began to complain.

"I asked if she was hot," Harry said cutting him off.

"I am telling you that is irrelevant since her character is a severe detraction from…," Sirius began again.

Harry lifted his hand in front of his godfather’s face. "Remus?" he asked simply.

"Yes, Harry, she is quite stunning if I do say so myself," Remus said uncomfortably.

"Is she hotter than me?" Tonks asked seductively.

"No dear, no one is hotter than you," Remus replied automatically and then chastised himself for talking to an illusion as the said illusion started to suck on his neck.

Harry looked at the irate Sirius and smiled. "Now Padfoot, regardless of how you feel about the woman in front of you, it doesn’t subtract from the fact that she is pretty, and she is willing to obey your every command. Drop the attitude and analyze the implications of that statement. And let me repeat, your every command," he reasoned.

Sirius growled, “So I can tell her to shut up and jump on one foot?” he asked and then automatically his eyes began to go up and down. A smile came to his face, a very, very, very wicked smile. “Well I’ll be, there is hope for this yet” he said wickedly. “Now then Doggy girl, follow me” he growled and walked off and disappeared.

“Harry, I really think this is excessive. I mean what am I supposed to…oh don’t do that…oh that feels good….I mean Harry, this is just wrong on so many….oh oh ahh that….aaaaah, oh that is good” Remus growled.

Harry laughed, “Go home Moony, deal with it in your room.” he suggested.

Remus didn’t waste a second and disappeared.

Just then a very inebriated Neville stumbled to the chair that Remus had been occupying and plopped down. “Harry! I love you Harry, Harry you are so awesome” he said hugging Harry violently.

Harry laughed, “Ok Swiftblades, you are awesome too man.” he replied chuckling.

“You brought back my parents, you are more awesomer….or something like that. Though I am sort of mad at you” Neville said pushing him back.

“Ok, and what’s the problem?” Harry asked chuckling.

“My girlfriend still loves you,” he blurted out loudly.

Harry smiled, “That is total crap man, she might still have some attraction to me, but she loves you mate. I think what you need is some practice. So tomorrow, when you wake up ill have some ready for you.” he said with a very wicked smile on his face.

“Huh?” Neville said looking confused. Then he stared at Harry, “Harry you rock man, you are so awesome” he said hugging Harry again.

“Right, Swiftblades, just relax,” Harry said, getting up and going to dance. He drank and danced and tried to enjoy himself, but his mind kept wondering where Rose was and what she was doing. After a few hours, the party was dying down, but his mind was elsewhere. He sighed and walked off.

He drifted out of the bar, feeling loneliness and melancholy, mostly derived from the wedding. His thoughts drifted to Rose, and he blocked out the world around.

“Where are you, Rose?” he whispered to the air.

A voice floated up from behind him softly, but it hit him like a Bludger. “Right behind you, Potter,”

Harry turned so fast it was instant, and there stood Rose with a dark smile on her face and six hooded men behind her.
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“Rose” Harry said and in a flash he had her in his arms.

The next thing he knew he was flying through the air. He landed gracefully on his feet and drew his blade out of thin air in one movement. Axel had taught him how to have his blade vanish and reappear at whim. It became a reaction, unconscious now. He soon saw that the spell that had blasted him came from Rose’s wand.

“Potter, the Dark Lord wants your head. I am here to collect it” she said and shot a curse at him. He moved out of the way and quickly thought of a way to incapacitate her. “Immobulus” he shouted and shot the spell at full power. It hit her full force and paralyzed her fully. That is when the six hooded figures removed their cloaks. They were human looking, but at the same time unearthly. Their ears were pointy, they had small horns, they were different colors, their skin was leathery, almost lizard like.

The red one moved quickly, and struck him with flaming hands. Harry had barely gotten up his Earth defense, the creatures speed was impressive. Harry drew Fire, deciding to literally fight Fire with Fire. In a flash he was on the creature, only to realize that both were equally matched. Harry had a sinking feeling; he turned on his eyesight and saw that indeed, both he and the creature were absorbing power from Fire. He sensed a force behind him and quickly moved out of the way as the Dark Blue one jumped towards him, inside Harry saw the power of Water. Harry looked around and to his dismay; the other four elements were in the other four creatures. He drew in all the Elements at once and began to fight at full speed. The power he wielded was impressive, but he had six targets that were all attacking in different ways. When he struck one, five others were trying to strike him. He was outnumbered, not outmatched. He quickly realized that, though he was hitting them, they were not getting tired, or injured, to the contrary their injuries healed almost instantly. He slashed down with his blade, severing limbs, only to have them fly and reattach to their owners.

"Bloody hell" Harry growled as he realized he was going to lose.

"Give it up Harry; these are the Elemental Generals, the six leaders that serve under Grindenwald. They command the forces of the Crimson Darkness" Rose finally said as she was released from the spell by one of the creatures.

"I don’t suppose you will tell me how to beat them" Harry commented ...

Rose laughed, “I don’t believe they can be beaten. They are immortal and indestructible as long as Grindenwald is alive; they apparently go where he goes,” she gloated with a sneer.

“That explains why I didn’t face them before,” Harry groaned.

They were wearing him down. “Fuck it,” he said as he drew the power of earth and a shower of stone spears erupted from the ground and rained down on them; it pierced them all. Harry gloated for a minute till they all dissolved to their element and reformed, free and unscathed. “Bloody hell,” he sighed and the fight began again. The brown one was striking with the strength of Earth, the red with the vicious strikes and speed of Fire, the Blue with the adaptability and force of Water, the Celeste with the speed of wind, the Green with the deadly blows and pressure points of life, and the white, was attacking his mind mercilessly. Harry saw his defeat as eminent; he turned one last time towards his girlfriend.

“Come with me,” he said.

“I hate you, I am not going anywhere with you. Your corpse is coming with us,” she hissed back.

“What happened to you?” Harry moaned as he was struck simultaneously by the brown and the red.

“You did, you killed my beloved father. You deserve to die,” she hissed back, drawing her wand and starting to shoot curses at him.

“Rose, I love you, please stop,” he said desperately as he drew a dome of stone around them. Instantly he heart them pounding on the outside, it wouldn’t last.

“Like I said, I hate you, the only way I ever want to see you again is as a corpse,” she said as she shot the killing curse at him repeatedly as he quickly dodged.

"Are you breaking up with me?" Harry said, stunned that the girl he loved could have been warped into this.

"Understatement of the millennium," she replied as she shot curses faster and faster.

Harry knew she was being controlled; he knew she was under a spell, but still her words cut him to the bone. He stood still, drawing the power of the elements. The curses hit him as he slowly walked towards her.

She kept shooting the curses to no avail. Harry shrugged them off; to him they were nothing more than light stings. He didn’t feel them; the pain in his heart was overpowering and overwhelming. She backed up until she hit a wall. "The …"

“Fuck, it seems I can’t hurt you, you bloody fucking bastard. Kill me! Just KILL me like you killed my father. I would rather die than be in your presence any longer. The great Grindenwald shall vanquish you and avenge me and my father. I hope he makes your death slow and excruciating. You bloody…” she ranted until Harry cut her off by kissing her passionately. She tried biting him, she tried pushing him, she even kneaded him in the groin, but he held and only kissed her harder. She gave in, went limp in his arms; she had no escape, she couldn’t think of a worse way to die than being humiliated like this by him, she was disgusted…. And then something vague and far away clicked, kissing Harry wasn’t THAT bad, I mean the guy was a half decent kisser…well maybe better than half decent…ok he was awesome, and he was good at other things other than kissing, VERY good at them. The memories started to flood back. Those times she had been with him, that he had been inside her, they had been magical, extraordinary, bloody fucking brilliant. It wasn’t only technique, stamina, and skill, no, there were something else, something inside her that ached, that had been sleeping and that now was starting to awaken. And then like a flash it stopped. There was a bang, she opened her eyes which she hadn’t remembered closing and saw that the Generals had burst through the barrier. Harry stared straight into her eyes, a stare that dug to her very soul.”

"I will rescue you, I love you, I won’t let you down," he said and then took three steps back, and a pillar shot out of the ground launching him into the air. The generals tried to give chase but he was gone; in the distance he saw Harry fall and another pillar rise to launch him into the air again.

The daze she was in quickly vanished, and what had been released was locked up again. "Fucking bastards, I swear I will see you die and bathe in your cursed blood," she howled with hatred.

Harry fled with as much determination as one could have when fleeing. His mind was set; he would save her if it were the last thing he did. In that one kiss, he put all his love; he searched in her soul, using every ounce of his spirit power, and there, deep down, under an unbelievably strong spell, there she was. Harry finally reached a spot where he could turn gather his wits. In a flash he vanished and appeared at the hotel where he and Axel were staying. He was hoping to find Axel and surprise, surprise; Axel was right there waiting for him, sitting on a comfy sofa drinking. A bottle of Firewhisky half‑started and a fresh one waiting in a chair in front of him. Harry vanished the blade he still had gripped in his hand, sat down and opened the fresh bottle. He didn’t bother with a glass.

"Ok, explain, and how do I get rid of them," Harry said simply, not bothering to specify what it was he was referring to. He had finally settled on assuming Axel knew way too much about way too many things.

Axel chuckled, "The Six Elemental Generals are a magic creation of supreme level. Even harder to make than Necromages, that’s why he only has six. They are tied to Grindenwald’s existence; if you were to kill Grindenwald, they would vanish. In Dumbledore’s case he vanished Grindenwald and they vanished along with him. They were his six most trusted advisors, granted that power through unnatural spells—very dark and powerful ones. Other than killing Grindenwald, the only way to kill them is to use a spell that is just as powerful as the one that created them," Axel explained.

"For example…" Harry supplied as he rolled his hand and kept drinking from his bottle.

"A spell uniting the six elements, like the ones you will be able to cast once your blade is complete," Axel replied simply.

"Ah," Harry said nonchalantly. Of course it was going to be that. He sighed, and kept drinking.

“So how was the bachelor party?” Axel asked.

"It was fun, thanks for this," he said as he threw the hourglass back at Axel.

Axel caught it and vanished it into thin air. "My pleasure, handy trinket really, in any case, best if you rest up. The wedding is going to be a very good party I think," he added and then went back to drinking.

Harry yawned; Axel had a good point. "Night," he replied, then got up taking his bottle and heading for bed, consuming it as he went to his room.

The wedding day came, Harry was excited. He dressed up in his best robes and checked himself in the mirror. He tried to make his hair behave, but he gave up as he always did. When he exited the room he found Axel waiting for him, also in formal robes. Harry’s were black, as where Axel's, though Axel's had a discrete gold trim and had a dragon embroidered in the bottom right corner in gold.

“Ready to go?” Axel asked.

“Yea, I bet Moony is losing it about now” Harry chuckled, though deep down the thought of a wedding saddened him. He kept thinking how he should be getting married to Rose.

Axel opened a portal and they both stepped through. The wedding was being held in Hogwarts. The guest had in great part arrived. Harry and Axel went to one of the tents set up for the bride and groom. First they knocked on the door of the bride’s. “Wotcher Sunny, how goes it?” Harry said loudly.

“Our fearless leader returns” they heard two voices from the other side of the door. It opened and Ginny grabbed his arm, pulled him in and gave him a bone crushing hug. No sooner had one crushing hug ended, when Mrs. Weasley gave him another, and no sooner had that finished when Tonks had him in her arms.

“Hey Snuffles, we missed you. Decent of you to make it to my wedding and all” Tonks said with a huge grin.

“Hello Harry, you look dashing” Andromeda said as they kissed on the cheek to say hi. Harry turned back to Tonks.

“And here I thought you were going to be nervous and have cold…” Harry began but he stopped when he saw something in her energies. “My, my, my Sunny, seems like you and Moony have been busy haven’t you?” he said with a wicked grin.

Tonks looked at him in shock, "How did you know?" she asked dumbfounded.

"Well, it is part of my wonderful wonderfulness," Harry said simply. "Congratulations," he said giving her another hug. "Can't wait till I get my hands on him, the first recruit to the third generation of Marauders," Harry said proudly.

Tonks laughed loudly, "Sounds like a plan to me. Just don’t tell Moony that, he might have a meltdown," she replied smiling.

"Well your glowing girl, now I think I better go check that Moony hasn’t had that melt‑down that you just mentioned," Harry joked and made an exit. He headed over to the groom’s tent.

"Ah here comes our missing groomsman," Sirius said as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

"Harry where have you been?" Remus said in a high pitched voice as he went over and shook Harry with both his hands.

"Ok, ok, down Moony, lay off the caffeine will you?" Harry said chuckling.

"Yea, he has been basically going off the deep end since he woke up this morning," Sirius chuckled.

"I am not," Remus growled and then kept pacing.

"Riiiiight," Harry said sarcastically. Both he and Sirius chuckled.

Remus grewl[?] and only paced faster.

The time finally came for the ceremony. McGonagall was presiding it. Remus waited at the front, with Sirius and Harry at his side.

Then the music changed, Tonks walked down the aisle in a sleek, form fitting dress, her hair was a normal brown, and she had made it grow out and get arranged in a nice style. The dress had a skirt so she didn’t have a long train, it was exactly her style.

Remus who had been stressing all day, just stood there, with his mouth open, supreme happiness etched on his face.

Tonks chuckled with mirth and joy in her eyes as she saw her husband to be.

Sirius moved his hand and pushed Remus’s jaw up so his mouth closed. Remus didn’t even notice it. Sirius chuckled and beamed at the fact he was already being very best‑man…ish.

She reached him and locked arms with him. The smiling couple looked forward.

“Wizards and witches, we are gathered here to unite these two. They have chosen to bond themselves in magic, love, and life…” began McGonagall with a giant smile.

The ceremony progressed smoothly with sobs and tears of joy all around. And then McGonagall united their hands, and spelled them together as a white ribbon wrapped around them and then tied together and sparks flew into the air as they magic settled in and the ribbon vanished.

“You are now man and wife; you may kiss your bride,” McGonagall said and everyone cheered.

Harry was clapping and cheering when he felt it. About two dozen energies appeared behind them…dark energies.

He turned and saw that a group of people dressed as Death Eaters were coming out of the woods.

Someone screamed.

“All of you prepare to die. Long live the new Dark Lord,” said the one that was leading the pack.

Everyone began to draw their wands and get ready for a fight when a giant wall of stone erupted out of the ground and surrounded the Death Eaters. Everyone was shocked and looked around trying to figure out what happened. And then all eyes rested on Harry who had his sword out and buried in the ground.

“Please proceed to the reception. The show that is about to begin is not for the faint of heart,” he growled with a dark smile on his face.

"Harry, what…?" Sirius was about to ask but didn’t get the chance as Harry vanished and was at the wall. An opening formed and he entered only to have the space he passed through close behind him.

"Scarhead, you will be the first to die. I don’t know how you managed to escape Lord Voldemort, but I, the new Dark Lord shall…" the leader said. And then after that, there was no more talking. All the guests could hear were screams of unparalleled agony.

"You? A Dark Lord? Don’t make me laugh you bloody ferret. I have had bruises more life‑threatening than you," they heard Harry say. "I mean why the fuck do I get stuck with all the delusional, fucked up retards that want to dominate the world" he roared as blasts were heard and spears of Earth shot out of the barrier.

“Poor bastards, they really picked the wrong day to be daft gits," Axel commented nonchalantly. Everyone looked at him as if he was mad. "Harry is very upset over breaking up with Rose" he added as if it were a perfectly complete explanation.

Ron winced, "Ouch, that was a dumb move." The other Marauders nodded.

“I mean who would be dumb enough to think they could fight against Harry in the first place?" Seamus commented.

“Yea, I mean it’s not like it’s a big secret that he wiped out all the Death Eaters AND Voldemort on his own," Neville added.

The screams were getting louder and more agonizing.

“Still, he could finish them off quicker," Ginny sighed as she winced at the sounds that were reaching her ears.

“Now Silentnight, if Swiftblades showed up, told you he hated you, tried to kill you, then ordered supernatural creatures to help her rip you limb from limb, and then broke up with you, you would be slightly irritated to say the least,” Axel offered as if it were a common occurrence.

The Marauders and everyone else that was close enough to hear gaped at Axel.

Ginny shook her head. Of course Harry would have something like that happen to him, she thought. She sighed; the guy had shit for luck. On the other hand she was very happy; it meant Harry was single again. She shook her head out of her reverie. “Poor blokes, they really fucked the pooch on this one,” she commented.

“I'd say they just poked a pissed‑off lion, it’s more appropriate,” Hermione supplied.

There was an ear‑bursting scream.

“Poor bastards,” Ron said as everyone nodded.

Then there was silence, and the stone wall fell back down into the ground. Harry walked out looking like nothing happened. Behind him spread out all over the ground were the bloody and half‑destroyed bodies of all the “Death Eaters”. Which upon closer inspection, everyone realized were the last three graduating classes from Slytherin. Everyone then looked to the leader; they recognized the hair, the face was unrecognizable at this point. He groaned in pain, it was definitely Draco Malfoy.”

"Shit, he is still alive," Harry growled and then sighed and headed toward the party. Then he stopped and looked at everyone that were staring, shocked and frozen in place. "What? They are all alive, I was just kidding about the killing them part. Why is everyone here anyway? Let’s get this party started," he said as if nothing had happened and walked past them to the reception.

Moody hobbled over to the bodies, he cleared his throat and spat a loogie onto Malfoy. "Serves em right," he growled before he Apparated to the Ministry to get back up…well more like a cleaning crew.

The party progressed; there was dancing, joking, even some singing by the Twins, much to everyone’s displeasure. Finally it was time for dinner, and the best‑man’s toast.

"Friends, family, other people that got invited just to make this look like a success," started Sirius; everyone laughed. "We are gathered here today to join… wait, that’s someone else’s speech," he continued as he threw the cue cards he had in his hand over his shoulder. Remus was giving him a deadly look, Tonks was laughing at her cousin. "Anyways, it seems like Moony achieved the impossible thrice over; first off he found someone who could stomach him and even marry him. Hey, let’s be honest, Remus, you are definitely not as fun as I am, and don’t have my dashing charm and good looks," he continued as Tonks was glaring at him and Remus was smirking evilly. "Well then, moving on before I am killed; the second achievement was that he landed a hotty. Let’s all admit it, my cousin is… attractive, hell if we weren’t related I would probably have hooked up with her," he continued smiling. Now Tonks laughed and mock‑gagged and Remus glared at him again.

"Over my dead body," growled the werewolf.

Sirius just smirked, "And finally, and most important, he achieved a level of unparalleled awesomeness, in that he married a Black, specifically one of the few awesome Blacks there have ever been. And as such he is now my family, and let’s be honest, being related to me is the best thing that can happen to a person," he said smiling devilishly.

"Here, here," said Harry lifting his glass. As did Andromeda and Tonks who were laughing."

"Well put, I forgot about Harry. Harry is my godson; I have to thank Moony for watching him for me while I was…indisposed," he said slyly. "Thankfully, he didn’t ruin all the hard work I put into making him like me by infecting him with his rules, regulations, and responsibility," Sirius said mock‑gagging.

"Here here," said the twins and the Marauders.

"Merlin, I tried," sighed Remus.

Everyone laughed and then quieted down.

"Well now for the serious and sappy stuff. Remus, along with James, you were my brother; you are my brother. Harry sitting here, looking so much like James…it just feels right, the three brothers united against the world, welcoming a sister into our fold, just as it was when James married Lily and I gave a speech just like this one. We are family, we have always been family, and we will always be family. Congrats Moony and Sunny," he finished as everyone raised their glasses and cheered.

Sirius sat down and then got up again, "One quick note to finish: good choice of names, since the Moon is way smaller and not as hot as the Sun, and let’s be honest, the Moon revolves around the Sun. So the dynamic with Moony and Sunny, she is hotter, more awesome, and far more powerful than Moony, and his existence will now revolve around her will," he said and then sat down as Remus launched himself towards Sirius.

"Sit down, Moony," Tonks ordered as she laughed at her cousin. Remus immediately complied.

"Yes, dear," he said as if nothing happened.

"And so it begins," Sirius chuckled. Tonks heard and laughed as well as Remus growled.

"Harry is really fun; it was kind of scary to see what he did to those dark wizards," Pixy said in her sexy Russian accent.

Fred laughed, “Luv that is pretty much how it always is around Harry; he is bloody brilliant but frightening,” he said.

“I still don’t see why she had to come,” George grumbled, “She is after all the enemy,” he added.

Fred and Pixy were ignoring him. So far the competition had been limited to price cuts on both sides and some publicity. WWW should have been beating them senselessly, but Fred had secretly been reeling in the marketing effort. He truly didn’t want to make his new girlfriend’s business crash.

“Shall we dance?” Fred asked, and Pixy followed; they lost themselves in each other laughing and dancing.

George stayed at the table eating, grumbling… and plotting.

The cutting of the cake happened soon after. Then Harry settled into his chair with the cake. It was as he was taking his last bite that Ginny sat next to him. Harry immediately detected something in her that sent alarms blaring in his mind.

“Hey Snuffles, how you holding up?” she asked innocently enough.

“Doing great Silentnight; I think I will get more cake,” he said cheerfully and then vanished in a flash.

“Fuck,” she growled in a low voice; she had missed her chance, she had spent all night with Neville and his folks. They had decided that they would all move in together and try and connect for all the years they had been apart. Ginny found herself not caring as the possibility of Harry Potter was open to her again. Still something inside her didn’t like what she was doing, but the rest of her was all for it.

Harry meanwhile was reading her mind like an open book. “Bloody hell Ginny, I figured you would have learned by now,” he sighed shaking his head. Though heavily tempted by the idea, he definitely didn’t want to hurt Neville.

Harry turned to the dance floor and saw his former Headmistress.

“May I cut in, young lady?” Harry asked as he approached her from behind.

“Now, now, young…you!!” she said angrily.

Harry didn’t wait for her reply as a waltz came on and he swept her onto the dance floor. “Now, now Headmistress it was all in good fun,” he said as he arched her.

“Mr. Potter, you will…NOT…interfere in my school…with your shenanigans,” she said as she was twirled.

“Whatever shenanigans do you mean, Headmistress?” he replied innocently as he twirled and caught her.

“Hum, well at least you have improved your dancing,” she grumbled as she rolled her eyes.

Ginny saw them and grumbled as she couldn’t get to him since he was dancing with McGonagall.

“Ms. Weasley appears to be staring daggers through me. Is there something I should know about?” she asked with a smirk.

“Ms. Weasley is stuck between what she thinks she wants and what she deep down knows she needs but isn’t appreciating,” Harry replied automatically, then shook his head. “Bloody hell I just sounded like Axel,” he thought.

“Ah, I see. ‘Tis a sad thing, but a necessary part of growing up; let us hope she doesn’t live to regret that choice,” she replied sadly. She had experienced it, as had many, many women she had known, the call of the forbidden, and the loss of that which benefited them most because of it.

"So tell me have things been calmer at the school since I left?" he asked with a huge grin, breaking the bad mood.

"With the exception of a few unique events due to a certain alumni, then for the most part, yes. Though many of the school seem to have turned to a more mischievous nature and many WWW products have been found, confiscated, or have been used in the school. Our caretaker is rapidly getting irritated with their effects," she sighed looking at him sternly.

"Oh how awful, must be a terrible burden to be the Headmaster" Harry said with an innocent tone.

"Careful Harry, what goes around comes around. Who knows, someday you might end up being the father of a group of kids that will drive you insane," she replied with mirth.

"One can only hope" he said smiling as the waltz ended and he vanished.

"I do hate when he does that, but it is impressive" she said smiling.

Harry found Axel quickly.

"Ready to go Harry?" Axel asked without turning.

Harry chuckled, "Yea, I think it’s for the best if I go. Too many explanations are due, and too many requests will be made," he added.

"True, and you have work to do," Axel said and in a flash they vanished.

They appeared on the other side of the world. They split up and got changed quickly.

"Well then, let’s see what you have managed to accomplish" Harry sighed as the portal opened, then closed just as quickly. He looked up at his mentor questioningly.

"Open it yourself," Axel replied.

"But I don’t…" he began to reply, but found that memories and words flashed in his mind. He raised his hands and tore the fabric of reality as if it was an everyday occurrence."

Axel stepped in and Harry followed in wonder at what he had just done.

