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    The Boy Who Was Reborn

    

        Chapter 1: The Boy Who Was Reborn

 Lucas's eyes snapped open, his body stiffening as he took in the unfamiliar surroundings. The hard surface beneath him and the crisp night air against his face were a stark contrast to the comfort of his apartment. He lay still, bundled tightly in blankets, his mind working to make sense of the situation.
A street lamp cast a dim glow over the doorstep where he found himself. Lucas turned his head, the movement restricted by the swaddling, and noticed a strange crest adorning the blankets - a lion, snake, badger, and eagle encircling a prominent letter 'H'. The symbol tugged at his memory, but he couldn't quite place it.
The creak of an opening door drew his attention. A thin woman with sharp features peered out, her eyes widening as they fell upon the bundle at her feet. "Vernon! Come quickly!" Her voice cut through the quiet night.
Heavy footsteps approached, and a large man appeared beside the woman, his face confused. "What is the meaning of this, Petunia?"
"It's...a child," Petunia said, her hands trembling slightly as she lifted the bundle containing Lucas. "There's a letter --"
She retrieved an envelope from the blankets and began to read, her eyes darting across the parchment. Lucas watched, his body tense with apprehension. A child? The situation grew more perplexing by the moment.
As Petunia finished the letter, her hands shook violently, and tears spilled down her cheeks. "It's...it's Lily's son. Harry Potter. She's...dead."
Vernon's face twisted, his body recoiling. "You mean...your sister and that good-for-nothing husband of hers...they're gone?"
Petunia nodded, clutching the baby -- Harry -- tighter as she wept. "Murdered...by You-Know-Who."
Vernon's jaw clenched, his eyes narrowing. "Those freakish people and their hocus pocus!"
The words struck a chord within Lucas, the pieces falling into place with a sickening clarity. The blankets, the letter, the talk of magic...it couldn't be. This had to be some bizarre dream.
But as he gazed at his tiny hands and felt the weight of the blankets encasing his diminutive form, a cold realization settled in his gut.
Harry Potter...I've been reborn as Harry bloody Potter.


Petunia held the small bundle, her hands shaking. She looked down at her sister's sleeping baby boy, her nephew, with many conflicting feelings inside her.
Lily. Her bright, pretty, lively little sister who first showed...strange abilities. Odd, unexplainable things always happened around Lily when they were girls. At first, Petunia was happy, thinking they had been blessed with special gifts. But they quickly discovered that Petunia had no such special gifts.
From that day, a gap grew between the sisters, getting wider as Lily went to that weird school. Petunia had dreamed of going too, of seeing the wizarding world herself. But she was only a Muggle, as unimportant as dirt in that world's view.
As years passed, Petunia's jealousy turned to anger, even hatred, towards Lily and her casual power. She had scorned magic, treated it like a bad word, just to spite her sister. And now that hatred stretched to this orphaned boy before her - this magic child who had also lost a mother so cruelly.
A stab of grief hit Petunia's heart as she remembered how different their lives became. While she had grown up, married Vernon, and lived an ordinary life...Lily had been struck down young, hunted like an animal by that murderous freak.
Lily is dead, Petunia thought with a shudder. The finality of it struck her hard, reopening old hurts she thought had healed long ago. The little girl who used to chase her through flower fields, the young woman who had smiled so brightly at her wedding...gone forever.
Without meaning to, hot tears slipped down Petunia's cheeks, splashing onto the blankets below. "Oh Lily..." she rasped in an anguished voice. "What am I to do...?"
In the sitting room, Vernon Dursley paced angrily. That his sweet, ordinary wife should be tainted by this offspring of those freakish people! It was unacceptable, unthinkable. He thought they were free of that world when Petunia cut ties with her wretched sister.
His flushed face burned with rage as he recalled the long-buried memories - the unnatural events, the robed weirdos intruding in their lives, even pigs being inflicted on his poor beloved at the wedding. All because of this...magic.
Vernon grimaced as if the word tasted foul. That Petunia's own flesh and blood could carry this abnormal curse sickened him. Would the boy grow wings next? Spew slugs from his mouth? God forbid! He would not allow it, not under his own roof!
Muttering under his breath, Vernon clenched his fists. "I'll stamp that nonsense out of him from day one. No nephew of mine will be tainted with such strangeness as long as I live..."
As his wife's muffled sobs filtered in from the hall, Vernon felt a twinge of discomfort. He knew how much that freakish sister of hers had once meant to Petunia, long ago before the rift. Perhaps he should try to be...understanding.
No, he thought, mouth setting in a hard line. I'll have no more of this magic poisoning my family. These people did us a favor by sending the boy here. We'll straighten him out right from the start. 
After all...he's just a baby.


Lucas was wrapped up tight in the dim nursery, the Dursleys' loud snores coming from down the hall. Even though he was just a tiny baby, his mind stayed sharp and clear. He wiggled his chubby fingers, feeling the weight of being reborn settle on him. The realization disturbed him deeply, yet it felt incredibly meaningful. His consciousness, his soul, had moved from one life into another.
I'm actually in the Harry Potter world, he thought, his bright green eyes scanning the shadowed room with quiet intensity. This is really happening.
Memories of reading the books and watching the movies came flooding back. A magical world, with witches and wizards fighting the evil Voldemort. The story he loved was now his reality. But he wasn't just Harry Potter. He was Lucas - reborn into this body.
My soul must be real. How else could I keep my adult mind, all my memories and experiences intact?
Lucas frowned, his tiny forehead creasing as he considered the deeper meaning. To be reborn - his very existence proved the soul journeys beyond the physical body.
To be reborn changed everything. He didn't know if he'd reincarnate again with his memories after dying. He would do all he could to gain as much magical power as possible and through that power, achieve immortality.
With a determined nod, Lucas closed his eyes and focused inward, his breathing slow and steady.


Lucas sat cross-legged on the living room floor, his green eyes following Vernon and Petunia as they fussed over baby Dudley. Their high-pitched voices and exaggerated expressions seemed almost comical to the reincarnated man trapped in a child's body.
"Who's mummy's good little boy?" Petunia's voice rose as she ruffled Dudley's wispy hair.
Dudley giggled, his chubby hands grabbing at the colorful toys around him. "More! More ‘oys!" he demanded, his face scrunching up.
"Now, now, pumpkin," Vernon chuckled, wagging a finger playfully. "Don't be greedy. We've gotten you plenty already."
As the doting parents lavished attention on their son, Lucas's gaze drifted to a forgotten fork on the dinner table, catching the morning light. With a subtle twitch of his fingers, he coaxed the utensil into a lazy loop above the Dursleys' heads, his magic responding easily to his will.
Dudley's eyes widened as he spotted the floating fork. "'Ork! I wan' 'at 'ork!" He pointed a pudgy finger insistently, his voice rising in excitement.
Petunia began to turn, but Lucas was faster. A flick of his wrist sent the fork gliding silently back to the dinner table, as if it had never left its resting place.
His easy command of magic was the result of three devoted months of relentless focus and training. Lucas's mind drifted back to those early days...
Lucas sat cross-legged on the floor, a toy soldier positioned before him. His emerald eyes narrowed as he focused intently on the plastic figure, willing it to move. The soldier remained motionless, its painted features frozen in a stoic expression.
For seven nights, Lucas had attempted to control his magic through sheer willpower, but each effort ended in disappointment. The soldier's stubborn immobility seemed to taunt him, a silent reminder of his limitations. A nagging thought whispered in the back of his mind, insisting that he was approaching this incorrectly. Magic, it seemed, required more than just mental commands.
Despite his past life's knowledge, Lucas's young body was an untrained conduit for the arcane. His raw, untamed magic responded more readily to the turbulent currents of his emotions than the cool logic of his intellect. 
With a measured breath, Lucas allowed his eyelids to drift shut, turning inward. He reached for the memories of last week when he first woke up and realized what had happened—the loss, the fear as everything he knew slipped away. He shaped those intense feelings, allowing them to swell within like a rising tide.
'I refuse to be powerless again.' The thought reverberated through him, a silent declaration of defiance.
Lucas's eyes snapped open just as the plastic toy soldier wobbled and rose shakily into the air, its limbs quivering. His intense emotions had unleashed his magic, but he immediately realized he didn't want to rely solely on emotions to wield it. From the stories he had read in his past life, depending on emotions seemed like a path to instability and potential corruption. But since he had no other choice at the moment, he would have to continue experimenting.
Over the following weeks, Lucas experimented with using different emotions as anchors for his developing abilities. Sorrow and melancholy lent themselves well to levitation, as his lingering grief channeled into gracefully lifting toys from the floor. Anger and fury, though more challenging for his calm nature, fueled his banishing spells. The fleeting flashes of rage he managed to summon propelled objects away with startling force.
Each new magical effect began with the same ritual—isolating a specific emotion and fully immersing himself in its depths. Only by being completely consumed by that state would his magic respond. As each 'spell' became second nature through relentless practice, Lucas started to slowly break away from that emotional dependency. It was extremely difficult at first, maintaining the magical manifestation while slowly stripping away the raw emotion that drove it. But with each passing night, he chipped away at the reliance, replacing it with intent and unwavering focus.
It was a gradual transition, using his emotions as a magical catalyst before replacing them entirely with a specific intent. He would start by sinking into profound sadness to levitate an object, then progressively dial back those melancholic undercurrents until only an intent of levitating that object kept it aloft. After months of steady training, he had trained his magic to associate a desire, an intent with the required emotion. Because of this, he no longer needed to feel grief to levitate something, his magic already knew what he wanted to achieve just with the intent to levitate.
Lucas watched the Dursleys fawning over Dudley, his eyes unfocused as a lone coin floated nearby. His mind drifted to the mystery surrounding his reincarnation. What force could orchestrate such an extraordinary event? His rebirth as Harry Potter, in the Wizarding World he once read about, seemed too improbable to be mere chance. A higher power, an entity capable of dimensional travel, must be responsible for this somehow. Not just immortality, then, he thought to himself, I'll add dimensional travel to my ambitions as well. Being immortal in one world would be boring when I can be immortal and travel to various worlds.


 
 

  
    Vast Sea

    

        Chapter 2: Vast Sea

 Lucas sat cross-legged on his thin mattress in the cramped cupboard under the stairs, the only place he could find true solitude away from the Dursleys. He straightened his back, his shoulders rigid. With a slow, measured breath, he closed his eyes, the darkness behind his lids a welcome escape from his confined surroundings.
As he inhaled deeply, the musty scent of the cupboard filled his nostrils, a reminder of the stale air that often clung to his skin. Yet, with each exhale, the tension in his muscles began to fade, his body sinking into a state of relaxation. The anxious thoughts that had been buzzing in his head like persistent flies gradually faded into the background, their incessant noise replaced by a stretching, meditative stillness.
In the depths of his mind, a vast ocean began to take shape. The endless, rolling waves crashed in a serene, predictable rhythm, their steady cadence a soothing balm to his once-restless thoughts. He envisioned the ocean on a clear day, the water a deep, mesmerizing blue that seemed to absorb the light from the flawless sky above.
At first, his visualization was messy, like rough waves crashing against his focus. A worry about the Dursleys briefly crossed his mind, while a distracted idea about learning new spells threatened to break his meditation. Each formed a small ripple that disrupted the perfect calm he desired.
Undeterred, Lucas allowed the ripples to rise and fall, his attention drawn back to the steady thrum of the waves with each passing moment. He didn't fight the distracted thoughts, but neither did he dwell on them, his mind a neutral observer to their ebb and flow. Slowly, the ripples shrank back down into the glassy ocean surface, their impact diminishing with each breath he took.
As he held the unbroken visualization, Lucas felt his mind sharpen, his thoughts becoming clear. His breathing slowed even further, the rise and fall of his chest barely perceptible in the stillness of the cupboard. The distractions were still present, ebbing at the edges of his awareness like the faint whispers of a distant conversation. But they no longer had the power to form disruptive waves on the mirror-calm sea of his mind.
He understood this meditation technique was just the first step towards truly protecting his mind from outside influence. Lucas could feel the potential inside, a vast pool of mental strength and discipline that had been unintentionally built through months of practicing emotional magic. Each time he had tied a spell to a particular emotional state, he was effectively reinforcing his mind's defenses as well, building pristine mental barriers, layer by layer, that would eventually develop into an impenetrable mind shield.
The process of focusing intensely on separating distinct emotions had strengthened his mind's ability for unwavering concentration. Without distracting thoughts or feelings, he could achieve higher levels of sustained focus.
And focus was the core essence of Occlumency.


"...and the big brown bear said, 'Who's been sleeping in my bed?'" Petunia read aloud, her bony finger tracing the words on the colorful page.
Dudley bounced excitedly on her lap, jabbing a pudgy finger at the picture. "Bear! Big bear!"
"Very good, Diddykins!" Petunia praised, planting a kiss on his cheek. "Can you say 'bed'? The bear's bed?"
As Dudley struggled to form the word, Petunia's gaze flicked over to Lucas sitting beside them before returning to the book, her attention focused on her son.
Lucas barely noticed, his mind far away as he pondered the intricacies of Occlumency. He had achieved a basic level of emptiness in his meditations, stilling his thoughts until they were smooth and unbroken like a vast, calm sea. But that was only the beginning.
How do I actually block a Legilimency probe? His brow furrowed slightly as he turned the problem over in his mind. The books never really explained the mechanics...
From what he could recall, Legilimency usually required either direct eye contact or the use of a wand to initiate the mental invasion. But there were exceptions, like the Natural Legilimens Queenie Goldstein who could effortlessly skim surface thoughts without a wand or eye contact.
A true Occlumency barrier should block all forms of Legilimency. But what if a Natural Legilimens used a wand as well? Would it amplify their already formidable abilities?
He had no way of knowing for certain without testing it. But the possibilities unspooled in his mind as Petunia's voice faded into the background.
Maybe the key is to somehow disperse the magic of the Legilimency probe as it reaches my mind. Drain its power before it can take root and extract any information.
Lucas's mind drifted back to his ocean visualization, the cornerstone of his current meditative practice. He had been focusing on calming the waves into smaller and smaller ripples until they vanished entirely, leaving only a perfect mirror-like stillness. But what if he did the opposite?
If I sense a Legilimency probe incoming, I could try to generate ripples that condense into larger and larger waves. Waves of certain emotions or thoughts specifically selected to crash against the probe again and again until it's exhausted!
The corners of his mouth curved up slightly as the idea formed in his mind. It would be hard to practice without someone who could actually read minds, but he wanted to try it out. He could start by doing the opposite of his usual meditation - instead of clearing his mind into a calm sea, he would fill it with big, deliberate thoughts and feelings. Huge waves to push away any attempt to get inside his head.
"...and they all lived happily ever after. The end!" Petunia shut the book loudly, her voice breaking Lucas's focus. "Alright boys, time for your nap."
As she took them upstairs, Lucas's gaze stayed distant. He couldn't wait to test his new theory during his next meditation session. Maybe he could picture specific memories as the waves, hiding his real thoughts under a flood of fake impressions...


Petunia stood at the kitchen sink, her hands moving through the familiar motions of washing dishes, but her mind wandered elsewhere. Her gaze drifted to the small, dark-haired boy sitting quietly at the table, his movements precise and deliberate as he ate his cereal.
Harry. Her nephew. Lily's son.
Petunia's grip tightened on the plate, feeling an old ache in her chest from resentment and grief. Months had passed since the boy arrived at their doorstep, yet his presence still felt like an intrusion into her ordinary life.
Something about the child unsettled her. The way he would sit for hours, lost in thought, his vivid green eyes - a painful reminder of Lily - seeming to see right through her. He possessed an unnatural calmness for a toddler.
Unlike a typical child, he never cried or fussed. Instead, he would meet her gaze steadily and make requests in an articulate voice beyond his age.
"May I please have some more milk, Aunt Petunia?" His words were clear, his pronunciation perfect.
It was weird. Dudley, despite his energy and volume, still struggled to form coherent sentences. But Harry spoke like a much older child.
And then there was his accent. Petunia frowned, trying to place it. A subtle lilt to his words, reminiscent of the Dutch tourists she occasionally encountered in London. But that made no sense - the boy had been born and raised in England, just like his parents.
An old memory stirred, a fairy tale from her childhood. Tales of changelings, of faerie folk swapping human babies with their own otherworldly children.
For a fleeting instant, Petunia wondered... could Harry be...?
No. She shook her head, her lips pressing into a thin line. Those were exactly the kinds of freakish, unnatural thoughts she had worked so hard to banish from her life.
Harry was just a quiet, pensive child. Perhaps the trauma of losing his parents had left deep scars, stunting his emotional growth. Yes, that had to be it. A perfectly logical, perfectly normal explanation.
As if sensing her scrutiny, Harry looked up from his cereal. His eyes met hers, and Petunia had the uncanny feeling he could see straight into her mind. She quickly looked away, a tightness in her chest.
A shadow seemed to flit past her hand, and Petunia nearly dropped the plate, her heart pounding. She spun around, her eyes darting around the kitchen, searching for... what? She didn't even know.
But there was nothing out of place. The same familiar appliances, the same spotless countertops. Petunia drew in a shaky breath, trying to slow her racing pulse.
She glanced back at Harry and found him staring intently out the window, his gaze fixed on the quiet street outside. The morning light cast a soft glow over his features, giving him an almost otherworldly appearance.
Petunia blinked, and the illusion vanished. It must have been a trick of the light, a play of shadows that had startled her. Nothing more.
She turned back to the sink, her hands gripping the edge of the counter as she fought to quell the unease twisting in her gut. Everything was fine. Everything was normal.
Just the way it should be.


Lucas looked at Petunia as he ate his cereal, noticing her distant look and restless finger tapping on the counter. The corners of his mouth moved slightly at the irony - for someone who claimed to hate anything strange, Petunia herself was quite odd.
It wasn't the first time he had seen her in these thoughtful states. The way she would sometimes jump at the slightest movement or sound, as if seeing things no one else could, interested him. What thoughts bothered her in those moments? What fears or memories made her jump at shadows?
Lucas's eyes narrowed as an idea formed, an intense look settling over his features. Perhaps it was time to learn Legilimency, the magical skill of navigating through a person's mind layers and understanding what he found. If he mastered it, he would no longer have to guess about Petunia's inner turmoil - he could simply take the answers directly from her head.
Of course, attempting Legilimency on Petunia, Vernon, or Dudley without proper training would be unwise. Lucas had no idea what kind of damage an untested mental probe could cause. If he accidentally caused severe harm, it would undoubtedly attract unwanted attention from Dumbledore or other wizarding authorities. They would investigate, and his secret magical activities would be exposed.
No, he needed a safer subject to practice on first. Something with a simpler, less complex mind...
Parseltongue, Lucas realized, his fingers stilling on the spoon. He could use his ability to speak to snakes to establish a basic mental connection. Snakes were conscious creatures, albeit with a very different type of awareness than humans. He had never seen them display any true intelligence when not in the presence of a Parselmouth. It was as if the serpentine language itself somehow raised their mental state.
If he could find a small grass snake or adder in the garden, Lucas could attempt Legilimency while communicating with it in Parseltongue. The snake's mind would likely be far easier to navigate than a human's, with fewer barriers and complexities to overcome. It would be the perfect way to test and refine his technique before moving on to more challenging targets.
But first, he would need to find a way to sneak out into the garden undetected. The Dursleys kept the doors and windows locked at night, and any attempts to physically pick the locks would be far too conspicuous.
An unlocking spell, Lucas thought, his gaze drifting to the kitchen door. Something like 'Alohomora' from the books. He had never put much stock in the idea of incantations and wand movements - in his experience, they were little more than crutches to focus the mind and strengthen one's intent. With enough practice and mental discipline, he was certain he could achieve the same effects without them.
After all, he had already mastered spells like 'Accio', 'Depulso', and 'Wingardium Leviosa' using nothing but focused emotions and sheer force of will. Surely 'Alohomora' would be no different. It was simply a matter of finding the right emotional state to channel his intent.
Lucas narrowed his eyes, examining the problem from all sides, his fingers unconsciously tracing patterns on the table.
Then the solution suddenly became clear - the key was a feeling of freedom, of breaking away from limits. He would need to summon emotions of release, of chains falling off and doors swinging open. A powerful rush of liberation and newfound opportunity.
Yes, that could work. The corners of Lucas's mouth curved upwards slightly as he planned his next meditation. He would focus on memories and visions of breaking free, leaving his old life behind and welcoming the endless opportunities of his new life full of magic. And when the moment was right, he would channel that liberating energy into his unlocking spell, willing the door to open with all his focus.
One way or another, he would find his way into that garden. With a snake to practice his Legilimency on, he would be one step closer to understanding Petunia's thoughts - and anyone else who tried to stop him.