"How did I?" he asked.

"Part of what you get when you become a Grand Master of one of the elements," Axel replied simply.

"Ah," Harry replied, accepting it as if it were a perfectly valid explanation which for the moment was.

They stepped through and onto the weird world where the relentless training was in full effect. The crowd saw them but the magic Bludgers kept them going up the hill and dodging.

“Hum, going easy on them are you?” Harry asked.

“Unfortunately,” he groaned. “Hey you lot shoot you’re blasting charms” he ordered loudly.

They immediately all stopped as the Bludgers came and they blasted them out of the air, and then shot their spells at the water. A small wave hit the shore. A fourth of them missed, so a quarter of the Bludgers incapacitated their targets, and only half of them shot in synch with the rest of them.

“Yep, this is going to be a nightmare” Harry said patting Axel in the back.

Axel growled, “You fucking imbeciles get your asses down here, I am beginning to regret naming most of you maggots, you wouldn’t even make half decent bacteria. This is my apprentice, Mr. Potter, you are not good enough to speak to him, in fact you are to feel honored that he is deeming to look at your pitiful performance, and profoundly blessed that he will show you how to do it properly. Harry if you would” he said angrily.

Harry laughed as ten times the Bludgers appeared in the sky. In a flash Harry was at the bottom of the hill.

“Do it slow enough for them to get an idea” Axel yelled.

Harry gave him a thumbs up.

The lot of Aurors looked dubiously at the one.

“He might be a hero, that is insane” said one.

“I think that whole story is an exaggeration the Brits made up to make him look better” said another.

“I know what you mean. How the hell could one teenager take out a supremely dark wizard and his army of wizards and dark creatures?” another agreed.

"I wonder if Voldemort was even that powerful," commented another.

"Shut the f*** up, you imbeciles, and pay attention," Axel shouted, and there was silence and trembling fear.

Axel sounded his whistle and the Bludgers shot at an insane speed at Harry. They all watched in horror at the speed that was much faster than they had had. Suddenly the first hit, and Harry was spinning in the air above it, kicking four away as if they were simple footballs, only they were blasted like cannon balls into the ground and water. Then he began to rush up the hill, vanishing from view in moments, appearing to float in the air in others, just when a Bludger was to hit, it was if it passed through a mirage, an afterimage, like a ghost. He danced in the air, it was art, a deadly art, and like that he reached the top in record time, not even in a sweat. They all saw this in perplexed awe. Then Harry, without any wands blasted the sky clean of Bludgers in a flurry of spells that flew from his naked hands, and of bare knuckle punches that pulverized on contact. Then he blasted the ocean with one hand and a giant wave headed towards him. He vanished and appeared at the bottom of the hill. He slammed his feet into the ground and the water rushed over him. There were three blasts and the water exploded into the sky and then rained down on them. Harry blasted the ocean again and an even bigger waver rushed towards them. Harry slammed his foot down and a giant wall appeared from where he stood out to sea splitting the wave in half. Then a wave of both hands and a giant wall of stone rushed up and blocked the rest of it. Then another wave and the walls were gone. Harry vanished and appeared next to Axel totally dry.

“Show off” Axel said wryly.

Everyone else was staring gobsmaked.

“I take everything I said back” one of them said.

“Shall we?” Axel invited.

"Let’s" Harry countered.

Both vanished and the next thing they heard and saw was the two clashing their arms in midair. The shockwave blew them all back, except Ximena who was stuck to the ground and had cast a muffling charm on herself. She transfigured a stone behind her into a boulder and braced her back against it, even so she felt herself pushed back a bit.

Like a thunderstorm they clashed in the air, appearing and vanishing, sending shockwave after shockwave. Finally spires and spears of stone appeared from the ground and began to clash and the two floated in the air and sent Earth spell after Earth spell. Ximena cast a shield. The rest were impaled by splinters that flew about wildly. Some were smart enough to cast shields that failed, others hid as best they could from the debris. Finally there was a blast and Harry flew like a bullet into the water.

In a flash both appeared unscathed in front of them patting each other on the back.

"Good show Snuffles, you are getting much better at that" Axel congratulated him.

"Thank you, thank you, I do try," he chuckled in return.

“Well, let’s see how they fared," Axel said as they turned to see the lot.

Axel groaned.

“Looks like shit. Is that the one I am training with?” Harry asked.

"Ximena Sabina, as of this moment she has been promoted to grunt and is under your supervision," Axel replied.

Ximena unspelled herself, "Did you say something sir?" she said standing at attention.

“I said congratufuckinglations Ms. Sabina you have been promoted from retarded primate, through primate, Cro-Magnon, Muggle special person, Squib, into the title of Grunt. And you have the honor, or horror of being assigned to train with Mr. Potter” Axel said seriously.

“Sir, yes sir!” she shouted as she stood firmer and had a slight smile escaping her lips.

“The rest of you, pick yourselves up, attempt to stop bleeding all over my nice dirt, and get your fucking retarded asses up that hill before I demote you again!” he commanded as they all ran or crawled towards the hill. Axel walked towards Ximena and Harry and in a flash they were standing on a different landscape.

“I could have done that myself” Harry informed him.

“Yea but it’s much more fun if I do it” Axel countered.

Ximena steadied herself and stood silent, she knew better now than to interrupt Axel, or speak without being spoken to.

“Ximena, you can stop with all the saluting and standing at attention. As of this moment your instructions will come from Harry…and Harry’s will come from you” Axel said calmly with a warm smile.

“What!?!?!?” Harry and Ximena said shocked.

“She is training me?” Harry said.

“He is training me?” She said at the same time for a different reason.

“I am training him?” she added shocked.

“Yes, from Harry you will learn what you need to learn to complete the program. He knows the magic you’re trying to harness, he can make it so that you learn it completely and that way, when we leave you can train the rest of this lot” Axel explained.

"Harry, basically we are covering what you learned in class for DADA. Just review her and teach her as you would a member of the DA," Axel added.

Harry understood what he was saying, "You can’t teach her elemental magic, but you can get her through the basics of it as well as train her in the general stuff she might be missing." He could do that easily; he had even covered and exceeded every Auror spell in the book he had gotten from Axel.

"Now Ximena," Axel began as he smiled at her still shocked look and open mouth. He moved his hand up and closed it for her. "Flies will get in," he chuckled.

Ximena shook it off and tried to gain some composure, though she was still lost.

Axel laughed, "I acted the way I did because you guys displayed some severe lack of discipline, and El General would skin me alive if I didn’t get even with you for embarrassing not only her but every office in America. Also this training is not easy, so your complete and unquestioning obedience was necessary. Now that you are here, I can drop the act. Harry here has a lot of power, that has you rattled, but the specific skills I need from you to teach him are the American Regional Magical Standards, which are the combined laws, regulations, and tactics that are yearly discussed and practiced at the American Auror Association Annual Cooperative High Operations Oversight, which is a convention of all the Aurors where they discuss and share improvements and new regulations to apply to Aurors throughout the continent," he explained mostly to Harry who didn’t know anything about it.

"ARMS and AAACHOO?" Harry sent psychically.

"Hey I didn’t name ‘em," Axel replied.

Harry suppressed a chuckle.

Ximena had gotten it together and was now evaluating what was asked of her. The task that before sounded insane now made a lot more sense; it was what she had to do with all the recruits that she was assigned to. “I see, I can understand that sir. The task won’t be difficult from what I have seen; mostly it will just be studying. I will need some books,” she began.

Axel dropped a bag of em from out of nowhere. “And please call me Axel, sir makes me feel old,” he chuckled.

Harry gave him a look.

“Older” he corrected and made a face at Harry.

Ximena just nodded and laughed, “Ok sir…, I mean Axel” she replied.

“There is one other thing, beyond what I have mentioned, I want Harry to master the skill of rapid fire spelling,” Axel explained.

Ximena turned somber, “I see, that training is kept for only the top Aurors; it requires much discipline, skill, and responsibility,” she replied seriously.

“He trained with me,” Axel replied simply. Then added, “And as you can see survived and bloomed.”

She smirked, “Good point.”

“What are you talking about? I can spell incredibly fast,” Harry defended.

“But you could be insanely faster,” Axel countered. “Ximena, if you would”

Ximena smirked and then pulled out a second wand. In a flash she was flying through the air and casting near‑simultaneous spells from both wands and an insane rate. Most of the spells were done wordlessly and others were done with incredibly fast mumbles that could not be understood.

Harry smirked, he had to admit, she was fast, not as ...

"Ok now my turn," Axel said as he raised both his hands. Then he vanished; only Harry could see him move and hear his mumbles, the rate he was going was insane, even by Harry’s standards of Elemental magic. He immediately understood why he was to learn this. He would need it to fight Grindenwald and his generals.

Ximena just stood shocked as she could see nothing but the effect of the spells decimating the landscape at an incredible rate with just simple spells and hexes.

Axel finally reappeared, "So that’s what we are aiming for," he said looking back at a shocked Harry.

"Bloody hell, that was brilliant," Harry said smiling.

"Wow," was all Ximena could provide.

"Well then, see you in eight months," Axel said and then vanished.

"Crap," Ximena blurted.

"I know, he always does that," Harry chuckled. "Ok why don’t we start with all your theoretical stuff and then we can move on to the good stuff," he suggested.

"Sounds like a plan, where are we going to study?" she countered.

"Over there," Harry said pointing to a cave that was a small distance away. When they arrived, they found that there was a table, a small library, and one bed, a very small one.

"Eh," she said nervously.

Harry just took it in stride, pulled a quill and parchment and sat at the table. "Let’s get started then," he said nonplussed. Inwardly though he was cursing Axel’s existence.

“Right, you’re right. Well the American standards are…” and with that she launched into a lengthy lecture. Harry quickly jotted down whatever she said and started committing it to memory, stopping her every once in a while to clarify a few points. The sun went down on them and they continued under the light of candles, and continued well into the morning. Ximena had just completed a rather dull explanation of the importance of cauldron standards in shops when she yawned for the 25th time and her head lulled. Harry was fresh as ever, being very used to long days and exhausting lectures and lessons.

“Hey girl, just hit the sack; we can continue this tomorrow,” Harry said calmly.

She yawned again. “Sounds like a plan; we are mostly done anyway. Either you’re very good at learning or you have no clue what I’ve been going at for hours,” she replied and then threw herself on the bed. Harry chuckled and followed.

The night was long, and apparently cold, because when he woke up they were wrapped in each other’s arms.

Harry stared at the Latin girl in his arms. She was very beautiful with dark hair and subtle wild features. Her hair was a mess, but it looked like its natural state was that of being messy, just like his. She whimpered and rocked a bit all of a sudden. She got a very frightened look on her face.

{"corrected_text":"“Hum, I wonder,” Harry thought and then entered her mind. There he saw what was running through her mind. A scared little girl surrounded by big men. Not a shred of clothes left on her. She had a brave face one but quickly that face was fading, the closed it. They took hold of her…and hands started to go where they should never go on a child. Rage overtook him, she couldn’t be any older than 6. The scene flashed, she was now older, probably a young teen, the same men, the same scene, only now she had a look of stony determination. She let them do what they wanted, but at the end she bit into one of their necks drawing blood. The scene changed again, they were beating her, mercilessly, again and again and then rapping her again as if taunting her. The scene changed one final time, she was a young woman now, similar to how she looked now, she had a wand aimed at the men, all of them disarmed. She paralyzed them, poured honey on them, and left them all in an open field. “To the beasts with you” she growled and Dissapperated. He then felt her mind stir; he closed his eyes just as she opened hers.\n\nShe whispered, “Fuck” then slowly inched away, freeing her arm from under him, and then rolled to the other side of the small bed.\n\nHarry fell back asleep and awoke as the morning did. She was still on her side of the bed but she had inched closer again, her hand on top of his.”}

He dug through his back and had some provisions before going out and begging his morning practice. He was practicing the forms for his Earth spells so he would have them at top of mind. After that, he stripped naked and went into the water to bathe. No sooner had he done this than Ximena, having woken up, exited the cave looking all disheveled, with food from her pack in her hand eating. “Hey Ha…” she was saying as she ran her hand through her hair, but now stood transfixed. In the glaring sun, Harry stood like an Adonis in the water. His muscles flawless, covered in faded scars, every inch of him was…perfect, no other word came close. That and he was naked. He saw her, smiled, and continued bathing as if nothing was off. “My grandma taking a bath, my parents having wild sex, General Garcia naked, big deadly spiders” she started chanting everything she could think of that was utterly revolting to her, but try as she might, he was hot.

“What are you mumbling about?” Harry said standing right next to her.

She turned and looked, then looked down, then rapidly looked up and was entranced in his green eyes for a bit. Then she turned blushing furiously. “You are naked sorry” she stuttered

Harry chuckled, “Why are you sorry? I am the one who is naked and you had very little to do with it” he replied as he magicked the clothes onto {

Harry waved his hand and all words became mute, “Ximena, let me clarify, because you obviously misunderstood. I am not saying that in our hormone induced excitement we will fuck like bunnies. I am saying that in our very intense training, clothes tend to get shredded to bits. Now in actual combat, no one is retarded enough to stop mid fight and magic new clothes onto themselves. Our practices will be similar in that, so we best get used to the idea” he explained and then waved his hand again and she could speak.

Now though she was absolutely red, her thoughts had immediately gone to where the rest of her body was screaming to go, how long had it been? Not since before she… she growled at the thought, embarrassed looked up and smiled nervously. “I am sorry Harry; it is just that…well I am just sorry. You are right, given the training we are to do, it is to be expected that sooner or later we will see each other nude” she replied.

He smiled, patted her shoulder and then went into the cave. “I will give you your privacy today, but be ready for the eventuality” he said and went into the cave. Blushing furiously she bathed and entered the cave refreshed. Harry was already reading through the books and his notes. She sat and began to teach him again. This continued for about a week, after which she was incredibly surprised that Harry had gotten everything right when she tested him.

“Damn Harry, you know this stuff better than I do” she chuckled.

“Yea, don’t remind me” he laughed. “In any case, I believe it is now my turn to teach you some theory. But first I need to get out of this shirt” he said as he took it off, showing his sweaty muscled chest.

She gasped, no matter how many times she had seen him naked, and there had been plenty, Harry had not been shy in the least, nor had she resisted the temptation to look…well gawk at him. She on the other hand had yet to bring herself to strip in front of him. Still there was a longing in her, a longing that crashed into the stone wall she had built around her heart, a wall impenetrable by any man.

Harry smiled inwardly at her reaction. He was in a certain way enjoying this, he had never been a fan of attention but, he loved the attention he got from the ladies. Besides, Xim stirred something in him, his desire to help her, to heal her, to get past the wall she put up to keep everyone out, especially men. A wall that reminded him so much of someone else’s… He shook his head, if he started thinking about Rose he would crack and that was the last think he needed.

“Well then, the first thing…uhm well the primary…the main…hum let’s just start with some meditation and move up from there” Harry instructed as he sat on the ground, not really having an idea what he was doing.

“OoK” she said doubtfully. “Now what?” she asked.

Harry thought about it. “Close your eyes, focus on the energies around you” he explained.

“Huh?” she replied.

“Hum, right, ok let me show you” he said as he moved behind her in an instant and put his hands gently on her temples. He opened a channel and showed her what she needed to see.

“Wow, this is incredible” she said as she looked around.

“Yea now focus, let the magic travel to your eyes” he instructed.

She did so, not getting any results. “How long is this going to take before it works?” she asked.

Harry grimaced, "A while," he replied.

Sirius was scribbling furiously on a piece of parchment. His secretary walked in and stood in front of his desk. He still hadn’t noticed her. She took the opportunity to admire…well gawk at her boss. He looked very handsome, especially with his brow scrunched up, the stubble on his face, the wildness of his hair. She sighed.

"Why thank you, what can I do for you my lovely lady," Sirius replied out of habit; it was second nature to him to reply like that when a girl sighed in his presence. "Oh, sorry Britney, I didn’t see you standing there. What can I do for you?" he asked, giving her a billion‑galleon smile.

She had to struggle to remain standing and not lose control; his voice was so erotic it almost made her… She shook her head and handed him a stack of files. "These are the reports on the gains of the WWW division," she said, her voice stuttering.

His steely‑grey eyes bore into her; she was frozen. "Thanks you," he said, winking at her.

{"corrected_text":"She gasped, cleared her throat, fidgeted nervously, and then left. Sirius chuckled silently as he saw how she stumbled out. “Still got it,” he mumbled to himself and then continued writing; he then proceeded to the next letter and the next. He then handed them all his personal owl and sent him off. “Off with you, they are waiting for those,” he said smiling as the bird took off. He sat back down and began to read Witch Weekly. Recently a new section had appeared, and it was causing quite a stir. Sales for the magazine had skyrocketed; it was a good thing Black Marauders had purchased it before it started to turn. The new section was called Dr. Cannis, Master of Love. It was an advice column for men and women who were having problems of the heart. Sirius smiled as he read it.\n\n“Yes, Sirius, I do believe you are a genius, then never saw it coming. And now the magazine is a hit,” he growled to himself happily.\n\nCatherine was trying to stay relaxed; her plan was progressing slowly, way too slowly. The construction on her new prank stores was almost done but it was too slow for her. She needed to nip their funding in the butt. She figured WWW was where they were getting their capital, though where WWW got their funding was still a mystery. A mystery she hoped to solve that very day.\n\n“Ms. Doughery, a Mr. Lupin to see you,” here intercom announced.\n\n“Let him in,” she said to the device. Her assistant on the other end came through the door and behind her was the same old raggedy looking man she had seen not too long ago.\n\n“Remus, how good to see you,” she said getting up and going over to hug him. Out of all the Marauders, he was the only one she tolerated.”}

“Hey Cat, it’s good to see you too,” he replied as he returned the hug, a bit put off by her attitude.

“Come now, have a seat, tell me all about the Honeymoon,” she said, offering him a seat in a small sofa area there was in her office as she took a chair as well. “Would you like some tea?” she asked.

“That would be great, thank you,” he replied.

Her assistant went to get it without her having to say a word.

“So now tell me all about it,” she said with a big fake grin.

“Well the Black…” he began but she instinctively growled. “Eh…the company paid for us to go to Hawaii. It was a jolly good time; Tonks had a blast, though I fully expected trouble as she kept changing her hair to the oddest colors to match the celebrations. Still we spent a lovely week there,” he said smiling honestly at the memories and at the memories he would never repeat aloud.

“Oh that sounds lovely, how nice of the…company to send you there. Business must be going great then,” she prompted.

Remus lifted a brow, “Yes, we are doing quite well. Our…leader has made some bold, yet brilliant investments. The Quidditch teams are all slowly showing results, WWW is constantly making profits though there seems to be some trouble in Japan…” he continued but trailed off as he thought he said too much.

She made a mental note to check on Japan, great place to strike.”

The preserve is going swimmingly; we are getting unanimous support from the Ministries around the world. And our PR department is doing a bang‑up job with it all. We also recently purchased a magazine… He said and then looked at the table and saw a copy of Witch Weekly that was open to the Dr. Cannis section.

“Yes, I am starting to become an avid reader. It was a great stroke of luck to do so before you started the Dr. Cannis section. He is a very astute man,” she prompted. In all honesty she wanted to start her own magazine and buy that man over to hers. He was extremely brilliant and eloquent. Had it not been for her overhearing her assistant talking about it with the other secretaries, she would have never found out. She had demanded to see the magazine and had found the writing wonderfully insightful, though she grimaced when she found out it was a new Black Marauder acquisition.

“Yes, we are lucky. The magazine has been keeping him guarded, though, not even we know who he is. Si… I mean the CEO and I wanted to sit down and talk to the man, but the magazine said it was a no‑go,” Remus informed her as she growled again at the near mention of Sirius.

She cursed inwardly, “I guess it is their prerogative to protect their talent. Still, I am amazed by how well it is going considering… the CEO.” She made a face.

Remus had heard enough; he sighed. “Catherine, drop it. I know what you have been up to, and I know what you are trying to do. Don’t think we don’t get reports from the Finance department about the moves the White group is making. Stop now, or you will regret it—you will really regret it,” he said in all seriousness.

“Is that a threat!?!?!” she howled standing up. She dropped all pretenses and stared the werewolf down. “We will beat you down, and I will have him destroyed. Nothing you can do will stop that, not even if you suddenly gave me a nice little visit when the moon is fool” she said dangerously.

And that was it, Remus stood up just as her assistant brought in the tea. “Cat, I am not your enemy, you are your own worst enemy. I feel sorry for the day you find out just how wrong you are for doing what you are doing. I forgive you for what you just said, and for missing my wedding, Merlin knows it is not the first one you missed” he said glaring at her softly.

That knocked her out of her reverie, it was a low blow but she had earned it.

“Lily forgave you for that too, and for not going to Harry’s christening. Someday you will have to face the consequences of all your actions, and that day will come very soon” he said and then turned and left leaving her dazed and puzzled as to what he meant.

“Remus what did you mean by that? What is going to happen?” she said chasing him, but it was too late as he Apparated away.

Chapter 8 Mexicans, Ministries, and Mayhem

“Move faster” Harry said as he slashed at her midriff with his fist and cut a hole in her robes.

She just growled as she defended with her arm and drove her fist forward while trying to suck in all the energy she could from around herself.

Harry stood there and dodged backwards at the last second then just viciously punched her in the face.

She groaned, her body ached, her fist was shattered, and her face was bruised.

“Again” Harry said calmly.

“Fuck you” she growled.

Harry planted his foot down and her body was shot up by a pillar of stone. He immediately punched Ximena straight in the face and knocked her several feet backwards.

“Again” he said again calmly.

She spit out blood, and looked at Harry murderously. Since they had passed the meditation part and started the physical part of the training he had been beating her senseless daily, for weeks now. “Fuck you Harry. I can’t fucking touch you it’s impossible you are too goo” she said hatefully.

Harry chuckled, “Bullshit, you are just not trying hard enough” he replied bluntly.

“What part of fuck you don’t you comprehend?” she growled back.

“Well if you’re so intent on it why don’t you go ahead and do it” he said with a smirk

“What!!??!?!” she asked angrily.

“Fuck me” he said with a cocky smile.

She just stood flabbergasted. She turned crimson as her mind flew to a million places. Harry took the opening and punched her square in the stomach. She had the wind knocked out of her and flew back several feet again. She landed with a thud and immediately straightened up and pulled her wand aiming it at Harry. “You fucking bastard” she said with new fire in her eyes.

Harry smiled, “Good, anger is good, maybe that is what you need. For a minute I just thought it was a good fucking” he said bluntly.

She fired a spell but Harry was not there anymore. His arm snaked around her and held her in place. “Let go of me you fucking asshole!” she growled.

“Now now gorgeous, maybe you do need a fucking. Just like the ones Daddy and his buddies used to do” he hissed in her ear.

It struck her heart and ripped it out. Suddenly she was putty in his arms. “How…?” he whispered.

“I can read minds, and yours is an open book every fucking night. I can’t believe how much you whisper and moan when you think about it, did you like it that much?” he asked evilly.

Suddenly she was a beast in his arms. “How the fuck dare you?!?!?! How the fuck dare you say that?!?!?! How dare you fucking invade my mind?” she screamed and followed it with a string of obscenities.

“Good, give me more” he demanded.

She broke from his grasp and punched. Her fist missed Harry and he connected with a knee to her sternum. She took the blow but bashed her skull into his nose. He backhanded her as she spun out and kicked his fast. Sparks where flying from her fists as she did this.

Harry wiped the blood off his busted lip and then smiled at her as they began to dance and beat each other senseless. She mercilessly attacked, little by little Harry released Spirit power, feeding her rage, her grief, her pain, bringing it to the surface and letting it burn out. Her moves intensified, her strength grew. Harry slowed down to take her hits, give her some sort of satisfaction. She kept coming as her emotions kept coming, all the anger she had bottled up, all the fear. The hours passed, darkness came, yet they still fought.

“Why won’t you just die you son of a bitch?” she yelled as the sun began to climb over the horizon.

“Wow, do I really make you that bloody randy?” Harry mocked in return.

Her fist connected with his nose, his fist connected with her stomach leaving her without air. Both reeled back. Harry drew Life energy in and healed his body in a flash. She fell on her knees, she gasped for air. Harry then heard something that he didn’t expect, laughter. Soft and raspy at first, but it grew. Harry looked closely and so that Ximena was crying. Laughter, sobs, and tears mixed together as she should laid there on her knees letting it all out. Harry gently, slowly, wrapped his arms around her, and then squeezed tight.

“I am sorry that happened to you. I am glad you are finally letting it out” he whispered. “No one should carry that much weight around, trust me, I should know” he added.

She kept crying until she passed out; he carried her to the bed and lay down with her in his arms. He fell into a deep sleep, though he didn’t need it. It was a custom he had picked up with Rose, sleeping together after sex, wrapped in the other’s arms. It was with thoughts of her that he fell asleep.

The next morning when he stirred there was another rather interesting sight waiting for him. Ximena lay there, in his arms, her eyes firmly fixed on him.

“Yes,” she said.

“What?” Harry asked perplexed.

She blushed, “Yes you make me that bloody randy,” she replied, then simply moved up and kissed him deeply, as she wrapped her arms around him. What little was left of their tattered clothes quickly left them as Harry waved on the contraception spell and flesh met flesh. One could say it was a day of wild passion, where scratches and love marks abounded as she let go of years of pent‑of‑energy. At first in soft lovemaking, where try as she might the tears would not stop, her body and soul healing as she merged with Harry, but soon this intensified as she lost her inhibitions and her mind along with Harry’s. Night came and she was spent; mentally and physically she was lost to the world, laying for the first time in years, safely in a man’s arms. Harry got up, a stroke of brilliance…well striking him. He took two pieces of parchment and began to write on one. Then spelled the other, place a drop of blood on it, and then folded it up, kissed it and vanished both through a small dimensional portal.

October would prove to be a very profitable month for the Weasley twins. Or at least they thought so, after a finding a folded parchment along with a letter from Harry they had lost themselves in their lab and had emerged with a new product: Kissing Kandies.

“Brother, I do believe we are brilliant” George began.

“Why brother I would concur but for the fact that credit must be given where it is due” Fred replied.

“Yes and as always there is a chance Harry will curse us for not giving it” George added.

“All too true” Fred supplied.

They opened shop and put up a giant flyer outside, announcing the new product. That same day, all around the planet that banner announcing Kissing Kandies went up.

The banner magically changed and scrolled through the message over and over. “Come one come all, WWW proudly brings you our newest sensation, and we do mean sensation!!! The kisses of the most desirable men on the planet all in a convenient little bag. Kissing Kandies, you know you want one! Enjoy your favorite flavors, Playboy passion fruit, Genius grape, Prankster Pink Lemon, Lothario Lime, Rugged Raspberry, Sensitive strawberry, Meticulous Mango, Moneybags Melon, Wolfish watermelon, and our top flavor, Hero’s hot hot hot cherry”

That morning Pixy got up late, she had been having a terrible week. Fred hadn’t so much as written her. He and his brother had mysteriously locked themselves in their store and had refused to come out. Anastasia for her part was ready to slap her. Pixy had been mopping, and groaning, and complaining all week.

“Would you get up already, we need to open the store” Anastasia yelled up the stairs.

Pixy just rolled and covered her head.

“What the bloody hell!?!?!?!” Anastasia yelled.

Pixy leapt off the bed in a flash, a hundred thoughts invading her mind, top of which was that Fred was hurt. She raced down the stairs to find her sister clutching the front door of the shop and staring out.

“What are those bloody idiots up to now?” she roared and raced across the street.

Pixy didn’t miss her opportunity either as she raced after her sister. Not so much to stop her as to maybe catch a glimpse of Fred.

Anastasia burst through the door and paced up straight toward George till her nose was literally on his throat, him being a head taller than her.

“Explain” was all she said.

“Well top of the morning to you too lovely lass, welcome to Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes, the BEST PRANK STORE IN THE WORLD. How can I be of service?” he said with a wicked grin of triumph.

“Fred!!!” screamed Pixy and she launched herself into the air and wrapped her arms and legs around her boyfriend and started kissing him.

“Pixy” was all he managed to say before he was snogged senseless. “Maybe I should vanish more often” he said as he took a break from kissing her only to have her crush her lips right back on hers.

George and Anastasia where locked in their own little war, to focused to notice them.

“Cut the crap, what is this new product?” Anastasia growled.

“Oh, you saw the sign?” George asked casually.

“I think half of Japan saw the sign, the thing is just fucking huge like your head” she replied.

“Really? Thanks, we do try. So you interested in buying?” he said not dropping the grin of triumph for a millisecond.

"Why would I fucking want to buy something from…" she began to rant only to have something shoved in her mouth and having her mouth covered by a huge hand. She wrestled to get free, but in the end she decided it was easier just to chew, so she did, she felt the sweet rush of a sweet and sour lemon. Then it hit her, she felt someone wrap his arms around her, and give her a big, passionate kiss, at the end of which she could swear she could hear someone chuckling. She opened her eyes which she didn’t remember closing and saw that George had removed his hand and was now standing staring at her with a triumphant grin on his face.

He threw her a small bag with a big kiss mark on it, "That will be a sickle" he said as he wrung her up.

She pulled out the silver coin, laid it on the counter, took the receipt, turned around and left.

"Works like a charm" he said as he deposited the coin in the register. He turned and looked at his brother.

"Eww, bloody hell, take it upstairs you two. Merlin knows she is dressed for it" he said to the pair that were still kissing.

"Huh" said Fred.

"What are you talking…?" Pixie answered and then both looked down and noticed that she was wearing a rather revealing night‑night.

George just chuckled and shook his head. He had finally accepted their relationship. She made his brother happy, and a happy Fred was a great thing.

Across the street, Anastasia had reached her door, opened it, gone through, then closed it and laid back on it and then slid down to the floor as her legs gave out. The kiss the felt rocked her world. After what seemed like hours in stunned silence she looked down into her hand where there was an open bag, she further opened the draw string and drew out a round candy, purple in shape, she studied it before finally popping it into her mouth and chewing. It was a rush of grape flavor. Then she felt like a strong man had swept her off her feet, plunged her down and kissed her clumsily, but firmly. Then she opened her eyes and stared down at the bag. That second kiss was good, but not like the first. She searched again, this time she drew an orange one, she popped it in and felt like a sweet flavor passed through her mouth, passion fruit, then a strong kiss, firm, experienced, still not as good as the first. She tried another, mango, then a soft, chaste kiss that lasted way to long. Another, sweet melon, and a deep kiss, as she felt her body hugged tight against another. Then raspberry, she felt like she was crushed against a tree with someone kissing her mouth and neck roughly. Strawberry, a sweet and tender kiss. Lime she felt the sky and the ground switch places, it was a kiss that denoted passion, experience, raw power .. ?

Watermelon, she felt like she was thrown clear across a room, her skin being torn by rough hands as a the kiss consumed her hungrily, desperately, all consumingly. She was left gasping for air a minute afterwards from the intensity. From the colors she was down to two. She picked the red because it looked more passionate and she was right, it was spicy, very spicy, with a great cherry flavor, then the kiss hit her, if the lime had been good, this was insane. The kiss started in her mouth, then she felt it on her chest, then her back, then her thighs, then inside her, she felt like lightning was running through her as she surrendered to ecstasy only for it to vanish and leave her gasping on the ground unable to move. After a few minutes she composed herself and tried the pink one, it was the same flavor, she waited with baited breath and then the kiss hit her…it was all wrong, it felt wrong, it wasn’t the same kiss, it was gross and terrible, she tried another pink one, it was the same, then another the same. She growled angrily as she tried the last pink one, and then it happened again, it was as if the heavens themselves opened and angels sang. It wasn’t as powerful, rough, passionate, or erotic as any of the others, but even so it felt like more, it felt like the very air she needed to breath and all too soon it was over. She searched the bag desperately but found no more pink ones. Without thinking she exited her store, all the people were beginning to head towards WWW.

Not even caring that she had no business thanks to the newest product that the twins had come up with, she crossed their door, picked three bags, put three sickles on the table in front of a stunned George, and then turned and left without so much as a word.

"You forgot your receipt," he yelled after her.

She didn’t stop or slow; she entered her shop, picked out all the pinks and began trying them; some were good, others sucked. When she finished them she tried the other flavors: "What the fuck? All the other flavors work the same EVERY TIME!" she growled exasperatedly.

Apparently she was the only one that noticed; for sales that week were off the charts as they usually were when a brilliant product was put up by WWW.

"Brother, do remind me to hug Harry when I see him," George mused with a grin.

"Indeed brother, I thought it impossible but he is making us even richer," Fred replied.

"I was talking about Anastasia; I have never seen anyone so cowed," George said with a victorious smile.

Fred on the other hand dropped his smile. "Don’t remind me, Pixy has been in a fit about it. She is worried about Anastasia," he commented.

"Really?" George said losing his smile again and growing concerned.

"Yes, she has been distracted. She just stands there in a daze all day, barely acknowledging the customers; according to Pixy it all started the day that we launched the new product," Fred replied.

"Well I did sell her a couple of bags. Might have gotten snogged senseless," George chuckled, but there was no real depth to his laugh.

Across the street Anastasia was lost in thought. Pixy was staring at her.

"Hey sis, are you ok?" she asked.

"Yea" Anastasia droned.

"Sure your ok?" she asked.

"Yea" came the same monotone reply.

Pixie stared at her intently, "I think you are naked," she commented.

"Yea" came the reply.

"Oh look there goes Fred, he is starker’s too," she added.

"Yea" Anastasia continued.

“Isn’t his brother George just fucking sexy?” Pixy asked worried but enjoying it.

“Yea” she replied, there was a two second pause. Pixy expected her to break out of it, but she didn’t even flinch.

Pixy walked up to her, then slapped her….hard

“OWWW, why the fuck did you do that?” Anastasia cried.

“Good your still there, I was getting worried. What the fuck is wrong with you sis?” Pixy asked.

Anastasia blushed, fidgeted then started looking for something she hadn’t lost. “Nothing” she replied.

Pixy stared her down, “Are you on drugs?” she asked.

“No” Anastasia replied intently.

“Period?” Pixy continued.

“NO! And ewww sis, that is so not your business” she replied.

“Is it a boy?” Pixy asked with a smirk.

“Yes…I mean no, I mean….urgh” Anastasia said exasperatedly.

Pixy started jumping up and down, “Oooooh, this sounds good, now spill sister, I want to hear everything” she said excitedly.

Anastasia looked away and started to walk away, “Forget about it, it’s nothing, it’s stupid” she groaned.

Pixy rushed around the counter, jumped her from behind and then pinned her to the ground. “Spill” she said

“What the fuck?” screamed Anastasia as she crashed face first to the ground. “Are you fucking insane?” she growled.

“Spill” Pixy insisted.

Anastasia tried to get her off, but her efforts failed. “Urgh, fine. I’ll talk” she groaned.

“I am listening” Pixy said not moving an inch.

Anastasia rolled her eyes, “Ok, so the other day I tried Kissing Kandies”

Pixy gasped, “You did?!?!?!” she said surprised.

Anastasia just shut her eyes, “Damn girl, you were there for crying out loud. You were kissing the shit out of your boy” she replied.

“Oh, ok so what happened?” Pixy replied a bit embarrassed at the memory, specially her wardrobe.

“So anyways I tried them all but the Pink Lemon…” she said.

“Merlin isn’t it so good!! Well, I mean…” Pixy exclaimed.

“Half the time” they both said together.

“You tasted that too?” they cried in unison.

“I mean what is up with that. Sometimes I swear it’s like fireworks and then the other half it’s like….so….” Anastasia explained.

“Wrong, gross, terrible” Pixy supplied.

“Yea” Anastasia said as she tried to get up.

“Not yet, so other than developing a liking for something George Weasley made, what is wrong?” Pixy asked, she knew she was potentially opening a huge can of worms but she was shocked when her sister replied something so unexpected.

“Can a girl fall in love with a candy?” asked Anastasia.

“Ok that’s just fucked up, you need to get laid sis” Pixy said instinctively.

Anastasia pushed up and managed to get free. “Urgh, forget I said anything, I told you it was stupid” she said and began to leave.

“Petrificus Totalis” said Pixy as a beam struck her sister. She got up and went around her. “Ok then, let me get this straight, blink once for yes, twice for no. You are saying you’re in love with the candy?” she asked.

Anastasia blinked once, then twice.

“Ok, you’re confused on that point. You sure it’s not drugs” Pixy argued.

Anastasia blinked twice and glared at her.

“Hum, you think you’re in love with whomever it is that is kissing you when you eat the candy” she asked

Anastasia blinked once.

“Fine wait here” Pixy said as an idea struck her.

Anastasia rolled her eyes, “As if I had a choice”

Pixy opened her door and went across the street. She was in luck Fred was at the counter.

The redhead smiled as he saw his girl walk in. “Hey love, come to get you daily dose of…” he began yet didn’t finish as at that moment his girl attacked his lips hungrily.

“Fred” she began then kissed him again, “I need” she continued kissing him, “to ask” she continued, “you something” and then jumped on him and wrapped her legs around him. Thankfully there were no customers there as she was pretty much dry humping him.

“I'll tell you anything, ask, I’ll even tell you about that time in France that my twin and I…” he began.

She put a finger to his lips, “Ok, how do you put the kiss in your Kissing Kandies?” she asked.

Fred looked uncomfortable, “Love the formula is really a secret, I mean Harry would kill me if I…” he began.

“Harry made them?” she asked as a piece fit into place. Of course the twins would get something that brilliant from Harry, Merlin knows if they tried on their own it would take them months to come up with it. She could have been separated from her man for months if it wasn’t for Harry. She made a mental note to give Harry some gratitude and to make sure Fred never did something so retarded as lock himself with his brother away from her again.

“Yea, so if I told you the formula he would likely kill me, or worst” he said and then shuddered at the thought.

“Hum, valid point. Ok, how bout this. Are the kisses purely formula, or is there a human element involved?” she asked trying to work around it to get what she wanted.

"Oh, you want to know if there is really someone that snogs that well?" he said a bit disappointed, jealous, and proud, depending on which candy she liked.

"Yes, in particular I am interested in one the flavors, Anastasia is…​well curious to say the least as to if there is a person behind it," she replied.

Fred sighed in relief. "Oh, that I can tell you, each flavor has a person behind it. An actual wizard that put his kiss into the formula," he replied thanking his lucky stars it wasn’t about Pix‑…? ...

“Well Playboy passion fruit is Seamus Finnegan, he runs a brewery, he is a bit loose with the girls, the booze and the money. Genius grape is my little brother Ronnykins; he is good at wizard’s chess and a brilliant strategist. Lothario Lime is Sirius Black, our CEO; he is a notorious lady-killer, that one is our second most popular flavor. Rugged Raspberry is my big brother Charlie; he is heading up the dragon preserve back home. Sensitive strawberry is Neville Longbottom, he runs a giant garden of some sort, he is an all around nice guy, he is the third most popular, we aren’t too sure if it’s because of the strawberry or him. Meticulous Mango, is my prat of an older brother Percy, Merlin is he a pain, we are thinking of taking that flavor out for the sake of mercy on all our consumers. Moneybags Melon, is my eldest brother, Bill, he works in Gringots, big with money. Wolfish watermelon is Remus Lupin, werewolf, and an all around great guy. And our top seller, Hero’s hot hot hot cherry is of course, our glorious partner, and hero extraordinaire, Harry James Potter” Fred explained.

Pixy absorbed all that information in, it was no wonder it was selling that well, those kisses were not only great, but they were all from the most famous wizards in Europe, but the one she was interested in was… “Prankster Pink Lemon, that’s my favorite flavor, though half the time it sucks…” and then it hit her, the word play, if ever you associated a face to prankster it would be….”YOU, you and George are the ones that put your whatever into that flavor” she shrieked.

“Hey, I do hope the half the time I sucks is when its George in there, and I do hope you aren’t gobbling those blasted things up, your lips are mine and you could….ehm gain weight” he said getting a bit angry.

The wheels in Pixy’s head began to spin in overdrive. “Get up and come with me” she commanded.

Fred knew better than to argue with a woman that sounded like that. He followed her across the street and into her shop. “Why is your sister petrified?” he asked.

“Never mind that. Kiss her” she commanded.

“WHAT!?!?!” Fred asked stunned, Anastasia would have also but she was rather unable at the moment.

“Do it” she shrieked.

Fred quickly gave her a peck and then backed away to a wall.

Pixy drew her wand, “I mean REALLY kiss her” she said angrily.

Fred leapt out of fear and wrapped his arms around her, closed his eyes and really laid one on her as Pixy simultaneously removed the spell.

The kiss lasted for a good 5 or 6 seconds, seconds that were years for Pixy. Then they broke and both had faces of disgust on.

“Good Merlin that was gross” Fred gacked.

“What the fuck is wrong with you Pixy, that was just so…WRONG” Anastasia shrieked.

It was at this moment when the door to the shop slammed open.

“There you are! What is the bloody idea leaving the shop unattended” he looked around and saw the other twins. “OH, I see, you’re over here snogging that girl. Brother could you be serious this is after all war, I mean you really shouldn’t…” George began to rant but he was cut off.

Pixy kissed him, hard, a couple of second later she broke away.

“Good Merlin that was grow” George gacked.

"That’s what I said," Fred said angrily, "and stop snogging my girlfriend.

"She snogged me, and Merlin was that just wrong, it was like kissing… I don’t know Ginny. Urgh, don’t ever do that again you batty woman. Is that some weird Russian way of declaring war? Cause it’s on now; there will be hell to pay… after I find a bucket to vomit into," George said and then stormed out.

"What the fuck is going on?" Anastasia shrieked, thoroughly confused.

"That’s what I would like to bloody know," Fred said angrily.

Pixy now kissed Fred, hungrily, passionately, then broke away. "Yep, thank Merlin, for a minute there I thought this was going to get ugly. And your brother is right; kissing him was just… Merlin, I think I need to find a bucket," she said as she gagged.

"Hey are you going to barf on me now? I mean what is wrong with you woman? First you storm my shop, then you kiss me like, well wow, then you interrogate me, then you drag me here, then you make me kiss your sister… Merlin where is there a bucket? George was right that it was like kissing Ginny, so gross, then you kiss MY BROTHER, what is wrong with you," he ranted incoherently.

"Ok stop, let me explain," Pixy said before the other two began to rant again. "Anastasia, I think I have figured out your little dilemma," she began.

"Ok I am listening," she replied.

"And I am hoping I'll understand," Fred added.

"Well we both like Prankster Pink Lemon… half the time. Well sis, meet that half the time you hate, and the half the time I like," Pixy replied cryptically.

Anastasia and Fred stared at her. Then gears locked into place for Fred."

“Oh bloody hell, you mean she fancies the guy she is snogging the other half of the time she eats it?” he asked surprised.

Pixy just nodded.

Fred grinned, “Oh this is just too good. He is going to have a field day with this” he said as mischief spread all over his face.

“You will do nothing of the sort if you don’t want to end up cursed and without access to these lips…and everything else that is attached” Pixy said angrily.

And then it clicked for Anastasia, “You mean that these two morons put their own kiss into the Pink Lemon…” and then the other side of it clicked. “Fucking shit, you mean the guy who is driving me insane is George fucking Weasley!?!??!?” she growled. “OF fucking course, it had to be him that complicates my existence, who knows what fucked up magic he put into those shitty things. There is no way in hell he is that good a kisser. I wouldn’t be surprised if all the rest where doped up versions of himself. I mean Hot hot cheery and Lothario Lime, no one can kiss that good” she ranted.

“Oh you mean Harry Potter and Sirius Black” Fred said with a grin.

“THE Harry Potter, and THE Sirius Black!?!?!?!” Anastasia said stunned.

Pixy then explained all the rest.

“No wonder those blasted things are selling so well” Anastasia growled.

“So we are back to the point where you fancy my brother” Fred said with a grin.

“I don’t not fancy that pompous ass” Anastasia shrieked.

“Oh, so you have been checking out his ass as well then” Fred concluded.

“Why would I stare at that skinny thing?” she contested.

“Then how do you know its skinny?” Fred countered.

“URGH, you both….eh….suck” she replied.

“Sharp” Fred said grinning triumphantly.

“Enough, both of you, calm down,” Pixie said stepping between them.

Of course it was at the moment when five dung bombs rolled down the chimney and blew up.

All three raced outside to find George laughing hysterically.

Anastasia reacted first: “You want war? Well, war you shall have. I will end you,” she growled as she got up to George’s face and stared him down.

“Sister…” Pixie began.

“And you too,” she said staring down Fred. “And don’t you sister me,” she said to Pixie as she dragged her back to the shop that was still steaming with the bad smell out.

“Wicked,” George said evilly.

“Merlin, I hope they know what they have gotten themselves into,” Fred groaned preparing for the worst, the Black Marauders’ worst.

Far, far away, Hogwarts was in an uproar. The entire student body and faculty had fallen prey to the newest Weasley invention, one that had not been launched yet, a certain parchment that when read made one change color. The only one seemingly unaffected by this outrageous prank was Ginny Weasley.

“Ms. Weasley, do you honestly expect me to believe that?” McGonagall said as she was losing her patience. She kept staring at the World Cup that Harry had won the year before to try and calm herself. She was blue with multicolored polkadots.

Ginny was trying very hard to hold back her laughter.

“Honestly Headmistress, I have no clue why I am unaffected. I believe it’s probably due to the fact I don’t study from other people’s notes. From what I have heard it affects those that read from magic parchment, I just haven’t really been using parchment. Harry was nice enough to send me this huge spiral notebook from Mexico, so I have been lugging it around. Those muggles are truly ingenious at times.” Ginny said innocently.

McGonagall fumed; she was at a loss. She couldn’t prove Ginny had anything to do with it, for all she knew it could have been just a stroke of luck that Harry had sent her a Muggle notebook and that prevented her from being exposed to the tampered supply of parchment that had mysteriously wound up in everyone’s possession. She had repeatedly sent letters and even howlers to Fred and George Weasley and had only received back a letter saying they had nothing to do with it, but that they would research it since it sounded like a great invention. That and a large supply of Muggle make‑up, which was pretty much useless.

Finally after several moments of tense silence in which Ginny sat looking innocent, McGonagall sighed. “Very well, I’ll concede this round. In any case I called you up for another purpose; Halloween is coming up and as Head Girl it is part of your responsibility to set it up. Once again we will be making it a Girls Prerogative dance. If you need any help from the staff, please let me know,” she said calmly but hiding a mischievous grin, both for her love of that theme, and for the fun she had sticking it to the Marauders… well at least the ones that weren’t Harry, she thought. Ginny nodded and exited her office.”

Ginny groaned, both for the work it would mean and for the fact she had no one to go with; her and Neville were getting distanced, and it didn’t help that he was spending more time with his parents and was working for Harry.

“Bloody hell, that bastard manages to make my life suck even long distance,” she growled about her leader. She sighed and continued on her way to the dorm already trying to come up with good ideas for the party and a date.

Later that week, the Wizemgot was meeting, the ENTIRE wizemgot. This was truly a rare occasion as rarely did the inherited seats and the elected seats gather. Only when matters of extreme importance or urgency were discussed did a full attendance occur. Usually only about half would attend to discuss matters. In the crowd were many people including the entire Weasley clan, who came at Sirius’s request.

An old man, very tired looking with a beard that made Dumbledore’s look short, stood up.

“I am pleased to see that today we count with a full body, with the exception of course of the empty chairs,” he said making reference to the fact that the chair of the Head Mugwomp and those of a few inherited seats were vacant, among them those of Malfoy, Goyle, Crabbe, and Lestrange, known Death Eaters. Also among them were some seats empty from families that had been killed. In the crowd stood many known people including most of the order and a few others.

“This being said we have much to discuss. I guess the first place we should start is with precisely those empty seats,” the old man began.

“I protest this,” said Petrov Perkinson.

“You would,” muttered many people in the crowd.

“Ah Mr. Perkinson, I am so glad to see that you managed to get acquitted of your charges. Now given that you obviously have a relatively loose understanding of our laws let me explain something to you. By wizarding law, any and all convicted war criminals have their family assets seized and their honors and seats stripped” the old man explained.

Petrov was a bit shaken but continued, “But Mr. Frencis, there are inheritors!” he replied.