 
 

  
    Unlocked

    

        Chapter 3: Unlocked

 In the cramped confines of the cupboard under the stairs, Lucas sat cross-legged on his thin mattress, his posture straight and his breathing measured. He closed his eyes, focusing on the vast, tranquil sea that stretched out in his mind's eye. The gentle lapping of the waves against an unseen shore filled his ears, drowning out the distant sounds of the Dursleys' snores.
As he delved into his memories of his old life, Lucas sought the feeling of liberation that had surged through him when he first discovered his magical abilities in this new world. The corners of his mouth twitched upward as he recalled the way the magic had flowed through him, bending reality to his will.
Concentrating on that feeling, Lucas allowed a small ripple to form on the surface of the calm sea, a gentle disturbance that mirrored his newfound freedom. He nurtured that ripple, feeding it with the memories of his first successful spells, the weight of each achievement anchoring the sensation in his mind.
The ripple grew, becoming a small wave that lapped at the edges of his consciousness. Lucas focused on maintaining that wave, his brow furrowing slightly as he kept all other thoughts and emotions at bay. It was a delicate balance, sustaining the feeling of liberation without letting it overwhelm him or disrupt the tranquility of the vast sea.
After several minutes of intense concentration, Lucas felt ready. He opened his eyes, his gaze steady as he turned his head to look at the cupboard door. Rousing the wave of liberation in his mind, he imagined that feeling infusing the door, willing it to unlock and swing open.
For a moment, the door remained still, unyielding. Then, a faint clicking sound emanated from the other side, and slowly, almost hesitantly, the cupboard door began to swing open, revealing the darkened hallway beyond.
Lucas's lips curved into a grin as he watched the door open, the physical manifestation of his magical intent. In his mind, the wave of liberation gradually subsided, turning back into a ripple that dissipated into the vast, calm sea.
But as he stood up from his cot, ready to step out into the night, a sudden realization struck him. The grin faded from his face, replaced by a slight frown. How was he going to lock the door from the inside? If he left it unlocked, the Dursleys might discover his nocturnal wanderings and put an end to his magical experimentation.
Sighing, Lucas closed the cupboard door and sat back down on his bed. He should have thought of this earlier, but in his excitement to master the unlocking spell, he had overlooked the importance of being able to lock the door as well.
Lucas considered the problem, his fingers drumming lightly on his knee. To unlock the door, he had used the emotion of liberation, the sense of breaking free from constraints. But what kind of emotion would be best suited for locking a door?
Security, perhaps? The feeling of being safe and protected, of having control over one's environment. Lucas closed his eyes again, trying to summon that emotion in his mind.
He thought of the times when he had felt most secure in his old life, the moments when he had been confident in his abilities and his place in the world. The satisfaction of a job well done, the comfort of a warm bed on a cold night, the peace of mind that came with knowing he was in control of his own destiny.
As he focused on those feelings, Lucas visualized a new ripple forming on the surface of the calm sea, a gentle disturbance that represented his desire for security. He nurtured that ripple, feeding it with memories of safety and control, willing it to grow and strengthen.
Slowly, the ripple began to expand, becoming a small wave that lapped at the edges of his consciousness. Lucas focused on maintaining that wave, his jaw clenching slightly as he kept all other thoughts and emotions at bay, just as he had done with the wave of liberation.
When he felt ready, Lucas opened his eyes and turned his gaze to the cupboard door once more. Rousing the wave of security in his mind, he imagined that feeling infusing the door, willing it to lock and seal itself shut.
For a moment, nothing happened. Then, a faint clicking sound emanated from the door, and Lucas felt a subtle shift in the air, as if the cupboard had become a little more secure, a little more impenetrable.
A small smile played across his lips as he settled back onto his mattress, his fingers tracing the worn fabric beneath him. He had unlocked the door with the emotion of liberation, and now he had locked it again with the feeling of security.
It was a small step, but an important one.


Lucas sat cross-legged in his cupboard, his eyes closed and his breathing steady. The past two weeks had been a period of diligent practice, honing his ability to unlock and lock the cupboard door with progressively less emotional input. At first, he had needed to fully immerse himself in the feelings of liberation and security, allowing them to consume his mind and infuse his magic. But as he practiced, he found that he could achieve the same results with a more focused and refined approach.
It was a slow process, but Lucas was patient. He knew that by training his magic to associate his desire to unlock or lock a door with the emotions of liberation and security, he could eventually eliminate the need for the emotions altogether. His brow furrowed slightly as he pondered this development, his fingers absently tracing the worn floorboards beneath him.
Could this be the reason why wandless magic becomes so difficult for adult wizards? He recalled how Tom Riddle, in his youth, had been able to perform impressive feats of wandless magic, but as he grew older, he seemed to rely more and more on his wand.
Perhaps, Lucas pondered, by relying on the convenience of wands and incantations to power and direct their magic, wizards inadvertently trained their magic to depend on those tools. Over time, wandless magic would become increasingly difficult, if not impossible, for most. He shook his head, jaw tightened.
Rising to his feet, Lucas focused on his more immediate goal: finding a snake to practice Legilimency on. For the past two weeks, he had been sneaking out into the garden at night, searching for any sign of the small snakes that he knew inhabited the UK. But so far, his efforts had been fruitless. The Dursleys' garden was small, and Lucas had to be careful not to venture too far, lest he be seen by a passing car or neighbor.
Taking a deep breath, Lucas unlocked the cupboard door with a mental command and a sharpened will. The door swung open smoothly and quickly, and he stepped out into the darkened hallway. His footsteps were silent as he made his way to the front door, his movements precise and calculated. He peered through the edges of the curtains, his eyes scanning for any signs of light or movement outside. Seeing none, he unlocked the door with a flick of his wrist and slipped out into the night.
The cool grass tickled his bare feet as he crouched low beneath the flowers and shrubs. Lucas took a deep breath, the earthy scent of the garden filling his nostrils, and called out in Parseltongue, "Is there any snake here? I wish to speak with you."
He waited, his body still and his senses heightened, half-expecting to be met with silence once again. But then, he heard a rustle in the grass, and a small voice hissed, "Is that a speaker?"
Lucas's lips curved into a slight smile. "Yes," he replied in Parseltongue. "I am a speaker. Please, come out so I can see you."
A moment later, a small grass snake emerged from the undergrowth, its scales catching the moonlight. It raised its head, flicking its tongue out to taste the air.
"A human who speaks the noble tongue," the snake mused. "How curious."
Lucas studied the snake intently, his eyes tracing the patterns on its scales. He had known that Parselmouths could communicate with snakes, but to actually experience it firsthand was something else entirely.
"What is your name?" he asked, still speaking in the sibilant hisses of Parseltongue.
The snake cocked its head. "We do not have names as humans do," it replied. "But you may call me what you wish."
Lucas nodded, filing that information away for later. He was eager to test the limits of his Parseltongue abilities, to see just how much control he could exert over the snake.
"Come closer," he commanded, holding out his hand. "Coil around my wrist."
Without hesitation, the grass snake slithered forward and wrapped itself around Lucas's outstretched arm. Its scales were cool and smooth against his skin, feeling almost like a gentle, living bracelet.
"Fascinating," he murmured, his voice low and even. "It seems that Parselmouths can command non-magical snakes without issue."
The snake hissed in agreement, its tongue flicking out to brush against Lucas's skin. "We are bound to obey the speakers," it said. "It is the way of things."
Lucas nodded as he sat cross-legged in the garden, the cool night air caressing his skin as he studied the grass snake coiled around his wrist.
"Tell me," he hissed, his voice low and sibilant, "do you have a sense of self? Are you aware of your own existence?"
The snake tilted its head, its unblinking eyes reflecting the moonlight. "I am aware that I exist," it replied, its forked tongue flicking out to taste the air. "But I do not ponder my existence as humans do. I simply am."
Lucas's brow furrowed slightly as he considered the snake's words. The creature's response was intriguing, hinting at a level of self-awareness that he had not expected from a mere animal. He leaned forward, his emerald eyes intense as he posed his next question.
"Do you have memories?" he asked, his tone curious. "Experiences that you can recall and reflect upon?"
The snake's tongue darted out once more, as if sampling the weight of Lucas's inquiry. "I remember the warmth of the sun on my scales," it said, its voice a soft hiss. "The taste of the mice I have caught. But these are fleeting things, impressions that fade with time."
Lucas sat back. The creature's ability to engage in such discourse, despite its limited experiences and lack of formal education, suggested that Parseltongue was more than a mere language. It seemed to grant the serpent a level of intelligence and self-awareness that it would not otherwise possess.
In his past life, Lucas had been well-versed in the concept of artificial intelligence, particularly the advanced language models like ChatGPT and Claude. These AI systems, trained on vast amounts of data, were capable of engaging in complex conversations and performing a wide array of tasks. Yet, the snake before him, with its tiny mind, was able to communicate like a human.
"How is it that you are able to speak with me like this?" Lucas asked, his voice low. "You have not had the benefit of an education or a vast amount of knowledge, and yet you are able to converse with me as if you were a human."
The snake was silent for a moment, its body still save for the gentle rise and fall of its coils with each breath. "It is the magic of the speakers," it said at last, its words slow and deliberate. "When you speak to us in the noble tongue, it awakens something within us. Knowledge and understanding that we did not possess before."
Lucas's eyes widened a fraction. If Parseltongue could grant knowledge and intelligence to snakes, could this principle be applied to other creatures as well? And if so, could it be used to bestow knowledge upon oneself?
If magic could help people gain knowledge and understanding, it would change how they learned and picked up new skills. Instead of spending years studying and practicing, one could use magic's power and instantly get the knowledge they needed.
But Lucas knew he was still far from being able to look into these ideas closely. He was only starting to see a little of what magic could do, and he had a long way to go before he could even begin to understand the secrets of Parseltongue and how it might be used.
With a final, contemplative glance at the moonlit garden, Lucas turned and made his way back to the house, his footsteps silent against the dew-dampened grass.


Lucas carefully carried the grass snake into the house, his movements deliberately slow to avoid startling the creature. He slipped back into his cupboard, the door closing behind him with a muffled click, enclosing him in the familiar darkness.
Settling onto his thin mattress, Lucas lifted his arm, bringing the snake to eye level. "Relax for a while," he hissed in Parseltongue, his voice quiet. "I need to meditate."
The snake bobbed its head, its coils loosening slightly as it draped itself across Lucas's forearm, the cool scales a gentle pressure against his skin.
Closing his eyes, Lucas allowed himself to sink into a deep state of introspection, his mind turning to the subject of Legilimency. The snake's mind, even with the knowledge granted by Parseltongue, would be simpler than that of a human. It made the creature an ideal test subject for his initial forays into the art of mind reading.
Lucas's thoughts lingered on the snake's well-being for a moment, but he quickly dismissed the notion. It may have been granted a measure of intelligence through the power of Parseltongue, but at its core, it was still just a snake. A lesser creature, not of his own species. His lips pressed together slightly.
Lucas held the snake delicately in his hands, its smooth scales cool against his skin. He had no desire to harm the creature unnecessarily, but if his experiments caused it some discomfort or bewilderment, he was willing to accept that as a minor sacrifice in his quest for power. His fingers tightened almost imperceptibly around the serpent's body as he contemplated his next move.
To perform Legilimency, Lucas knew he needed to find the right emotional state - one that would allow him to bridge the gap between his mind and that of the snake. He thought back to the various mind readers he had encountered in fiction, from the telepaths of science fiction to the legilimens of the Harry Potter series. What emotions did they tap into when they probed the thoughts of others?
After much deliberation, Lucas settled on a feeling of intense curiosity, tinged with a hint of dominance. A desire to know, to understand, to expose the secrets hidden within another's mind, coupled with the unshakable belief that he had the right to do so. As he focused on cultivating this emotional state, he gazed intently at the snake, searching for any sign of its thoughts or feelings.
Despite his efforts, Lucas felt nothing from the serpent. Frustration welled up inside him, and he began to tap his leg unconsciously, his fingers drumming out a dull rhythm on his thigh. The snake remained inscrutable, its mind firmly closed off from his probing thoughts.
Undeterred, Lucas tried again, this time adjusting his emotional state and tightening his grip on the snake, hoping to find a new way to break through its mental defenses. Yet still, the serpent's mind remained stubbornly inaccessible. A heavy sigh escaped Lucas's lips as he ceased his leg tapping and paused to consider his next move.
Taking a deep breath, Lucas attempted to calm himself. He reminded himself that he wasn't a Natural Legilimens; it was going to be a challenging skill to master. As he exhaled slowly, he relaxed his hold on the snake. His shoulders slumped as he accepted the need to try a different approach.
Suddenly, a thought struck him like a bolt of lightning. In all the stories he had read, eye contact seemed to play a pivotal role in Legilimency. The eyes were frequently described as the windows to the soul, a metaphysical representation of a person's innermost thoughts and emotions.
Lifting the snake once more, Lucas commanded it to focus entirely on his eyes. "Open your mind to me," he hissed in Parseltongue, his voice low and intense, the sibilant words seeming to hang in the air between them. "Focus all your thoughts on allowing me access."
The snake obeyed, its unblinking gaze locking onto Lucas's own. The reptile's eyes were like polished obsidian, dark and unfathomable, reflecting the flickering candlelight. Lucas felt a strange sensation wash over him as he stared into those eyes, a tingling that started at the base of his skull and spread throughout his body.
Taking another deep breath, Lucas summoned up the emotional state he had initially chosen, allowing it to fill his mind like a vast, churning sea. Curiosity and dominance swirled within him, forming a vortex of emotions. He focused all his mental energy on the snake, willing himself to forge a connection with its mind, to see through its eyes and hear its thoughts.
For a long moment, nothing happened. The room was silent save for the pounding of Lucas's heart and the soft hiss of the snake's breath. Then, suddenly, Lucas felt a flicker of something - a presence at the edge of his awareness, faint but unmistakable. It was like a whisper in a crowded room, barely audible but impossible to ignore.
I must open my mind for the speaker, the thought said, echoing through Lucas's consciousness.
The corners of Lucas's mouth lifted slightly. He had done it. He had successfully performed Legilimency, reading the surface thoughts of another creature.
It was a small win, for sure. The snake's mind was a simple thing, its thoughts easy to understand. But it was a start, a first step on the long road to becoming great at mind magic.
Lucas allowed the snake to coil back around his arm, its scales a familiar pressure against his skin. He had a long way to go, but he was one step closer to his ultimate goal.
And nothing, not even the well-being of a lesser creature, would stand in his way.
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        Chapter 4: Enrolled

 A week had passed since Lucas first successfully performed Legilimency on the grass snake. In that time, he had been diligently practicing, honing his skills and pushing the boundaries of what he could accomplish with the art of mind reading. The snake had become a constant companion, living in Lucas's cupboard and emerging only to hunt for mice in the garden. Lucas had quickly realized that the creature needed to eat, and he couldn't very well let it starve. So, he had taken to letting it out at night, allowing it to hunt and feed before returning to the safety of the cupboard.
As he sat on his thin mattress, the snake coiled around his arm, Lucas focused his mind, reaching out with his thoughts to brush against the creature's consciousness. He no longer needed the snake to actively open its mind to him; even when it tried to resist, to close itself off from his probing, it made no difference. His Legilimency slipped past its defenses as easily as a knife through butter.
Lucas pondered on this fact, his brow furrowing slightly as he considered the implications. The snake was a non-magical creature, except for the intelligence and awareness granted by his Parseltongue ability. Perhaps this was the reason for his easy access to its mind. The snake's natural defenses, if it had any, were no match for the magical nature of his Legilimency.
The sound of the cupboard door being unlocked pulled Lucas from his musings. With a swift, fluid motion, he hid his arm with the snake behind his back and pushed it under his blanket, just as the door opened, revealing the pinched face of his Aunt Petunia. She peered down at him, her lips pressed into a thin line.
"Harry," she said, her voice tight. "It's time for breakfast. Come out of there and wash up."
Lucas blinked, his emerald eyes focusing on his aunt as he pulled his mind back from the snake's consciousness. "Yes, Aunt Petunia," he replied, his tone even and controlled. He stood up, his movements careful and deliberate to ensure the snake remained hidden, and followed Petunia out into the hallway.
As they walked, Petunia spoke, "I've been thinking, Harry. Perhaps it's time we enrolled you in some sort of activity. To keep you busy and out of trouble."
Lucas considered this suggestion, his mind already weighing the potential benefits. If he could gain access to other people through an activity, it could be helpful for his Legilimency practice. He needed to choose something that would benefit his young body without putting too much stress on it.
"What about Yoga?" Lucas suggested, his voice calm and measured. "I've heard it's good for flexibility and relaxation, even for toddlers."
Petunia's steps faltered, her eyes widening as she stared at Lucas. The color drained from her face, and her mouth opened slightly, as if she wanted to speak but couldn't find the words. The unnatural knowledge and articulation of her two-year-old nephew sent a chill down her spine, and she found herself questioning once again the strange nature of the child. Was this another manifestation of his abnormality, his connection to that freakish world her sister had been a part of?
Petunia cleared her throat, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her apron. "Yoga? Well, I suppose that could work. I'll have to discuss it with Vernon."
Lucas nodded, his mind already working through the potential benefits. Yoga would provide him with a dedicated space to train his body's flexibility, which would only have positive effects in the future. Plus, it would give him an opportunity to interact with other people, potentially opening up new avenues for his Legilimency practice.
As they entered the kitchen, Lucas noticed his Uncle Vernon already seated at the table, his attention focused on the television. Dudley was in his high chair, messily eating his breakfast while occasionally glancing at the colorful cartoons playing on the screen.
Petunia cleared her throat, drawing Vernon's attention away from the news. "Vernon, I've been thinking," she began, her voice hesitant. "Perhaps it would be best if we enrolled Harry in a Yoga class for toddlers. It would keep him busy and out of trouble."
Vernon's face scrunched up, his mustache bristling as he turned his gaze to his nephew. He opened his mouth to protest, but Petunia quickly leaned in and mouthed, "Out of the house and away from Dudley."
Understanding dawned on Vernon's face, and he nodded slowly. While he was initially resistant to the idea of spending money on the boy, the thought of having less interaction between Dudley and the freakishly quiet and articulate child was appealing.
"Very well," Vernon grunted, turning his attention back to the television. "But make sure it doesn't cost too much. We're not made of money, you know."
Petunia nodded, a small smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. She busied herself with preparing breakfast for Lucas, while he took his seat at the table.
As the adults discussed the logistics of enrolling him in a Yoga class, Lucas's mind wandered to his magical abilities. He knew that he would continue to practice and refine his existing skills, but he also wanted to expand his repertoire.
Right now, his Legilimency was limited to the times when he had direct contact with the grass snake. During the periods when he couldn't practice mind reading, he needed something else to focus on.
Lucas thought about the cold, damp conditions of his cupboard. It could be quite uncomfortable at times, especially during the winter months. He decided that learning how to warm himself up, similar to the warming charm in the Harry Potter books and movies, would be a useful skill to master.
He began to ponder the emotional state that would be most conducive to creating warmth. Perhaps feelings of comfort, safety, and contentment would be the key. He would need to tap into memories of being wrapped in a cozy blanket, sitting by a warm fire, or basking in the sun's rays.
As he ate his breakfast, Lucas mentally cataloged these emotions, making a note to explore them further during his next meditation session. He knew that mastering a warming charm would not only make his living conditions more bearable but also serve as a stepping stone to more advanced temperature-related magic.
Meanwhile, Vernon and Petunia continued their conversation, oblivious to the magical musings of their young nephew.
"I'll look into the Yoga classes today," Petunia said, placing a plate of eggs and toast in front of Lucas. "With any luck, we can have him enrolled by next week."
Vernon grunted his approval, his eyes never leaving the television screen. "Just make sure he doesn't bring any of that freakishness to the class. We don't need any more trouble."
Petunia nodded, her fingers tightening around the spatula she held. She knew that enrolling Harry in a Yoga class was a risk, but it was one she was willing to take if it meant keeping him away from Dudley.
As breakfast concluded, Lucas excused himself from the table and made his way back to his cupboard. He carefully closed the door behind him, ensuring that he was alone and out of sight from the Dursleys.
Reaching under his blanket, Lucas gently retrieved the grass snake, which had remained hidden during his absence. He held the creature up to eye level, hissing softly in Parseltongue, "I apologize for the abrupt movement earlier. I had to hide you quickly to avoid being discovered."
The snake flicked its tongue out, tasting the air as it seemed to accept the apology.
As Lucas settled back into his cupboard, the grass snake coiled comfortably around his arm, he closed his eyes and focused on his mental landscape. The vast, calm sea stretched out before him, its surface smooth and unbroken.
"I'm going to practice some new magic," Lucas hissed softly in Parseltongue. "I need to find the right memories to fuel these spells."
The snake flicked its tongue out, tasting the air. "I will be here, Speaker," it replied. "I will watch and learn."
Lucas nodded, his fingers gently stroking the snake's scales. He took a deep breath and allowed his mind to drift, searching for a memory that would resonate with the warmth he sought to create.
Suddenly, an image formed in his mind's eye. It was a memory from his past life, a moment of pure contentment and joy. He saw himself as a child, no more than five years old, sitting on his mother's lap as she read him a bedtime story. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of a lamp casting a warm, golden light over them both.
Lucas could feel the warmth of his mother's embrace, the gentle rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. He remembered the sense of safety and love that had enveloped him in that moment, the way the world had seemed to fall away until there was nothing but the two of them, lost in the magic of the story.
As he focused on this memory, Lucas felt a gentle warmth beginning to spread through his body. It started in his chest, like a small sun glowing softly, and gradually radiated outward, flowing through his limbs and warming his fingers and toes.
"It's working," he hissed to the snake, his voice filled with quiet wonder. "I can feel the warmth growing stronger."
The snake tightened its coils around his arm, as if seeking to share in the warmth. "You are doing well, Speaker," it replied. "The magic is strong in you."
Encouraged by his success, Lucas delved deeper into the memory, allowing the warmth to intensify. In his mind's eye, the vast sea began to change, the water taking on a golden hue as if reflecting the light of a thousand suns. The surface rippled gently, each wave carrying with it a pulse of comforting heat.
Lucas basked in the warmth, feeling it fill every fiber of his being. He knew that he had found the key to mastering this spell, the emotional resonance that would allow him to summon warmth at will.
After several long moments, Lucas reluctantly pulled himself back from the memory, allowing the warmth to fade. He knew that he needed to practice the other half of the equation, the cold that would balance out the heat.
Once again, he searched his mind for a suitable memory, one that would evoke the icy chill he sought to create. This time, the image that formed was far less pleasant.
Lucas saw himself as a teenager, standing alone in a crowded school hallway. All around him, his classmates laughed and chattered, their voices blending into a cacophonous din. But despite the press of bodies, Lucas felt utterly alone, as if an invisible barrier separated him from the rest of the world.
He remembered the icy sting of rejection, the way his peers had shunned him for his intelligence and his introversion. He recalled the numbing emptiness that had filled him in those moments, the sense that he would never truly belong.
As he focused on this memory, Lucas felt a creeping coldness seeping into his bones. It started as a faint chill, like a winter breeze, but quickly intensified, becoming a deep, penetrating frost that seemed to emanate from his very core.
In his mind's eye, the vast sea began to change once more. The golden hue faded, replaced by a deep, icy blue. The surface of the water stilled, becoming smooth and mirror-like, reflecting a sky filled with cold, distant stars.
"The cold is quite sharp," Lucas mentioned, noting his breath turning to mist in the chill air. "It's really making me shiver."
The snake flicked its tongue thoughtfully, a gesture of discomfort in the cold. "Indeed, it is brisk, Speaker," it responded with a tone of respect. "Might I suggest we seek a warmer spot? I find warmth to be far more agreeable to my well-being."
Lucas chuckled at the snake's polite request. "Alright, we'll find some warmth soon," he promised, amused by the snake's formal yet earnest plea for comfort. "Just a little longer in the cold, and you'll feel the warmth again."
With a mental command, Lucas banished the coldness, allowing the warmth to return. He practiced switching between the two states, alternating between the comforting heat and the biting chill, until he could summon each sensation at will.
As he worked, the vast sea in his mind shifted and changed, reflecting the ebb and flow of his emotions. The golden warmth and the icy blue swirled together, creating a mesmerizing dance of color and sensation.
Finally, after what felt like hours of practice, Lucas opened his eyes. He felt drained, both physically and emotionally, but also exhilarated by his progress.
"I think I've got it," he hissed to the snake, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. "I can control the warmth and the cold now."
The snake flicked its tongue out, tasting the air. "You have done well, Speaker," it replied. "Your magic grows stronger with each passing day."
Lucas nodded, his emerald eyes shining with a quiet assurance. He knew that he still had a long way to go, that there were countless other spells and abilities he needed to master. He especially still had to teach his magic how to channel warmth and cold without the dependency on these emotions. But for now, he allowed himself a moment of satisfaction, the weight of his accomplishments familiar and comforting in his mind.
With a contented sigh, Lucas leaned back against the wall of his cupboard, the snake coiled comfortably around his arm. He closed his eyes, allowing his mind to drift once more into the vast, calm sea of his own making.