“Said inheritors being convicted criminals as well. As such, and by majority vote of the Wizemgot, those seats shall be taken and there will have to be replaced” replied Ansius Frencis, elder of the Wizemgot.

“But…” Perkinson began.

“Sit your bloody ass down Perkinson. NOW!!!” commanded a voice that echoed in the hall.

“Ah, Frank Longbottom, we so did miss you in our meetings. You always had a way with keeping order” Frencis replied as Petrov sat down and glared forward.

“Now Ansius, I severely doubt you missed me much, my mother is a perfect substitute for me” the jolly man said. Now much restored to his former self, he had missed much, but he was back and a prouder father could not be found. He thought of how someday his boy, his son, now a man, would occupy the chair he now was sitting in.

“That is very true, your mother is quite the strong willed character. I do so miss the sight of her hat” Ansius said with a grin. “In any case as I was saying before I was interrupted” he stared at Petrov. “We must replenish our ranks. By my count we have 21 seats to fill, and I am saddened to say most because of death” he said as his face and that of many in the room fell a bit.

"Actually by my count Mr. Frencis, it's only 20," said a barking voice as he entered the room and strode to his seat with purpose. Some in the room looked stunned as Sirius Black took his seat.

"Ah yes, how my mind must be going. I forgot that we have once again filled the seat for the Most Noble and Ancient house of Black. Welcome back Sirius," Ansius said politely.

"Good to be back, I hope I can liven things up in here," Sirius said with a grin.

"Mr. Black," McGonagall said from her seat as Headmistress.

"Yes, professor… I mean Headmistress…. I mean Minny," Sirius said with a chuckle.

Minerva shook his head, "Incorrigible"

"Padfoot, please," Remus said from the crowd.

"Fine, fine Moony Ill behave. Or at least try," he said with a bark like laugh.

"Right then, on to the serious business at hand," Ansius said holding back a smile.

"Why are we discussing my business again?" Sirius interrupted and received glares from Minerva and Remus, as well as a few chuckles.

"Right…. In any case we are to accept nominations for these seats. I open the floor," Ansius said.

"I nominate Bilius Bullstrode," said Petrov quickly.

Ansius sighed, "In favor," he asked. About three hands went up. He smiled.

"Opposed," he countered. The rest of the room lifted their hands.

"Motion rejected, next," he asked.

"I nominate Marcus Flint," Petrov insisted.

Ansius sighed, "All in favor" three hands went up.

"Opposed," the rest of the room.

"Motion rejected, next," he asked.

"I nominate…." Petrov began but nothing came out of his mouth.

Sirius silently hid his wand again.

"I nominate Remus Lupin," Sirius said smiling.

Petrov tried to speak, but couldn’t.

"All in favor" the great majority went up.

"All opposed" three went up but Petrov got up and appeared to be screaming with no sound.

"We welcome the House of Lupin to the Wizemgot," Ansius said with a smile.

Remus got up, strode to a seat that magically changed to his family’s crest, and sat. "I am profoundly honored by this responsibility. I hereby pledge myself and my magic to the betterment of my fellows and indeed all mankind be they Muggle, wizard, or squib as well as all those magical creatures that live in our realm," he said knowing the proper protocol that had to be followed.

"Well spoken, and oath taken," Ansius said following protocol and then all the inherited seats pounded their hands in welcome. Some harder than others.

"Next nomination," Ansius continued.

"I nominate Arthur Weasley," Minerva said from her chair.

"All in…," Ansius began.

"I motion to amend before vote," said a voice that from the audience.

"Who said that? Only a member of the Wizemgot can make that motion," Ansius said turning back to the crowd.

"I, Harry Potter, head and heir to the Ancient, Noble, Honored, and Revered house of Potter, make that motion," Harry said as he strode to his seat below his family crest.

Murmurs broke out in the crowd.

"What is Harry doing here?" Bill asked.

"What is Harry … ??

Percy sighed. “It is a motion to amend a motion, it is brought forth when one of the Wizemgot for some reason does not consider that particular individual right for the charge in which he is being nominated for. It opens the floor for debate” he explained.

“But why would he do that?” asked Ron.

“Sons, just listen, I am sure Harry has a perfectly good explanation” Arthur interjected

“Mr. Potter, we are honored that you join us. It has been far too long since the House of Potter has graced these halls. Your house has always graced this council with wisdom, fortitude, and honor. Yours was the only empty seat that would have remained after today” Ansius replied.

“I thank you Mr. Frencis” he said simply as he took his seat.

“Now since a motion has been brought, would you care to explain it Mr. Potter” Ansius continued.

“Gladly” Harry said standing up. “I wish to amend the motion for reasons that shall be brought forth later on in this meeting. Said reasons would bar Mr. Weasley from being part of the Wizemgot, as such, I instead wish to amend to Mrs. Molly Weasley” he said and then sat down. There was a great murmur that broke out in the crowd. “Mrs. Weasley has shown to be a competent and able witch and has shown me and many others benevolence, care, and understanding that I feel would greatly benefit this council” he added.

“I see, would you elaborate more on these reasons?” Ansius supplied.

“I beg this council’s indulgence, it is best is said issues be weighed when this article is concluded” Harry replied following perfect protocol.

“Well spoken” Percy commented.

“I see, then all I’m favor of the motion to amend” the great majority raised their hands.

"Opposed" very few did.

"Motion passed. All in favor of Mrs. Molly Weasley," he asked. The great majority raised their hands.

"Opposed" very few did.

"Motion passed, please welcome the House of Weasley to the Wizemgot," Ansius announced and the crowd burst into applause.

A very red Molly Weasley walked to a seat, intriguingly the seat that once was occupied by the Malfoys and had the Weasley family crest appear above her. "Oh dear, well I do hope to do a good job. Please let me know if there is anything I can do to help," she said kindly.

"Well spoken, Molly," Sirius said from his seat.

"Here, here," Harry added as he laughed next to his godfather.

"Mrs. Weasley, if you would take the oath please," Ansius said as she told her which words to say and she repeated. At the end of which there was more applause.

"Well spoken, and oath taken," Ansius said following protocol and then all the inherited seats pounded their hands in welcome. Once again, some harder than others.

The rest of the elections went smoothly. Finally the last seat was filled and the entire body was present.

"With this I conclude this portion of the meeting. The next item on the agenda is the election of a new Head Mugwomp; I open the floor to nominations, but remind that only a member of the Wizemgot can exercise this position," Ansius supplied.

"I nominate Minerva McGonagall," Sirius said before the now unspelled Petrov could begin again.

"A fine choice, all in favor," Ansius called. It appeared half had raised their hands.

"A count will be needed," Ansius called. Percy came down and began to take count.

"Sir, the count is 47," Percy said loudly.

“Indeed. Opposed,” he called, and the rest raised their hands.

“The count is at 30,” Percy called.

“Motion passed then, Headmistress Minerva McGonagall we welcome you as our new Supreme Mugwomp,” Ansius said and then took his seat.

“Thank you, Ansius,” she said as she took the seat that Albus had left vacant. “I swear to lead this board for the betterment of all magical Britain and her colonies, to strive for the betterment of all living creatures, and to honor those that have lived and fallen for its care,” she said taking her oath.

The crowd applauded as the Wizemgot stomped their hands in tradition.

“Thank you, thank you. Now I believe the next item on the agenda is… a yes, the issue of the new taxing regulations that will be applied in the first quarter of the coming year regarding cauldrons,” she began.

“Supreme Mugwomp, I would like to make an emergency motion,” Harry said as he stood up and slammed his fist as was protocol.

“Ah yes, Mr. Potter, the House of Potter calls an emergency motion. The floor is yours,” Minerva replied.

“I, Harry Potter, Head of the House of Potter, hereby grimly and emphatically call for a vote of no confidence in our present Minister of Magic,” he said as his voice echoed in the room.

And then silence rang. Not even a whisper was spoken.

Minerva managed to compose herself. “Does… does anyone second this motion?” she said, trying to keep decorum.

Sirius stood up, “I, Sirius Black, Head of the House Black so second it,” he said proudly. “I don’t know what you have in mind kid, but I have you back.” He barked.

"Aye, I, Frank Longbottom of the House of Longbottom, third the motion," Frank said standing up. If Harry Potter wanted the Minister out, then by George he would back him up.

"The motion has been seconded and thirded; as such the motion is now on the agenda. The office of Minister Scrimgour is now up for debate. Mr. Potter, as the motion is yours you have the floor," Minerva motioned.

Harry stood, "My fellow wizards and witches. Minister Scrimgour provided minimal support during the war; if anything he kept his nose clean and backed the proven point that Tom Riddle was back. Yet he did nothing else but seek glory and stability in his position. He approached both me and our previous Mugwomp Headmaster Albus Brian Wulfric Dumbledore for political support. While Voldemort is defeated, and most of his Death Eaters are imprisoned…" he began.

"Mostly due to you," Sirius interjected.

Harry chuckled, "Yes, mostly due to me. Our world is not out of the woods yet. The Crimson Darkness showed up at the battle where Voldemort was defeated; they escaped. There are murmurings that they are gathering again and wish to threaten our peace. Whether this is true or not, we need someone in office that seeks not popularity, but justice, truth, equality, and peace. We need a leader we can all look up to. Rufus Scrimgour is not that man in my eyes," Harry said and then sat down.

"I motion for a vote," Sirius said as he slammed his fist down.

"I second," Frank offered.

"A vote has been called. All in favor of a vote of no confidence for Minister Scrimgour," Minerva called. To her surprise the vote was unanimous.

"All opposed," she called; no one lifted their hand.

The motion is passed, Rufus Scrimgour is no longer our Minister of Magic. It follows to reason that the next item will now be a motion to nominate candidate for this position," Minerva supplied. She was shocked at the speed and power that Harry’s influence had. In less than 10 minutes, he had thrown a Minister of Magic out of office.

Petrov stood, "I nominate my wife, Greta Perkinson" he said loudly.

McGonagall sighed, "All in favor?" she asked. Three hands raised.

"Motion denied, the requirement is 10 votes of the Wizemgot," she replied.

Harry stood now, "I nominate Arthur Weasley" he said loudly.

There was silence in the room again, and now everyone knew what Harry’s purpose here today was.

"Bloody hell" the Weasleys collectively said.

"Brilliant play" Remus thought.

Sirius began to laugh openly, "Bloody brilliant."

Minerva glared at Sirius, cringing at her fate at being subjected to leading two of the most troublesome people she had ever met. "All in favor," a great majority of the hands went up.

"Motion passed, Mr. Weasley shall be included in the ballot," she said with a smile on her face.

The rest of the meeting flashed by as two more candidates were nominated and other issues were dealt with.

"Well this started off great, but man did it turn into a snooze fest," Sirius commented and turned towards Harry, only to find he was already gone.

"Bloody hell Snuffles, you almost make a guy feel loved," he said chuckling. Then turned back to the front only to see a simple letter. "I do don’t I?" it said.

"Oh that is too rich," Fred said.

"He never ceases to amaze," George supplied.

All around the hall murmurings and chuckles could be heard.

Remus was bent over laughing, barely containing his breath

“Moony, what did he do?” Sirius said immediately catching on, pride and anger equally present.

Moony made a mirror appear in thin air as he continued to laugh.

It was then Sirius noted that he was now covered from head to toe in the images of black dogs walking all over his skin, like tattoos that moved around. “Harry!!! I’ll get you for this” he screamed, but started laughing. He turned the page to see if there was more. “No you won’t” it said and the dogs began to bark in rhythm.

Now the twins, Remus, and many others including one Ms. Doggerty that was hidden in the crown began to fall to their knees in laughter.

“Leave it to Harry to….” Fred began

“….improve on a product” George continued, then noticed a note on the ground. “Gentlemen, you are still wasting time in Japan, hurry the bloody hell up and don’t screw up our business” it said.

Fred kept reading, “Below the spells required to curse the parchments so we can begin mass production and sales. I’m thinking Phunny Potter Parchment” he read.

“I don’t know, I am not too crazy about the name…” Fred began but was stopped by two things. First were the red signs pointing to him saying “I am with stupid”. Second was the miniscule chant going “It’s his fault” every time one of the signs changed to a couple of twin look alikes of themselves. Laughter came forth from all around.

“Bloody hell he got us too” George said as he noticed his brother suffered from a similar predicament.

"Your attention, please refrain from reading any parchment you find on the ground; it appears the Head of the House of Potter has chosen the Wizemgot as a great place to try his childish pranks," Minerva rang out across the room. She muttered to herself angrily.

"Head Mugwomp," said an assistant that came into the room.

"Yes, Gertrude, what may I do for you?" she asked.

"You have a message from Hogwarts," she said, handing her an envelope.

"Odd," Minerva said as she opened the envelope and pulled out the letter.

"Really, Headmistress? You actually fell for this?" she read out. And everyone who heard it was affected likewise.

All of a sudden "We are the champions" by Queen began to ring out from her skin. She noticed that all around her were flying the images of the Championship team that had won the Youth Cup the previous year and the one that looked like Harry was smirking and had the cup with him as he flew on Shadow with a giant Union Jack painted on the side.

"Fuck," was all she said, and those that heard it doubled over laughing.

"Well, at least this is somewhat bearable," she thought as she was reminded of the cup that now stood in her office.

Fred and George hugged and tried to keep each other standing. "We are…not….worthy," they kept saying between laughs as they still had the twins on their skin.

Sirius and Moony were in a similar position. "That was bloody brilliant," Remus said as he noticed that he had wolves running all over him; he guessed from hearing Sirius’s note.

"Leave it to my godson to prank the Wizemgot," Sirius said as he still had the dogs running around his skin.

The next morning the headlines on the Daily Prophet were covered with references to Harry, his new seat, and his prank. The story overinflated and properly used for free publicity courtesy of the Weasley Twins and WWW.

Harry had vanished; everyone assumed he would go back to training.

Back at Hogwarts the ball had finally come. Ginny stood alone surveying all her hard work. Tonight she was dressed up like Peter Pan, one of her favorite Muggle stories, also a reference to how she felt. She didn’t want to grow up, but she knew the time was fast approaching. It was her last year at Hogwarts, and the next would be her first as an Auror trainee. The news of Harry’s exploits in the Wizengamot had reached her ears and weighed heavily on her mind. So much so that she almost forgot the fight she got into with Neville. They hadn’t been corresponding much; the letters kept coming less and less between them. She didn’t know if it was the distance, or if it was just that her heart was somewhere else. “Harry,” she whispered, wishing with all her little heart he would appear and be her date tonight. But there was no such luck; the time for dreams and wishes was quickly ending.

She surveyed the floor as the couples swayed to and fro. She remembered last year when she was surrounded by friends, by Marauders. There were no pranks that night; she just didn’t feel it. She felt like she was the one that was left behind. “Well not for long. I am coming for you Harry. Just wait, you will see how much I grow, so much that you won’t be able to take your eyes off me,” she said to herself as she strengthened her resolve. She stood like that all night; many came to ask her to dance, but she refused them. She was lost in her thoughts.

Harry received a roundhouse to his jaw and then a straight right to his nose. He staggered back before launching a single punch that knocked Ximena back and finally left her without the will to get up. Harry smiled and then fell on the ground exhausted. He had cut down drastically on how much power he used in order to make it a more fair fight and not discourage her. Today, he finally felt like they were done. And that brought a sad look to his face.

“Hey Potter, what’s up? You look like your dog just got killed or something. What’s on your mind?” she asked.

“You” he answered simply.

“Why thanks. I never pictured myself as a canine; I am more of a cat person,” she joked.

Harry smirked, “No, I mean that you are finally ready. I can’t teach you any more; it is time for you to teach others,” he replied simply, dropping his smile.

Ximena stared at him open‑mouthed and shocked, “You mean, we are done? This hell is over, I can go home?” she asked stunned.

“Yep, pretty much,” Harry said depressed.

“Wow that is great” she said as she launched her battered nearly naked form into Harry and then kissed him.

Harry didn’t return the kiss but didn’t fight it either, but she felt his reticence. “Ok Potter spill, what’s up with you,” she said in her Latin accent.

Harry looked away. “Ximena, this…” he said, gesturing back and forth between them. “This is now over. I have things to do, and I still love…” he began, but she put a finger on his lips.

“Harry, this was a fling,” she said simply with a small smile on her face. She thought Harry looked cute all flustered.

Harry’s face dropped, knowing it had been something casual but having it treated like nothing still hurt his ego a tad.

She quickly corrected, “Don’t get me wrong, it was great and it was very meaningful. You have taught me a whole lot more than fighting Harry Potter,” she said, kissing his cheek. “You healed me. I think I was afraid to love, to be hurt again after what happened, but now I am ready for it. I just need the right guy to come around,” she continued, then looked nervously at Harry. “Not that you are not the right guy… but I mean… this is just a fling,” she tried to reason.

Harry chuckled. “That’s a relief, I am sorry I got all down, but I take this pretty seriously. And the thing is I like you a lot and I don’t want to hurt you, but like I said, my heart is somewhere else,” he explained.

They both smiled at each other, then there was a glint in Harry’s eyes. She recognized it; she had seen it every night since the first time they had been together.

“Harry Potter, sos un animal,” she said (Harry you are an animal).

“Yo se,” he replied in his bad Spanish and kissed her as their clothes quickly vanished. (I know)

And so it was that several hours later, Harry and Ximena crossed the dimensional threshold in a rather exhausted yet composed state with giant smiles on their faces.

Axel was sitting on a chair with Anahi on his lap making out. He opened an eye, looked in their direction, waved, all without breaking the lip lock.

Harry smiled evilly and cleared his throat loudly. Anahi jumped off of him in a flash and looked around frightened, till she spotted Harry snickering and Ximena at attention.

“Ehm ehm, welcome back” she finally managed though clearly flustered.

“General” Ximena said holding back a grin.

Harry was against a wall laughing.

“Spoilsport” Axel said as he grinned and got up.

“But it was so funny to see here jump” Harry provided.

“Good Merlin there are two of them” Anahi groaned. “We are doomed” she muttered trying to control her quickly reddening face.

Axel patted him in the back, “Fine fine Harry, you’ve had your fun. Ximena, report to your group. You have work to do” Axel said as he opened a portal.

“Understood sir” she said coming to attention turning around briskly and walking towards the portal. At the last moment she turned around. “Bye Harry” she said with a goofy grin and crossed the portal.

Anahi recognized the look all too well. “Good Merlin there ARE two of them” she groaned.

“Harry, now we have a couple of things to discuss” Axel said gesturing to the secure room from where they made their phone calls to the other Ministries.

Harry took a seat expecting bad news.

Axel just smiled, reading his mind. He handed him a sheet with numbers on it.

Harry took it and began to read. When he was done he re-read it. “Well looks like all departments are going well, WWW is a bit behind but despite their worst efforts they are still making a healthy profit. Looks like we already have a 20% return on the investment, at this rate in 5 months my vault will be filled up again. I am sure Goldtree will be pleased” Harry said summarizing the text.

“So…” Axel said with a grin.

“Party?” Harry said returning it.

“Party” Axel confirmed.

They exited the room, both with Cheshire cat grins on their faces.

“Hey mi amor” Axel called. (Oh my love…)

“Oh no, que diablos tenes en mente” Anahi replied (Oh no, what in hell do you have in mind)

“Como te verias en un bikini?” he breathed in a whisper to her ear. (How would you look in a bikini?)

She turned to putty in his arms, “Como tu quieras mi amor” she said in a whimper. (However you want my love)

“Good” Axel replied and they vanished.

“Sure, leave ME to organize the giant party” Harry complained halfheartedly. Armed with his shitty Spanish and a near bottomless bank account he set out to do just that.

Across the world Goldtree was sitting on his desk scratching on parchment furiously when Bill came in and put a report at the side of his desk. When he finished writing, he casually looked to the side, took the paper and read it, then reread it. “Huh, that’s going to be some work for us. This is all going well, just the WWW is lagging a bit” he commented.

“I know, those two are going to get a stern talking too” Bill said seriously.

Goldtree harrumphed, “I would say so, in any case this movement is going to be a pain. I am seriously beginning to question why we bother with an account that makes us move and count massive quantities of gold like this” he grumbled.

Bill put another report next to him. Goldtree picked it up, then dropped it out of shock, then picked it up again and reread it over and over. “He is paying us HOW MUCH!?!?!?!” Goldtree said in shock.

“I did mention that I was going to charge him service fees for my direct supervision” Bill said in a sing song voice.

Goldtree hugged him, “Yep, you definitely have some goblin blood in you somewhere, I knew it” he said with tears in his eyes.

Bill chuckled, but felt uncomfortable. “Now sir, we are bankers, we can’t be jumping for joy when there is work to be done and profits to be made” he replied.

Goldtree looked up with pride in his eyes. “Definitely goblin blood, leprechaun would not have the proper attitude, has to be goblin” he sighed.

In the offices of the Black Marauders the remaining members where getting shitfaced with the exception of Sirius Black that was waiting for two particular members to show.

Just then the Weasley twins Apparated with bottles of Firewhisky in their hands.

“To Harry” Fred began.

“To our brilliant leader” George supplied.

They all raised their glasses except Sirius who now rose to his feet. “Everyone out” he said in a low growl.

The revelry continued.

“I said everyone OUT” he shouted in a growling vicious voice.

Everyone looked at him in shock and began to exit quickly, except for Remus.

“YOU TWO IDIOTS STAY!!!” Sirius barked pointing at the twins.

The two were scared shitless. The slowly moved towards the table.

"Sit" Remus supplied.

"Remus, Sirius, what exactly…" Fred began to ask.

"did we…" George continued.

"SHUT IT, and LISTEN" Sirius growled.

The twins proceeded to do so as they were stared down by the two Marauders.

"He warned you" Remus said sighing. "He bloody well warned you, but you had to do EXACTLY what he told you not to do" he added.

Fred raised a hand.

Sirius grewlled but nodded.

"What exactly did we do?" Fred asked sheepishly.

Sirius looked at them with even more anger. "You dear idiots pissed off the WRONG Marauders" Sirius said as he nearly jumped over the table to grab them but Remus forced him back into his seat.

"He left us in charge. We should have been on you guys, but we assumed you would do what needed to be done and not fool around" Remus said with a face of disappointment.

"The fooling around isn’t a problem as long as you do the work. We bloody expect the fooling around" Sirius countered from the seat with his arms crossed.

The twins were still at a loss.

"What is this about?" George finally asked sheepishly.

Sirius nearly jumped out of his seat, Remus held him down again. And then handed over a folded parchment.

Sirius looked at it and growled hard.

George took it quickly and opened it.

"Padfoot, Moony,"

Great work on everything. But I am disappointed. WWW should have done better; they are lagging. I believe I will have to intervene. Please don’t allow this to occur again. I know we are Marauders, but we must have priorities. At this point if I can’t trust people with small things, how can I count on them for the very serious problems that are to come in the very near future?

You are the bosses; fix this or you guys are next,

Snuffles

PS: Included is the letter you are to give Tweedledee and Tweedledum. They must be alone before they open it.

The twins looked up to see VERY irate Marauders.

“Oops?” Fred supplied.

Sirius attempted to kill him again.

“Down Padfoot, down,” Moony said as Sirius settled and growled. “Harry is disappointed in you, and worst, he is disappointed in us. That puts you on our proverbial shit‑list.”

“We will leave you to your fate,” Sirius said sadly angrily as he plopped a big black envelope on the desk. Then both he and Remus left and closed the door behind them.

Fred and George looked at each other.

“I don’t think he is going to fire us,” George supplied.

“There are worse things than firing,” Fred replied.

“He can’t kill us,” George countered.

“Worse fates than death,” Fred added.

“Aren’t we sunshiny?” George mumbled.

“Hey, this is your bloody fault for insisting that we battle the twins,” Fred said.

“You didn’t seem to mind spending all the time with Pixy,” George countered.

Fred blushed then picked up the envelope. “True, I guess we should open this,” he added.

“I guess we…” George began but was interrupted as the envelope burst into life.

It opened its mouth like a howler, then spoke: “You were warned.”

“Bloody hell” they managed to say before their world went black.

Standing outside Sirius and Remus stood waiting and then heard screams of agony and pleas for mercy from the other side.

“Serves em right” Sirius growled, “making us look bad with Harry”

The screams got louder, there was some pounding on the door to be let out, but that died down quickly, followed by louder screams.

“Remind me not to get on Harry’s bad side” Remus said as he stared at the door Sirius just nodded as he too stared at the door, imagining the horrors within.

Back in Mexico, Ximena had reunited with the Aurors from across America that had undergone training. They had all gone to get cleaned up and changed and were entering the Mexican Ministry of Magic.

“So how bad was your training girl?” one of them asked.

“Oh I want to hear this, ours was just fucking insane” replied another.

“I want to forget it, but I swear I close my eyes and it’s like a nightmare” added another in half jest.

Ximena stayed quiet as he listened to them all complain. Just as they were nearing the door, Harry exited in an open Hawaiian shirt and Bermudas. His tone muscles glistening in the dying rays of the sun.

“Excellent, your just in time. Our next mission is this way, follow me” he said and then waved his hand as a portal appeared out of thin air.

They all stood at attention and followed him through, though a few were wondering about his attire.

Most of the female Aurors and even a few male ones were checking Harry out.

“Yes ladies, that is what I have been seeing for all this time” Ximena whispered.

“XIMENA!!! NO ME DIGAS QUE…” one of her coworkers asked. (Ximena!!! Don’t tell me that…)

She just smiled widely.

“I want to know everything!!!” all the girls around them said at the same time.

After they crossed the portal, they found themselves on a large beach with a giant bonfire, and one of the biggest open bars they had ever seen. The music was modern and was club music. They all stood in awe as they realized that the party in front of them was massive as at least 3,000 people were partying already.

“I was sort of short notice, but I did what I could” Harry commented as everyone just stood together in awe.

“Yea, I know, I could have done better” Axel said as he showed up out of thin air. He was only wearing swim trunks and sandals. And Anahi who was quietly standing next to him with his arm around her looking drop dead gorgeous in a two piece just smiled and giggled, much to the shock of everyone attending. Together they looked like the perfect couple, Axel was for lack of better words flawless, and Anahi was gorgeous once out of uniform.

“Always the critic” Harry sighed and laughed along with Axel.

Everyone stood shocked at seeing Axel so nice and relaxed, when he had been a demon not mere hours ago.

“Well then, don’t just stand there. Get your butts in gear and party. Tonight we celebrate your graduation and Harry’s business success” Axel said raising a glass in a toast, Anahi soon joining him along with a few others.

“Salud” they said together and drank down. The party was for lack of a better word, magical, it lasted well into the dawn. At that time only Harry, Axel, and a very unconscious Anahi remained along with a few very drunk Aurors.

“So where to next?” Harry asked.

“Australia” Axel replied as he stared at the rising sun.

"I meant what world," Harry countered in a lower voice.

Axel grinned, "The one you got lost in and went in the wrong direction. Which, oddly enough, is the direction you are heading to now," he said conspiratorially.

Harry just stared at his grin, "Bloody hell," he said sighing. He knew that smile; he wouldn’t get anything more out of his mentor.

Chapter 9 Roughing it down under

The next morning Harry awoke with the mother of all headaches. He was unconscious on the beach, sand in places he didn’t even want to think about.

“Rough night?” Axel asked looking fresh and ready to go.

“I hate you” Harry grumbled.

“Yea yea, get your ass ready, big day and all” Axel replied as a fruity drink appeared out of thin air in his hand.

Harry rushed into full speed into the water, he cleaned up quickly and magicked on new robes.

Axel smiled as he jumped high in the air and cannonballed into the water.

Harry turned around at the splash and covered his eyes. “Would you bloody stop that?” he said angrily.

“Oh shut it, it’s not like you’re going to get any dryer. We have a long swim ahead” he said conspiratorially.

Harry looked at Axel and then the ocean. “No fucking way” he said simply.

“Way, and we best get a move on” Axel replied and began to swim in the general direction of Australia, mind you, at a very, very, very accelerated rate.

Harry quickly began to follow, protesting severely with every breath he took.

Back at Hogwarts things were not so calm. A furious Headmistress was rapidly approaching a Potions classroom with intent to curse. At the last moment, just as the door swung open, she controlled herself enough not to curse first.

“Miss Ginevra Weasley!!!” she shouted as she looked to the table where she sat innocently.

Ginny looked shocked only to have the shock be replaced by a bang and a cloud of red and gold erupting in the classroom. When the dust settled, everyone was looking around, only to soon be yelling at the top of their lungs. The entire classroom now had stripes of Red and Gold all across their skin and uniforms.

The Headmistress had enough, Minerva fired a spell at Ginny only to have it immediately turn around and hit her, turning her into a very Maroon and Gold cat who was hissing furiously.

Slughorn immediately proceeded to try and untransfigure her, but since he was bloody awful at transfigurations it took a while and a few…uncomfortable mistakes. Thankfully after a few minutes he managed it and a now steaming Headmistress stared down at Ginny.

“Miss Weasley, Detention!” was all she said.

Ginny looking perfectly composed put her hands together on top of the desk. “Whatever for Headmistress?” she asked in a sweet voice.

McGonagall seriously lost it at this point. “Where to start? Hum how bout the lake water being turned to green tea”

“Couldn’t have been me I was asleep at that time,” Ginny replied.

“The threstals being painted with florescent colors,” Minerva continued.

“Really? How nice, they are quite depressing, but alas no, I was having breakfast,” Ginny replied.

“The Slytherins Room has…” Minerva continued.

“That was yesterday, I was with Professor Flitwick,” Ginny replied.

“The owlery…” Minerva said now frustrated.

“Hagrid’s cabin, rock cakes to prove it,” Ginny countered.

“Mr. Filch’s….” Minerva said almost in tears.

“Your office, discussing Yule Ball” she replied.

“This classroom” Minerva said triumphantly.

"You dashed in surprising Peters there, who dropped essence of Bat wing into a Seronimus Potions while Nancy there sneezed into the potion, given that she is a Gryffindor the natural reaction of the potion was to expulse a cloud that now has us looking very Gryphindory," Ginny said innocently. In fact she had caused all of this; she was reveling in Harry’s instructions all neatly detailed in a letter.

"But we are Slytherins you bitch," one of the snakes growled.

"10 points from Slytherin for language," three voices said automatically. Minerva and Slughorn acted on instinct and Ginny on malice using her power.

"30 points from them in total, since as per the rules stipulated by Headmaster Vanten in 1394 if more than one teacher imparts a point deduction simultaneously then all said point deductions must be done forthwith," Ginny informed.

"Why would he make such a rule, it’s a bit pointless," asked a Gryffindor.

"Because it will be funny if it happens," Ginny and Minerva said simultaneously quoting the former Headmaster.

Minerva felt deflated; she only had one last card to play and it was a very weak one, but on principal she had to deal it. "Transfiguring a Headmistress?" she asked instead of said.

"You tried to transfigure me, if anything it would be considered self‑defense, but in this case the potion cloud in the classroom acts as a reverter for spells of a potency less than 6," she explained.

Minerva sighed. "Carry on," she mumbled, left the classroom and shuffled to her office to lock the door and drink a bottle of Snuffles Secret Serum just because she could.

Catherine Doughery was a calm woman, she had always prided herself in the fact she could act decisively, and rationally even in the most stressful situations. But there was one thing, only one thing that could drive her off her rocker, actually it was one person, and as she sat in the back of her limo and read through reports on her way to a Muggle meeting, that one thing hit her ears like a ton of bricks.

“Good morning listeners and welcome to the morning edition of Sirius Radio. I am your host Black Doggy Bow Wow bringing you the best hits of the day as well as all the advice you need on life, the intricacies of daily living, and especially on love. Let me heal your heart, let me heal your soul, and lets listen to some fine tunes…” began the show.

Instantly, her calm cool exterior was gone. She jumped from the back of the limo to the front in what could best be described as a panther leaping on her prey, though in all honesty, with the look she had one, one would have preferred to face the panther.

“What the bloody fuck is this shit that I am listening to right now!!!” she exclaimed loudly.

The limo driver swerved out of shock, but quickly regained control.

“Ma…ma….mam?” He asked in fear.

“What the fuck is this radio show I am now listening to?” she asked again, gritting her teeth.

“I'll change it immediately mam” he said as he reached for the dial.

“I asked what it was not for you to change it” she growled.

"Yes, mam, sorry mam. It’s a new show, it started off only in the evenings on the weekends but apparently it got so popular that now it’s one three times a day. It’s called Sirius radio and the host is really good, he has great taste in music and his advice is stellar. Just last month I was having issues with the missus, nothing to grave mind you, but I called up, and he was real nice, he set me right and I did what he told me. Me and the missus have never been better" the driver explained.

Catherine gritted her teeth louder as she went back to her seat, raised the divider and listened on as her rage grew. She had to admit, Sirius was good, very very good, but she would never admit that aloud.

"That blasted mutt wouldn’t know love if it bit his ass and then beat him into a bloody pulp and then announced its name was love" she grumbled.

Remus for his part was running himself ragged. The former werewolf was running back and forth doing what he could to satisfy his pregnant wife and her tastes were as everchanging as her hair.

“Love, could you get me some salmon and caper flavored jellybeans with some seaweed ice cream?” said a rather plump Tonks who was laying on the couch watching the telly, a Muggle artifact that her cousin Sirius had given to them and that now was her new fascination.

"Do you want the beans on top of the ice cream or the ice cream at the side of the beans?" Remus asked patiently, having dealt with similar requests in the past.

“The second one please” she said from the couch.

Remus then embarked on a quest for an ice cream that did not exist and to a candy store to get the specially flavored beans. “Merlin bless Bertys every flavored” he sighed, as he dissaperatted.

Neville was nervously going over all the details of the ongoing project. The specs of which, though thoroughly thought out by Harry, were still staggering to execute.

“Relax Neville, the Gumthromps are buzzing around you,” said a rather pretty blonde that started rubbing his shoulders.

Neville felt his body react to her touch, at the same time his mind and heart reproached him for it. “Thanks Luna, I really need that. This is all one bloody big mess” he said, no longer bothering to ask his friend who was now helping him with the project what a Gumthromp was and why they indicated stress. He had heard enough weird, invisible creature genealogy for his own liking.

“No problem, just reason it out, what you need to do,” Luna suggested putting her mouth close to his ears.

“Does she have any clue what the bloody hell that does to me?” he asked himself.

She leaned down over him, her small yet perk breasts against his back, her smell invading his space.

“You might want to move that delivery for 2 months later, the Mandrakes aren’t going to be in season then and it will be too ex‑ …...

“Well it appears you have a Pink Passion Pixie buzzing about you. No wonder you can’t concentrate. You can tell by all the sweating and the red face you have on. Plus that sweet smell in the air. It has to be one of those,” she explained as Neville swiveled his chair to look at her.

“Well, how does one get rid of one of these Pixies?” he said with a sigh. He had grown accustomed to going with her weird ideas. She had been a great help with all the organizing and the budgeting for the project. She was his right hand; he never would have figured she would be. He had had the crazy thought of asking a Ravenclaw and she was the first one to come to mind. He honestly had expected her to say no for Merlin knows what reason. She could be on safari to find the last Galdoper or some weird thing like that. But to his surprise she had said she would gladly help, and here they were. Going with her crazy notions every once in a while was a cheap price to pay for her invaluable help on the project.

“Well… you might not like it?” she said blushing a bit as she looked away.

Neville raised an eyebrow; this was the first time he had seen her blush, let alone not launch into a lengthy explanation. “Do tell though,” he prompted.

And that was all it took because a second later her lips were on his. At first it was a shock but in a flash his arms were around her. The desire he had been denying unleashed. It had all led up to this, his problems with Ginny, the hiring of Luna, the sexual tension, how she listened to him and didn’t make him feel inferior just with her presence. It all just burst forth in a flash. The consequences far from his mind now. He felt her fingers unleashing a button at a time, his hands acting on their own reflecting her actions. The chair falling backwards, her removing his pants as her kisses trailed down his chest, him pulling off her skirt as his kisses trailed up her thigh, their knickers vanishing, it all happened in a hazy blur. And then he was inside her, her movements gentle at first but picking up fierceness. His moves growing more bold, echoing the night of passion where he had learned everything he knew from Ginny, the bitter taste of knowing that she had learned it in turn from Harry. Harry, friend, savior, the guy that made him the Marauder he was, but always, always the man he envied, that stuck at the back of his mind as the obstacle that stood between him and having Ginny completely. She always looked back, no matter what happened between them, how good things were, she always looked back, and he knew it, and it killed him. Though he could not fault Harry, he was blameless for the most part, he had simply done what he had to do, he has simply followed his heart, and fate, both had lead him to Rose.

It was Ginny; she was the only one to blame, she never truly let go of him, and he often thought she would not. But in this moment it was all forgotten, no, more like it had all transformed into fuel, fueling the passion. Her nails dug into his back, her moans of pleasure reached a crescendo, his own grunts grew, “Fucking shit Luna, you’re incredible. You feel so good,” he moaned unhinged.

"Don’t stop Neville, oh Merlin, don’t ever stop," she wailed back.

She came first in a scream of utter ecstasy; she clenched down on him as her back arched and the scream escaped. That was all it took for him to follow suit, his passion spent. Their lips met again, and the night took them, over and over they danced together until sleep finally ended the tryst.

The twins found themselves locked in their room waiting for the bomb to drop. It was approximately noon. The potion would be kicking in very soon.

"She is going to kill me," Fred said nervously.

"You are so whipped," George replied.

"Oh shove it; at least I am getting shagged unlike some people. Maybe that’s what has killed your sense of humor," Fred countered.

"Lest I remind you that you were also rather pissed off when we woke up to find the first level of our store flooded with whipped cream and vicious gummy bear piranhas," George reasoned.

"Ok, maybe that was a bit…much but nothing compared to this," Fred countered.

"Oh come on, they are the only ones that will see the illusion," George replied.

Fred groaned, his memory going back to last night when the potion had been brewed, the hair samples that George had collected locked inside the small magic crystal spheres.

"Maybe this isn’t such a good idea," Fred said as his brother held the spheres ready to drop them into the potion activating the voodoo curse that they had gotten from a priest in one of their stores in the US.

"Don’t wuss out on me now, the ruined a bunch of our wares, this is going to do no property damage; it is far less than they deserve," George countered.

"Still, it was me who distracted them as you snuck into their rooms, Merlin knows what else you did while you were there, you took a bloody long while," Fred commented.

"I was just looking for hair samples," he lied.

"Whatever, at least I think Pixy shouldn’t be mixed up in this…" Fred began.

"Woops, dropped them," George said in a fake voice as the spheres dropped into the potion and the potion changed color and let out a large puff of sparkly smoke.

"You bloody bastard," Fred said as he reacted too late. He then groaned, "She is going to kill me."

Thought he now echoed again.

"Like I said quit your gripping," George supplied with a smirk.

And then it happened, two screams rang out simultaneously, one near, one far.

"I would say we have a good three minutes before they start banging on our door," George said with a smirk.

"I would actually wager more on ten, they are going to try to look nice first before they figure it doesn’t work," Fred countered.

In fact it took 15 minutes till there was banging in the door downstairs and nearly inaudible cursing and screaming. A few moments later there was a double pop outside the door.

"You bloody bastards get your fucking asses out here so we can kill you properly," Anastacia screamed.

"Fred Weasley, you better pray that you had nothing to do with this because otherwise I will personally castrate you and then kick your bloody ass," Pixy supplied.

"Why girls whatever is all this hostility for?" George feigned ignorance.

I know that is you, George; no one else can sound so self‑righteous and pompous feigning ignorance when your bloody fucking store is closed in the middle of the day. Don’t you fucking pretend you have nothing to do with this when there are anti‑apparition spells all over this fucking room and the downstairs is warded," Anastacia continued.

"Honey, my little Pixy… I," Fred began.

"Don’t you little Pixy me, you little fucking bastard; I am going to kill you," Pixy replied.

"Now ladies, that language is hardly befitting two women such as yourselves, and might I point out you have yet to indicate what your predicament is," George replied.

"You egotistical little shit, you know fucking well that you’ve cursed us so that all the clothes we put on turn invisible; we are fucking naked to the world," Anastacia growled through gritted teeth.

"Interesting predicament you are in, and given that particular fact you want us to open this door and basically see you in all your glory?" George supplied with a very broad smile.

There was silence on the other side of the door as they now faced quite the impasse. On the one hand their desire to kill the brothers, cause them grand amounts of pain and then kill them again, finally finding out how to end the curse, and the other the absolute dread of having them see them stark naked and the horror of the possibilities that they could do with that memory.

"We could obliviate them," Pixy suggested.

"Anti‑obliviation candy, one of those inventions that we will never market sadly," George said with a sigh.

"Your bluffing," Anastacia said in a low growl.

“Ehm unfortunately it's true, I’ve lost the better part of March of last year because of the testing,” Fred supplied.

“Hey, I lost April, imagine my horror at not remembering April Fools,” George countered.

“You prat, remember we stopped working on it just so that we both could remember that week, so don’t bring that up,” Fred replied.

“Oh, quite right,” George said sheepishly.

Anastacia was fuming. “Grrr, I hate you little fucks, how the hell to we reverse this” she finally conceded on killing them until she was cured.

“You really think we are going to fall for that? Let us say we are responsible which we aren’t saying we are, but let’s say if we were responsible then when we cure you, you will still kill us, so what’s the incentive?” George asked to the other side of the door.

“That we will make it quick and painless vs. long and excruciating,” Pixy suggested.

“No deal,” George countered.

The whispered between each other in angry whispers.

“Fine!! We swear not to hurt you,” Pixy said.

“I only heard you Pixy, what about your darling sister?” George added.

“Fucking bastard, fine I swear as well,” Anastacia supplied.

“Ok then, first off so that you drop any desire to murder us let me clarify something, you two are the only ones that can’t see your clothes,” Fred finally piped up.

“What?” both said surprised.

“Yes you both just went berserk and screamed like crazy women all over the street and people have no clue why,” George further explained.

"This is a potion … the potion we acquired in one of our stores in the States. It makes the person who is cursed not see any of the clothes on himself or others that were cursed with them, but everyone else can see the clothes just fine," Fred said as they opened the door.

Both witches jumped back and covered themselves with their arms instinctively.

Fred held back his laugh, but George guffawed at the look of the two. They looked like well‑dressed hobos with layer(s) upon layer(s) of clothing on them; apparently they hadn’t bothered to take anything off before putting something on.

"The purple poncho looks great with the polka dot skirt," George said between laughs.

"How do we know you aren’t lying?" Pixy said still covering herself. "Turn around, you pervs," she added.

The twins covered their eyes with their hands.

"The fact that we can state what ridiculous things you have on is a good indication," George supplied.

The girls looked between each other.

"He has a point," Anastacia said begrudgingly.

"Let me check one thing first, though. Fred, what am I wearing?" Pixy said looking at her boyfriend with a death glare.

"Sweater with a big P on it and a pair of very baggy jeans. Also, what appears to be a super‑girl cape," Fred said, trying hard to contain his laughter and failing miserably.

Pixy sighed; "Fine, at least we haven’t made complete asses of ourselves," she said and then looked at her sister.

"Ok, maybe we have made asses of ourselves but it didn’t involve nudity," Anastacia countered.

"So am I in trouble?" Fred asked, looking at Pixy with a puppy‑dog look and sounding sheepish.
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"Mr. Worthington, what do you feel would be the priorities of your Ministry?" they were asked by the mediator.

"I would say it would be rebuilding our world and strengthening our ties to other nations. I also wouldn’t mind us getting our Quidditch team up to par for the coming World Cup," he chuckled.

"Mr. Weasley?" the mediator indicated.

"I would say the first priority is the security of the nation. We need to get our Aurors up to par, we need to get our wards up better than before, we need a secure Hogwarts." He said with passion. Everyone clapped at this. "As for the World Cup, I wouldn’t worry too much; I have seen a great improvement in the nations Quidditch as of late," he said with pride.

Everyone chuckled, his son Ron Weasley had in fact taken the league by storm, a lot of leagues by storm actually. Overnight he had become a Quidditch phenomenon, every team he touched turned to gold, and he was raking in the victories and the galleons. The English League had been decimated by the Cannons.

"Mr. Weasley, you mention security. How would you improve the security of the nation?" he was asked.

"My camp has prepared a bulleted report on the measures and wards that are to be applied throughout her Majesties colonies. The contents of which must not be published for security reasons, but it has been analyzed by a global security organization and has met and exceeded their specs," he said honestly…well mostly. The one who prepared it and mailed it had been Axel; since he is the head of SSHHAAGG then all that Arthur had said was technically true.

"Mr. Worthington?" he was asked.

"I believe our measures are adequate for now, but I would still build up the Auror force a bit more," he replied simply. Security had not been big on his proposal.

"Mr. Worthington, what do you see as the key to getting England back on track?" he was asked.

"I think we all need to unite again under one banner. I think that what we need, besides a strong Minister, is a hero, someone to look up to, someone who, together with the Ministry, can show us the way. And the hero I have in mind is one who single-handedly ended the war for us. The new Dumbledore as I call him, Harry James Potter!" he proclaimed. Many clapped and cheered. But there was a group that was looking on in shock, and then little by little as the cheers died down, their laughter began to echo in the hall.

Worthington and many looked stunned, not expecting that reaction. Arthur was also chuckling.

"Mr. Weasley?" he was asked by the moderator, who was also a bit put off by the laughter.

“Ahahah Ehm, excuse me. I am sorry, the thing is that those that like me are laughing, well we all know Harry Potter, and we also knew Dumbledore. And let me briefly tell you about both. Both men are similar; they are brave, selfless, heroic, self sacrificing, and good beyond any reason. BUT there is another thing that both share, they HATE working for the Ministry, they APORE working for the Ministry, and they HATE attention. Dumbledore was a man that led because only he could take up that responsibility. Harry Potter is that sort of man as well, he is a man that seeks a long and peaceful life with those he loves, he hates attention and responsibility. But if he is called to action, if someone threatens our world and our loved ones, he cannot help but act. Both men are RELUCTANT heroes who detest flattery and hero worship.

To me the key to our future is not in great heroes, but in the everyday heroes we all are. The hard working wizards and witches of our great nations, who day by day, try and make this country greater. The future of our world is in them, and it’s their example we must follow” Arthur concluded with a roar from the approving crowd.

“Dad just nailed him, it was smart of him to try and draw the Harry appeal to his side, but it was a very risky gamble, and one the just messed up royally” Percy explained.

“What do you mean bro?” Bill asked.

Well, the whole point was to make it sound like he endorsed Harry being in government, something dad logically did not do. What he failed to realize is why dad didn’t do it. That was the gamble, but it was a fool’s bet; he didn’t know Harry, he didn’t know Harry would say no. He didn’t even bother to ask people who really know Harry what he would do. Now he looks like a moron,” Percy pointed out.

“Score one for dad,” Bill said smiling.

“Oh, you think I am going to let this end at one, Bill? Remember who the PR guy is in the Black Marauders,” Percy said, smiling with a mischievous Weasley smile. “By tomorrow every newspaper, rag, and magazine in the UK and its colonies will have this plastered on the front page,” he said, writing a quick note to Sirius and heading off to owl it.

“Poor bastard, he messed with the wrong family,” Bill said shaking his head.

Harry and Axel finally saw the port. When they approached they saw a large crowd of reporters just sitting there with cameramen and all just waiting.

“Waiting for us?” Harry groaned, already knowing the answer.

“Yes,” Axel said with a lazy grin.

“Plan?” Harry asked.

“Race you,” Axel replied.

Harry smirked. “On three,” he said.

“Three,” they both said and vanished. Harry let Axel lead since he knew the way, the crossed swamps, marshes, and after a rather quick trip through the outback they arrived at a shady pond surrounded by kangaroos and filled with crocs.

“Why are we here?” Harry asked.

“The Ministry is in the middle of nowhere, got to love the way the Aussies think,” Axel said as he sent a spell at a croc and then backhanded a kangaroo. They both flickered and a tree shot out of the ground displaying the elevator below.

"What happens if she hit the wrong ones," Harry asked.

"A pissed‑off croc and kangaroo are no laughing matter…except for the ones watching the beating the dumbass is going to get," Axel jested as they stepped into the lift and were carried down into a large atrium that looked more like a wildlife museum displaying the remains of creatures both old and new.

"Nice place," Harry said as he looked around.