As the days turned into weeks, Lucas dedicated himself to the practice of summoning warmth and cold through sheer force of will. He spent hours in quiet contemplation, his eyes closed and his breathing steady, as he worked to detach his magic from the tether of his emotions.
In the stillness of his cupboard, Lucas visualized the vast, tranquil sea that had become his mental anchor. He imagined himself floating on its surface, his thoughts and feelings drifting away like leaves on the wind. With each breath, he pushed his emotions further into the background, focusing instead on the pure, unadulterated power that thrummed beneath his skin.
It was a slow, arduous process, but Lucas could feel himself making progress. The warmth and cold came more easily now, responding to his intent rather than his memories or feelings. He experimented with the intensity of the sensations, learning to modulate them with a mere thought.
Yet, as he delved deeper into his magic, Lucas couldn't help but notice the difference in power when he allowed his emotions to fuel his spells. When he channeled his anger or his joy, the resulting magic was like amplified, far stronger than anything he could produce through intent alone.
Emotions are a double-edged sword, Lucas mused, absently stroking the scales of the grass snake coiled around his arm. They can amplify magic, but they can also make it unpredictable, difficult to control.
He knew that he needed to find a balance, to learn to harness his emotions without being consumed by them. It was a delicate dance, one that would require time and patience to master.
As he sat in the dim light of his cupboard, Lucas turned his attention to the snake, meeting its unblinking gaze. He had grown accustomed to skimming the creature's surface thoughts, picking up on its basic needs and desires with a casual brush of his mind. But he knew that he needed to go deeper, to explore the snake's memories and experiences if he truly wanted to advance his Legilimency skills.
And yet, as he prepared to delve into the snake's mind, Lucas hesitated. He had grown fond of the creature over the past month, finding solace in its simple, uncomplicated presence. The thought of invading its memories, of potentially causing it distress, left a bitter taste in his mouth.
Sentiment, Lucas chided himself, his jaw tightening. It has no place in the pursuit of knowledge and power.
With a resolute nod, he made a decision. He would find another snake, one that he could use for his Legilimency experiments without the burden of emotional attachment. It was the logical choice, the one that would allow him to continue his magical education unimpeded.
But even as he planned his next move, Lucas's thoughts turned to another project, one that had been simmering in the back of his mind for some time. He wanted to create a spell that would allow him to breathe clean, purified air, free from the pollution and toxins that choked the world outside his cupboard.
He closed his eyes, picturing the vast sea once more. But this time, the water was crystal clear, so pure that he could see straight to the bottom. He imagined himself floating on the surface, surrounded by an aura of pristine, unsullied air.
As he sank deeper into the visualization, Lucas could feel a cool, refreshing sensation washing over his skin. His lungs expanded, drawing in deep, cleansing breaths of the purest air he had ever tasted. In his mind's eye, he could see the aura around him growing stronger, more defined, like a protective bubble that followed him wherever he went.
This is the key, Lucas thought, his brow furrowing in concentration. To create a spell of purification, I must tap into the essence of cleanliness, of being untouched by the world's impurities.
He knew that he had a long way to go, that the spell would require intense focus and practice to perfect. But as he sat in the stillness of his cupboard, the grass snake a comforting weight on his arm, Lucas felt a quiet determination settle over him.
He would master this magic, just as he had mastered the others. And when he did, he would be one step closer to his ultimate goal: to unlock the full potential of his power and carve his own path in this strange, magical world he now called home.


As Lucas stepped out of the car, he inhaled deeply, the crisp, purified air from his spell filling his lungs. He glanced up at the Yoga studio, taking in the simple, unassuming building with its colorful "Little Lotus Yoga for Tots" sign. The click of Petunia's high heels on the pavement drew closer as she approached him.
"Come along, Harry," she said, her hand resting on his shoulder, guiding him towards the entrance. "Let's get you signed in."
Lucas allowed himself to be led, his mind already focusing on the task at hand. This was an opportunity to practice maintaining his warmth spell while moving and stretching his body. A challenge, but one he was prepared to undertake.
Inside the studio, a cheerful receptionist greeted them from behind a desk. "Good morning! Welcome to Little Lotus Yoga. How can I help you today?"
Petunia stepped forward, a polite smile gracing her features. "Hello, I'm here to drop off my nephew, Harry Potter, for his weekly class."
The receptionist nodded, glancing down at a list on her desk. "Ah, yes, here he is. Harry Potter, age two. He's in the Sunflower Room, just down the hall to the left."
Petunia thanked the receptionist and led Lucas down the hallway. As they approached the Sunflower Room, the sound of children's laughter and chatter grew louder. Lucas steeled himself, knowing that interaction with his fellow toddlers was inevitable.
They entered the room, and Lucas's gaze swept over the bright, colorful decor. Soft mats covered the floor, and the walls were adorned with cheerful images of animals and nature scenes. A group of children, ranging in age from one to three years old, were already gathered in the center of the room, sitting in a circle with their legs crossed.
Two teachers, both young women with kind faces and gentle demeanors, greeted Petunia and Lucas warmly. "Welcome, Harry!" one of them said, kneeling down to his level. "We're so glad you could join us today."
Petunia gave Lucas a brief hug, whispering in his ear, "Behave yourself, and I'll be back to pick you up in two hours." With that, she turned and left the room, leaving Lucas alone with the other children and the teachers.
As Lucas took his place in the circle, he began to focus on his warmth spell, imagining the comforting heat spreading through his body. He closed his eyes, taking a deep breath and allowing the sensation to fill him from head to toe.
"Hi there!" a voice chirped, breaking his concentration. Lucas opened his eyes to see a little girl, no more than three years old, smiling at him. "I'm Sarah. What's your name?"
Lucas sighed internally, but his face remained neutral as he replied, "I'm Harry."
Sarah grinned, bouncing in place. "I love Yoga! It's so much fun. Do you like Yoga, Harry?"
Before Lucas could respond, one of the teachers clapped her hands, drawing the children's attention. "All right, everyone, let's get started! Today, we're going to practice our animal poses. Let's start with the cat pose."
As the teacher demonstrated the pose, Lucas followed along, stretching his body and focusing on maintaining his warmth spell. He could feel the magic flowing through him, a gentle heat that seemed to emanate from his very core.
Around him, the other children giggled and chattered, some of them struggling to hold the pose. A little boy nearby toppled over, letting out a frustrated cry. "I don't wanna do this!" he whined, his face scrunching up in a pout.
One of the teachers quickly moved to his side, her voice soothing. "It's okay, sweetie. Let's try again, nice and slow. You can do it!"
Lucas watched the exchange from the corner of his eye, noting the teacher's patience and skill. He knew that he would have to be careful not to let his annoyance with the other children show, lest he draw unwanted attention to himself.
As the class progressed, Lucas continued to practice his warmth spell, focusing on maintaining the magic even as he moved through the various poses. It was a challenge, but one that he relished, knowing that each successful attempt brought him one step closer to mastering his abilities.
By the end of the two-hour session, Lucas felt more confident in his ability to maintain the warmth spell while in motion. He had managed to avoid any major interactions with the other children, offering only polite, brief responses when directly addressed.
As the class ended and the children began to disperse, Lucas saw Petunia waiting for him by the door. He quickly gathered his things and made his way over to her, eager to return to the solitude of his cupboard and the company of his serpentine companion.
"How was class, Harry?" Petunia asked as they walked back to the car, her tone more perfunctory than genuinely interested.
"It was fine, Aunt Petunia," Lucas replied, his voice even. "I learned a lot."
Petunia nodded, seeming satisfied with his response. As they drove home, Lucas allowed his mind to wander, already planning his next magical experiment.


Lucas sat cross-legged on his thin mattress, his eyes closed in deep concentration. The grass snake was coiled comfortably around his arm, its scales cool against his skin. In the quiet solitude of his cupboard, Lucas allowed his mind to drift, focusing on the task at hand.
He had been contemplating the issue of Harry Potter's poor eyesight and how he might prevent it from affecting him in this new life. Lucas knew that genetics could play a role in vision problems, but he also wondered if the curse scar on his forehead might be a contributing factor. Regardless of the cause, he was determined to find a way to maintain his perfect vision, refusing to be burdened by glasses or any other physical limitations. And so, he had decided to explore the possibility of creating a general healing spell, one that he could cast on himself regularly to keep his body in optimal condition.
Lucas took a deep breath, centering himself as he delved into his memories, searching for a moment of physical well-being, a time when he had felt truly healthy and vibrant. After a few moments, an image began to form in his mind's eye.
He saw himself as a child, running through a grassy field on a warm summer day. The sun shone brightly overhead, and a gentle breeze ruffled his hair. Lucas could feel the energy coursing through his body, the pure joy of movement and exertion. As he focused on this memory, he began to channel the emotions associated with it, tapping into the sense of vitality and strength, the feeling of his body working in perfect harmony. Slowly, he allowed these emotions to fill him, letting them flow through every cell and fiber of his being.
In his mind's eye, Lucas saw the vast, calm sea that represented his mental landscape. As he focused on the healing emotions, a soft, golden light began to suffuse the water, turning it a warm, inviting color. The light pulsed gently, like a heartbeat, sending ripples of energy across the surface of the sea. Lucas allowed himself to bask in this healing light, feeling it wash over him in gentle waves. He imagined it seeping into his body, rejuvenating his cells and strengthening his immune system, flowing to his eyes, soothing and protecting them from any potential damage.
As he held this image in his mind, a tingling sensation spread through his body, starting in his chest like a small, glowing ember and gradually radiating outward, flowing through his limbs and into his fingertips and toes. The sensation was warm and comforting, like being wrapped in a soft, cozy blanket. Lucas knew he had tapped into the essence of the healing spell, feeling the magic working within him, gently revitalizing his body and mind. He understood this was just the beginning and that he would need to practice and refine the spell over time to achieve the full benefits.
For now, Lucas focused on maintaining the healing light, allowing it to fill him with its gentle, restorative energy. He knew he couldn't sustain the spell indefinitely but wanted to hold onto it for as long as possible, giving his body a thorough rejuvenation. After several long moments, he slowly began to withdraw from the healing state, allowing the golden light to fade, watching as the vast sea in his mind's eye returned to its usual calm, mirror-like surface. The tingling sensation in his body gradually subsided, leaving behind a feeling of renewed energy and vitality.
Lucas opened his eyes, blinking as he adjusted to the dim light of his cupboard. He took a deep breath, noting how refreshed and invigorated he felt, as if he had just awoken from a long, restful sleep, his body and mind perfectly attuned and ready to face the day.
The grass snake stirred on his arm, flicking its tongue out to taste the air. "You seem different, Speaker," it hissed softly. "Your scent has changed."
Lucas smiled slightly, his fingers brushing lightly over the snake's scales. "I've been practicing a new type of magic," he replied, his voice low and even. "A healing spell, to keep my body strong and healthy."
The snake tilted its head, its dark eyes reflecting the dim light. "Interesting. I have not encountered such magic before."
Lucas nodded, acknowledging the snake's comment. He knew he would need to be cautious in his use of the healing spell to avoid draining his focus or causing any unintended side effects, but he also recognized that the benefits far outweighed the risks. With regular practice, he hoped to strip away the emotional component of the spell, making it a pure expression of his will and intent. He envisioned a future where he could cast the healing magic with a mere thought, a subtle pulse of energy that would keep his body in peak condition.
But for now, he would focus on refining the spell, finding the perfect balance of emotion and intent, practicing whenever he had a moment alone, gradually building up his endurance and skill. As Lucas settled back onto his mattress, the grass snake coiled comfortably around his arm, he closed his eyes once more, allowing his mind to drift, imagining a world where he was free from the constraints of his physical form, where his magic flowed as easily as breathing. The corners of his mouth lifted slightly as he surrendered himself to the vast, calm sea of his own making.


 
 

  
    Snake Army

    

        Chapter 5: Snake Army

 Lucas sat cross-legged in his cupboard, his emerald eyes fixed on the grass snake coiled around his forearm. The dim light filtering through the cracks in the door cast shadows across his face, accentuating the childish angles of his features. He absently traced a finger along the snake's scales, their smooth texture a familiar comfort against his skin.
"To further my magical studies," he hissed softly in Parseltongue, "I require a network of allies. More eyes and ears to aid me in my endeavors."
The snake's tongue flicked out, tasting the air. "A prudent course of action, Speaker. Where do you propose we find these allies?"
Lucas's gaze drifted to the cupboard door, his mind mapping out the surrounding area. "Is there a nearby location where snakes congregate? Somewhere I could visit discreetly?"
The snake's head swiveled, its unblinking eyes meeting Lucas's. "A small forest lies behind this human dwelling, a mere 10 to 14 minutes' walk for one of your kind. It is where I resided before seeking sustenance here."
A slow, calculated smile spread across Lucas's face, his eyes glinting in the semi-darkness. "Tonight, then," he said, his voice low and measured. "Under the cover of darkness, I shall venture into the forest."
The snake dipped its head in acknowledgment. "I will guide you to where the others reside. With my assistance, you will find them with ease."
Lucas inclined his head, a gesture of gratitude and respect. "Your aid is most appreciated," he said, his tone even and controlled.
He paused, his brow furrowing slightly as a thought took shape in his mind. "If we are to forge this alliance, it seems only fitting that you have a proper name. A symbol of our partnership."
The snake's tongue darted out again, its head cocked in curiosity. "A name? I have never been granted such a thing. What would you bestow upon me, Speaker?"
Lucas's eyes drifted shut, his mind sifting through the annals of mythology and lore. A name that embodied the snake's role as his guide, a creature of the night aiding him in his quest for knowledge and power.
"Nyx," he said finally, his eyes opening to meet the snake's unwavering gaze. "The Greek goddess of the night. A fitting moniker for a creature of shadows and secrets."
The snake seemed to ponder the name, its body coiling and uncoiling around Lucas's arm. "Nyx," it repeated, the sibilant syllables rolling off its forked tongue. "Yes, I find it most suitable."
Lucas's fingers resumed their gentle stroking of the snake's scales, his touch light and deliberate. "Then Nyx you shall be," he said, his voice a soft hiss in the stillness of the cupboard.


As the Dursleys' snores reverberated through the house, Lucas emerged from his cupboard, Nyx draped around his arm. He navigated the darkened hallway with practiced ease, his footsteps barely audible against the carpet. The back door yielded to his magic, and he stepped out into the cool embrace of the night.
A shiver ran through Lucas's body, but he quickly summoned the warmth spell, focusing his mind on the task. Heat blossomed from his core, spreading through his limbs until even his extremities were suffused with a pleasant warmth. He extended the spell to Nyx, watching as the snake's coils relaxed in response.
"Better?" Lucas asked, his voice low.
Nyx's tongue darted out, sampling the air. "Much," it replied, its tone content.
With a nod, Lucas set off across the yard, his strides purposeful as he approached the forest's edge. The trees loomed before him, their branches reaching out like gnarled fingers. He paused, his gaze sweeping over the dense undergrowth.
"We're here," he hissed to Nyx. "Lead on."
Nyx's tongue flickered, tasting the air. "This way," it replied. "Other snakes are near."
Lucas entered the forest, the soft ground muffling his steps. Nyx suddenly tensed, its coils tightening around his arm. "Ahead," it hissed. "A snake."
Quickening his pace, Lucas rounded a large tree and spotted a grass snake, its scales catching the moonlight. "Greetings," he said in Parseltongue, his voice steady. "I am a Speaker, seeking your aid."
The snake lifted its head, its eyes fixed on Lucas. "A Speaker?" it repeated, its tone reverent. "I have heard stories..."
Lucas inclined his head. "I am building a network," he explained. "I require the assistance of snakes like you for my magical studies and to keep me informed of the natural world."
The snake's tongue darted out. "To serve a Speaker would be an honor," it said. "I will obey."
The corners of Lucas's mouth lifted slightly as he held out his arm, its weight familiar and comforting as the snake coiled around it. "Come," he commanded. "Join me."
As they ventured deeper into the forest, more snakes joined their ranks, each responding to Lucas's commands with obedience and awe. Soon, eight serpents adorned his arms and shoulders, their scales catching the moonlight.
A sudden rustling drew Lucas's attention, and he turned, his eyes scanning the undergrowth. A badger burst forth, its teeth bared in a snarl. Lucas's gaze remained steady as he flicked his wrist, sending a pulse of magic towards the charging creature. The badger froze mid-leap, its body rigid.
With a casual gesture, Lucas sent the badger spinning into the air, its limbs flailing helplessly. After a moment, he released his hold, and the creature dropped to the ground, stumbling and screeching in terror before fleeing into the undergrowth.
A quiet assurance shone in Lucas's emerald eyes as he glanced at the snakes encircling him, their reverence palpable. With a final sweep of his gaze, he turned and began the journey back to Privet Drive, his serpentine entourage in tow.


Lucas sat cross-legged on his thin mattress, his emerald eyes fixed on the eight snakes coiled before him. The serpents remained still, their unblinking gazes locked on the young boy as he began to speak in the sibilant hisses of Parseltongue.
"Seven of you will be stationed inside and outside of this house," Lucas said, his voice low and steady. "Keep watch over everything that happens. When you need to hunt, ensure that at least two snakes remain outside and two inside, monitoring the situation. If someone approaches or enters the house, report to me immediately."
The snakes bobbed their heads, their forked tongues darting out to taste the air. With a final nod from Lucas, seven serpents slithered silently out of the cupboard, their scales glinting in the dim light as they dispersed to their assigned positions.
Lucas turned to the remaining snake, which coiled itself tighter, its eyes glittering with anticipation. "You will stay here with me," he said, his tone even and measured. "I have a different task for you."
The snake raised its head, its tongue flicking out in a silent question. Lucas leaned forward, his gaze intense as he locked eyes with the serpent. "Look into my eyes," he commanded, his voice taking on a hypnotic quality. "Open your mind to me, allowing me access to your thoughts and memories."
As the snake complied, Lucas reached out with his mind, delving deeper than the surface thoughts he had previously accessed. He wanted to experience the world through the serpent's eyes, to see its recent memories.
Start with something simple, Lucas thought, focusing on the snake's most recent meal. He reasoned that the hunt would still be fresh in the serpent's mind, making it easier to locate and examine.
As he probed deeper, Lucas found himself immersed in a series of primitive, instinctual thoughts. The forest floor materialized before him, the cool earth pressing against his belly as he slithered through the undergrowth. A flicker of movement caught his eye—a small mouse, scurrying along the edge of a fallen log.
The snake's thoughts during the hunt were focused and driven by an overwhelming urge to strike and consume. Lucas felt the coiling of muscles, the lightning-fast lunge, and the satisfying crunch of tiny bones between his jaws.
Intrigued by the raw, primal nature of the experience, Lucas pushed further, seeking out the moment when the snake had first encountered him in the forest. He wondered how that pivotal meeting would appear from the serpent's perspective, given its lack of complex knowledge prior to hearing him speak Parseltongue.
As the memory surfaced, Lucas found himself once again in the forest, slithering through the moonlit undergrowth. Suddenly, a voice rang out, hissing words that he could somehow understand. The snake's mind reeled, a surge of awe flooding its thoughts as it realized it was in the presence of a Speaker.
In that instant, Lucas felt something shift within the snake's consciousness. It was as if a door had been opened, a floodgate of knowledge and understanding rushing in to fill the void. The snake's thoughts became clearer, more structured, as if the very act of hearing Parseltongue had awakened a dormant intelligence within its mind.
Lucas withdrew from the memory, his brow furrowed in contemplation. The corners of his mouth twitched slightly as he considered the implications of what he had witnessed. It seemed that Parseltongue was more than just a language—it was a catalyst for change, a key that unlocked the potential for higher cognition in serpentine minds.


As Lucas sat cross-legged on his thin mattress, his eyes closed in deep meditation, the air around him stirred with the faint, invisible currents of his magic. In his mind's eye, he visualized the vast, tranquil sea that had become his mental sanctuary. The surface of the water rippled gently, mirroring the soft warmth that emanated from his core and suffused his body with a soothing heat.
Beneath the surface, icy tendrils swirled, creating a pocket of frigid temperature that would have made anyone else shiver uncontrollably. Yet, with his warmth spell in place, Lucas remained perfectly comfortable, his skin radiating a soft, inviting glow.
Above the water, a translucent dome represented the air purification shield he had erected around himself. Each inhalation brought a rush of crisp, clean air into his lungs, free from the musty odors and dust particles that typically permeated the cramped space.
Deep beneath the waves, a pulsing, luminescent orb symbolized the general healing spell that thrummed through his body and mind, keeping his muscles relaxed and his thoughts clear.
As Lucas fought to maintain his focus on each of these different spells simultaneously, the surface of the water began to churn, and the icy tendrils wavered. The translucent dome flickered, and the luminescent orb dimmed briefly. Beads of sweat formed on Lucas's brow as he struggled to keep his concentration from wavering, his breathing becoming more labored.
A soft hiss drew Lucas's attention, and he opened his eyes to see Nyx coiled on the mattress beside him. The snake's tongue flicked out, tasting the air. "Speaker, you seem troubled," Nyx observed, its eyes fixed on Lucas's face. "Is something amiss?"
Lucas took a deep breath, trying to steady his focus. "Maintaining four different spells at once is proving to be quite a challenge," he admitted, his voice strained with effort. "It requires a level of mental discipline and control that I'm still working to master."
Nyx cocked its head, considering Lucas's words. "Is it wise to strain yourself so, Speaker?" it asked, concern evident in its tone. "Surely, it would be better to focus on one spell at a time, perfecting each before moving on to the next."
Lucas shook his head, the corners of his lips twitching upward. "No, Nyx," he replied, his voice growing stronger as he spoke. "By pushing myself to the limit, by straining to maintain multiple spells simultaneously, I will gradually become accustomed to the strain. In time, I will be able to withstand even greater challenges."
In his mind's eye, Lucas watched as the surface of the water began to calm, the icy tendrils stabilizing, the translucent dome growing more solid, and the luminescent orb pulsing with renewed vigor. He focused on each element, pouring his willpower into maintaining the delicate balance between them.
Nyx flicked its tongue out again, tasting the air. "As you say, Speaker," it acquiesced, its tone filled with respect. "Your wisdom and resolve never cease to impress me."
Lucas nodded, his eyes drifting closed once more as he delved deeper into his meditative state, the vast, tranquil sea of his mind stretched out before him. The surface of the water reflected the soft warmth of his spell, while beneath the waves, the icy tendrils swirled in a mesmerizing dance. The two opposing elements seemed to be locked in an eternal struggle, each vying for dominance over the other.
Furrowing his brow, Lucas focused his willpower on maintaining the delicate balance between the two spells. He watched as the warmth and the icy tendrils clashed, sending ripples across the surface of the water. The more he tried to force them into harmony, the more turbulent the sea became, threatening to shatter his concentration.
Suddenly, an idea struck him. Instead of trying to force the two elements to coexist, he needed to find a way to make them complement each other. With a deep breath, Lucas visualized a thin, translucent barrier forming between the warm surface and the icy depths. The barrier was semi-permeable, allowing a controlled exchange of energy between the two opposing spells.
As the barrier solidified, Lucas felt the tension in his shoulders ease. The surface of the water calmed, the ripples fading away as the warmth and the icy tendrils settled into a harmonious equilibrium. The barrier acted as a buffer, preventing the two elements from overwhelming each other while still allowing them to interact in a controlled manner.
A smile tugged at the corners of Lucas's lips as he realized the significance of his discovery. By creating a mental construct to regulate the interaction between opposing spells, he had taken a crucial step towards mastering the art of maintaining multiple enchantments simultaneously. The semi-permeable barrier represented a new level of control and finesse in his magical abilities.
As he continued to meditate, Lucas experimented with adjusting the properties of the barrier. He visualized it becoming more or less permeable, allowing him to fine-tune the balance between the warmth and cold spells. The more he practiced, the more intuitive the process became, until he could maintain the equilibrium almost effortlessly.
Opening his eyes, Lucas took a deep breath, amazed at the newfound sense of harmony that suffused his body. The warmth spell and the cold spell were now working in perfect synergy, each complementing the other to create a comfortable, stable environment.
Lucas rose from his cross-legged position on the thin mattress, his movements fluid and graceful as he stepped out of the cupboard. The warmth and cold spells thrummed through his body in perfect harmony, the semi-permeable barrier in his mind maintaining the delicate balance between the two opposing elements. He took a deep breath, savoring the crisp, clean air that filled his lungs, courtesy of the air purification shield that shimmered invisibly around him.
As he made his way down the hallway, the sounds of Dudley's wails and shouts grew louder, echoing off the walls of the living room. Lucas paused at the threshold, his eyes taking in the scene before him. Petunia and Vernon sat on the floor, their faces strained with forced smiles as they tried to placate their tantrum-throwing son. Brightly colored toys lay scattered around them, evidence of their futile attempts to distract Dudley from his fit of rage.
Lucas stepped into the room, his bare feet sinking into the plush carpet. He focused on maintaining the harmony between the warmth and cold spells, visualizing the vast, tranquil sea in his mind. The surface of the water remained calm, the warmth and the icy tendrils coexisting in perfect equilibrium, despite the cacophony of noise that assaulted his ears.
Petunia glanced up, her eyes narrowing as she noticed Lucas's presence. "What are you doing out of your cupboard, boy?" she snapped, her voice strained with irritation.
Lucas met her gaze, his expression neutral. "I needed to stretch my legs," he replied calmly, his voice barely audible above Dudley's wails. "I won't be long."
Vernon's face reddened, his eyes narrowing as he turned to face Lucas. "You'll go back to your cupboard when we say so, boy," he growled, his tone laced with menace. "We're trying to deal with Dudley's tantrum, and we don't need you underfoot."
Lucas nodded, his face betraying no emotion. "I understand," he said, his voice even. "I'll just walk around the room for a bit, and then I'll go back to my cupboard."
He began to pace the perimeter of the living room, his steps measured and deliberate. As he walked, he focused on maintaining the low levels of warmth and cold that emanated from his body, ensuring that they remained subtle and undetectable to the untrained eye. The air around him stirred faintly, the only visible sign of the magic that thrummed through his veins.
Dudley's wails reached a crescendo, his face turning a blotchy red as he thrashed on the floor. Petunia and Vernon redoubled their efforts to calm him, their voices rising in pitch as they cooed and cajoled. Lucas tuned out the noise, his mind focused on the vast, tranquil sea that stretched out before him. The surface of the water remained undisturbed, the semi-permeable barrier holding strong against the onslaught of distractions.
As he completed his circuit of the room, Lucas paused once more at the threshold, his eyes sweeping over the chaotic scene. Petunia and Vernon were still struggling to contain Dudley's tantrum, their faces etched with frustration and exhaustion. With a final nod, Lucas turned and made his way back down the hallway, his footsteps muffled by the plush carpet.
He slipped back into his cupboard, the door closing behind him with a soft click. The warmth and cold spells continued to thrum through his body, the harmony between them unbroken despite the disturbing environment he had just left. Lucas settled back onto his thin mattress, his eyes drifting closed as he delved deeper into his meditative state, the vast, tranquil sea of his mind stretching out before him.


Lucas sat at the kitchen table, his gaze fixed on the bowl of oatmeal before him. The warm, comforting scent of cinnamon and honey wafted up from the creamy mixture, enticing him to take a bite. He lifted the spoon to his mouth, savoring the smooth texture and subtle sweetness as he chewed thoughtfully.
Across the room, Dudley squirmed in his high chair, his face scrunched up in a petulant scowl. Petunia stood beside him, a spoonful of mashed peas hovering in front of his mouth. "Come on, Diddykins," she cooed, her voice strained with forced cheerfulness. "Open wide for mummy. These lovely peas will help you grow up big and strong, just like your daddy."
Dudley's response was a high-pitched wail, his chubby fists flailing as he turned his head away from the proffered spoon. The mashed peas splattered onto the tray of the high chair, joining the remnants of his previous attempts at feeding.
Vernon, who had been engrossed in his morning newspaper, lowered the pages to glare at his son. "Now, now, Dudley," he said gruffly, his brow furrowing. "You heard your mother. Eat your greens like a good boy."
Dudley's wails only intensified, his face turning a blotchy red as he thrashed in his seat. Vernon's own face began to redden, his eyes narrowing as he tossed the newspaper aside. "I won't have this nonsense at the breakfast table," he growled, his voice rising to compete with Dudley's cries. "You'll eat your peas, or there'll be no dessert for you tonight."
As Lucas watched the scene unfold, the corners of his mouth turned down slightly. He had always found emotional outbursts tiresome, preferring the calm, rational approach to life that he had cultivated in his past existence. The memory of his own experiences with irrational anger and frustration drifted through his mind, reminding him of a particular incident from his previous life…
Lucas van der Berg sat at his desk in the classroom, his eyes focused on the textbook before him. The soft murmur of his classmates' conversations filled the air, punctuated by the occasional laugh or exclamation. He was engrossed in the chapter on advanced programming concepts, his mind whirring with the possibilities of how he could apply these techniques to his own projects.
Suddenly, a sharp voice cut through his concentration. "Lucas, can you stop tapping your pen like that? It's driving me crazy!"
Lucas looked up to see his classmate, Emma, glaring at him from across the aisle. Her face was flushed, her eyes narrowed. He glanced down at his hand, realizing that he had been unconsciously tapping his pen against the desk as he read.
"Sorry, Emma," he said, his voice calm and even. "I didn't realize I was doing it. I'll stop."
Emma's scowl deepened, her voice rising in pitch. "You always do this, Lucas! Every single day, you sit there tapping away like you're in your own little world. It's so annoying!"
Lucas's jaw clenched briefly, but he kept his expression neutral. He couldn't understand why Emma was getting so worked up over something so trivial.
"Emma, please calm down," he said, his voice still measured and controlled. "I said I was sorry, and I'll stop. There's no need to get so upset."
But his words only seemed to fuel her anger. "Don't tell me to calm down!" she snapped, her voice loud enough to draw the attention of their classmates. "You're always so wrapped up in your own thoughts, you never consider how your actions might affect others. It's selfish, that's what it is!"
Lucas took a deep breath, trying to quell his own rising irritation. "Emma, I think you're overreacting," he said, his voice firm but not unkind. "I apologized, and I meant it. If there's something else bothering you, we can talk about it, but there's no need to take it out on me."
Emma's face reddened further, her eyes flashing. She opened her mouth to retort, but before she could speak, their teacher's voice cut through the tension.
"Emma, Lucas, is there a problem here?"
Lucas turned to see their teacher, Mrs. Janssen, standing at the front of the classroom, her arms crossed and her expression stern. He shook his head, not wanting to escalate the situation further.
"No, Mrs. Janssen," he said, his voice calm and respectful. "We were just having a minor disagreement, but it's resolved now."
Emma shot him a venomous look, but she too fell silent, not wanting to risk the teacher's disapproval. Mrs. Janssen nodded, her eyes still narrowed in suspicion.
"Very well," she said, her voice crisp. "But let's keep the disruptions to a minimum, shall we? We have a lot of material to cover today."
As the teacher turned back to the board, Lucas sighed, his fingers tapping lightly against the desk. He wished there was a way to simply calm Emma down, to help her see how irrational her anger was. But he knew that emotions were rarely so easily tamed, especially when they were born of deeper, more complex issues.
As the memory faded, Lucas found himself back in the Dursleys' kitchen, the sounds of Dudley's tantrum filling the air. He felt a renewed sense of determination, a desire to find a way to bring a measure of calm to even the most volatile of situations.
Closing his eyes, Lucas focused on the vast, tranquil sea that stretched out before him in his mind's eye. The surface of the water was smooth and still, reflecting the soft glow of his inner peace. Above the sea, a storm raged, the winds howling and the rain lashing against the waves.
Lucas imagined himself standing at the center of the storm, his feet planted firmly on the surface of the water. He raised his hands, palms outward, and focused on the cool, soothing energy that thrummed through his body. He visualized that energy as a translucent mist, rising from the depths of the sea and swirling around him like a protective cocoon.
As he held that image in his mind, Lucas felt the tingling sensation in his fingertips intensify. It spread up his arms, suffusing his entire body with a cool, soothing energy. He took a deep breath, accepting the feeling of calm that washed over him.
With a subtle flick of his wrist, Lucas sent a tendril of the calming mist wafting towards Dudley, watching as it curled around the toddler's head. He kept the potency of the spell intentionally weak, not wanting to rob Dudley of his emotions entirely, but rather to gently ease him into a state of tranquility.
For a moment, nothing seemed to happen. Then, gradually, Dudley's wails began to subside, his thrashing limbs stilling as a look of confusion passed over his face. His eyelids drooped, and he blinked slowly, as if struggling to stay awake.
Vernon, who had been on the verge of another outburst, paused mid-sentence, his mouth hanging open. The purple hue of his face faded, replaced by a more natural, ruddy complexion. He shook his head, as if trying to clear away a sudden fog.
Petunia, too, seemed to be affected by the calming mist. Her shoulders relaxed, and the lines of frustration on her face smoothed out, leaving behind a look of mild bewilderment.
Above the vast, tranquil sea in Lucas's mind, the storm began to dissipate, the winds dying down and the rain slowing to a gentle drizzle. The translucent mist that surrounded him pulsed with a soft, soothing light, a manifestation of his growing mastery over his emotions and his magic.
As the kitchen settled into a state of relative peace, Lucas returned his attention to his bowl of oatmeal, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. He had taken the first step towards creating a spell that could bring a measure of calm to even the most volatile of situations.
With practice and refinement, he knew that he could turn this fledgling magic into a powerful tool, one that could help him navigate the chaotic world of emotions that surrounded him.


 
 

  
    Magical Addiction

    

        Chapter 6: Magical Addiction

 The shrill ring of the telephone pierced the air, echoing through the pristine living room of 4 Privet Drive. Petunia Dursley, her hair perfectly coiffed and her apron crisp and clean, hurried to answer the call. She glanced at the clock, noting that it was just past 2:30 PM - the time when Dudley's new pre-school teacher had promised to call with an update on his first week.
Petunia's heart swelled with pride as she thought of her little Dudders, now three years old and taking his first steps into the world of education. She had been so pleased with his behavior in the past three months, marveling at how quickly he seemed to be maturing. Whenever he was on the verge of a tantrum, he would suddenly calm down, his chubby face relaxing into a serene expression that belied his tender age.
With a smile on her face, Petunia lifted the receiver to her ear. "Hello, Petunia Dursley speaking," she said, her voice bright and cheerful.
"Good afternoon, Mrs. Dursley," came the reply, the voice on the other end sounding strained and weary. "This is Miss Honey, Dudley's teacher at Little Whinging Pre-School."
Petunia's smile faltered slightly at the tone of the teacher's voice. "Yes, of course, Miss Honey," she said, trying to keep her own voice light and pleasant. "How is Dudley doing? I've been so proud of him lately, he's been such a calm and well-behaved little boy at home."
There was a pause on the other end of the line, and Petunia could hear the faint sound of papers shuffling. "Well, Mrs. Dursley," Miss Honey began, her voice hesitant, "I'm afraid that's not quite the case here at school."
Petunia's brow furrowed, confusion and concern warring on her face. "What do you mean?" she asked, her voice rising slightly in pitch. "Has Dudley been misbehaving?"
Miss Honey sighed, the sound heavy and resigned. "I'm afraid so, Mrs. Dursley," she said, her voice tinged with frustration. "Dudley has been acting out quite severely in class. He's been throwing tantrums, hitting other children, and refusing to follow instructions. It's been quite a challenge to calm him down when he gets into one of his moods."
Petunia's mouth fell open, her eyes widening in disbelief. "But that can't be right," she said, shaking her head even though Miss Honey couldn't see her. "Dudley's been so calm and well-behaved at home lately. I don't understand what could be causing this behavior at school."
Miss Honey's voice softened slightly, taking on a more sympathetic tone. "I understand your confusion, Mrs. Dursley," she said, "but I assure you, this is what we've been observing in class. Just today, Dudley threw a block at another child's head when he didn't get his way during playtime. It took three of us to calm him down and prevent him from hurting anyone else."
Petunia's hand flew to her mouth, a gasp escaping her lips. "Oh my goodness," she breathed, her mind reeling with the implications of Miss Honey's words. "I had no idea. I'm so sorry, Miss Honey. I don't know what's gotten into him."
As Petunia continued to listen to Miss Honey's account of Dudley's behavior, her eyes darted around the living room, as if searching for some clue or explanation for her son's uncharacteristic actions. Her gaze landed on the small, quiet boy sitting quietly on the couch, his eyes fixed on the news on the television screen.
Harry Potter, her nephew, had been living with the Dursleys for nearly two years now, ever since that fateful night when he had been left on their doorstep. Petunia had never quite warmed to the boy, seeing too much of her strange, freakish sister in his bright green eyes and unruly black hair.
As she watched, Harry's eyes suddenly flicked away from the television, meeting her gaze with an intensity that made her breath catch in her throat. For a moment, she could have sworn she saw a flash of curiosity, almost a gleam of realization, in those unnaturally bright eyes.
But then the moment passed, and Harry's attention returned to the television, his expression once again neutral and unreadable. Petunia shook her head, dismissing the strange feeling that had come over her.
"Mrs. Dursley?" Miss Honey's voice broke through her reverie, bringing her back to the conversation at hand. "Are you still there?"
Petunia blinked, tearing her gaze away from Harry and focusing once more on the telephone. "Yes, yes, I'm here," she said, her voice slightly breathless. "I'm just... I'm just trying to understand what could be causing this behavior in Dudley."
Miss Honey sighed again, the sound tinged with a hint of impatience. "Well, Mrs. Dursley," she said, her voice firm but not unkind, "it's possible that Dudley is acting out because he's struggling to adjust to the new environment of pre-school. It's a big change for a young child, and sometimes they express their frustration and anxiety through misbehavior."
Petunia nodded, even though Miss Honey couldn't see her. "Yes, I suppose that makes sense," she said, her voice still slightly dazed. "What can we do to help him?"
Miss Honey's voice took on a more professional tone, the sound of papers shuffling once again in the background. "Well, first and foremost, it's important that we maintain consistency between home and school," she said. "If Dudley is being well-behaved at home, we need to make sure we're reinforcing those same expectations and consequences at school."
Petunia nodded again, her mind already racing with ideas for how to help her little Dudders adjust to his new routine. "Of course," she said, her voice growing stronger and more determined. "I'll do whatever it takes to help Dudley succeed."
As the conversation continued, Petunia found herself glancing once more at Harry, who sat quietly on the couch, his eyes still fixed on the television.


Lucas sat quietly on the couch, his eyes fixed on the television screen as the conversation between Petunia and Miss Honey continued in the background. The news anchor's voice droned on, but Lucas's attention was elsewhere, his mind piecing together the information he had just overheard.
Dudley's behavior at school, so different from his recent calm demeanor at home, had caught Lucas's interest. He considered the implications, his brow furrowing slightly. Could his constant use of calming spells on Dudley at home have created a dependency on those feelings? Had he inadvertently conditioned his cousin to rely on external magical influence to regulate his emotions?
Lucas's fingers tapped a rhythmic pattern on his thigh as he contemplated the possibilities. Dudley, accustomed to the soothing effects of the calming spells at home, would have found himself ill-equipped to handle his own emotions when they flared up at school. Without the familiar magical intervention, his anger would have only intensified, creating a vicious cycle of frustration and outbursts.
The corners of Lucas's mouth lifted slightly as he recognized the opportunity presented before him. This was a chance to delve deeper into the intricacies of magic, to explore the possibilities of creating a longer-lasting calming spell that could gently guide Dudley's emotions back to a state of equilibrium whenever they threatened to spiral out of control.
With a subtle flick of his wrist, Lucas sent a tendril of calming mist curling towards Petunia, watching intently as it wrapped around her. Time seemed to slow as he observed the mist, his eyes tracking its every movement. Two minutes passed, and the mist began to dissipate, its soothing effects gradually fading away. Lucas focused his will on the spell, urging it to linger just a little longer. The mist obeyed, clinging to Petunia for a few extra moments before finally evaporating.
But this was only a temporary solution, Lucas realized. He needed something more permanent, a way to infuse the calming magic into an object that could be carried with Dudley wherever he went.
Lucas's gaze drifted towards the kitchen, his mind already formulating a plan. He made his way to the cupboards, rummaging through them until he found a small, clear glass bottle.
Returning to his spot on the couch, Lucas carefully unscrewed the bottle's cap and set it aside. He closed his eyes, allowing his mind to slip into the familiar visualization of the vast, tranquil sea. The gentle lapping of the waves against the shore filled his ears, and he could almost feel the cool, salty breeze caressing his skin.
In this state of heightened focus, Lucas brought his finger to his mouth, his teeth grazing the soft flesh. With a quick, precise motion, he bit down, creating a small cut. A bead of blood welled up, and he held his finger over the bottle, watching as the crimson droplets fell into the clear glass, swirling and mixing with the air inside.
Once he had gathered enough blood, Lucas called upon his general healing spell, directing its energy towards the cut on his finger. Slowly, the skin knitted itself back together, leaving no trace of the injury behind.
Lucas held the bottle up to the light, the blood within it catching the sun's rays, its color rich and vibrant. He knew that his blood, imbued with his magical essence, would be the key to creating a longer-lasting calming spell. But the question remained: how could he infuse the spell into the blood itself?
As Lucas delved deeper into his visualization of the vast sea, he found himself floating above its center, the bottle of his blood held firmly in his hand. The mirror-like surface laid below his feet, and the salty breeze whipped through his hair as he closed his eyes, allowing his mind to sink into the depths of the sea, where the currents of magic swirled and eddied, waiting to be harnessed.
In this space of heightened awareness, Lucas focused his intent on the blood within the bottle, imagining it as a conduit for the calming spell he sought to create. He pictured the spell as a luminous thread of silver light, born from the very essence of the sea itself. With a wave of his hand, he directed the thread towards the bottle, watching as it wound its way through the crimson liquid, infusing it with the soothing energy of the calming spell.
As the thread of light continued to weave its way through the blood, Lucas visualized the spell lying dormant, like a pearl nestled within the depths of an oyster. It would remain hidden, waiting for the presence of its opposite - the jagged, turbulent emotions of anger and frustration - to awaken its power.
When those negative emotions arose, the spell would be triggered, its soothing energy seeping out like a gentle tide, smoothing the rough edges of Dudley's temper and guiding him back to a state of calm equilibrium.
With a final surge of will, Lucas sealed the spell within the blood, the luminous thread of light fading into the crimson depths. He opened his eyes, the vast sea of his visualization receding as the familiar surroundings of the living room came back into focus.
Lucas held the bottle up, examining it with quiet intensity. The blood within seemed to pulse with a faint, otherworldly glow, a clear indication of the magic now woven into its very essence.
But as he turned the bottle over in his hands, a new problem presented itself. How could he ensure that Dudley would carry this bottle of blood with him at all times?
Lucas glanced down at Nyx, who had been observing him curiously. "What do you think, Nyx?" he asked, his voice low and contemplative. "How can we get Dudley to keep this bottle with him?"
Nyx flicked her tongue out, tasting the air. "Perhaps you could hide it in something he always carries," she suggested.
Lucas nodded, his brow furrowed in thought. "That's a good idea," he mused, "but what could we disguise it as? It's too big to be a toy, and Dudley's not exactly the type to carry around a bottle of perfume."
Nyx coiled herself tighter, her scales rasping against each other. "What about his clothes?" she offered. "You could put the blood on the fabric, and he would never even know it was there."
Lucas's eyes widened, a spark of excitement igniting within them. "That's brilliant, Nyx!" he exclaimed, his voice rising with enthusiasm. "But wait... what if the blood gets washed off? We need something more permanent."
He fell silent, his gaze drifting off into the distance as he considered the possibilities. Suddenly, his eyes snapped back to Nyx, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. "I've got it," he said, his voice thrumming with barely contained excitement. "What if we put the blood in Dudley's hair? It would be hidden near the roots, and we could use a spell to make sure it doesn't wash off."
Nyx's tongue flicked out again. "That could work," she agreed. "But do you know a spell that can do that?"
Lucas's smile widened, his eyes alight with the thrill of a new challenge. "Not yet," he admitted, "but I'm going to find out."