"Yep, now follow me; best not get lost," Axel replied as he stepped into what could best be described as a cave display. This opened up to a corridor and finally it opened up to a hall. There sitting on a rock was a guy witling away at a stick with a giant knife.

The man looked up at them beneath a nice hat reminiscent of crocodile Dundee. "Gooday mate, what can I help you with?" the man said politely as he took a swig from a beer that was floating beside him.

"We are here looking for the Minister," Axel replied smiling.

"Come for the drinking competition? Registrations don’t start till tomorrow, but you can start practicing today," he said taking another swig and chuckling.

Axel smirked. "That too, but mostly I needed to talk shop. Could you tell me how to find him?" he replied.

"Does he owe you money, or did he do your girl?" the man asked raising an eyebrow and smirking.

"Neither," Axel replied.

"Well then, pleased to meetcha, the names Johnny Roo, I’m the Minister in this puddle of mud," he said smiling and shaking Axel’s hand.

"The names Axel, and I am here to shag," Axel replied looking somber.

"You and everyone else mate, don’t know how that is my business, unless you need me to introduce you to some fine Matildas…" he replied and then caught on. A few code phrases later he got up.

"Crikey, I’ve got to get this party started then," he said seriously. "I’ll call in all my friends; since there are so few of them it should be done in about 20 minutes, so don’t worry bout calling them. I’ll do it," he said as he walked to a wall and tapped it in a complex pattern and then walked through it.

“That’s what I love about Oceania—so few countries, so efficient they do it all themselves," Axel commented.

"So is the room through there?" Harry asked, referring to the room with the phone for the calls.

“Yes, but this time I’ll let them handle it; we are going to set you up while he works things out. Just give me a sec so I can explain it to him," Axel said as he walked through the door.

Harry stood there and thought about what lay ahead—another quest, another battle. Through he did sort of enjoy the last one. It was sort of relaxing. A few minutes later, Axel appeared again and opened a portal.

Harry sighed and crossed it only to find himself underwater and outside a very familiar cave.

"The world of Water," he said more as a statement than a question.

"Yep, this is your next stop, specifically in there," Axel said as he pointed to the very cavern that Harry had nearly gotten beat‑shitless in, from which emanated an underwater stream so powerful that it could even blow him back.

Axel summoned all the elements and began to stroll through it as if there wasn’t a current at all."

"Shiite, wait for me," Harry said as he did the same and found that he could now move though it with no difficulty.

After quite a bit of walking they finally made it to the very opening where Harry had lost his grip. As soon as they crossed it they saw a giant sphere of water, and behind it where a large group of small merfolk just meditating. Behind them stood an impressive figure with a golden trident. The room was huge, with a vaulted ceiling surrounded by archways covered in algae.

"We are here to see the Grand Water Master," Axel announced.

"Human, your kind is not welcome here," said the figure with the trident as all the small merfolk scurried behind him. It was then Harry understood they were children, he had been pushed back and beaten to near bloody death by the power of children.

“No disrespect but I want to see the Grand Master," Axel said calmly.

"You shall not pass," said the merman and shot whirlpools of water at an insane speed at Axel.

Axel waved his hand and they froze in midwater and then floated up. Another wave and what appeared to be a giant fish face formed out of water and attacked the merman destroying his trident and nearly taking him arm off.

The merman fled in terror

"What is all the racket out here," came a voice as an old and bearded merman swam into the room.

"Ah the Grand Master, I bring you a student," Axel said calmly.

"Lord Axel, it has been quite the while," the old merman said smiling from ear to ear and then looking Harry up and down. "He looks promising, so young lad, what has you looking like a pufferfish?" he said.

Harry looked down embarrassed, "It appears that your young pupils nearly killed me. I am a bit put off by being beaten by kids," Harry summarized.

The merman chuckled, "You tried coming in a back way and it backfired on you hey?" he said holding back his laugh and failing.

"A back way?" Harry said embarrassed and curious.

"Yea, we have about 20 of em all over, and then there’s the main entrance that is colossal, you missed it by about a km or so around where you came in," he said now laughing very hard, and Axel joining him.

Harry glared daggers at Axel and then remembered that it was his own fault not his teachers that he had tried to go against that giant current.

"Well now that we have had a good laugh at my expense, tell me, is the dynamic of this place the same as the last?" Harry asked Axel.

"Pretty much, just clear the grand ceiling of all the techniques and get the stone," Axel chuckled.

"Fine then, lead the way Grand Master…" Harry said confidently.

"Grand Master Neriad," the merman replied and led Harry away to show him the ceiling where the techniques were.

Axel for his part vanished back to the Australian Ministry, where the Minister was waiting for him. He had a huge grin and a new pint in his hand.

"They will be assembled at Black Coral Bay tomorrow morning ready to party," he said in a half grin.

"Excellent," Axel replied and started to leave.

"Is it really going to be that much of a party?" he asked hesitatingly.

Axel looked back, "Yea, best go buy some more Fosters," he replied with a sad grin, drawing a chuckle from the Aussie.

"There is never enough beer," he replied.

"True, very true," Axel sighed.

Neville Apparated outside Hogwarts; he had to man up, he had to do this, though he fully expected there would be pain involved. He walked up to the gate, went through and started to walk up the grounds. Hagrid was outside in a rocking chair smoking a large pipe. When he saw Neville he waved smiling. Neville waved back but soon resumed what could be best described as a death march up to the castle.

He crossed the giant front doors and was greeted by many students that knew him, finally he asked someone from Gryffindor where Ginny was.

“She is probably in the Headgirls room, we have this period off” she replied.

Neville resumed his march till he reached the entrance to the Heads rooms. Ginny had given him the password, with great hesitation the barely whispered “Mayhem” and the portrait swung open. What met his ears was beyond unexpected. At first it sounded like a low moan, but soon he heard a full‑blown orgasm occurring. He rushed to the room only to see Ginny writhing and twisting naked on the bed, kissing someone that wasn’t there.

“Snuffles serum” Neville thought and smirked. “It was a brilliant invention” he added forgetting for a moment why he was there.

“Oh Harry, don’t ever fucking stop, fuck yea you bastard YESSSS” she screamed in ecstasy.

The smirk was gone, the fear was gone, Neville was now pissed. Though in all honesty he knew it was hypocritical considering he had actually cheated on her and she had only done so in a fantasy, but still it was the point of the matter.

“Hello Ginny how Harry treating you?” Neville hissed with an angry smile.

“Neville you perv get the fuck…” Ginny replied instinctively but then the reality of the situation clicked into place. Neville = boyfriend, Harry = friend, Ginny = in deep shit. She jumped out of the bed naked, totally ignoring the illusionary harry that was licking his way up her leg.

“Baby, why are you here?” she said trying to act like nothing was happening and giving him a big smile.

“Baby?….Seriously? I am breaking up with you, this is done, we are done, you can now return to your fake Harry. In the end that’s all you’re going to have, cause the real Harry will always chase Rose, and the real me is getting the fuck out of here. Have fun in fantasy land. I am done playing second fiddle to a memory” Neville said and then turned around and left.

Ginny just stood there, absorbing what had just happened, ignoring the things Harry was doing to her while she stood in stunned silence. Part of her hurt, part of her was relieved, it was figuring which part was bigger that had her stumped. She looked down at the fake Harry. “Sod it, might as well have fun” she said and continued shagging him rotten.

Axel stood before what could best be described as a shack, as he stepped inside the door he couldn’t help but chuckle for inside, sitting at a bar where all the Aurors he was to train. He was about to say something when the Aussie Minister began to lead the in a choir of Waltzing Matilda while swinging a beer around. “Got to love how the Aussie mind things” he thought to himself with a smirk.

“Oy, oy, oy you lot, take those beers to go we got work to get done” Axel shouted aloud.

A gorgeous blonde girl with grey eyes popped off her stool, "Come on mate, don’t spoil the party, it's hot outside, we don’t want the beers to get warm," she commented.

Axel smirked; immediately every beer rose out of the glasses, a stick appeared out of thin air for each, and they froze into popsicles. "Problem solved, let’s move out," he said, dropping the smile and then turning and beginning to leave.

As everyone was picking their beercicles out of the air he turned back and said, "You got 10 seconds to get out; after that I start freezing Aurors," and then exited.

By the count of five people were exiting through doors and windows; by eight they were all outside.

"Excellent, now let us begin," he said evilly as reality melted and a familiar barren landscape covered in the blood, sweat, and tears of other Aurors appeared around them.

So it seems its been four years, feels like it was yesterday. Good news, bad news. Good news i have kept on writing, in fact i think other than this one i might just have 2 or three more chapters ready to publish. Bad news, its only two or three more chapters and they are pretty raw, need to at least spellcheck the suckers, its been 4 years and i doubt many of you will read this. But in case you do, well patience rewarded. I will be trying to write some more as quickly as possible, but no promises. Dont want to say something again that i later wont keep. anyways here you go.

Chapter 10 A December to remember…. Or forget…

Time flew as December rolled around. And as every year, it would not be uneventful. Ginny had been working like mad to get the Yule tide ball up to Marauder standards, of course, its not like she had anything else to do. Her relationship with Neville was pretty much done, Harry was off Merlin knows where, and she was bored out of her mind. For now Ginny had decided that dating was going to take a back seat to everything else. She had too much on her mind. She had arranged the ball all on her own, she was keeping up with classes, pranking the school rampant, preparing for her NEWTS, thinking about her future, and above all, trying to not get caught. It was an exhausting job, and she was looking forward to her break. Guys kept trying to ask her to dance, she was lost in her thoughts and barely acknowledged them. She was by far too intimidating anyways. Still from time to time she wished she were dancing….with someone, eventually she would figure out who.

On the political front things had reached a boil. The elections were underway. The entire wizarding nation of age had turned out. The weeks of preparation, debates, and campaigning had finally ended. Now it was up to the voters. The wireless radio was covering the election booths. The main one being at the Ministry. The ballots from citizens abroad were set to come the next day by owl.

“This is a very exciting day, the boxes are open and the wizards and witches are starting to come in. Over the last few months we have gotten to know our two candidates in depth. Worthington who speaks of more unity between nations, of a Quidditch World Cup, and…. Well the open promise to have Harry Potter work with him” the announcer almost chuckled, yet restrained himself. “On the other side we have Arthur Weasley, whose family has been often in the news of late. His eldest is making brilliant investments for Gringots, his second is starting a Dragon Preserve in England which promises to bring an end to dragon attacks and a boost in tourism, his third has been creating a PR storm for all the Weasleys including Arthur, his fourth and fifth, the Weasley twins as they are now known throughout the world are creating a pranking empire in nations worldwide, his sixth, Ronald Weasley is now hailed as the greatest mind in Quidditch history, every team he manages, and Merlin does he manage a lot, are now sweeping their leagues. Arthur is promoting betterments in security, and is promosing a better, more just, and open Ministry. His priority is the safety of this nation, and many are agreeing with him, we do not want another, He-who-shall-not-be named” the announcer said into the microphone.

“Now, now, call him Voldemort, call him Tom Riddle, or call him he who I kicked royally in the arse, but please lets lose the He who shall not be named that is a name born of fear, and we definitely have nothing to fear anymore” A voice said beside him.

There was a sound of chairs rustling. The announcer had jumped off the chair he was in, for sitting right now in the chair next to him and appearing out of thin air was… “Its Harry Potter!!! Witches and Wizards everywhere, the savior of our world Harry Potter is sitting right next to me!!! I don’t know where to beging the listeners have so much they need to know” he began.

“Now, now, I don’t think this is the time or the place for that. I only stopped because I heard you calling Tommy boy by that ridiculous moniker. I am here for one purpose and one purpose only. To cast my vote for Mr. Arthur Weasley, the only man I trust to run the Ministry and the Country that I and many worked so hard to save, that fought, blead, suffered, and even died for. In my eyes, we deserve nothing less” Harry replied and then got up and headed for the poles. He had taken a brief break from training for two reasons, one was the election, which now would probabaly be a landslide, and two because the holidays demanded his attention….Marauder style. He smilled evilly as people parted like an ocean for him, he signed the register, picked the ballot from the hand of the stunned witch, went into the box, cast his vote, deposited it into the urn, exited, smilled, waved, and vanished.

Training had become a different version of the same story. He sat in the temple and learned spells and formations all day. Sure they were different spells, but the concept remained the same, even the whole ceiling that vanishes as forms are completed, he expected the Grand Masters room would be the same as well. Still, he worked himself to the bone; he wanted to get it done ASAP. He knew the danger was coming, and he wanted to finally have a normal life, and for that, he would train till he was strong enough to destroy Grindenwald.

Immediately after he vanished, a myriad of pops filled the room as dozens of people rushed in trying to see the elusive Harry Potter, including every person that knew him personally. With the exception of those trapped in Hogwarts, but they had been sorely tempted.

Minerva had locked the school down as soon as the voice of one of her most beloved and sometimes hated students blasted through her radio. “I swear Harry, I wonder if you don’t want to kill me with the things you do.” She knew what would happen, though not at what scale. Students were taking aging potions left and right and then trying to escape school grounds by any means possible so that they could go and vote. Every Seventh year that had come of age rushed in to her office to demand the right to Apparete to a voting center. Ginny Weasley was at the head of that group.

“We have a right to go and vote,” she screamed as she rushed through the door, and ocean of students behind her.

“Yea, that you do,” Minerva said patiently.

Ginny was stunned, “Well then, let us go. Open the gates and let us Apparate.” she concluded.

“A but Ms. Weasley, that is not necessary. You see students of age will be voting in the empty classroom on the third floor below the Gryphindor Commons as is customary” Dumbledores portrait said with a chuckle.

Ginny turned and gave the portrait a look equal and surpassing the most terrible look he had ever gotten from a dark wizard. If he wasn’t dead he would fear for his life even.

“But I want to got and vote at the Ministry” she replied almost throwing a tantrum.

Minerva smilled evilly, “Rules are rules I am afraid. You may walk to that classroom now and do your civic duty. Professor Sprout is in charge of overlooking the process. I also will illuminate you as to the fact that there is a list that I compiled as to who will be voting and Aurors standing by with wards to insure that no one is faking their identity” she concluded and then took her seat at her desk. Her vote for Arthur had already been cast. Though she has been tempted to lead an attack of students into the Ministry just so she could have gotten her hands on Harry. But had thought better of it since she shuddered to think at the pranking that would have been in store for her at her former students hands.

Ginny fumed on her way down to the box, people either got out of her way or were summarily cursed prior to having points deduced for getting in the Head girls way. She cast her vote fuming in ire at not being able to see Harry.

Sirius, Remus, and the Weasleys were also angry that they missed him as they all Apparated simultaneously into the lobby. Immediately they were mobbed by reporters and fans.

“Bloody hell, we missed him” Ron said as he signed autographs.

“He always does this sort of thing” Seamus said as he smirked at Ron’s predicament.

“I often wonder why we even bother trying” Hermione said as she cast a shield around Ron and herself.

“The boy is slippery” Sirius said as he cast his own shield to protect him from the gaggles of femailes that were trying to jump him.

Remus chuckled, “I do so enjoy being married, it saves me from having to deal with such situations”

“No, what saves you is that you don’t have my dashing good looks, or obvious talent” Sirius retorted.

A bitter laugh made them all turn as Catherine Doughery stood behind there laughing. “You wish you mangy mutt. Your looks are only passable, and your talent and intellect are subpar” she growled.

“If my memory served, last time we were naked you weren’t complaining much doggy girl. I on the other hand had plenty to protest from having to deal with your bitching and fat ass” he retorted.

Curses began to fly. Remus quickly dove for Sirius and apparated them both away before they got arrested. Catherine was also wisked away by her people.

The elections came and went, the foreign ballots rained in the next day. Every vote was counted, and double counted, but it was pointless. The Weasley family all waited anxiously at home for the results.

“This is going to change everything” Molly said woefully.

“Not really mum, we already have gotten a lot of attention by ourselves, Dad being Minister wont make it worse” Ron supplied.

“That is true, I mean why would it be worse? We already spend our days rejectijng owls and wizards that knock down our doors” Bill added.

“Thank Merlin for the Black offices, no one can bother us there” Charlie added.

“No one bothers you in your regular office you git, I mean who would risk going through dragons” Percy supplied.

Everyone looked at each other. “Harry and Hagrid” they all announced and laughed.

“That boy is always a wonder. I didn’t think he would show up at the Ministry, and be that public about who he was endorsing” Arthur replied.

“Please, that is typical Snuffles” Hermione supplied.

“Well Witches and Wizzards its official…” the radio interrupted and everyone turned to it. “In an unprecedented landslide, with a 99% voter registration, and a total of 99.9% of the votes, Arthur Weasley is your undisputed new Minister of Magic” it howled.

The house and indeed all of Britain lept up in celebration.

“That boy is a bloody genius. 99% registration and a landslide like that” Sirius said as he leaned back in his office chair.

“He is a menace, but he is pretty smart” Remus replied.

“He is basically indirectly taking over the country” Sirius supplied.

“Merlin help us all” Remus said shacking his head.

“And leaving me to run things” Sirius said smirking.

“We are doomed” Remus said seriously.

“NOOOOOOOOO” screamed Catherine. Though she had nothing against Arthur, he disliked the idea of supporting the man who fathered most of the people that now worked for Sirius Black. “That bastard better not take advantage of the Ministry” she growled to herself in her empty office.

“I wonder what sort of general pardon I could get off Arthur?” Sirius pondered out loud.

“No Padfoot, you shall not commit crimes and then get Arthur to pardon you” Remus replied.

“But I was just thinking of throwing a few pranks at the prisoners in Azkaban, nothing major” Sirius said innocently.

No, bad Padfoot, bad, no pranking inmates,” Remus insisted.

Blah, your no fun,” Sirius huffed.

In Japan, four people were now green, red, and covered in Christmas lights and maroon fur. The prank wars had been escalating. Customers at first enjoyed the fun and joined in, but eventually they got scared and stopped coming to the stores.

“You shall never take us alive, you red‑headed dorks,” Anastacia screamed.

“We weren’t planning to,” George screamed back as he flung another magic water balloon filled with paint and a substance that made hair grow out of every area hit.

And then it started to snow in large quantities and very fast. The snow landed on them, covered them completely, and then melted, drenching them all, leaving them wet and cold on the street, in front of their respective stores and behind the barricades they had erected.

“What the bloody hell did you throw at us?” Pixy said sneaking her head above the barricade, her hair soaking wet.

“Us, you are the ones that threw that,” Fred replied.

“We didn’t do it,” Anastacia replied.

“Neither did we,” George added.

“Then who the bloody hell just drenched us in snow and then water?” Anastasia asked.

“That would be me; someone needed to cool your hot heads up,” Harry said as he calmly walked down the abandoned street.

“Harry, what are you doing here?” George asked.

Anastasia and Pixy immediately stood and watched in awe as THE Harry Potter walked up to the twins.

Fred was the only one that was filled with a sense of foreboding. Then it hit him, “Oh no, please Harry, we didn’t mean it; we are sorry, don’t do this,” he pleaded.

“Fred, what are you rambling… shite?” George hissed.

Anastasia and Pixy had walked over and were now standing behind Harry.

“Mr. Potter, honered to meet you” Anastasia said extending her hand.

“You are even more dreamy in person” Pixy said. Then stared at Fred, who didn’t react in the slightest.In fact, he looked terrified.

“Well I am glad to meet you too. I would have preferred to meet you under better circumstances, but alas, its too late, you were dragged into this” Harry sighed.

“Dragged into what?” Anastasia replied.

Harry turned to the Weasleys, “I warned you” he said grimly.

“Please Harry, have mercy oh Prank King of kings, don’t do it” George pleaded.

“Too late to suck up boys. You are drenched in it” Harry said grimly.

“What is going on?” Pixy demanded. She didn’t like the look on Fred’s face in the least.

Harry turned to them, “They were warned not to neglect business, they were warned not to demean themselves, they were warned not to go so far. They fucked up, in their war with you business has slipped and its only thanks to Sirius that it hasn’t gone down the gutter. No new products launched, no supervision to shops, no anything, you have basically totally disregarded your responsibilities. And now you pay the Potter” he said with an evil grin as he turned back to the twins. Then turned back to the others, “You two on the other hand are just collateral, sorry. Hope you don’t get too mad” he said smillig kindly.

Pixy and Anastasia then realized what had happened, they rememebered the letter, and they now knew they were in trouble because of the Weasleys. “What are we covered in?” Pixy asked meakly.

“A combination of two of my greatest pranks, one will immerse you in your worst nightmare. The other will….” Harry began but was interrupted by four screams in agony, and then silence.

Both pairs of twins then got off the ground and realized one very disturbing reality, the girls were now boys and the boys were now girls. Very horny boys, and very PMSing girls.

“Bloody hell” George screamed in agony in his new female form.

“You bastards took us down with you “ Anastasia screamed as she battled the horror and the horniness she felt though her now male body.

“Get your shit together or next time will be worst” Harry said and then vanished.

“WAIT!!!” They all screamed, but he was gone.

They looked at each other, it was funny, it was disturbing, and it was so wrong.

“Our best choice is to help each other out, this is not going to be plesent” Fred said honestly.

“We know how bad this is going to get. Ill probably be fucking malfoy really soon” said bitterly.

“I cant believe he were dragged into this. This is your fault” Anastasia growled in a husky voice.

“Fred Weasley, how could you two be so careless?” Pixy barked.

“But love, you girls have done the same haven’t you?” Fred replied in a sweet tone with tears in his eyes.

“Oh baby please don’t cry” Pixy said as she hugged him.

“Damn this is warped” George and Anastasia comented.

“Still its true, we all messed up” Fred supplied.

“Truce?” Pixy suggested.

“Yea, lets just stick to business” Fred suggested.

“Fair, now lets us go home and curse ourselves unconscious” she said as the visions started and she was kicking at the air.

“Shit, the visions have started; we need to pass out fast,” George countered as they all ran into their houses chased by their worst nightmare choice in sexual partners.

Hermione was quickly finishing her daily routine of studying, practicing spells, and looking through very messy and inaccurate accounts of medical cases.

“I swear sometimes I wish I had gone to Muggle medicine… hum, maybe I can combine the two,” she pondered as she rummaged through the files.

Healer school had been a bit hard for her, not so much because it was hard, but because she was a perfeccionist. Additionally, Ron didn’t help; he was quite the distraction, though a welcome one. Since Harry had sent her that letter, her sex life and sleeping habits had taken a turn for the best. Still, sex was time consuming, though she and Ron were in peak physical condition to do it.

Her mates at school had been another very welcome surprise. Where before people would envy and ostracize her for her studying habits, now she was surrounded by people just like her. If anything they were very competitive but sportsmanlike; there had even been occasions where she had been outscored by others… few but some. It was all very exciting to her and they had proved to be very solid friends to her. Her group of Healer trainees was comprised of 4 guys and 4 girls. A rather balanced scenario, but the group never dated each other; they had grown to be friends and many already had partners. Well with the exception of one, Johnas Teach, a ladies man if there ever was one. With his cool slick black hair and piercing grey eyes yes he was the picture of sex. He had even tried to ask out the girls in the group getting flatly denied, a fact that Hermione feared would only goad him more.

Her best mate though was Leslie Stone, a very cheerful girl, and an avid Quidditch fan…so much so that when she met Hermione she was somewhat distant, that was until the second day when they were talking about relationships.

“So Leslie, tell me about your boyfriend” Hermione asked trying to open up a conversation with her aloof study partner.

Leslie looked at her idly, and smiled, the first smile she had seen in her ever. “Well he is studying politics, very dull stuff, but when I met him he was a member of his Quidditch squad back at Boubouxtons when we were studying together” she replied.

“Really? Mine was playing Keeper at Hogwarts” Hermione said cheerfully …

“Really? Wow, that is funny. So what does he do now?” Leslie replied more avidly, finally opening up and smilling fully.

Hermione laughed, “Well he is still in Quidditch, but he manages and coaches teams now” she replied.

“Teams? He manages several? I guess I can understand the need to, Minor Leagues don’t really pay that much for administrative. So what teams does he manage? Maybe I have heard of them” Leslie said lowering her tone a bit.

Hermione glared a bit at her, then smirked evilly, “Well he manages the Chuddley Cannons, and a few other MAJOR league teams abroad” she replied.