The house lay silent and still, the only sound the soft creaking of the floorboards beneath Lucas's feet as he crept down the hallway towards Dudley's room. The darkness pressed in around him, broken only by the faint silver glow of moonlight filtering through the curtains.
Lucas paused outside Dudley's door, his hand hovering over the handle. He closed his eyes, reaching out with his magic to feel for the lock. It was a simple mechanism, no match for his wandless unlocking spell. With a subtle twist of his wrist, the lock clicked open, and the door swung inward on silent hinges.
Dudley lay sprawled across his bed, his mouth hanging open in a soft snore. Lucas approached the bed, his footsteps muffled by the thick carpet. He reached into his pocket, his fingers closing around the cool glass of the bottle containing his magic-infused blood.
Carefully, Lucas unscrewed the cap, the faint metallic scent of the blood wafting up to meet his nostrils. He tilted the bottle, watching as the crimson liquid flowed out in a thin stream, dripping onto Dudley's hair and sinking into the roots.
As the last drops of blood disappeared into Dudley's scalp, Lucas closed his eyes, slipping into the familiar visualization of his vast, tranquil sea. The waves lapped at the shores of his mind, and he focused his intent on the blood that now coursed through Dudley's hair.
In his mind's eye, Lucas saw a portion of the sea begin to thicken, taking on a sticky, viscous quality. He willed this new spell to infuse itself into the magic-imbued blood, binding it to the roots of Dudley's hair in a permanent, unbreakable bond.
The spell took hold, and the corners of Lucas's mouth lifted slightly as he sensed the magic settling into place. He opened his eyes, watching as Dudley slept on, oblivious to the powerful enchantment that now lay hidden within his very being.
Lucas knew that this was only the beginning. He would need to observe Dudley closely in the coming days and weeks, monitoring the strength of the calming spell and making adjustments as necessary.
As Lucas crept back to his cupboard, his mind turned over the possibilities of the magic-imbued blood. He settled onto his thin mattress, the springs creaking beneath his weight as he turned the now-empty bottle over in his hands. The glass was cool against his skin, and he could still feel the faint thrumming of the magic that had once resided within.
This technique could be incredibly useful, he mused, his gaze lingering on the bottle. If I can infuse my blood with specific spells and bind them to objects or people, the potential applications are nearly limitless.
He imagined imbuing a pen with a spell to improve his handwriting, or perhaps a pair of shoes that would muffle his footsteps and allow him to move undetected. The possibilities seemed to stretch out before him like an endless horizon, each idea more tantalizing than the last.
But even as his mind raced with possibilities, Lucas's brow furrowed slightly. Taking too much blood too often could weaken me, maybe even cause lasting damage.
He knew that he would have to use this technique sparingly, reserving it for only the most important or necessary enchantments. The thought of having to limit himself was frustrating, but Lucas knew that it was a small price to pay for the power that this new form of magic could grant him.
As he lay back on his mattress, Lucas closed his eyes, allowing his mind to drift back to the vast, tranquil sea of his visualization. The waves lapped at the shores of his consciousness, and he let himself sink into their soothing rhythm.
I wonder, he thought, if I could use this technique to create a more powerful healing spell. Something that could mend broken bones or cure serious illnesses.
In his mind's eye, he saw himself standing at the edge of the sea, a luminous thread of golden light dancing between his fingertips. He watched as the thread wound its way through a vial of his blood, infusing it with the essence of a potent healing enchantment.
The vision shifted, and he saw himself dripping the magic-imbued blood onto a gaping wound, his eyes widening as the flesh knitted itself back together, leaving behind nothing but smooth, unblemished skin.
Lucas's eyes snapped open, his heart beating a steady, determined rhythm in his chest. He knew that creating such a powerful healing spell would be no easy feat, but the challenge only served to fuel his resolve.
He glanced down at the empty bottle in his hand, the corners of his lips curving upward. This was only the beginning, he knew.
But for now, he needed to rest. The creation of the magic-imbued blood had taken more out of him than he had realized, and exhaustion tugged at the edges of his consciousness.
With a sigh, Lucas set the empty bottle aside and pulled his thin blanket up to his chin. As he drifted off to sleep, his mind continued to turn over the possibilities of this new form of magic, a quiet assurance shining in his emerald eyes.


 
 

  
    Mind Games

    

        Chapter 7: Mind Games

 Lucas sat cross-legged on the floor of his cupboard, his breathing steady and his posture relaxed. In his mind, he visualized a vast, tranquil sea, its gentle waves lapping at the shores of his consciousness. In his hands, he held a broken toy car, its plastic body cracked and its wheels scattered across the floor.
Nyx, coiled comfortably around his neck, flicked her tongue out. "What are you doing with that broken toy?" she asked, her sibilant voice curious.
Lucas opened his eyes, his gaze focused on the toy. "I'm going to repair it," he said, his voice calm and even. "With magic."
Nyx tilted her head. "How?"
"I need to find the right emotional anchor," Lucas replied, his mind already delving into the depths of his memories. He closed his eyes once more, slipping into the visualization of the sea. The waves seemed to pulse with energy as he navigated through the currents of his past life.
Determination, he thought, the unwavering belief that what is broken can be made whole again.
Lucas sifted through his memories, searching for a moment that embodied that feeling. He recalled a time when he had been working on a particularly challenging software project, the code refusing to cooperate despite his best efforts.
The frustration, the desire to fix what was broken, he mused, but that's not quite right.
He delved deeper, the sea of his mind growing darker as he explored the more distant recesses of his past. And then, he found it. A memory of a beloved childhood toy, a stuffed bear that had been his constant companion. One day, the bear's arm had torn, its stuffing spilling out onto the floor. Lucas remembered the resolve that had filled him then, the unwavering belief that he could make his friend whole again.
That's it, he thought, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. The perfect emotional anchor.
Lucas focused on that memory, allowing the feeling of determination to fill his being. The sea in his visualization seemed to respond, its waves growing stronger and more purposeful. He opened his eyes, his gaze returning to the broken toy car in his hands.
With a surge of will, Lucas directed his magic towards the shattered fragments of plastic, watching as they began to emit a soft, golden light. Slowly, the pieces rose from the floor, drifting through the air with a deliberate grace. As the fragments floated closer to the toy car, Lucas maintained his focus, the memory of his childhood bear fueling his resolve.
The glowing pieces began to fit themselves back into place, the cracks in the plastic sealing themselves until they were seamless and smooth. The wheels, which had been scattered across the floor, rose up and reattached themselves to the axles, spinning freely as if they had never been separated. In a matter of moments, the toy car was whole once more, its surface pristine and unmarred.
Lucas held the repaired toy up, examining his handiwork with a critical eye. Nyx, who had been watching the process intently, let out a soft hiss. "Impressive," she said. "It looks like new."
Lucas nodded, setting the toy car down on the floor. _This opens up a world of possibilities,_ he thought, his mind already considering potential applications for his newfound repair spell.
I wonder how many repairmen would be out of a job if this spell became widely known, he mused, a hint of irony in his thoughts. Not that I'm particularly concerned about money, given my magical abilities.
As he pondered the implications of his repair spell, his thoughts drifted to the Weasley family from the Harry Potter books and movies. How could they have such financial struggles when Arthur Weasley is the head of a department in the Ministry of Magic? he wondered. And with access to magic, how could their house be in such disrepair?
The idea of the Weasleys wearing hand-me-down robes also struck him as odd. Surely, even if they can't afford new robes made from magical materials, they could use spells to adjust and mend the old ones, he thought. Someone like Molly Weasley should be more than capable of using magic to resize and refresh the robes, making them as good as new…
Lucas glanced around his cupboard, his gaze falling on the various broken and discarded objects that littered the space. A cracked mug, a torn book, a shattered picture frame - each one a potential candidate for further practice.
I wonder how far I can take this, he mused, reaching for the cracked mug, his fingers tracing the jagged edges. Could I repair more complex objects? Machines? Buildings?
The thought was intriguing, but Lucas knew that he would have to start small, perfecting his technique before attempting anything more ambitious. His eyes narrowed slightly as he focused on the mug, the sea in his mind's eye churning with purpose.


Lucas sat on his yoga mat, his legs crossed and his back straight. Around him, the other children chattered and giggled, their voices echoing off the walls of the studio. He closed his eyes for a moment, focusing on his breathing and visualizing the vast, tranquil sea that had become his mental anchor.
Time to put my Legilimency skills to the test on a human mind, he thought, opening his eyes and scanning the room.
His gaze settled on Sarah, a bubbly girl with blonde pigtails who often tried to engage him in conversation. Sarah noticed him looking and waved, a bright smile on her face. She bounced over to him, plopping down on the mat beside him. "Hi, Harry!" she chirped, her voice high and excited. "Wanna play with me today?"
Lucas nodded, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. "Sure, Sarah. That sounds like fun." As he spoke, he focused his will and intent, condensing it into a subtle Legilimency probe aimed at her eyes.
I hope he likes playing with me, Sarah's surface thoughts echoed in his mind. He's always so quiet, but he seems nice.
"I like playing with you too, Sarah," Lucas said, his voice warm and friendly. "You're always so happy and fun to be around."
Sarah's eyes widened, her smile growing even brighter. "Really? You think I'm fun?"
Wow, he really gets me! her thoughts revealed, tinged with surprise and delight.
Lucas nodded, suppressing a smirk. "Of course! I always have a good time when we play together."
"Yay!" Sarah clapped her hands, bouncing on her mat. "Let's play hide and seek! You count, and I'll hide!"
I'm gonna find the best hiding spot ever! her mind declared, already plotting her strategy.
"Okay, but I bet I'll find you really fast," Lucas teased, tapping into her competitive spirit.
Sarah giggled, shaking her head. "Nuh-uh! I'm the best hider in the whole world!"
As she scampered off to find a hiding place, Lucas leaned back on his mat, a quiet assurance shining in his emerald eyes. Legilimency on human minds is easier than I thought, he mused, especially with young, unguarded thoughts. This opens up a world of possibilities for understanding and influencing others.
Lucas watched as Sarah scampered off to find a hiding place, her mind buzzing with excitement and determination. He closed his eyes for a moment, focusing on maintaining the Legilimency probe even as she moved further away. The connection wavered slightly, like a radio signal experiencing interference, but Lucas refused to let it break.
Gotta find the best spot, Sarah's thoughts echoed in his mind, somewhere he'll never think to look!
He could sense her eyes darting around the room, scanning for potential hiding places. She considered ducking behind a stack of yoga mats, but quickly dismissed the idea. Too obvious, her mind declared, he'd find me in a second.
Lucas's lips twitched, amused by her thought process. He kept his eyes closed, relying solely on the mental connection to track her movements. It was a strange sensation, like a sixth sense that allowed him to perceive the world through another's eyes.
Sarah's gaze settled on a large potted plant in the corner of the room, its broad leaves offering ample coverage. Perfect! her mind exclaimed, a surge of triumph accompanying the thought. She darted towards the plant, crouching down behind it and pulling the leaves around her like a leafy cloak.
He'll never find me here, she thought, her mental voice tinged with glee. I'm invisible!
A soft chuckle escaped Lucas's lips as he shook his head. If only she knew how easily he could track her thoughts, no matter where she hid. He stood up from his mat, stretching his arms above his head as if preparing to begin his search.
"Ready or not, here I come!" he called out, playing along with the game.
He took a few steps forward, his eyes still closed as he followed the thread of Sarah's thoughts. He could sense her anticipation building, her mind racing with the thrill of the game. He's getting closer, she thought, but he's going the wrong way!
Lucas paused, pretending to look around in confusion. He turned slowly, as if scanning the room for any sign of his hidden playmate. Sarah's thoughts grew more excited, her confidence swelling with each passing second.
He's never gonna find me, she mentally crowed, I'm the hide-and-seek champion!
With a sudden grin, Lucas spun around and marched directly towards the potted plant. He could feel Sarah's surprise and dismay as he approached, her thoughts shifting from triumphant to panicked in an instant.
Oh no, oh no, oh no! her mind chanted, how did he know?
Lucas reached out, parting the leaves of the plant to reveal a wide-eyed Sarah crouched behind it. "Found you!" he declared, his voice filled with playful triumph.
Sarah's lower lip jutted out for a moment. "No fair!" she whined, "you must have peeked!"
He couldn't have seen me, her thoughts insisted, I was hidden so well!
Lucas laughed, shaking his head. "I didn't peek, I promise. I just had a feeling you'd pick a really good spot."
Sarah's pout transformed into a smile, her eyes sparkling with renewed excitement. "Okay, your turn to hide!" she exclaimed, bouncing on her toes. "I'll count to twenty!"
Lucas grinned as Sarah covered her eyes and began counting, her voice ringing out through the studio. "One, two, three..."
He quickly scanned the room, his gaze settling on a large, square pillar near the center of the space. Perfect, he thought, darting towards the pillar and ducking behind it.
As he pressed his back against the cool surface, Lucas closed his eyes and focused on maintaining the Legilimency probe connected to Sarah's mind. He could feel her excitement building as she neared the end of her count, her thoughts buzzing with anticipation.
"...eighteen, nineteen, twenty! Ready or not, here I come!" Sarah called out, her voice filled with glee.
Lucas concentrated, delving into her most recent memories. Suddenly, he found himself seeing the world through her eyes, watching as she spun around and began her search.
Where could he be? Sarah's thoughts echoed in his mind, her gaze darting around the room.
She moved forward, peering behind yoga mats and around corners. Lucas watched through her eyes, tracking her movements and adjusting his position behind the pillar accordingly. Whenever she drew near, he simply shifted to the opposite side, keeping the solid structure between them.
The other children in the studio began to take notice of the game, their laughter and cheers filling the air as they watched Sarah search in vain. "He's behind the pillar!" one boy called out, pointing towards Lucas's hiding spot.
Sarah whirled around, her eyes widening as she caught a glimpse of Lucas's shoe peeking out from behind the pillar. Aha! her mind exclaimed, triumph surging through her thoughts.
She raced towards the pillar, her arms outstretched as if to grab him. But Lucas was faster, using his mental connection to anticipate her movements. He sidestepped at the last moment, leaving Sarah grasping at empty air as he ducked around to the other side of the pillar.
The children erupted in laughter, clapping their hands as Sarah stomped her foot in frustration. "How did you do that?" she demanded, her brows furrowed.
Lucas grinned, shrugging his shoulders. "I'm just really good at hiding," he said, his voice filled with playful nonchalance.
Sarah narrowed her eyes, her jaw set with determination. I'll get him this time, her mind declared, no more messing around!
She lunged forward again, her fingers brushing against the fabric of Lucas's shirt. But once more, he slipped away at the last second, leaving her stumbling and confused.
The game continued, with Sarah growing more and more frustrated as Lucas evaded her grasp time and time again. The other children were beside themselves with laughter, their eyes wide with amazement as they watched the spectacle unfold.
"He's like a ninja!" one girl exclaimed, bouncing on her toes.
"No, he's a wizard!" another boy chimed in, his voice filled with awe.
The corners of Lucas's mouth lifted at the irony of the boy's statement. If only they knew, he thought, amused by their wild speculations.
Finally, after several more close calls, Sarah threw up her hands in defeat. "I give up!" she cried, her cheeks flushed with exertion. "You're too good at this, Harry!"
Lucas stepped out from behind the pillar, a small grin on his face. "Don't feel bad, Sarah," he said, his voice filled with sympathy. "You almost had me a few times there."
Sarah's pout transformed into a smile, her earlier frustration melting away in the face of his kindness. "Yeah, I guess I did," she said, giggling softly. "But next time, I'll definitely catch you!"
As the other children crowded around them, chattering excitedly about the game, Lucas felt a quiet satisfaction settle in his chest. This experiment had been a success, revealing the potential of Legilimency in understanding and influencing others. He glanced down at his hands, his fingers curling slightly as he contemplated the power at his disposal.
With this ability, he mused, I can navigate the complexities of human interaction with ease. It's like having a secret key to unlock the minds and motivations of those around me.
Lucas looked up, his gaze sweeping over the laughing, carefree faces of his classmates. They had no idea of the depths he could reach, the secrets he could uncover with a mere thought. A small, enigmatic smile played at the corners of his mouth as he considered the possibilities that lay ahead.
This is just the beginning, he thought, his eyes gleaming with a quiet intensity. With Legilimency as my tool, I can shape the world to my will, one mind at a time.


As the first rays of dawn crept through the living room windows, Vernon and Petunia huddled on the couch, their voices hushed and their gazes flickering towards the cupboard under the stairs. Long shadows stretched across the floor, mirroring the unease that hung in the air.
Vernon leaned in close to Petunia, his brow creased. "There's something not right about that boy," he muttered, his fingers drumming against his knee. "It's like he's always one step ahead, knowing what we're thinking."
Petunia nodded, her hands clasped so tightly her knuckles turned white. "I've noticed it too," she whispered, her voice wavering. "Yesterday, I was about to ask him to clean the bathroom, and he was already gathering the supplies before I could even speak."
Vernon's face reddened, his jaw clenching. "It's not natural," he growled, his eyes narrowing. "No child should be that... that intuitive. It's almost like he's reading our minds."
Petunia's eyes widened, her gaze darting towards the cupboard once more. "You don't think..." she began, her words trailing off into silence.
Vernon shook his head, his shoulders stiffening. "No, it's impossible. He's just a boy, Petunia. A strange, unsettling boy, but a boy nonetheless."
As the day wore on, Vernon and Petunia moved through their routines, their movements stiff and their eyes wary whenever Harry was near. The tension in the house was a tangible presence, a weight that pressed down on them all.
When evening fell and the family gathered around the dinner table, the silence was thick and oppressive. Harry sat quietly, his green eyes observing the Dursleys with a steady, penetrating gaze. As Petunia passed the roast potatoes, Vernon cleared his throat, his hand reaching for the gravy boat.
But before he could speak, Harry's hand was already in motion, grasping the gravy boat with a smooth, precise movement. "Here you go, Uncle Vernon," he said, his voice even and measured as he handed the gravy to his stunned uncle.
Vernon's face turned a deep, mottled purple, his fist clenching around his fork. "How did you..." he sputtered, his words choked with anger. "You couldn't have known I wanted the gravy!"
Harry's eyes narrowed, his gaze locking with Vernon's. In an instant, the anger seemed to drain from Vernon's face, replaced by a sudden, unnatural calm. He blinked, his expression slack and his eyes unfocused.
Petunia watched the exchange, her heart hammering against her ribs. The abrupt change in Vernon's demeanor sent a chill down her spine, a cold realization settling in the pit of her stomach. Her eyes darted to Dudley, who sat quietly, eating his dinner with a mechanical precision, devoid of his usual tantrums or complaints.
The memory of her conversation with Dudley's teacher surfaced in her mind, the praise for his newfound calmness and emotional control. At the time, Petunia had been thrilled, her chest swelling with pride at her son's growth and maturity. But now, a sickening realization began to take hold, its icy fingers gripping her heart.
It was Harry. It had to be. The boy was using his... his freakishness to change them, to manipulate their thoughts and emotions. A part of her was almost grateful for the positive changes in Dudley, but the idea that someone, even a child, could wield such power over their minds filled her with a deep, primal terror.
As if sensing her thoughts, Harry's gaze shifted to Petunia, his green eyes boring into hers. She felt her breath catch in her throat, her mind suddenly blank and empty. Panic rising within her, she quickly looked away, focusing intently on her plate as she shoveled food into her mouth, her hand trembling as she gripped her fork.
Don't think about it, she told herself, her teeth clenched. Don't think about the magic, about what he might be doing to us...
As the tension in the room reached a breaking point, Harry let out a loud, exasperated sigh. He looked at each of the Dursleys in turn, his green eyes intense and unreadable. Petunia felt a shiver run down her spine as his gaze settled on her, a sense of dread washing over her.
What is he doing? she thought, her heart pounding in her chest. Is he going to use his freakishness on us again?
But even as the fear gripped her, Petunia felt a strange sensation begin to take hold. It started as a gentle warmth, spreading from the center of her being and radiating outwards. Her muscles, which had been tense and rigid with anxiety, began to relax, the tension draining away like water from a sieve.
No, she thought, panic rising within her. I have to fight it, I have to stay awake...
But the more she struggled, the more the calm seemed to envelop her. Her arms, which had been crossed tightly over her chest, slowly lowered to her sides, her fingers uncurling and her hands falling limply into her lap. Her eyelids grew heavy, drooping lower and lower as the soothing warmth continued to wash over her.
Petunia tried to cling to her fear, to the knowledge that what was happening was unnatural and wrong. But the calm was too powerful, too all-encompassing. It filled her mind, pushing out all other thoughts and emotions until there was nothing left but a deep, peaceful tranquility.
As her eyes finally drifted shut, Petunia caught a glimpse of Vernon and Dudley, their own faces slack and their bodies slumped in their chairs. They, too, had succumbed to the strange, irresistible calm that Harry had unleashed upon them.
The last thing Petunia saw before sleep claimed her was Harry's face, his expression unreadable as he watched them all succumb to his power. He rose from his chair, his movements deliberate and precise, and made his way to the cupboard under the stairs.


Lucas leaned back in the dining chair, a slow breath escaping his lips as his gaze drifted over the slumbering forms of the Dursleys. His fingers absently rubbed his temples, his voice low and contemplative as he muttered, "I was playing a dangerous game."
The consequences of his casual use of magic settled upon him like a heavy cloak, the realization that his curiosity and desire for control had led him to this precarious moment. He had allowed his ambition to override his better judgment, and now he was faced with the repercussions.
"How to resolve this situation?" he mumbled, his brow creasing as his mind turned over the problem.
With deliberate movements, Lucas assumed a meditation posture, his legs crossing and his hands coming to rest on his knees. His eyes drifted shut, his breathing deepening and evening out as he delved into the depths of his mind.
The vast, tranquil sea stretched out before him, its gentle waves lapping at the shores of his consciousness. Lucas allowed himself to sink into the visualization, his thoughts becoming clear and focused.
One option, he mused, was to come clean to the Dursleys. To tell them the truth about his abilities and the extent to which he had been manipulating them. But even as the thought formed in his mind, a derisive snort escaped his lips, the idea dissolving into ripples on the surface of the mental sea.
No, he thought, that would only lead to more fear and mistrust. They could never understand, never accept the reality of what I was capable of.
Another option, and perhaps the most practical one, was to resolve the situation with magic. Lucas's mind drifted to the Obliviate spell, a powerful enchantment capable of erasing memories.
Not only would it solve the immediate problem, but it could also prove invaluable in the future, should he ever be caught performing magic in front of Muggles.
With a slow nod, Lucas delved deeper into the visualization, pondering the emotional state and memories that would best fuel the desire to make someone forget something he no longer wanted them to know.
The sea in his mind began to churn, the waves growing choppy as he explored the depths of his own experiences. He thought back to moments in his past life when he had wished to erase a painful memory or to undo a mistake he had made.
The burning in his chest, the tightness in his throat, the desperate longing to undo what had been done... these were the sensations that accompanied the desire to forget.
Lucas focused on a specific memory, a time when he had said something cruel to a loved one in the heat of an argument. The words had left his mouth before he could stop them, and the wounded look in their eyes had haunted him for days afterward.
He had wished, with every fiber of his being, that he could take back those words, that he could erase the memory of that moment from both of their minds.
That's it, Lucas thought, his eyes snapping open as the realization struck him. The perfect emotional anchor for the Obliviate spell.
He rose from his seated position, his movements precise and purposeful as he approached the slumbering forms of the Dursleys. Lucas placed his hand on Vernon's forehead, his fingers splaying across the man's skin.
Focusing on the memory of his own regret and the desperate desire to undo a mistake, Lucas began to weave the magic of the Obliviate spell. He visualized the threads of the enchantment, delicate strands of silver light that flowed from his fingertips and into Vernon's mind.
Carefully, meticulously, Lucas began to unravel the memories of the past few hours. He plucked at the strands of thought and emotion, gently teasing apart the web of Vernon's recollections until the events of the evening were nothing more than a hazy, indistinct blur.
In their place, Lucas utilized his Legilimency to weave a new narrative. A quiet, uneventful dinner, free from any hints of magic or manipulation. He created false memories of pleasant conversation and contented silence, of a family enjoying a peaceful meal together.
As he worked, Lucas could feel the magic taking hold, the new memories settling into place like pieces of a puzzle. Vernon's face, which had been twisted with confusion and unease, slowly relaxed, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth as the false recollections took root.
Lucas repeated the process with Petunia and Dudley, carefully erasing any trace of his magical influence and replacing it with the illusion of normalcy. By the time he was finished, the Dursleys were sleeping peacefully, their minds filled with nothing but the fabricated memories of a perfectly ordinary evening.
As the false memories settled into the minds of the slumbering Dursleys, Lucas surveyed the scene before him, his eyes narrowing as they fell upon the dinner plates, still laden with half-eaten meals. The sight was a glaring inconsistency, a detail that could potentially unravel the carefully crafted illusion he had woven.
With a subtle twist of his thoughts, Lucas commanded the plates to rise, his magic flowing through the ethereal sea of his mind like an unseen current. The plates began to levitate, their contents barely disturbed by the movement. He guided them towards the front door, keeping them low and out of sight, his mind's eye tracking their progress through the curtains.
As the plates neared the windows, Lucas intensified his focus, the sea in his mind growing still and mirror-like. He envisioned the plates gliding smoothly through the open window, their movements precise and controlled. The plates emerged into the night, the cool air brushing against their surfaces as they bobbed and weaved through the shadows.
Lucas crept outside, his footsteps measured and silent, his gaze fixed on the floating plates. He watched as they drifted across the lawn, hugging the shadows and avoiding the pools of light cast by the streetlamps. The moonlight glinted off their edges, casting eerie reflections on the grass below.
As he observed the plates' progress, Lucas found himself pondering the intricacies of his vast sea visualization. The mental imagery had proven invaluable in enhancing his Occlumency skills, providing a serene and focused environment for organizing his thoughts and emotions. It had also granted him a greater degree of control over his magic, allowing him to channel his power with increased precision and finesse.
Yet, as he watched the plates navigate the darkened landscape, Lucas couldn't help but wonder if there was room for further improvement. What if, instead of simply floating the objects on the surface of the mental sea, he were to submerge them entirely? By enveloping the plates within the depths of his visualization, perhaps he could harness the power of ocean currents to manipulate their trajectories and speeds with even greater accuracy.
The idea intrigued him, and Lucas decided to put it to the test. He focused on the plates once more, this time picturing them sinking beneath the waves of his mental sea. The water enveloped them, its currents swirling around their forms like invisible hands. Lucas experimented with his visualization, imagining different flow patterns and intensities, observing how they affected the plates' movements.
To his satisfaction, the plates responded to his mental commands with increased fluidity and grace. They dipped and swayed, their paths winding and fluid, as if carried by the ebb and flow of an unseen tide. Lucas was amazed at the level of control he was able to achieve, his mind and magic working in perfect harmony to guide the plates towards their destination.
As the plates reached the neighbor's trash can, Lucas tipped them with a deft flick of his thoughts, their contents spilling silently into the receptacle. Satisfied with his work, Lucas summoned the plates back to him, their forms gliding through the air with eerie smoothness.
He guided the plates back into the house, his mind focused on maintaining their steady, silent flight. Once inside, Lucas directed the plates towards the sink, where they settled gently, their surfaces gleaming dully in the dim light. With a final push of his will, he released his magical hold, the sea in his mind growing calm once more.
Lucas took a moment to reflect on the exercise, his lips curling into a faint smile as he considered the way his visualization of the vast sea had enhanced his control over objects. The addition of the submerged imagery and the manipulation of underwater currents had opened up new possibilities, offering a level of precision and finesse that he had not previously thought possible.
With a contented sigh, Lucas made his way back to the dining room, his footsteps soft and measured. Upon entering, his gaze fell upon the slumbering forms of the Dursleys, a practical thought crossing his mind. Leaving them to wake in the dining room would only raise unnecessary questions, potentially jeopardizing the delicate balance he had established. It was a matter of convenience and strategy rather than concern for their comfort. Ensuring they woke in their own beds would minimize suspicion and maintain the facade of a normal night, despite the unusual circumstances.
Lucas carefully levitated the slumbering forms of the Dursleys, guiding them up the stairs and into their respective bedrooms. He gently deposited Petunia and Vernon onto their bed, ensuring their positions appeared natural and comfortable.
However, as he stepped back to survey his work, his brow furrowed, his lips pressing into a thin line. The sight of the Dursleys fully clothed in their beds felt out of place, a detail that could potentially unravel the carefully crafted illusion he had woven into their minds.
Unwilling to physically undress them, Lucas approached the sleeping couple, his mind racing with possibilities. He knew that any inconsistency in their memories could lead to suspicion and doubt, undermining the very purpose of his magical intervention.
With a deep breath, Lucas reached out and gently opened the Dursleys' eyes, his own gaze locking onto theirs. He delved into their minds once more, his Legilimency probing the freshly implanted memories of the evening.
Carefully, meticulously, he began to weave new threads into the depths of their recollections. He crafted a narrative of exhaustion, of a long and tiring day that had left both Petunia and Vernon drained of energy. In their fatigue, they had carried a sleeping Dudley to his room, too weary to bother with changing him into his pajamas.
Lucas implanted memories of the couple stumbling into their own bedroom, their bodies heavy with the weight of their exhaustion. He created the illusion of a shared decision, a moment of silent agreement between husband and wife to simply collapse onto the bed, fully clothed, and surrender to the pull of sleep.
As he worked, Lucas could feel the new memories taking hold, intertwining seamlessly with the existing narrative he had created earlier. The Dursleys' faces relaxed, the tension in their features melting away as the false recollections settled into place.
Satisfied with his work, Lucas gently closed their eyes once more, allowing them to sink back into the depths of their enchanted slumber. He stepped back, his gaze sweeping over the scene before him, ensuring that every detail aligned with the fabricated memories he had implanted.
With a final nod of approval, Lucas quietly exited the bedroom, his footsteps soft and measured as he made his way back downstairs. The house was silent, the only sound the gentle ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece.
As he reached the bottom of the stairs, a soft hiss drew his attention. Nyx slithered out from beneath the couch, her scales glistening in the dim light as she made her way towards him.
"Is everything alright, Speaker?" she asked, her tongue flicking out to taste the air. "I sensed a change in the atmosphere."
Lucas crouched down, extending his hand to allow Nyx to coil around his wrist. "Everything is fine," he assured her, his voice low and even. "Just a minor complication that needed to be addressed."
Nyx tilted her head, her dark eyes fixed on his face. "You seem... different," she observed, her tone curious. "More focused, more in control."
A faint smile tugged at the corners of Lucas's mouth. "I suppose I am," he acknowledged, his gaze drifting towards the stairs. "I've learned some valuable lessons tonight, about the power of the mind and the importance of precision in magic."
He rose to his feet, Nyx still wrapped around his wrist. "But that's a discussion for another time," he said, his voice taking on a note of finality. "For now, we should get some rest. Tomorrow is a new day, with new challenges to face and new opportunities to explore."
With that, Lucas made his way to his cupboard, his mind already turning over the events of the night and the implications they held for his future. As he settled into his makeshift bed, Nyx curled up beside him, her presence a comforting reminder of the bond they shared.
Lucas closed his eyes, his breathing deepening as he allowed himself to drift off to sleep. The vast sea of his mind stretched out before him, its waters calm and still, ready to be shaped and molded by the power of his will.


 
 

  
    Toddler Prodigy

    

        Chapter 8: Toddler Prodigy

 Petunia smoothed the crisp cotton of her apron, her brow furrowed as she surveyed the kitchen through narrowed eyes. Everything was in order, the countertops gleaming, the floors freshly mopped – yet a sense of unease lingered, like a dark cloud hovering at the edge of her thoughts.
It had been nearly a month since that strange, unsettling evening when she could have sworn Harry was doing something...unnatural. But the memory was hazy, indistinct, like a half-remembered dream fading in the light of day.
Shaking her head, Petunia turned her attention to the calendar hanging on the wall, her gaze settling on the date circled in bold red ink: August 15th. The day had finally arrived – Harry's first day of pre-school.
A shudder ran down her spine at the thought of her nephew, that quiet, intense boy with eyes that seemed to peer straight into her soul. There was something not quite right about him, something that set her teeth on edge and made the hair on the back of her neck stand on end.
Perhaps it was for the best that she had enrolled him in a different pre-school than Dudley. Her darling son didn't need to be associated with that...that freak. The very thought of Harry being around her precious Duddikins filled Petunia with a sense of dread, as if some primal part of her recognized the potential danger lurking beneath Harry's innocent facade.
With trembling hands, Petunia double-checked the enrollment paperwork, reassuring herself that she had taken every precaution. Harry would be attending Little Willows Pre-School, a small, private institution on the opposite side of town from Dudley's school. The distance would ensure their paths wouldn't cross, at least not until Harry was old enough to attend primary school.
A small, traitorous voice in the back of Petunia's mind whispered that her fears were irrational, that Harry was just a child, the same as Dudley. But she quickly silenced it, her lips pressing into a thin, determined line. She knew better than to underestimate the potential for...abnormalities...in that boy.
Hadn't she seen it firsthand, growing up with her freak of a sister, Lily? The strange occurrences, the unexplained phenomena that seemed to follow her like a shadow? Petunia shuddered at the memory, her hands clenching into fists at her sides.
She would not make the same mistake with Harry. She would be vigilant, watchful, ever on guard for the first sign of his true nature revealing itself. And if – no, when – it did, she would be prepared to take whatever actions were necessary to protect her family.
The sound of small footsteps approaching drew Petunia from her thoughts, and she turned to see Harry standing in the doorway, his piercing green eyes fixed on her face. A chill raced down her spine, but she quickly schooled her features into a tight, forced smile.
"Good morning, Harry," she said, her voice strained with forced cheerfulness. "Are you ready for your first day of pre-school?"
Harry regarded her silently for a moment, his expression unreadable. Then, to Petunia's surprise, he nodded, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
"Yes, Aunt Petunia," he replied, his tone calm and polite. "I'm very excited to start school."
Petunia blinked, taken aback by his mature response. For a fleeting moment, she found herself wondering – not for the first time – what was truly going on behind those enigmatic green eyes.
But she quickly pushed the thought aside, straightening her shoulders and gesturing towards the door. "Well, then, let's not keep them waiting," she said, her tone brisk and businesslike. "We wouldn't want you to be late on your first day."


The shrill ringing of the telephone pierced the uneasy silence that had settled over the Dursley household. Petunia, who had been sitting rigidly in the living room, her hands clasped tightly in her lap, startled at the sound. A sense of foreboding washed over her as she rose to her feet, her heart pounding in her chest.
With trembling steps, she made her way to the telephone, her mind racing with possibilities – none of them good. The familiar dread that had plagued her since Harry's arrival coiled in the pit of her stomach, whispering dark warnings and fueling her deepest fears.
"H-hello?" she said, her voice wavering as she lifted the receiver to her ear.
"Mrs. Dursley?" The voice on the other end was bright, almost breathless with excitement. Petunia recognized it instantly – Miss Applewood, the cheery young woman who had enrolled Harry at Little Willows Pre-School.
"Yes, this is she," Petunia replied, her grip tightening around the phone. "What is it? Has something happened with Harry?"
"Oh, Mrs. Dursley, you simply won't believe it!" Miss Applewood gushed, her words tumbling forth in a rush. "Your nephew, Harry – he's an absolute marvel, a true prodigy! I've never encountered a child quite like him before."
Petunia felt her heart sink, that familiar sense of dread settling like a lead weight in the pit of her stomach. Of course, she thought bitterly, of course there would be something...different...about the boy.
"What do you mean?" she asked, her voice strained as she fought to keep her composure.
Miss Applewood let out a breathless laugh, clearly bursting with enthusiasm. "His mental development is unprecedented for his age, Mrs. Dursley! He's not yet three years old, but he exhibits the cognitive abilities and emotional maturity of a child twice – perhaps even three times – his age."
Petunia's knuckles turned white as she gripped the phone, her jaw clenched so tightly that it ached. Of course, it would be something like this – something unnatural, something that set Harry apart from normal children.
"During our introductory lessons today, he displayed an astounding level of focus and comprehension," Miss Applewood continued, oblivious to Petunia's growing distress. "He grasped concepts that would typically be far beyond the reach of a child his age, and his ability to articulate his thoughts and engage in discussion was truly remarkable."
The teacher paused, and Petunia could almost hear the smile in her voice as she added, "It was almost...spooky, in a way. As if he were an old soul trapped in a young body."
Petunia suppressed a shudder, those words striking a chord deep within her. An old soul, indeed – was that what lurked behind Harry's penetrating gaze? The thought chilled her to the bone.
"In light of his extraordinary abilities," Miss Applewood continued, "I feel it would be a disservice to allow Harry to remain in a pre-school environment. He needs a greater challenge, a more stimulating setting to truly thrive and reach his full potential."
Petunia's heart sank, dread pooling in the pit of her stomach as she sensed where this conversation was heading.
"With your permission, Mrs. Dursley, I would like to approach the local school authorities about the possibility of allowing Harry to enroll in elementary school early," Miss Applewood said, her voice brimming with enthusiasm. "I truly believe he has the intellectual capacity and emotional maturity to excel in a more advanced academic setting."
A heavy silence fell over the line as Petunia struggled to find her voice, her mind reeling from the implication of Miss Applewood's words. To have Harry thrust into a world beyond his years, surrounded by older children who might witness his...abnormalities...firsthand – it was a risk she wasn't certain she was willing to take.
Yet, a small part of her couldn't help but wonder if perhaps this was the best course of action. If Harry's intelligence and maturity truly were as extraordinary as Miss Applewood claimed, then keeping him confined to a pre-school environment might only serve to stunt his growth, to hold him back from reaching his full potential.
And was that not a risk in and of itself? Allowing his unique abilities to fester and grow unchecked, until they burst forth in ways she could scarcely imagine?
"Mrs. Dursley?" Miss Applewood's voice broke through Petunia's troubled thoughts, laced with concern. "Are you still there?"
Petunia took a deep, steadying breath, her mind made up. As much as the idea filled her with trepidation, she knew that she had to maintain control over the situation – and that meant keeping Harry as close as possible, where she could monitor his every move.
"Yes, Miss Applewood, I'm here," she said, her voice tight but resolute. "You have my permission to approach the school authorities about accelerating Harry's education. If his abilities truly are as...exceptional...as you claim, then it would be best for him to be challenged appropriately."
The words left a bitter taste in her mouth, but Petunia knew there was no other choice. She would simply have to redouble her efforts, to be ever more vigilant in her watch over the boy.
"Oh, wonderful!" Miss Applewood exclaimed, her delight evident in her tone. "I'll begin the process right away, Mrs. Dursley. Thank you for your understanding and cooperation. I truly believe this is the best course of action for a child as gifted as young Harry."
As the teacher rattled on, her voice bubbling with excitement, Petunia found herself tuning out the words, lost in thought.