At that moment all color drained from Leslie’s face, “W..W…Wease…Weasley” she stuttered.

“Ron Weasley, yea that would be his name” Hermione said proudly.

“YOU ARE DATING RON WEASLEY AND YOU DIDN’T TELL ME!?!?!?!?!?!? You evil, evil witch, how could you hold that to yourself!?!?!?” Leslie screamed at the top of her lungs making everyone turn and stare at them.

Hermione started laughing histerically, “First off, we aren’t that close yet, we only met yesterday and until today you hardly spoke to anyone including me. Secondly, why would me dating Ron, who by the way I have been dating for two years now, be something I make public to all those around me?” she replied.

Leslie looked a bit abashed, “Well you are right. Still he is the most brilliant thing to happen to Quidditch in a while. His teams are otherworldly. They are incredible” she said as her French accent started to come out. “I will have to tell Jaque, we must dine together soon!” she demanded.

Hermione laughed, and agreed. That dinner had been something else, both of them had doted on Ron as if he was their deity. They spent the entire dinner asking him questions which Ron had been glad to reply. The adoration feeding his Maruader nature and his Quiddtich ego. Still Hermione could only smile and feel proud of him, he had earned every bit of that praise. She had never seen him work as hard as he worked now, he was a bloody Quidditch machine traveling form team to team.

Afterwards, Ron had taken them to the Cannon’s stadium. Though both were French, they preferred the British League. Ron even let them use the back up team brooms. After they nearly killed themselves he taught them how to use them without killing themselves. From then on the two of them had been the best of friends.

It was in the middle of Hermione’s studies that Leslie squeeling like a teenager burst through the door. “Ron I think has just had the best Christmas gift EVER!!!”

Hermione looked up from her book with a raised eyebrow. “Did he win a trophy or something?” Hermione said idly.

“Better” Leslie said hopping up and down.

“Well Arthur did get elected Minister…” Hermione supplied.

“Nothing to do with that” Leslie said rocking back and forth on her feet.

“Fine I give, what did the big headed git do this time?” Hermione sighed exasperated.

Leslie frowned, then smiled and then placed the paper over her books; the headline read: "English National Quidditch Team has picked their man. Weasley will lead the fight for the Cup" in big bold letters. Hermione read it, then read the article. Ron had mentioned that he had been nominated, as were most of the League coaches. He really didn’t even think he had a chance. She felt so proud. "This is ruddy brilliant," she said in a rare outburst. Then an evil thought crossed her Marauder mind. It was Sunday; Ron was sleeping late. She Apparated away, leaving an excited Leslie who was now running through the building spreading the news. Oddly, people actually cared and cheered alongside her; Quidditch is that big after all.

Hermione appeared at the flat and rushed into the room. Ron was still in a coma. She shook him, then screamed at him, then turned to a dog and barked at him. Nothing worked. She would have to try desperate measures.

"Ron, you are late for the game," Hermione whispered.

"Hum…gerrof, they can survive one without me," he mumbled.

Hermione sighed; she wondered why they elected him at all. "Ron, food is ready," she whispered.

"Can’t eat, Hermione doesn’t shag fat people," he mumbled.

She blushed and smiled, "Harry, you are brilliant," she sighed. "Ron, the spiders want you to tap dance," she supplied out of desperation; it was the only way to get him up when he was that lazy.

Ron was instantly at the door, wand in hand, stark naked. “You will never take me alive you bloody fucking spiders” he growled and then turned into a red wolf growling at the room trying to find the threat. When he didn’t find anything but his girlfriend he dropped his Animagus form and glared at Hermione.

“This better be important. You cant wake a bloke up like that” he pouted.

Hermione rolled her eyes and threw the paper at him.

“Hey don’t throw things at me, you’re the one that woke me up like a deranged person” Ron countered.

“Read it you barmy git” she sighed.

“Read what? This? What is so important that you need to…” he started to growl and then stopped. He stopped everything, including breathing. His face in complete surprise.

Hermione started to worry when he started to turn blue. “Breathe you moron” she barked at him.

Ron inhaled, then exhaled, read it over again, and again, and again. “This isn’t a prank right?” he said looking almost heartbroken at his wife.

The look on his face broke her heart, she smoothed his face with her hand. “No Marauder would be that cruel. You did it love” she replied gently.

She saw his face light up, he jumped up hollering in joy. Then picked her up and swung her around. “I did it!!!! I am the coach for the UK, I am the king of the world” he shouted.

She laughed and hugged him, she admittedly loved the daft dork.

Christmas finally came and joy filled the Weasley household for a myriad of reasons, most of which were thanks to Harry. The family was enjoying unprecedented success on all fronts. Molly busily prepared food for everyone. The men and Ginny were outside playing Quidditch; they had been joined by Sirius Black. Hermione, Fleur, Pixie, Anastacia (who was dragged along kicking and screaming), and Sandra were helping Molly in the kitchen with small tasks. Also joining them was Penelope Clearwater, Percy’s new dating interest. Ginny joined them after she was summoned by her mother.

"Ginny, I can't have you not knowing how to cook; I know you are single right now, but you will eventually get married and be expected to carry out the feeding of the brood," Molly said sternly.

Ginny sighed, "Yes mother," as she joined in the preparations.

"Good, now tell me how have the rest of you girls been?" Molly asked politely.

"Well Mumdr Weasley, I am tre bon, business is going vell. Bill is such a help with the books, and we are looking forward to baby Victoire," Fleur said smiling.

"Oh, and I am so looking forward to spoiling her as well," Molly squealed.

"Well Percy and I have just started going out, but he has been much the gentleman and I enjoy spending time with him immensely," Penelope supplied.

"It was about time that boy got on to what is important. I swear he spends too much time working and buried in books. Not that there is anything wrong with that," Molly replied as she stared at Hermione, who blushed.

“Well Ron and I are doing splendidly, it is so good that we get to travel together. He is busy with the teams and I am with my studies, but at night we spend a lot of quality time together” Hermione informed.

“I can imagine the quality Spitfire” Ginny said knowingly under her breath.

“Bite me Silentnight, your just jealous that I am having fun instead of chugging Snuffles Serum” Hermione countered with a smile.

“Good on you Hermione, though I see Ron is loosing weight, you might need to feed him more. Ill send you a recipe book with some good ideas” Molly supplied not hearing the exchange.

“Well Fred is amazing, I cant belive I am so lucky as to date a genius like him” Pixy said dreamily as everyone stared at her as if she were crazy.

“You poor, poor girl” Molly said quietly, and everyone nodded agreeing. “Then again there is someone for everyone. Though I wonder…” she said to herself.

“George is a big headed prat, not only do we have to deal with him and his brothers reckless pranks, but we had ourselves pranked insanely by Harry Potter because of them” Anastasia said bitterly. Pixy tried to shut her but failed as Anastacia struggled against her hands.

“FRED AND GEORGE WEASLEY FRONT AND CENTER!!!!!” Echoed throughout the property.

Immediately Fred and George where in front of their mother saluting like soldiers.

“Fred and George….”Fred started with a grin.

“….reporting for punishment mam” George said mirroring the look. That was until they saw the anger in Molly’s face. Then they quickly cowered.

"What sort of mischief have you two been up to with these two lovely girls? Fred, did you use some sort of love potion or something on Pixy? George, what the bloody hell did you two do to cause Harry to prank you rotten?" Molly asked inquisitorially.

They each looked at each other, neither wanting to speak.

"Start talking!" Molly demanded.

"Well I haven’t used any potion on her, honest…well, at least none that account for her insane attachment to me, but I love her just as crazily," Fred said and then was snogged by Pixy as a reward.

George sighed; he had the hard part. "Well we had this small pranking war…" he began.

Molly turned red, "A WAR! I don’t want to hear about wars! We have all gone through enough; you two should be ashamed of yourselves and… Why did Harry prank you?" Molly said as she started to put two and two together.

"Um, well, eh," Fred started.

"We sort of didn’t sort of take care of the businesses sort of," George said now cringing. They knew that this would be the last and probably worst in a string of stern conversations they had received from Harry, Sirius, Remus, Ron, Arthur, Percy, and Bill about responsibility and the fact they betrayed Harry’s trust."

“YOU did WHAT!?!?!?!? HOW DARE YOU? HOW DARE YOU TWO BE IRRESPONSIBLE WITH HARRY’S MONEY?!?!? Have you forgotten that he has practically emptied his vaults for this family?!?! Have you forgotten everything he has done for us? Do you think it’s a bloody joke that he has literally saved the lives of most of us if not the entire fucking world? Do you realize how much money is at stake? More money that our family has seen since its founding!!!! How could you possibly fathom paying him back for all of that? Do you realize the gravity of what you have done? I hope you haven’t cause irreparable damage to that poor boy’s fortune. Harry, the sweetest person on this planet, who has gone through so much death and suffering and still finds it in his generosity to put you two school drop outs up with your own business and helps finance your inane stupid business idea. HOW DARE YOU BETRAY HIS TRUST!!??!?!? I am have never been so ashamed of the two of you as I am right now” Molly said grimly as she surveyed the two, who now were near tears. The rest of the women slowly had been backing away from the fuming older witch, who now had a wand in one hand and a kitchen knife in the other as she surveyed the two murderously. “You should feel lucky that he limited himself at a prank, I will bloody well curse you into oblivion if I hear anything even close to you being irresponsible with the trust he has honored you with again!!!!!” She growled waving the knife and her wand, before backing away and continuing to cook.

The twins ran for their lives and left the kitchen.

Pixy stared at her sister murderously, “Great job sis. They have been chewed out by every person that has found out about this and you went and told the worst person you could” she said in Russian.

Anastascia just looked at the floor ashamed. The twins had been a bit of a pain, but no one should have to get chewed out that harshly, though they might have deserved it. “I am sorry, I didn’t mean to…” she replied in Russian.

“Save it, I don’t want to hear how sorry you are. Poor Fred, poor George. Imagine mom telling us off like that. How aweful” Pixy said.

The preparations continued in silence for a while but soon Molly perked up and started talking calmly as before.

“How bout you Sandra? How are things with Charlie?” Molly asked the last one of her female guests.

“Well everything is ok” she replied hesitatingly.

Molly turned and stared her down, “What has my son done?” she asked directly

Sandra looked taken aback, “No….nothing” she replied nervously.

“I am a mother, I can read when I a person is holding back” Molly replied.

Sandra looked at her and then tears started to well in her eyes, “I don’t know if I am wasting my time with Charlie. I get the feeling that he doesn’t want to settle down. I keep waiting for our relationship to take the next step, but he is so busy with the dragons and I don’t see him as much and well I don’t know” she began to ramble.

Molly crushed the girl in a big hug and patted her back. "There, there child, I understand. It’s a wonder you held out this long. Poor girl, that boy is obviously not paying attention to what is important. Always with his head in dragons. It’s a wonder he even feeds and dresses himself. And here you are a poor witch that loves my crazy son and you don’t know if he will ever make an honest witch out of you or what," she summarized as she stared at the room.

"Ladies, I believe this requires our attention," Hermione said drying her tears as the rest of the ladies nodded and did the same.

"Charlie is being a daft git; he should have done something by now," Ginny added.

"Yes, we are going to have to intervene to make sure this poor girl doesn’t have to wait forever for my son to get his act together," Molly concluded as they all hugged the crying girl and soother her before continuing with dinner preparations.

It was as dinner was served that Mr. Weasley raised his glass. "Well we find ourselves together again to celebrate the holidays. As I stand here I cant help but marvel at how the family is slowly growing. And we welcome the new additions," he said, raising his glass to Fleur. "And friends" raising it to those that weren’t family…yet.

"This has been a joyous holiday; I look forward to many more," he finished and everyone raised their glass.

"I only wish Harry were here," he added silently.

"That boy is like a son to me," Molly added.

"Indeed, I wish he were here. He is sorely missed," Sirus finished.

"Well if you insist," a voice rang out from the room.

"Snuffles?" Ginny said as she knew his voice.

"In spirit, you could say," he laughed.

The twins looked at each other.

“Fred, do you think?” George said with a wicked smile.

“It would be most joyous if it were true,” Fred countered.

“Oh, let us ask to be sure,” George added.

Pixy and Anastacia looked at the twins and saw the terrifying sight of mischief. A cold rush ran up their spines.

“Harry, you wouldn’t perchance be here to bring us…good cheer of a sort?” Fred asked.

“Why indeed I am,” said the disembodied voice.

“Dare I say, of a…pranking sort?” George said as his grin grew wider as the eyes of everyone at the table grew wider as well.

The silence was deadly.

“He wouldn’t,” Percy said hopefully.

“He would,” Sirius and Ginny countered both with big grins on their faces.

“Wish granted,” the voice said, and a flash of green and red sparkles flew around them and then vanished.

“Harry James Pot….” Molly began but soon she as well as everyone were filled with inexplicable and unrestrained joy. When they looked around though, they noticed they were all now dressed in Christmas costumes like Santa, randeers, elfs, Jack Frost, even Frosty.

Sirius moved to speak but instead of words a christams carol sprung off key from his mouth, and everyone was cumpulsed to sing along as well. The cacophony was terrible but the song carried on till the end.

Fred opened his mouth to speak and another carol sprang forth, everyone began to sing and didn’t stop till the end.

After the third time this happened Sirius silently wrote “Do not try to speak” in the air. Everyone looked at him with a raised eyebrow. “it triggers the singing” he added and everyone nodded understanding.

The twins though were smiling mischievously. Molly knew her boys and was glaring them down. They stared right back. Pixy snapped her fingers, calling Fred’s attention and gave him a look that said “Don’t you dare.”

The twins looked at each other and then looked at everyone and then opened their mouths and let the songs sprout forth. What followed was an hour of them being chased around the house as everyone tried to catch them while breaking into song, as the twins kept going at it. And through it all they were invaded by an alien sense of peace and joy.

Finally, Sirius silently knocked one unconscious and Bill got the other one. They all agreed to go to bed and hope to sleep it off.

The next morning the twins awoke from the jinxes. They looked up at the same time and saw Fawkes was standing there singing in what could best be described as a laughing tone.

“Laught it up, that was brilliant,” Fred said noticing he could now talk.

They both looked a bit disappointed until they saw a letter held in Fawkes foot.

They sprang from the bed and tore it open.

“Dear twins, please convey to the family that they are most welcome and that I hope they enjoyed my gift of good cheer for Christmas. As you can probably tell, I have invented the Ghostly Haunting cube, and a technique to aerosol any potion. Yes, fathom the horror that implies. The one I used is the third invention, called Holly Whole Christmas Holidays Concoction. Attached are the specs for each, have fun.

Harry”

The twins smiled.

“Brilliant,” they said almost adoringly and then began plotting mass distributions….and mass chaos.

New Years came and went. And on the planet of water, Harry was now in the Grandmasters room; he had been correct, there were more techniques to learn and he had just finished the last one.

“Excelent Harry, you are now Level 10 Tsunami. Now show us your own technique and you will be done.” Grandmaster Neriad concluded.

Harry smiled as his own technique was now going to be displayed.

“Well Harry, show us what you’ve got” The grandmaster instructed.

Harry smiled wickedly and extended his hand. In it formed a small ball of rotating water.

“That’s it?” said one of his fellow students.

Harry just kept smiling as the ball lifted out of his hand and started moving around the room in violent movements.

“Ok so he has created a violently moving little ball of water, I don’t see what the point is” another said.

Then the ball really started to pick up speed and then it hit a wall and everyone now realized what they were seeing. A large chunk of the wall was instantly reduced to nothing, sucked into the ball and expelled as nothing more than microscopic dust. The ball then became two. Harry used his Earth power and walls began to appear everywhere and all were turned to nothingness, no matter if they were made with the softest sand or the toughest steel, nothing could withstand it, and its speed just keep accelerating and would duplicate with each hit.

"Imagine a dozen of these in a battlefield tearing an army to shreds, imagine a thousand destroying a city in a matter of seconds," Harry said darkly as he walked into the din. Everyone looked on in horror. Harry moved around them, bending, turning, dodging. The truest spirit of water was adaptability and flexibility. He displayed it as none of the spheres would come close to touching him. Then, as he stood in the middle, he caught one of the spheres. It did nothing to him as he crushed it and the rest vanished.

"Only the creator can stop it, and only if he is good enough to recognize and catch the original in the maelstrom of spheres. Sinister Suicidal Swirling Snitches is its name," Harry said proudly.

"Excellent, you are now a Master of Water, and now for your prize," Neriad said as he walked towards the eternal fountain in the center of the room. From it sprung a single blue stone; Neriad caught it deftly and walked toward Harry handing it to him. Four years culminating in that one act.

Harry took the stone and instantly felt the tidal wave of power coursing through him. "Thanks," he replied. He brought out his sword, and instantly the stone jumped to the third slot and the metal seemed to melt and give as the stone went through and settled along its central ridge so that its sides stuck out evenly on both sides of the sword.

Harry extended the blade and a powerful jet of water shot out destroying a wall. "Woops, better learn to control my swing," he chuckled. Inside though he was relieved, everything had been running un schedule, a third of the task done.

"Bravo, you wet git. I hope you had fun, its working time now booyah," Axel said appearing out of nowhere.

"That is getting old fast," Harry said after being startled.

"Bitch, moan, complain," Axel said smoothly.

“This time you brought a good student Axel, took him half the time it took that fag. He would spend half the day fantasizing about guys and the other half talking about clouds and jellybeans” Neriad chuckled.

“Everyones a critic, in any case off we go” Axel concluded and they vanished.

“Crash down on them Potter, tear their beaches to shreds” Neriad said grimly as he ordered the damage repaired.

Harry appeared on a familiar beach along with Axel. And he saw the familiar sight of a group of people near death training their heads off.

“Magots!!! Front and center” he shouted.

The group of half dead Aurors gathered around as best they could.

“You are to be privileged in seeing me and Harry Potter, my apprentice do battle to see how his training is going. Let me reiterate something, you are not worthy to even see this performance as you are so far beneath us on the evolutionary scale that we are rather unaware of your existence” Axel said grimly.

The blonde girl with grey eyes that had spoken up at the pub was the only one that didn’t look demoralized. Her name was MaryAnn Roony, the top Auror of the group.

In a flash Harry and Axel vanished and waves began to collide with each other in the middle of the water. Thunderous clashes rang through the air. It was like being in the middle of a hurricane. People were flying left and right, blasted by the force that was being generated by the clashes. The speed of the fight was incredible, they could not be seen at all. And then it all calmed down and Harry fell from the sky and landed on his feet on the beach.

“One of these days ill beat you” he chuckled as he dusted himself off.

Axel appeared next to him, "Keep dreaming Potter"

MaryAnn came dashing forward. "That was amazing, when do I learn that?"

"When you get older," they both said laughing at the joke.

"MarryAnn, Harry you will be I each others care for the next 8 months," Axel said as reality faded and they were on a beach Harry recognized.

"Kewl, so when does the drinking start?" she replied looking around, not phased anymore.

Harry lifted an eyebrow, "This could be challenging," he concluded out loud.

Axel rolled his eyes, "Roony, pay attention woman or ill have him make you run drills without sleep for the next month," he threatened.

That got her at attention, but also caused a look of questioning cross her face.

Axel saw it and proceeded to correct it. "Roony, your job for these 8 months are to teach Harry two things. One all the laws and regulations of Oceania, the second is to teach him how to power spell" he summarized.

"Oh, so my learning thing is done," she said with a smile. "No worries Harry, I will have you ready for battle in no time, the first thing we need is beer" she told Axel.

"What do you mean by power spelling?" Harry asked.

"Watch and learn," MaryAnn said and then cast a stuning spell. But the spell was huge, and the effect rippled as it hit the water.

Harry understood, if he had that ability, added to his power…

Axel lifted his hand and 5 huge spells cast out and blasted the water up into giant columns.

"Wow, wicked," Both Harry and MaryAnn commented.

"Roony, you will be learning more on fighting from Harry, the goal of this is for each of you to learn what needs to be learned." Axel summarized and then vanished.

"I hate it when he does that," both of them said and then looked at each other and laughed.

"Well pleased to meetcha, Harry," she started.

"A pleasure, MaryAnn," he replied.

"Speaking of pleasure, I feel like a good fuck. You game?" she said nonchalantly.

Harry just smirked, "Maybe later girl. Work now, beer and sex later," he said nonplussed as he walked to the cave knowing the books would be there, taking off his shirt as he walked.

She stared at him open‑mouthed. She wanted to shock him, but she was cowed by his quick reaction and the reality of what he had just said and admiring the flawless back of the hero that had just hinted they might shag in the near future.

"Oh this will be fun," she smirked as she followed him.

It took only a couple of days for Harry to learn all the rules and regulations of the area.

"Blimey, you must have been a book worm back at school," MaryAnn teased when she finished quizzing him in the cave. He had mastered all the theory at last.

Harry just laughed, "Not really, I was like you, more into pranks and having fun than anything else. But just like you I had to deal with Axel as a teacher," he replied.

They both shuddered at the thought. Over the days that had come to know each other. She had gotten to learn a bit about the background of the hero everyone was talking about. But he had learned a lot more about her. She was the youngest of her family with 5 older and very mischievous brothers. She had been a bit of a tomboy in school because of it. Tough, wicked, and fun‑loving, she had been just another one of the boys. Still Harry saw the true sadness deep within her, and at times she would see her smiling sadly at him and then have the look be replaced by a sad smile.

“In any case, it’s about time we started with your training. While we do that you can teach me how to shoot stronger spells like you do,” Harry explained.

“Sounds like a plan, so how do we start?” she said excitedly.

“By getting naked,” Harry said evilly as he turned and walked out of the cave stripping down as he walked.

MaryAnn just stood there dumbfounded till she ran to the entrance to finish watching the show. Harry was naked now as he reached the water and started to bathe. She stood and gawked at him.

“Fly’s will get in if you don’t close that and you best get naked and come and get cleaned up,” he teased.

“Budah, ehm ell ah” she stuttered.

Harry just laughed and dipped his head under the water.

“Come on MaryAnn, didn’t figure you for the shy type. We are going to see each other naked eventually. The training we are going to do tends to destroy clothes in the process,” he explained, this time leaving no room for misinterpretations.

The sad look returned to her face, and Harry knew why. She would have preferred to misinterpret for a while, to believe. Seing that sadness, a sadness and loneliness that reminded him so much of… Rose. He quickly shook his head to vanish the thought. He didn’t want to start pitiying himself again; he needed to focus and so did MaryAnn, neither of them had the time to mope.

“Well, I guess you are the boss, if you say so I guess it’s best if we get the formalities out of the way,” she said trying to joke around as she clumsily started to remove her clothes.

Harry made up his mind; part of him felt sorry for her, part of him wanted to help her, part of him wanted to forget for a bit, another part just wanted to let go of the sadness that both of them had so they could work. And for those and a thousand other reasons Harry began to slowly emerge out of the water a seductive grin on his face.

MaryAnn stopped undressing and just stared, stared at the pefection, the perfection asentuated by scars and muscle, his complete nude form, and once again she was gawking.

Harry laughed and walked up to her. He kissed her, he kissed her like no bloke had ever kissed her because none ever had, not really. He tore off her clothes as she desolved into her first true kiss. And after a quick couple of spells she fell onto a blanket and Harry took her and proceeded to shag her rotten for a few hours, each loosing themselves, each healing the sadness. He of all the pain and heartbreak, she of a life of being one of the boys, never truly desired, never truly loved, never truly seen as the beautiful woman she was. Never seen.

"I see you," Harry said before he took her again. She smiled the truest smile she ever had and tears fell from her eyes as she abandoned herself to the pleasure.

The next morning, she awoke refreshed, a bit sore, but happier than she ever had been. She reluctantly got dressed and went looking for Harry who was sitting on the beach meditating.

When she saw him again, she was filled with joy, but also regret, fear, and depression.

Harry sensed her; without opening his eyes he said, "MaryAnn, sit, we have to talk."

Her heart now weighed a ton and she fell onto the sand. She prepared herself to be broken and rejected again—to be just another shag.

Harry opened his eyes and stared into her sad ones before she looked away.

"Come on, just lay it on me," she said bitterly.

Harry smiled sadly and moved to her and cradled her face, staring deep into her sad eyes.

She was surprised by the gentle gesture and just let his hand guide her.