Alice sat at her desk, idly shuffling through the stack of files before her. It had been a relatively quiet morning, the hallways of the educational psychology wing unusually still and–
A sharp rap at the door broke through her reverie, causing Alice to start slightly in her chair. She rose, smoothing the fabric of her skirt as she crossed the room and pulled open the door.
To her surprise, she found herself face-to-face with an older woman, a younger woman perhaps in her late twenties who wore a deep frown, and a small toddler with unruly black hair and piercing green eyes.
"Ah, you must be Mrs...?" Alice began, her voice trailing off inquiringly as she studied the odd trio on her doorstep.
"Margery Hetherton," the older woman supplied, extending her hand. "I'm the school administrator at Riverside Primary. I believe we had an appointment regarding..." She paused, glancing down at the toddler with an expression of mild bewilderment. "Harry Potter? About the possibility of allowing him to enroll early?"
Alice felt her eyebrows lift in surprise. When the request had come through her office, she had naturally assumed it was some sort of prank or miscommunication. Surely, no one in their right mind would seriously consider enrolling a toddler – one who wasn't even three years old, by her estimation – in primary school.
Children that young developed at such vastly different rates; a one or two-year gap made an immense difference in their capabilities and maturity levels. Most kids didn't even start school until they were four or five years old. The idea of a not-yet-three-year-old joining their ranks was borderline preposterous.
"I... see," Alice said slowly, her gaze drifting to the young woman beside Mrs. Hetherton. "And you must be...?"
"Petunia Dursley," the woman said stiffly, her lips pressed into a tight line as she extended her hand. "I'm the boy's aunt and primary caretaker."
Alice forced a polite smile as she shook the woman's hand, taking note of the slight tremor in Petunia's grip. The poor woman looked nearly as dubious about the situation as Alice felt.
"Well, then," Alice said, doing her best to inject some brightness into her tone. She stepped back, swinging the door open wider. "I suppose we should bring young Harry in and get started with the assessment, shouldn't we?"
Mrs. Hetherton and Petunia exchanged a look, then the elder woman turned back to Alice with a curt nod. "Yes, I believe that would be for the best. We'll leave you to it, then."
With that, the two women retreated back down the hallway, leaving Alice alone with the object of her apparent assessment. She closed the door and turned to regard the toddler – Harry – with new curiosity.
Up close, it was impossible to miss the striking intelligence shining in those emerald eyes, or the unusual poise with which the boy carried himself. Alice felt a tiny flicker of something like uncertainty. Just what had she gotten herself into here?
Pasting on her most welcoming smile, Alice crouched down to Harry's level and met his gaze.
"Well, hello there, Harry," she said warmly. "Why don't you come with me? You can have a seat right over here – would you like any snacks or juice?"
The toddler's response, delivered in that same crisp, clear diction, struck her like a physical blow.
"No, thank you. I'm quite alright."
Alice straightened slowly, her eyes widening almost imperceptibly as she studied the solemn little boy before her. Those words, spoken with such unnatural composure and precision...
Perhaps there was more to this situation than met the eye.
Clearing her throat, Alice gestured toward the cozy sitting area that dominated one corner of her office. "Right this way, Harry. Let's get started, shall we?"
Alice led Harry to the cozy sitting area, gesturing for him to take a seat on the plush sofa. As she settled into the armchair across from him, she couldn't help but marvel at the boy's composure. He sat with a straight back, his hands folded neatly in his lap, and his piercing green eyes fixed on her face with an intensity that was almost unnerving.
Clearing her throat, Alice reached for the stack of assessment materials on the coffee table. "Alright, Harry," she said, her voice bright and encouraging. "I have a few different activities for us to do together today. They're designed to help me understand how your mind works and what you're capable of. Are you ready to get started?"
Harry nodded, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Yes, I'm ready."
Alice couldn't help but feel a flicker of unease at the boy's response. There was something about his demeanor, his very presence, that seemed to defy his young age. Shaking off the feeling, she selected the first assessment from the pile – the Bayley Scales of Infant and Toddler Development.
"Let's begin with some simple tasks, shall we?" Alice said, holding up a small, colorful block. "Can you show me how you would stack these blocks on top of each other?"
To her astonishment, Harry took the blocks from her hand and began to construct an intricate tower, his small fingers moving with a dexterity and precision that was far beyond his years. In a matter of moments, he had created a stable structure that stood nearly a foot tall, each block perfectly aligned with the one beneath it.
Alice felt her jaw drop, her eyes widening in disbelief. "That's...that's incredible, Harry," she managed, her voice barely above a whisper. "I've never seen a child your age demonstrate such advanced fine motor skills."
Harry merely shrugged, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "It's not that difficult, really. It's just a matter of balance and spatial awareness."
Shaking her head in wonder, Alice reached for the next assessment – the Peabody Picture Vocabulary Test. She opened the booklet to the first page, revealing a series of four pictures.
"Alright, Harry," she said, pointing to the images. "I'm going to say a word, and I want you to point to the picture that best represents that word. Are you ready?"
At Harry's nod, Alice began. "Canine."
Without hesitation, Harry pointed to the picture of the dog, his finger hovering just above the glossy surface of the page.
"Excellent," Alice said, flipping to the next set of images. "Now, how about...tower?"
Once again, Harry's finger darted out, this time landing on the picture of a large, imposing tower.
And so it went, with Alice presenting increasingly difficult vocabulary words and Harry identifying the corresponding images with unerring accuracy. By the time they reached the end of the assessment, Alice was stunned to realize that Harry had achieved a perfect score – a feat that was virtually unheard of, even among children several years his senior.
"Harry, your vocabulary is...it's astounding," Alice said, her voice tinged with awe. "The words you know, the concepts you understand – it's far beyond what I would expect from a child your age."
Harry merely shrugged, his expression one of mild interest. "I enjoy reading," he said simply. "And I have a good memory for words and their meanings."
Nodding slowly, Alice reached for the next assessment – the Wechsler Preschool and Primary Scale of Intelligence. She opened the booklet to the first subtest, which involved identifying patterns and completing sequences.
"Alright, Harry," she said, pointing to the first item. "Do you see this pattern here? Can you tell me what comes next in the sequence?"
Harry leaned forward, his eyes narrowing as he studied the series of shapes and colors. After a moment, he sat back, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth.
"It's a repeating pattern," he said, his voice calm and assured. "The next shape in the sequence would be a blue circle."
Alice felt her eyebrows lift in surprise. "That's correct, Harry. Very well done."
She flipped to the next page, revealing a more complex pattern. "How about this one?"
Once again, Harry barely hesitated before providing the correct answer. And so it went, with each subsequent pattern growing more and more intricate, and Harry identifying the missing elements with a speed and accuracy that left Alice dumbfounded.
By the time they reached the end of the subtest, Alice was certain that Harry had achieved a perfect score – a result that was virtually unprecedented among children his age.
"Harry, your pattern recognition skills are...they're extraordinary," she said, shaking her head in disbelief. "I've never encountered a child with such advanced cognitive abilities."
Harry merely shrugged, his expression one of mild interest. "Patterns are everywhere," he said simply. "It's just a matter of learning to see them."
And so it went, with Alice presenting Harry with a battery of assessments designed to test his cognitive, linguistic, and problem-solving abilities. The Wechsler Intelligence Scale for Children, the Kaufman Brief Intelligence Test, the Woodcock-Johnson Tests of Cognitive Abilities – each one yielded results that were nothing short of astonishing.
Harry breezed through complex mathematical equations, solved abstract reasoning problems with ease, and demonstrated a level of reading comprehension that was far beyond his years. His memory was flawless, his attention to detail impeccable, and his ability to think critically and creatively was unparalleled.
By the time they reached the end of the assessment period, Alice was left with no doubt in her mind – Harry Potter was a prodigy, a once-in-a-generation talent whose intellectual abilities defied all conventional wisdom about child development.
As she sat back in her chair, her mind reeling from the implications of what she had just witnessed, Alice found herself at a loss for words. How was it possible for a child so young to possess such a staggering intellect? What did it mean for his future, for his place in the world?
She looked at Harry, who sat calmly on the sofa, his hands folded in his lap and his eyes fixed on her face with that same piercing intensity. In that moment, Alice knew that she was looking at a child who would change the world – for better or for worse.
"Harry," she said softly, her voice tinged with a mixture of awe and trepidation. "You are...you are truly exceptional. Your abilities, your intelligence – they're beyond anything I've ever encountered before."
She paused, taking a deep breath as she struggled to find the right words. "I don't know what the future holds for you, but I do know this – you have the potential to achieve great things, to make a real difference in the world."
Harry regarded her silently for a moment, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, he nodded, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
"Thank you, Miss Alice," he said, his voice calm and assured. "I appreciate your kind words."
He rose to his feet, smoothing the front of his shirt with a practiced hand. "If that's all for today, I should probably be getting back to my aunt. She'll be wondering where I am."
Alice slowly nodded, rising to her feet as well. "Of course, Harry. Thank you for coming in today. I'll be in touch with your aunt to discuss the results of your assessment and our recommendations for your educational placement."


Alice sat at the conference table, her hands clasped tightly in front of her as she faced her colleagues and supervisor. The room was filled with an air of anticipation and disbelief, the weight of her findings hanging heavy in the air.
"I know what I'm about to present to you may seem...extraordinary," Alice began, her voice steady despite the nervousness fluttering in her chest. "But I assure you, I have thoroughly reviewed all documentation related to the assessment, and the results are consistent and well-documented."
She took a deep breath, meeting the eyes of each person in the room. "Harry Potter, the child I evaluated, demonstrated cognitive abilities that are not just advanced for his age, but unprecedented in the field of child development."
A murmur of surprise and skepticism rippled through the room, and Alice's supervisor, Dr. Jameson, leaned forward, his brow furrowed. "Unprecedented? That's a bold claim, Alice. Can you elaborate on your findings?"
Alice nodded, opening the folder in front of her. "Of course. On the Bayley Scales of Infant and Toddler Development, Harry demonstrated fine motor skills and spatial awareness that were far beyond his years. He constructed a complex tower with perfect precision and balance, a feat that is typically not seen until much later in development."
She flipped to the next page, her finger tracing the rows of data. "On the Peabody Picture Vocabulary Test, Harry achieved a perfect score, correctly identifying every vocabulary word presented to him. His understanding of language and concepts was astounding, surpassing that of children several years his senior."
Dr. Jameson's eyebrows shot up, and he exchanged a glance with the other colleagues in the room. "A perfect score? On the PPVT? At his age?"
Alice nodded, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "I was just as surprised as you are. But it doesn't stop there."
She continued, detailing Harry's performance on the Wechsler Preschool and Primary Scale of Intelligence, the Wechsler Intelligence Scale for Children, the Kaufman Brief Intelligence Test, and the Woodcock-Johnson Tests of Cognitive Abilities.
"Across every domain – cognitive, linguistic, problem-solving – Harry demonstrated abilities that were not just advanced, but exceptional. His pattern recognition skills, his ability to solve complex mathematical equations and abstract reasoning problems, his reading comprehension and critical thinking skills – they were all far beyond anything I've ever encountered in a child his age."
The room was silent for a moment, the weight of Alice's words sinking in. Finally, one of her colleagues, Dr. Singh, spoke up, his voice tinged with disbelief.
"Alice, what you're describing...it's not just extraordinary, it's unheard of. In all my years in this field, I've never encountered a child with such advanced cognitive abilities. Are you certain there were no testing anomalies or other factors that could have influenced the results?"
Alice shook her head, her expression serious. "I've reviewed the documentation thoroughly, and I'm confident in the validity of the results. But I understand your skepticism. That's why I'm recommending a re-evaluation, possibly by another qualified professional, to confirm the findings and rule out any potential issues."
Dr. Jameson nodded slowly, his expression thoughtful. "I think that's a wise course of action. We need to be absolutely certain of these results before we make any recommendations for Harry's educational placement."
He turned to Alice, his gaze intense. "Alice, I want you to compile all of your documentation and findings into a comprehensive report. We'll review it as a team and make a decision about how to proceed with the re-evaluation."
Alice nodded, a sense of determination settling over her. "Of course, Dr. Jameson. I'll have the report ready by the end of the week."
As the meeting adjourned and her colleagues filed out of the room, Alice sat back in her chair, her mind racing with the implications of her findings.
If the re-evaluation confirmed what she already knew – that Harry Potter was a prodigy of unparalleled ability – then they would be facing a challenge unlike any they had encountered before.
How did one design an educational plan for a child whose intellect defied all conventional wisdom about child development? What kind of support and resources would he need to thrive and reach his full potential?
These were questions that Alice knew would require careful consideration and collaboration with experts across multiple fields. But one thing was certain – Harry Potter was a child who would change the world, and it was their responsibility to ensure that he had every opportunity to do so.
With a deep breath, Alice gathered her materials and stood, ready to begin the work of documenting and validating her extraordinary findings.


The conference room hummed with anticipation as the multi-disciplinary team assembled, a sense of gravity permeating the air. The room was filled to capacity, with experts from various fields – educational psychology, child development, gifted education, and even representatives from the UK Department for Education – all gathered to discuss the extraordinary case of Harry Potter.
Alice, the educational psychologist who had initially assessed Harry, sat at the head of the table, flanked by Dr. John Thompson, the psychologist who had conducted the re-evaluation. As the last of the team members settled into their seats, Alice called the meeting to order.
"Thank you all for being here today," she began, her voice steady. "We've convened this meeting to discuss the case of Harry Potter, a child who has demonstrated cognitive abilities that are not just advanced for his age, but unprecedented in the field of child development."
She paused, her gaze sweeping the room. "I know that many of you have reviewed the comprehensive report prepared by Dr. Thompson and myself. The findings are, quite frankly, extraordinary."
Dr. Thompson nodded, leaning forward to address the group. "In all my years of working with gifted children, I've never encountered a case quite like Harry's. His performance across all domains – cognitive, linguistic, problem-solving – was consistently exceptional. It's not just that he's advanced in one or two areas, as we often see with child prodigies. Harry's abilities span multiple domains, and the depth and breadth of his knowledge is truly astonishing."
A murmur of agreement rippled through the room, and Dr. Amira Patel, a renowned gifted education specialist, spoke up. "I've worked with some of the most exceptional children in the country, including the likes of Emily Blackwell, the young math prodigy, and Christopher Nolan, the child author. But even among these extraordinary individuals, Harry's case stands out."
She paused, her expression thoughtful. "Child prodigies typically excel in one or two specific areas – music, mathematics, art. But Harry's abilities seem to transcend these boundaries. He demonstrates exceptional skills in language, problem-solving, spatial reasoning, and more. It's as if his mind is operating on an entirely different level."
The representatives from the Department for Education exchanged glances, their expressions a mix of astonishment and concern. Finally, one of them, a distinguished-looking man named Dr. Edward Larson, cleared his throat.
"The implications of this case are profound," he said, his voice grave. "If Harry's abilities are indeed as extraordinary as the report suggests, we have a responsibility to ensure that he receives the support and resources he needs to thrive. This may require us to rethink our approach to gifted education and to consider new models of support and acceleration."
Heads nodded around the table, and a lively discussion ensued as the team members shared their expertise and insights. They discussed the latest research on gifted education, drawing on case studies of other exceptional children and best practices from around the world.
"In cases like these," Dr. Patel noted, "a highly personalized approach is often necessary. This may involve a combination of acceleration, specialized curriculum, and ongoing support from professionals who understand the unique needs of gifted children."
Others chimed in, suggesting potential resources and programs that could be leveraged to support Harry's development. The Department for Education representatives took copious notes, their expressions serious as they considered the implications for policy and funding.
As the meeting drew to a close, Alice felt a sense of hope and determination settle over her. They had a long road ahead of them, but with the collective wisdom and dedication of this team, she knew they could create a path forward that would allow Harry to flourish.
"Thank you all for your contributions today," she said, her voice filled with gratitude. "I know that together, we can ensure that Harry receives the support and opportunities he needs to reach his full potential. This is an extraordinary case, and it will require an extraordinary response. But I have no doubt that we are up to the challenge."
As the team members filed out of the room, talking animatedly among themselves, Alice and Dr. Thompson exchanged a glance. They knew that this was just the beginning – that Harry's case would likely attract attention from the media and the wider public. But they also knew that they had the expertise, the resources, and the determination to ensure that this exceptional child would have every opportunity to thrive.


Later that afternoon, Alice and Dr. Thompson sat across from Vernon and Petunia Dursley, Harry's aunt and uncle, in a small, comfortable consultation room. Harry sat between his guardians, his bright green eyes fixed on the psychologists with a mixture of curiosity and calm assurance.
Petunia, a thin, blonde woman with a pinched expression, sat rigidly in her chair, her hands twisting nervously in her lap. Her pale blue eyes darted between the psychologists and Harry, a flicker of fear and unease evident in her gaze. Vernon, a large, beefy man with a thick mustache and ruddy complexion, sat beside her, his face a mixture of anger and apprehension.
"Mr. and Mrs. Dursley," Alice began, her voice gentle but firm. She was a petite woman with warm brown eyes and a reassuring smile. "We've asked you here today to discuss the results of Harry's cognitive assessments and what they mean for his future."
Dr. Thompson, a tall, slender man with graying hair and wire-rimmed glasses, nodded in agreement. "As we've documented in the report," he continued, "Harry's cognitive abilities are not just advanced for his age, but truly exceptional. His performance across all domains was consistently extraordinary, indicating a level of intellectual potential that is extremely rare."
Petunia's eyes widened, a flicker of fear crossing her face. She glanced at Harry, her nephew, with a mixture of apprehension and disbelief. The boy had always been different, with his uncanny intelligence and eerie calm. She had tried to ignore it, to pretend that he was just like any other child, but deep down, she had always known that there was something not quite right about him.
Vernon's face reddened, his eyes narrowing as he listened to the psychologists. He couldn't help but feel a sense of anger and resentment towards the boy. He had never wanted to take him in, never wanted to be burdened with the responsibility of raising his wife's freakish nephew. And now, here they were, being told that the boy was some kind of prodigy. It was all too much.
But as he looked around the room, taking in the serious expressions on the faces of the government officials and experts, Vernon felt disquieted. He knew that he couldn't refuse whatever they were proposing, not without risking the wrath of the authorities.
Alice leaned forward, her expression compassionate. "We understand that this is a lot to take in," she said, her voice soothing. "But we want you to know that we are here to support you and Harry every step of the way. Our primary focus will always be on ensuring that Harry's needs are met and that he is able to thrive in a safe and nurturing environment."
She paused, letting her words sink in before continuing. "We've convened a multi-disciplinary team of experts to develop recommendations for Harry's education and support. This may involve acceleration, specialized curriculum, and regular check-ins with professionals who understand the needs of gifted children."
Petunia's hands trembled slightly, and she glanced at Vernon, seeking reassurance. "What about the cost of all this?" she asked, her voice wavering. "We're not made of money, you know."
Alice smiled reassuringly. "We understand your concerns, Mrs. Dursley. Rest assured, we will work with you to explore all available options and resources to support Harry's needs. Many schools and programs have provisions for exceptional children like Harry, and there may be scholarships or grants available to help cover the costs."
She hesitated for a moment, her expression growing serious. "There is one more thing we need to discuss. Given the extraordinary nature of Harry's abilities, it's possible that his case may attract media attention. We want you to be prepared for that possibility and to know that we will do everything in our power to protect Harry's privacy and well-being."
Petunia's face paled, and she reached out instinctively to place a hand on Harry's shoulder. The thought of media attention, of people prying into their lives and asking questions about Harry's abilities, filled her with dread. She knew that it would only bring more scrutiny to their family, more whispers and sideways glances from the neighbors.
Vernon's mind raced with the implications of what the psychologists were saying. Media attention could be a double-edged sword. On the one hand, it could bring unwanted scrutiny and questions about the boy's freakish abilities. But on the other hand, if managed carefully, it could also be a boon for his career. Imagine being known as the uncle of a child prodigy, the man who had helped raise a genius. It could open doors for him at Grunnings, maybe even lead to a promotion.
As the consultation drew to a close, Alice and Dr. Thompson exchanged a glance, a silent acknowledgment of the challenges and opportunities that lay ahead. Harry, who had remained quiet throughout the meeting, finally spoke, his voice clear and confident.
"Thank you, Miss Alice and Dr. Thompson," he said, his green eyes shining with intelligence. "I'm excited to learn and grow, and I know that with your help, I can become the best version of myself."
Petunia and Vernon exchanged a look, a mixture of fear, anger, and resignation on their faces. They knew that they had no choice but to go along with whatever the experts recommended, no matter how much it unsettled them.


The Dursleys' living room was filled with an uncomfortable silence as Petunia and Vernon sat across from Alice and Dr. Thompson, the educational psychologists who had been working closely with their nephew, Harry. The young prodigy sat quietly between his aunt and uncle, his bright green eyes observing the adults with a calm curiosity.
Alice cleared her throat, breaking the tension. "Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, we've called this meeting to discuss the next steps in Harry's educational journey. As you know, we've been working diligently to finalize a Personalized Education Plan that will best support his exceptional abilities and overall development."
Petunia nodded, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. "Yes, we understand. But what exactly does this plan entail? And how will it affect our family?"
Dr. Thompson leaned forward, his expression reassuring. "The plan we've developed includes advanced curriculum options, enrichment activities, and social-emotional support strategies tailored specifically to Harry's needs. Our goal is to ensure that he receives the appropriate level of challenge and support to thrive academically and personally."
Vernon frowned, his brow furrowed. "And where will this plan be implemented? Surely not at the local primary school?"
Alice shook her head. "No, Mr. Dursley. Given Harry's extraordinary abilities, we believe that a specialized educational setting would be most appropriate. We've researched and identified several private schools known for their gifted education programs and strong track records of supporting exceptionally gifted students like Harry."
Petunia's eyes widened, a flicker of apprehension crossing her face. "Private schools? That sounds expensive. How are we supposed to afford that?"
Dr. Thompson smiled reassuringly. "We understand your concerns, Mrs. Dursley. That's why we've focused on schools that offer scholarships and financial aid for gifted students. We'll work closely with you to explore all available options and ensure that Harry's education is financially feasible for your family."
Vernon leaned back in his chair, his expression thoughtful. "And what's the next step in this process?"
Alice consulted her notes. "We've arranged consultations and visits to the shortlisted schools, which will allow us to assess their suitability and ability to implement Harry's Personalized Education Plan. Based on these visits and assessments, we'll select the educational setting that best meets Harry's needs, considering both academic and social-emotional factors."
She paused, glancing at Harry, who had been listening intently. "One of the schools we're particularly interested in is The Perse School in Cambridge. They have an excellent reputation for nurturing gifted students and have expressed a keen interest in meeting Harry. However, before any enrollment can take place, they require Harry to undergo an assessment to ensure that their program is the right fit for him."
Petunia and Vernon exchanged a glance, a silent conversation passing between them. Finally, Vernon nodded, his decision made. "Very well. We'll agree to the assessment at The Perse School. If they believe they can provide the best education for Harry, then we'll support his enrollment there."
Alice and Dr. Thompson smiled, relief evident on their faces. "Wonderful. We'll make the necessary arrangements and keep you informed every step of the way. Our goal is to ensure a smooth transition for Harry into his new educational environment."
With that, the Dursleys and the educational psychologists shook hands, a sense of hope and possibility filling the room. The journey ahead would undoubtedly be filled with challenges and adjustments, but with the right support and guidance, Harry was poised to thrive and reach his full potential.