Harry sighed. "Yesterday was great, and you have nothing to feel bad about. You are a beautiful girl, MaryAnn. Honestly I think a lot of blokes would love to take you out, but I also know you have probably been going about it all the wrong ways," he said.

"Huh?" she said confused.

"Look for starters we have to clear the waters. We both know that this isn’t going anywhere," Harry said bluntly.

She smiled. "Of course, I know that you still love her. Besides you and I have different battles to fight," MaryAnn said trying to make it easier on Harry. He had seen her, and for that she would be grateful, though part of her felt sad that it couldn’t go anywhere."

Harry read her like a book, “I wish I could give you more luv, but I cant. But if I could, you would be so worth it.” He said as he stroked her cheek and kissed her.

She melted into the gesture; she had many one‑night stands and open relationships, but they were always just sex. There was no tenderness, no admiration. Harry treated her as more than that.

“I know, so now tell me what you mean by going about it all the wrong ways,” she said finally losing herself to curiosity.

Harry smirked, “You have been selling yourself cheap, and you have been doing it wrong.” He surmised.

“Huh?” she replied.

“You deserve more than one‑night stands, but the problem is you don’t know how to go about getting something more. The problem is that you never learned how to be seductive, how to be girly. You always just come off as this tomboy that has a good body and is open to having a good shag, but you have not used any seductive powers and you don’t know how to present the assets that you have,” he explained.

She lifted her eyebrow, a bit of annoyance taking up her face, “And you do? Oh please to explain oh great and wise Potter, how I have been screwing it up.” MarryAnn said annoyed.

Harry smirked, and in a flash he was in front of her. He bent and whispered in her ear, “Don’t move,” sending a chill down her spine.

She then felt magic moving all around her; she closed her eyes and waited, hoping.

“Done, you can open them now,” she heard him say.

She opened them and was now staring into a mirror that had been conjured.

Her hair that was normally tightly bound into a blonde pony tail, now hung loose and curly down to her back, magicked longer than the bob she was used to. Hey face, used to never wearing make up, was now clean and covered in light make up and eye shadow that made her eyes shine. Her body that was tone, fit, and voluptuous was now in a tight black dress that hugged her every curve. She would never have been caught dead in something like that; she would settle for trousers and a blouse or shirt most of the time. She was also on heals, something she never wore. She felt like she was staring at a familiar stranger, a gorgeous one.

Harry appeared behind her. “Walk into a bar like that, and the blokes will come to YOU, not the other way around. Then all you need to do is play a little hard to get and make them earn it. Get to know them, see if you click or not. Don’t sleep with them on the first night, do it when you know they are worth your time and that they want more than just your body” he explained.

“Is this really me?” she asked shocked at the beauty she had buried underneath.

“Yep, the only thing different is the longer hair and the rest is just accessorizing which another witch would be able to do far better than me” he said simply.

She turned and kissed him. “Thank you” she whispered.

“You are welcome, now then, let me vanish this so we can start training” Harry said taking a step back.

A wild look went into MaryAnn’s eyes, “I was thinking we could vanish it and do something else” she said with a seductive smile.

Harry laughed, “Do that in a club and the guys will fight it out just to buy you a drink” he said smirking.

She bit her lip, “So, you game?” she added sultrily.

Harry kissed her and sighed, “Fine, but after that we start training”

“Deal” she replied and then pulled him into her.

Ron was ecstatic, he was sitting in his Marauder office just basking in the glory of the moment. It had been a hard run. He had had to work his ass off, look at countless videos, helped coach countless practices, missed talking to Hermione on countless nights, but it was done, and it was worth it. He had won…..every league he had teams in. Now all that was left was the World Cup. The parties he had experience had been legendary. The best one though had been the Black Marauder party. They had all sat in the conference room, every single member except for Harry, just drinking, hearing Ron tell stories of all the season highlights and congratulating him. It felt amazing to be seen and complemented for his work, he finally felt like he had amounted to something, like he did something. He was finally the center of the positive attention, and he loved it.

It was in this moment of bliss that a very angry Hermione Granger came storming into the office waving the Daily Prophet in her hand.

“You bloody two timing sodding bastard!!!” she screamed as she dumped the paper into his lap.

Ron was in shock, and scared shitless. He slowly looked down and beheld something that made the colour drain from his face. On the front page of The Prophet was a picture of him celebrating the League win with the Cannons; he was lip‑locked with a girl and had another two girls on each arm. He didn’t bother to read the headline; the picture spoke a thousand words.

"Her…He…Hermione, luv, please let me explain," he said an then ran after her.

Ginny was back at school and bored out of her mind. As she lay on the couch lounging, all her homework done, even ahead of schedule. It is amazing what one can do when one is single and wanting to forget. Finally, after counting the ceiling stones didn’t work, she got up and sighed. She only had one recourse; she needed to prank the existence out of the school. Out of thin air a phoenix appeared dropped a package and left.

Ginny smiled evilly, Harry had heard her prayers. Not that she considered him a god or anything…well almost. But in any case she quickly read the instructions, her smile growing by the minute and then she was off to prepare it.

Later than night, as dinner was being served and the Great hall was bustling with people. And then boom a purple gas filled the entire castle. Every window and door magicked to not let it out. As the mist faded everyone looked around expecting the worst…they weren’t disappointed. Every person was now a different colour, shade or pattern. Instead of their regular skin color they now all looked like a super creative painting. Then laughing erupted, and didn’t stop.

Minerva approached Ginny, trying to contain the unnatural laughter.

"Miss Weasley, do you know anything about this?" she asked in between the roaring laughter that wanted to escape.

Ginny looked at her laughing from the bottom of her soul at the teacher with purple skin with pink cats over it.

"I am afraid not, Headmistress; this prank is way above my lowly skill," she pleaded innocently.

"Your brothers?" she asked hopefully.

"I believe it is also above theirs," Ginny replied.

Minerva sighed bitterly; if it was Harry then this was not going to be an easy fix and would likely last a good long while. "I sometimes hate my life," she mumbled and walked away laughing and brooding.

Fred and George had been extremely responsible, to the point that Sirius had come to visit and congratulate them on getting their act together in such a short while. They were just entering the store when Pixy ran and hugged Fred and started snogging him senseless.

Fred smiled like a fool; George gagged, and Sirius chuckled.

"Wha…who…whe," Fred managed.

"Fred you wouldn’t believe it, this lady came over and offered money and we are going international," she replied all in one breath.

George lifted an eyebrow and immediately came to attention. "What did you say? What do you mean you are going international?" he asked angrily.

"She means what she said. We have been bought out and put in charge of making our shop an international franchise, you dumbass," Anastasia said as she came up behind her sister.

"Who the hell would do that?" George said disgruntled.

"That would be me," said a voice that made the hairs on the back of Sirius’s neck stand up and he let out a growl.

"Down boy, down, bad dog," the voice added.

"Dogg-erry to what do I owe the displeasure of hearing you again," Sirius growled as he walked up to face her.

George, for his part, faced off against Anastasia.

Fred and Pixy were lost in their own little world.

“So you want to face off then?” Sirius said grimly.

“Hell yea, we will be the pranking champions of the world," Catherine said uncharacteristically.

“So this means war then?” Sirius barked back.

“You bet your Black mutt ass it means war," Catherine growled back.

“You dare to try and declare war on me,” he goaded her on.

“I declare war on all of you,” she screamed back.

Sirius smiled evilly, profoundly evilly and mirth came into his eyes. Magic vibrated in the very air, and there was a flash of light and the sign of the Marauders appeared above Sirius. A call to arms

It was then it hit her, she remembered an oath that was taken decades ago and was sealed by one Lilly Potter. She made all the Marauders swear to never prank Lilly, Catherine, or any of their friends ever. In return, Lilly agreed to go out with James and Cat agreed to go out with Sirius. They even agreed to try and hook up Remus and Peter. But Sirius really enjoyed pranking Cat, and enjoyed her trying to prank him back, failing more often then not unless Lilly secretly helped her. So he added in a clause, that if them or any of their friends ever pranked them, or in fact declared open war in any other way, then the Marauders could unleash their worst.

"Thank you Dogg girl … this ... .. ?"

"Merlin save us all," Catherine mumbled in shock, a shock of having the past come back to haunt her. Not only the oath, but all the good times she had with Sirius came rushing back.

Back in England Remus saw the flash and looked up at the Maruder crest. He sighed, "Poor Catherine, she unleashed him again, and he will drag us all into it," he said smiling grimly.

Immediately, Sirius mumbled something, dragged the Twins inside and the sky started rumbling. Then it started to rain on top of Cathering and the twins. They ran into the store only to notice that they were now covered in several colors of paint. They rushed outside with umbrellas and saw that it was in fact raining paint, and it was only raining on top of them and the shop.

"He is good," Anastasia said in awe.

"Too good, oh too very good," Catherine said grimly as all three walked into the shop to plan their revenge while laughs were heard from across the street.

Charlie had been thoroughly chewed out by the females in the family. Thankfully he finished planning the expansions on the Preserve that were taking up all his time. So now he had more time to dedicate to his budding relationship. He had invited Sandra over to the Preserve. She had gladly accepted and they spent a lovely time having a picnic outside under the stars with candlelight.

Afterward Charlie took her on a broom ride. She held on tight to him as they flied over the dragons and she marveled at the sight of them. They were doing maneuvers and laughing when Charlie just went with his gut and said "Sandra I love you, you know" gruffly."

She hung tight to him stunned, for a while she had wondered how things stood with them, those words, well they gave her the boost she needed. She now knew things were moving forward.

“I love you too” she replied and hung on tighter as they continued to fly, talk, and laugh.

Februray came and the prank war was in full swing, the girls had taken it upon themselves to flood the Weasleys shop with a swamp. They were only mildly impressed and proceeded to remove it in less than an hour. But they didn’t let the girls know that. Instead they plotted… and plotted….and plotted till the light shown on them.

“George, no, we will not do that” Fred pleaded.

“We are too, they tried to flood our shop” George supplied

“Still this is too extreme, im going to catch hell for this” Fred insisted.

“Blame it on me, you know you want to do it, if only for the visuals” George said with a wicked smile. He wanted to see it to for some reason that escaped him.

That got Fred thinking, in the end he let his libido rule him more than his reason and agreed.

The next morning Pixy and Anastacia rose from their sleep, they stretched, yawned, got out of their beds and felt the cold stones under their feet….the only problem was their floor was made of wood. They immediately looked around and saw they were outside. They looked back and the beds they were on had now vanished. They looked down and found they were now if what could best be described as Brazilian thong mini bikinis. They barely covered their privates and nipples.

“What the fuck!!?!??!?!” screamed Pixy.

“Run” Anastacia replied as she begun to see the street stir with people.

They turned to run to their shop, only to realize, well… their shop was no longer there.

They looked to either side and saw their neighbors, but between them, where their shop was supposed to be there was nothing, not even the space; their neighbors were now side by side as if their shop and the space it was in had never existed.

Fred and George were ducked watching all this with magical periscopes so as not to be seen, though it was inevitable that they would figure it was them. Both were rather engrossed in trying to record the mental image of the girls in the skimpy swimsuits… if you could even call them that.

The girls looked desperately around; their wands were nowhere to be seen. Their only hope, their only escape, was the Weasleys' shop. They ran to the door, it was open, climbed the stairs and locked themselves in the bathroom.

“Well brother, me thinks it's about time I saved your ass,” George said as he raised his wand and bound Fred in ropes and then gagged and blindfolded him as well.

He stood up just in time as two very pissed‑off witches had just had time to put two and two together and burst through the door with murder in their eyes.

“You sick fucking piece of shit bastards,” growled Anastacia.

“Fred Weasley, I am going to fucking kill you AND tell your mom,” Pixy shouted as they crossed the door.

But in a minute they saw George standing above his bound brother; they stopped and tried to rationalize the situation.

“George what did you do to Fred?” shouted Pixy as she rushed down to his side.

“He didn’t like my plan, tried to stop me. He still hasn’t comprehended that war is war, there is no mercy” he replied with a wicked look on his face.

“You unparalleled bloody bastard” Anastasia said shocked.

Pixy only hugged Fred’s head between her rather exposed breasts tighter.

Fred was enjoying this more by the minute and thanking his brother immensely in his head.

“Where is our shop?” Anastasia snapped at George.

“My my my, no manners at all. On top of breaking in to our shop, now you are being rude. Maybe I should call Aurors to sort this mess out” George mussed.

The last thing either of the girls wanted was a larger audience.

Anastacia was already absorbed in the impossible task of coverning herself up as she yelled at George.

She swallowed her rage and closed her eyes. “Could you please tell us where our shop is?” she asked through gritted teeth.

“My brother was worried for your safety so it was placed under the Fidelius charm” George replied as if explaining it to a mental retard.

“You son of a fuckin piece of crap asshole” Anastasia yelled. “Who did it?”

“I did” George said simply.

“Tell me where it is so we can get into our shop!!!” she demanded.

“You didn’t say please” George taunted in a sing song voice.

“Please” Anastasia growled.

“Sorry, I cant” George replied.

“You son of a bitch, tell me where our shop is” she shouted.

“He actually can’t, he isn’t the secret keeper” Fred supplied now that Pixy had ungagged him.

The girls stared Fred down, “Then who is?” Anastasia growled.

“Don’t talk to him like that” Pixy said squeezing him between her breasts again to his delight.

Anastasia rolled her eyes.

“Love, please tell me,” Pixy said in a sweet voice.

“Well beloved, my genius brother transfigured a pigmy puff into a flying talking monkey and made it the secret keeper,” Fred replied, trying to keep his eyes on Pixy’s face but failing for the most part. She didn’t seem to mind, though she did notice and blushed furiously.

The girls stared at George like if he were a mad man; the thing was that he was.

“Unfuckingbelivable,” Anastasia gasped. She didn’t know if she should be more impressed at the genius of the prank or pissed at how screwed they were.

“He is up and about somewhere around here,” George supplied with a grin.

“How did you get our beds out and these clothes on?” Anastasia growled.

“Magic, duh,” George said, rolling his eyes.

Anastasia lunged at him but George used his Quidditch reflexes to dodge and watched as she flew past and bounced off the ground.

“In any case here have some robes on us,” George said, magiking some robes around them with the sign “Courtesy of WWW” on the back.

“Thanks,” Anastasia growled as she got dressed.

“Unbind him,” Pixy growled at George.

“No, cause then he would be obligated to help you now wouldn’t he?” George replied.

Pixy controlled herself, “What if he promised to not help?” she supplied.

“Then I’d gladly unbind him,” he countered.

Pixy looked down at Fred, “Promise him love,” she pleaded.

“But Pixy, I want to help you,” Fred lied.

“I know love, and I love you for it, but I don’t want you bound all day long while we search, so please promise,” she pleaded.

Fred fake sighed, “Fine, love I promise not to help you.”

George unbound him.

Pixy kissed him, closed her robe and got up.

“Well then, I guess we must be off to find a flying monkey” Anastasia said angrily.

“Bye bye luv” Pixy cooed to Fred and then followed her sister out.

“I wonder if they will figure out eventually that those robes are transparent to any person that finds females attractive wether they are female or male” Fred pondered.

“Not unless someone tells them. One way or another that will be great publicity for us” George chuckled as they both stared out the window at the girls retreating asses and wondering if a Pensive would be a good investment.

In London, Catherine was fairing even worst. So far she had “misplaced” her office building, had her house turned into a zoo, had her car transfigure into a donkey, had her credit cards and bank accounts closed because she was declared officially dead, woke up naked covered in tattoos the likes of fluffy black dogs and “Sirius is the sexxxiest beast on the planet” and other such statements, and had food vanish whenever she touched it and replaced by notes denoting that she could loose a few pounds. Finally she was left with little choice but to seek help… professional help.

Remus calmly sipped his tea as a very nervous looking Catherine did the same while her hand shook.

“Remus you have to help me. Please help me get him back!!!” she exclaimed

Moony raised an eyebrow, “Cat, there are a few things wrong with what you just asked. First off I couldn’t help you even if I wanted to. I am a Marauder, you declared war on a Marauder; it would be terrible form for me to help you. Secondly, you really brought this on yourself. Lilly did her best to protect you; you screwed that up. I really don’t understand why the hell you are so intent on going after Sirius and the rest of us Black Marauders,” he began and was about to be interrupted when he raised his hand. “I know what you think of the name; let’s not waste time going down that road. Finally, the worst mistake you are making is that you think you have a chance in hell against him in a prank war. You do realize that he had nothing but time and boredom behind the veil right? He was a great prankster before, but now he has had too much time to think of the worst possible applications of his skill,” he explained.

“Hey, I have been giving as good as I have taken,” she defended.

Remus rolled his eyes, “Name your top three pranks on him so far,” he sighed.

“Eh, well I sent him several hundred pizzas to his home. I turned his front lawn into a swamp, and I had a raincloud chase him all day,” she said proudly.

Remus put his head in his hands and tried to contain the laughter. “Cat, you are out of your league, and let me tell you something, and listen very well, HE…. IS…. GONING…? …??

Once again he rolled his eyes, “Sirius is bad, but the only one that is as bad or possibly worst than he is, is possibly Harry, your godson. He has created pranks of such horrible and devastating proportions that I shudder to think what Sirius could do to you if he were to start using any of them. Remember you are not battling one Marauder, but all of them. Our leader has assembled some of the brightest and best in our ranks. You really are outgunned here” he concluded.

“I don’t care what Sirus did, this organization is going down” she said getting up and apparating.

Remus looked puzzled, the realization hit him. “Good lord Cat, Sirius isn’t our leader. What are you doing? This will bite you in the ass” he sighed as he shook his head and wondered where their real leader was, where Harry was.

Harry was in New Zealand having the beach party to end all beach parties. MaryAnn was in a cute bikini with he hair loose and some light make up on, something totally new to her, and surrounded by guys trying to vie for her attention. Harry just looked on and smiled, she deserved every bit of it. The troops were relaxing, having a grand time, getting wasted on beer. Axel was in the thick of things DJing the event. Harry was internalizing what had happened so far. The stones gained, the battles fought, the training done. He was also practicing his Divination of his different friends in England and abroad. He was relatively sure that the Twins would require another scolding soon, but was enjoying the mayhem that Ginny, Sirius, and they were cooking up. All of it worked perfectly for his plans.

“Plotting to take over the world Snuffles?” Axel said coming up behind him.

"Something like that," Harry chuckled, then grew serious. "So what's our next stop?"

"Japan," Axel replied.

"What's the element I mean?" Harry said anxiously.

"Life," Axel sighed.

Harry cringed; Life had been one of the hard ones the last time around. "How bad is it going to be?" he asked.

"About as bad as last time, about as good as Water just was," Axel replied simply.

Harry chose not to think about it; instead he focused on Sirius.

Sirius was with Seamus; he would be having a party to celebrate Sirius Radio going to number one in the UK and 10 across Europe. It was picking speed. But he wanted the bash to be a cross‑promotional event with as many different Black Marauder products involved. Seamus had been busy, the mega‑brewery was now in full swing and was pumping out enough alcohol to drown an ocean.

"So how many different concoctions have you come up with so far, Pooka?" Sirius enquired.

"Well Padfoot, officially we are up to 20 different magical spirits; unofficially we have about 200 on the drawing board," he replied. "Want to head to R&D?"

Sirius stood shocked at the number of spirits they were talking about. "By all means good man, lead the way," he replied with a smile.

Seamus led the way to a door that slid open automatically like something out of a space movie. But what really shocked Sirius was what was inside.

A beautiful pair of girls came up to them and hugged them loosely.

"Captain my captain, how goes it? You are looking dashing. Want a drink?" one said to Seamus and offered him a glass filled with a purple drink.

"Arent you the sexiest thing on two legs ive seen all day besides me" said the other to Sirius and offered him a glass with a pink concoction in it.

Sirus tried it and it tasted like lemonade and then he felt like mule kick in his mouth.

"Pink Punch Potion, still trying to tone down the punch part" Seamus replied as Sirius stared him down.

“That’s only one reason im staring" Sirius said as he looked around at the dozens upon dozens of hot females all in a state of inebriation around the room.

“Oh well, you got to consider that they are trying products all day long. Some of them get them plastered rather quickly. We are working on reducing the alchohol in some of those and raising it in others. We cant have clients drinking too little to get a buzz or too much. It has to be just right, ergo a lot of trial and error" Seamus explained.

“And why are you using hot girls as guinie pigs?” Sirius countered with a smirk.

“Guinnea pigs? Ill have you know these women are trained professionalas, everyone of them holds degrees in botany, distilling, production, marketing, biology or something of the like” Seamus said in indignation.

“Yea … you meany ... we are all like… really, really smart and stuff” .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. ???

Just then a buzzer went off, everyone inside cringed. And then every female ran to a big cauldron filled with a bubbling white potion. “White drink time!!!” they all exclaimed in joy and ran to get a shot of it.

They each drank and all of a sudden they were no longer bumbling or wasted. They straightened out their clothes, and in some cases glasses. Then each proceeded back to their work stations and continued to work as if nothing was wrong. Soon they were all sampling the things they were making again.

Sirius looked expectantly at Seamus.

“Well…” Seamus began.

“Sir, maybe I should explain” said the girl that had been hanging off Seamus a minute ago. Now that she was sober and had her clothes straight she looked rather prim and proper. Though she was gorgeous. Blonde, blue eyed, with a body that seemed almost sculpted.

“Ah Monika go right ahead. Sirius let me introduce the head of R&D, Monika Stranhaut. Master brewer from Germany” he explained.

“I don’t think I have ever met a master brewer that looked like you love” Sirius said winking

Monika blushed, “Thank you Mr. Black, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you” she replied.

“Sirius love, its Sirius” He interjected with a suaveness that could never be imitated.

Monika tried to compose herself and failed, “Sirius. Well our staff goes through several hourly shifts where we try to modify the batch for an hour, then at the end of that hour we drink a shot of sobriety potion so that we may work for another hour” she explained.

“That still doesn’t answer the question as to why there are only very attractive females here,” Sirius said slyly and winked at Monika, who was hyperventilating and now drinking down a glass of her purple potion very quickly.

“Well Padfoot, it’s not my fault that no qualified men or unattractive females showed up to the interviews,” Seamus replied slyly.

“Right, sure,” Sirius said rolling his eyes. “In any case, as I was telling you earlier, I need you to supply your best to the Sirius Radio fest we will be having next month. So get going on it, man.” Sirius concluded.

“Righto my captain, will do,” Seamus said smiling.

“Now then, introduce me to the rest of your staff, and let’s get to… sampling the new products,” Sirius said with a very wolfish grin.

“Right behind you Padfoot, right behind you,” Seamus said with an equal smile.

Valentine’s day hit, and it was a massively depressing day for Hermione and Ron. Each were now wallowing in their respective beds wishing the day would just go away and end the horror of having to exist without their other half. Hermione was going over every word that could be spoken and every potential action taken to regain what was lost. And Ron was eating some nachos and trying to figure out how he could explain himself to Hermione and not sound like a complete wanker.

“I am a moron, I should go talk to her,” Ron sighed.

“He is a moron, all he needs to do is come talk to me,” Hermione groaned.

But not everyone had a bad Valentine’s. Neville and Luna had appeared to Paris and were enjoying a stroll in the moonlight after a lovely dinner.

Neville was nervously walking next to her trying to figure what to say.

Luna sighed and grabbed his hand, “You are trying too hard, Neville, just relax and be yourself,” she insisted.

Neville blushed, and held on tighter, “So ehm, how bout those Cannons? Ron did a great job with them,” he tried.

Luna just shook her head, “Try again, Neville,” she said smirking.

“Eh, so how have you been?” he supplied.

Luna laughed, “We went over that during dinner. You know perfectly well how I am doing,” she giggled.

Neville tried to take a page out of Sirius’s book; he put his arm awkwardly around her and slowly slid it down to her back. “So, you are looking… eh pretty tonight… eh the moonlight suits you. I guess that is why you are Luna, cause of the moon and that,” he tried to say in a suave manner.

Luna just burst out laughing. “Neville, you are trying way too hard. It’s a given we are going to shag each other rotten tonight, so don’t be nervous,” she said in a matter‑of‑fact tone and then kissed him. She grabbed his hand and dragged him along as she began to lead the conversation while a dazed Neville was trying to keep up mentally with what was going on.
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