The conference room at The Perse School in Cambridge was filled with an air of anticipation as the multi-disciplinary team, along with Harry and his guardians, gathered to discuss the young prodigy's educational future. The school's headmaster, Dr. Elizabeth Blackwell, sat at the head of the table, her keen eyes assessing the group before her.
"Welcome to The Perse School," Dr. Blackwell began, her voice warm and confident. "We are honored to have the opportunity to be a part of young Harry's educational journey. After careful consideration and assessment, we believe that our institution is well-equipped to meet his unique needs and support his extraordinary potential."
She turned to Harry, who sat calmly between his aunt and uncle, his bright green eyes meeting her gaze with a serene confidence that belied his young age. "Harry, we are impressed by your exceptional abilities and look forward to working with you to nurture your talents and help you reach your full potential."
Dr. Blackwell then addressed the group as a whole, outlining the school's plan for Harry's education. "Given Harry's advanced cognitive abilities, we propose that he begins his studies at our Pelican School, alongside our Year 3 students, who are typically around 7 years old. This will provide him with a challenging and stimulating learning environment while also allowing him to interact with peers who are closer to his intellectual level."
She paused, gauging the reactions of those present before continuing. "However, we understand that every child is unique, and we are prepared to make adjustments as needed. If we find that the Year 3 curriculum is not sufficiently challenging for Harry, or if he demonstrates exceptional social and emotional maturity, we are open to the possibility of accelerating him to our Prep School, where he can engage with even more advanced material."
Dr. Blackwell's gaze shifted to Alice and Dr. Thompson, the educational psychologists who had been instrumental in assessing Harry's abilities. "We will work closely with the multi-disciplinary team to ensure that Harry's Personalized Education Plan is implemented effectively and that he receives the support and resources he needs to thrive. Our faculty is experienced in working with gifted students and will provide additional enrichment materials and opportunities for Harry to explore his interests and passions."
Petunia and Vernon Dursley listened intently, their initial apprehension slowly giving way to a cautious optimism. While they had always known that their nephew was different, they had never imagined that his abilities would be recognized and celebrated in such a way. Petunia found herself feeling a flicker of pride, mixed with a twinge of guilt for not having recognized Harry's potential sooner.
Vernon, ever the pragmatist, cleared his throat and spoke up. "This all sounds very promising, Dr. Blackwell. But what about the practical considerations? How will Harry's education be funded, and what kind of support can we expect from the school?"
Dr. Blackwell smiled, her expression understanding. "Rest assured, Mr. Dursley, that we will work with you to explore all available options for funding Harry's education. The Perse School has a strong commitment to supporting exceptional students, and we have a range of scholarships and bursaries available for those who qualify. We will also provide ongoing support and guidance to ensure that Harry's transition to our school is as smooth as possible."
Throughout the discussion, Harry remained calm and composed, his demeanor reflecting an inner tranquility that seemed to come from a place of deep understanding and acceptance. When asked how he felt about the proposed plan, he simply smiled and said, "I am excited to learn and grow, and I am grateful for the opportunity to do so in such a supportive and challenging environment."
As the meeting drew to a close, there was a sense of hope and possibility in the air. The Perse School, with its long history of academic excellence and its commitment to nurturing the potential of every student, seemed like the perfect place for a young prodigy like Harry to flourish.
Dr. Blackwell shook hands with each member of the multi-disciplinary team, as well as with Petunia and Vernon, her grip firm and reassuring. "Welcome to The Perse School, Harry," she said, her eyes sparkling with warmth and anticipation. "We look forward to embarking on this journey with you and watching you soar to new heights."
Harry smiled, his vibrant green eyes shining with a quiet confidence.
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        Chapter 9: Media Attention

 The Dursley household buzzed with activity as the family prepared for their move to Cambridge. Boxes were packed, furniture was wrapped, and the air was thick with a mix of excitement and apprehension. Lucas stood amidst the chaos, his emerald eyes taking in the scene, his mind processing the implications of the recent changes in his life.
"Boy! Don't just stand there!" Vernon barked, his face flushed as he hefted a large box into the moving van. "Make yourself useful and grab a box!"
Lucas nodded, snapping out of his reverie. He picked up a smaller box and carried it towards the van, his thoughts still swirling with the events of the past few weeks. The meetings between the multi-disciplinary team, The Perse School, and his aunt and uncle had been intense, with whispered discussions about the school funding their move to Cambridge as a condition of his attendance.
As he loaded the box into the van, Lucas overheard Petunia muttering to herself, "I can't believe they're paying for all of this... a new house, a new life... all because of the boy's freakish abilities."
Lucas stretched, his arms behind his back as he considered the implications of their move. The blood wards that had protected him since his parents' deaths were almost definitely not tied to the house on Privet Drive. He closed his eyes, focusing on the faint presence he had felt during his Occlumency training sessions. It was a subtle sensation, like a warm embrace that reminded him of the concepts of home, blood, and safety.
He recalled the words Dumbledore had spoken in the books: "While you can still call home the place where your mother's blood dwells, there you cannot be touched or harmed by Voldemort. He shed her blood, but it lives on in you and her sister. Her blood became your refuge. You need return there only once a year, but as long as you can still call it home, whilst you are there he cannot hurt you."
Lucas sorted through the information, his deductions clear and deliberate. The blood wards weren't anchored solely to the physical structure of the house. Rather, they were intricately tied to the essence of blood and familial connections. This realization came to him during his Legilimency exercises, particularly when he probed Petunia's mind and detected that same protective presence.
As the last of the boxes were loaded, Lucas climbed into the backseat of the Dursleys' car, his mind already thinking about plans for the future. He knew that revealing his intellectual potential to the Muggle world was nevertheless a risk even with the blood wards, especially with Death Eaters still at large, their hatred for Muggles and desire for revenge against the Boy Who Lived as strong as ever.
But Lucas was ambitious. This new world he had been reincarnated into was the one he would live in for the foreseeable future, and he was determined to make the most of it. Hiding away in a corner, practicing magic in secret, was not an option. He needed to establish himself, to create powerful allies in both the Muggle and magical worlds.
As the car sped along the highway, he closed his eyes, allowing his mind to drift into the vast sea of his consciousness. He took a deep breath, letting the tranquility of the scene fill him. Speaking of hiding, he mused, invisibility would be an invaluable spell. Whether it be for hiding from enemies, sneaking into forbidden places, or acquiring advanced books from Cambridge's libraries that would be deemed too advanced for the level of knowledge publicly known about him, such a spell would serve all these purposes brilliantly.
As he floated above the mirror-like sea, a memory from his past life surfaced, rising from the depths of his mind like a bubble seeking the surface. He saw himself as a young boy, playing hide-and-seek with his friends in a half-constructed building. The sun-dappled concrete and exposed beams created a labyrinth of hiding spots, perfect for their game.
Suddenly, the distant sound of heavy footsteps echoed through the structure, accompanied by the gruff voices of construction workers. Lucas and his friends scattered, their hearts pounding as they sought out the best places to conceal themselves.
Lucas squeezed into a narrow gap between two walls, his small body pressed against the rough concrete. As the footsteps drew closer, Lucas felt a surge of fear and desperation. He closed his eyes tightly, his young mind filled with a single, fervent wish: "Please don't see me, please!"
The memory's specifics blurred and drifted away, yet the emotions it sparked lingered, rolling through Lucas's consciousness like gentle waves in an endless, calm sea. He embraced this sensation, allowing it to permeate his essence.
In his mind's eye, he visualized his magical and physical presence merging seamlessly with the serene expanse of the ocean, his existence blending into the vast, undisturbed waters. His being dissolved until he became indistinguishable from the tranquil sea, a mere ripple on the surface that even the most observant gaze would pass over without notice.
As he committed to practicing this mental imagery throughout the entirety of the car ride, sharpening his will and intent to hide, Lucas was acutely aware that he couldn't cast the invisibility spell just yet, not while he was in public. This continuous mental exercise served as his preparation, laying the groundwork for the moment he could safely bring his invisibility to fruition.
The car pulled up to their new home in Cambridge, and Lucas opened his eyes, the vast sea of his consciousness receding to the back of his mind. He stepped out of the car, secure in the knowledge that the blood wards would continue to protect him as long as Petunia lived in their new home and he considered it his own.
Lucas didn't like relying on the blood wards, but considering they had kept Harry safe in the original timeline, he felt it was a risk worth taking. He glanced at the house, its pristine white walls and neatly trimmed hedges a stark contrast to the chaos of the move. The corners of his mouth lifted slightly as he held his small box, its weight familiar and comforting in his palm. A quiet assurance shone in his emerald eyes as he walked towards the front door, ready to face the challenges and opportunities that awaited him in this new chapter of his life.


Lucas stood at the entrance of The Perse School, his emerald eyes scanning the impressive architecture and well-manicured grounds. The historic buildings, with their red brick facades and large windows, spoke of academic excellence and tradition. Students in crisp uniforms milled about the campus, their laughter and chatter filling the air.
As he made his way towards the Pelican School building, Lucas's steps were measured and purposeful. The past month had been a whirlwind of assessments, meetings, and discussions about his extraordinary abilities. He had watched with concealed mirth as the educational psychologists and other experts had marveled at his performance on tests meant for toddlers.
These exercises had been child's play for Lucas, given his unique circumstances as a reincarnated soul. But what had truly surprised him was the realization that his mental abilities had been steadily increasing ever since he had begun using his vast sea visualization for Occlumency and controlling his magic. His memory, in particular, had become sharper and more expansive, allowing him to absorb and retain information with remarkable ease.
Lucas had made the conscious decision to showcase his abilities, rather than hiding them. He recognized the incredible opportunity that his reincarnation presented, and he was determined to take full advantage of it. By securing a better education, resources, and connections with a prestigious institution like The Perse School, he could lay the foundation for a brighter, more successful future.
As he entered the classroom, Lucas found himself surrounded by children who were several years his senior. The teacher, a kind-faced woman with warm brown eyes, greeted him with a smile and introduced him to the class.
"Everyone, this is Harry Potter," Mrs. Hawkins said, her voice warm and welcoming. "He will be joining us for Year 3, and I expect you all to make him feel at home."
The other students regarded him with a mix of curiosity and surprise, clearly taken aback by the presence of such a young child in their midst. Lucas, however, remained calm and composed, his posture straight and his gaze steady.
As the lesson began, Lucas found himself immersed in a world of basic arithmetic and simple reading comprehension. Mrs. Hawkins stood at the front of the class, her voice engaging as she guided the students through the material.
"Alright, class," Mrs. Hawkins said, her eyes scanning the room. "Let's start with a warm-up problem. If I have 15 apples and my friend gives me 27 more, how many apples do I have in total?"
Lucas's hand rose swiftly, his fingers uncurling with a deliberate motion. He had solved the problem the moment it had been posed, but he waited patiently for Mrs. Hawkins to call on him.
"Yes, Harry?" she said, her smile encouraging.
"You would have 42 apples in total," Lucas replied, his voice clear and confident.
Mrs. Hawkins nodded, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Excellent work, Harry! That's correct."
As the lesson continued, Lucas navigated the material with ease, his mind absorbing the information like a sponge. He knew that the content was far below his true level of knowledge, but he also understood the importance of pacing himself and not drawing too much attention to his extraordinary abilities.
Instead, he focused on honing his Legilimency skills, his emerald eyes darting from one classmate to another as he delved into their surface thoughts. Some regarded him with genuine curiosity, their minds filled with questions about the young prodigy in their midst. Others, however, radiated a sense of jealousy and resentment, their thoughts tinged with bitterness at the attention he was receiving.
Lucas made a mental note to avoid those students, instead focusing on those who seemed more receptive to his presence. He approached a girl with blonde pigtails and a friendly smile, her thoughts revealing a genuine interest in getting to know him.
"Hi," he said, his voice warm and inviting. "I'm Harry. What's your name?"
The girl grinned, her blue eyes sparkling. "I'm Emily. It's nice to meet you, Harry! You're really smart, aren't you?"
Lucas chuckled, shaking his head modestly. "I just like to learn new things. What about you? What's your favorite subject?"
As they chatted, Lucas used his Legilimency to gauge Emily's reactions, tailoring his responses to match her interests and sense of humor. By the end of the conversation, he had made a new friend, one who would help him navigate the social landscape of the classroom.
Throughout the day, Lucas continued to excel in his studies, his hand always the first to rise when a question was asked. He requested additional work from Mrs. Hawkins, his thirst for knowledge seemingly insatiable.
"Mrs. Hawkins," he said, his voice polite and respectful. "I was wondering if you had any extra reading materials I could borrow. I'd love to learn more about the topics we're covering in class."
Mrs. Hawkins smiled, her expression a mix of surprise and delight. "Of course, Harry. I'll put together a packet of advanced reading for you. It's wonderful to see a student so eager to learn."
As the final bell rang, signaling the end of the school day, Lucas gathered his belongings and made his way towards the door.
He knew that he would likely be attending Hogwarts when he turned 11, which left him with a limited window of opportunity to complete his Muggle education. By accelerating his learning and finishing university before his Hogwarts letter arrived, he could enter the magical world with a wealth of knowledge and a strong foundation in the sciences and humanities.


The incessant ringing of the doorbell and the cacophony of voices outside shattered the fragile silence that had settled over the Dursley household. Petunia's head snapped up, her eyes widening as the shrill sounds echoed through the entryway, her fingers tightening around the fabric of her apron.
"Who on earth could that be?" she hissed, casting a worried glance toward the living room, where Vernon sat watching television, his beefy frame sinking into the plush sofa. "And how did they find us so quickly?"
Crossing the room with brisk, anxious steps, Petunia peered through the curtains, her breath catching in her throat as she took in the sight before her. A small crowd had gathered on their front stoop, a cluster of reporters clutching microphones, cameras, and notepads, their expressions a nauseating blend of eagerness and determination.
The media. They had already descended upon their home like a pack of vultures, mere days after the meetings with the multi-disciplinary team and the assurances of privacy.
Petunia's hands trembled as she whirled away from the window, her heart pounding against her ribcage. This was her worst nightmare realized, the one thing they had been promised would be handled with discretion and care.
"Vernon!" she called out, her voice a strangled whisper. "Vernon, you need to come here, now!"
With a grumble of annoyance, Vernon heaved himself up from the sofa, his footsteps heavy on the carpeted floor as he made his way to the entryway. "What is it, Pet? Can't a man get a bit of peace and quiet in his own--"
His words died on his lips as he caught sight of constant camera flashes through the curtains, his ruddy complexion deepening, the veins in his neck bulging. "Blasted vultures!" he roared, his meaty hands clenching into fists at his sides. "Don't they have any respect for privacy? Any decency?"
Petunia wrung her hands, her eyes darting back and forth as if searching for an escape route, the flashes of camera bulbs piercing through the closed curtains like strobing beacons. "What are we going to do, Vernon?"
Vernon's jaw clenched so tightly that Petunia thought she could hear his teeth grinding together, a vein throbbing in his temple as he considered their options. Part of him wanted nothing more than to throw open the door and give those vultures a piece of his mind, to send them scurrying back to whatever gutter they had crawled out of.
"Open up in there!" came a muffled shout from outside, the sound of fists pounding on the door. "We know the boy genius is in there! Give us a statement!"
Vernon's face turned an even deeper shade of puce, and he took a step towards the door, his shoulders squaring as if preparing for battle. "Why, I'll give them a statement, all right," he growled, his voice low and dangerous.
Petunia's eyes widened in alarm, and she hurried to place herself between her husband and the door, her hands splayed against his broad chest. "Vernon, no! You can't do that! Think of the reputation damage, the attention it would bring!"
The reporters' voices grew louder, more insistent, as camera flashes continued to strobe through the closed curtains like a demented light show. "Come on, folks! Give us something to work with here!"
Vernon's chest heaved with barely restrained fury, his nostrils flaring as he glared at the door, seemingly torn between the desire to confront the media hounds and the practicality of keeping a low profile.
Petunia pressed closer, her voice pleading. "Please, Vernon. We have to ignore them, who knows what they'll ask of us. They'll get bored eventually and move on."
But even as the words left her lips, she could hear the doubt creeping into her tone, the fear that this was only the beginning of a storm they were ill-equipped to weather.
As the hours ticked by, the Dursleys found themselves held hostage in their own home, jumping at every sound, flinching at every flash of movement outside their windows. The reporters were relentless, camped out on their doorstep like a pack of hungry wolves, their voices carrying through the thin glass as they speculated and theorized about the unprecedented young prodigy.
"Can you believe it, Vern?" Petunia whispered, her eyes wide and haunted as she peered through the curtains once more, the flashes of camera bulbs illuminating her pale, drawn features. "All this fuss over our Harry? It's... it's unnatural, that's what it is. And how did they find out so quickly? Those experts promised us discretion!"
Vernon grunted, his jaw set in a grim line as he stared straight ahead, refusing to acknowledge the chaos unfolding outside. His hands clenched and unclenched at his sides, as if itching to throttle someone. "Someone must have leaked the information," he growled, his voice laced with venom. "Mark my words, Pet, there'll be hell to pay for this breach of trust."
But as the hours ticked by, and the reporters showed no signs of relenting, Petunia couldn't help but feel a creeping sense of dread. This was only the beginning, she realized, her stomach twisting into knots. The world had caught a glimpse of her nephew's extraordinary abilities, and they would stop at nothing to uncover the truth behind the boy who defied all logic and reason.
And as much as she wanted to believe that the chaos would eventually die down, a small voice in the back of her mind whispered that their lives would never be the same again.


The relentless cacophony of shouted questions and the incessant flashes of camera bulbs continued unabated for hours, showing no signs of respite. As the hands of the clock inched closer to 2:30 pm, Petunia found herself pacing the length of the living room, her footsteps quick and sharp against the hardwood floor. Her fingers twisted together, the skin around her nails turning white from the pressure.
"Vernon," she hissed, her voice tight as she cast a furtive glance toward the curtained windows, beyond which the media circus raged on. "It's nearly time to pick up Dudley and Harry from their schools."
Vernon, who had taken up a grim vigil on the sofa, his arms crossed over his broad chest, grunted in acknowledgment. The lines on his forehead deepened, and his eyes narrowed, the muscles in his jaw working as he clenched his teeth.
"Those blasted vultures are still out there," he growled, his voice a low rumble, like distant thunder. "Hovering like a pack of hyenas, waiting to tear our family's good name to shreds."
Petunia's hands fluttered to her throat, her fingers pressing against the base of her neck as if to stem the rising tide of panic. "What are we going to do, Vernon? We can't very well leave the house with them camped out like that. And we certainly can't have Dudley coming home to this... this madness." Her voice wavered, the last word catching in her throat.
Vernon's nostrils flared, and he rose to his feet, his movements heavy and deliberate as he lumbered over to the back windows to peer out into the garden beyond. His shoulders tensed, the fabric of his shirt straining against the sudden rigidity of his posture.
"Bloody hell," he muttered, the words grinding out between clenched teeth. "They've got the whole place surrounded. No way we're slipping out the back this time."
Petunia's hand flew to her mouth, her eyes widening, the whites stark against her pallid skin. The thought of being trapped within their own home, held hostage by the very people they had worked so hard to avoid, sent a shiver down her spine, her stomach twisting into knots.
"Then what do you propose we do?" she asked, her words coming out in a breathless rush. "We can't keep Dudley cooped up at that school forever, and we certainly can't bring him home to this... this circus."
Vernon's expression hardened, his features settling into a mask of grim determination. He drew himself up to his full, imposing height, his chin jutting forward. "We'll have to face them," he said, each word falling like a hammer blow. "Show them that we're not intimidated by their tactics, that we're still in control of our own lives."
Petunia's heart sank, a leaden weight settling in her chest. She shook her head, the movement sharp and jerky. "No, Vernon, we can't! Think of the reputation damage, the attention it would bring! We've worked so hard to maintain our privacy, our normalcy."
"And what choice do we have, Pet?" Vernon countered, his voice rising, the words clipped and harsh. "We can't hide forever, and we certainly can't abandon our son to those vultures."
A heavy silence descended over the room, punctuated only by the muffled shouts and camera flashes from outside. Petunia's mind raced, her thoughts a whirlwind of fear and anxiety, of carefully constructed plans and meticulously maintained facades crumbling to dust.
Finally, she spoke, her voice barely above a whisper, the words seeming to stick in her throat. "You're right, Vernon. We have to face them, for Dudley's sake."
Vernon nodded, his expression grim but resolute. "Precisely. Now, let's get out there and show those blasted reporters that the Dursley family won't be cowed by their tawdry tactics."
With hearts pounding and nerves stretched taut, Petunia and Vernon made their way to the front door, their movements slow and deliberate. Every creak of the floorboards, every whisper of sound seemed amplified tenfold, the air thick with tension and the specter of discovery.
At last, they reached the door, and Vernon rested his hand on the knob, the metal cool beneath his palm. He cast one final glance at Petunia, his eyes meeting hers in a moment of silent communication. She nodded, her lips pressed into a thin line, and he turned the knob, the click of the latch sounding like a gunshot in the stillness.
The door swung open, revealing the throng of reporters beyond, their faces eager and expectant, their cameras and microphones at the ready. The noise was deafening, a cacophony of shouted questions and the rapid clicking of camera shutters, like a thousand insects swarming in the afternoon sun. Petunia flinched, her shoulders hunching, her hands instinctively rising to cover her ears as the chaos assaulted her senses.
Vernon, however, stood firm, his jaw set in a grim line as he surveyed the media horde. He raised a hand, demanding silence, and slowly, the tumult began to die down, replaced by an expectant hush.
"We have no comment," he bellowed, his voice carrying over the hushed murmurs of the reporters, each word a declaration of defiance. "Our family's privacy is not for sale, and we will not be intimidated by you."
A renewed flurry of questions and camera flashes erupted, but Petunia barely registered them, her mind focused solely on maintaining her composure, on projecting an air of control and normalcy in the face of this chaotic intrusion into their lives.
As Vernon ushered her through the throng, his bulk serving as a buffer against the onslaught of microphones and camera lenses, Petunia realized that their lives would never be the same again. The carefully cultivated facade of normalcy they had worked so hard to maintain had been shattered, and in its place was a new reality, one in which their family's name and reputation would be forever tied to the maelstrom of media attention and public scrutiny.
And as they climbed into the relative sanctuary of their car, Petunia couldn't help but wonder if the price they were paying for their nephew's "gifts" was simply too high, the weight of that knowledge settling like a stone in the pit of her stomach.


Petunia's heart raced as she and Vernon pulled up to Dudley's preschool, the weight of the media circus they had just escaped still heavy on her shoulders. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the task of explaining the situation to her young son, knowing that he would be too young to fully comprehend the gravity of their predicament.
As they entered the school, Petunia plastered a smile on her face, determined to maintain an air of normalcy for Dudley's sake. She found him playing happily with his classmates, blissfully unaware of the chaos that awaited them at home.
"Dudley, darling," she called out, her voice wavering slightly. "It's time to go home."
Dudley looked up, his cherubic face breaking into a grin as he spotted his parents. He bounded over to them, his small hands reaching out to be picked up.
Vernon scooped him into his arms, his expression softening for a moment as he held his son close. "Hey there, little tyke. Ready to head home?"
Dudley nodded eagerly, his eyes shining with excitement. "Can we have ice cream when we get there, Daddy?"
Petunia's heart clenched, and she exchanged a worried glance with Vernon. How could they possibly explain to their innocent child that their home had been invaded by a horde of reporters, all clamoring for a glimpse of his cousin's extraordinary abilities?
"We'll see, Dudders," Vernon said, his voice strained. "But first, we need to pick up your cousin from his school."
Dudley's face fell, and he pouted, his lower lip trembling. "But I want ice cream now!"
Petunia reached out to stroke his hair, her touch gentle and reassuring. "I know, darling. But we have to take care of some grown-up things first. Can you be a big boy and wait a little while?"
Dudley considered this for a moment, then nodded, his expression still sullen but resigned.
As they made their way to The Perse School, Petunia's thoughts turned to Harry, and the conversation they would need to have with him. She knew that, despite his young age, her nephew possessed an uncanny intelligence and maturity that belied his years. She had seen it in the way he spoke, the way he carried himself, and the way he seemed to understand far more than any child his age should.
They found Harry waiting for them outside the school, his emerald eyes bright and alert as he spotted their car. He climbed into the backseat beside Dudley, his expression curious as he took in the tense silence that hung between his aunt and uncle.
"Harry," Petunia began, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "We need to discuss something with you."
Harry tilted his head, his gaze steady and unwavering. "Is it about the reporters outside our house?"
Petunia blinked rapidly, her knuckles whitening on the steering wheel. "Yes," she said slowly, drawing out the word. "How did you...?"
Harry lifted one shoulder in a shrug, his young face pensive. "It was bound to happen eventually. People are intrigued by what I can do and want explanations."
Petunia felt a chill run down her spine at the matter-of-fact way he spoke, as if he had been expecting this all along. She swallowed hard, her hands gripping the steering wheel tightly as they drove back towards their home.
As they approached the house, the throng of reporters came into view once more, their cameras and microphones at the ready. Petunia's heart sank, and she glanced back at Harry, her expression worried.
"Harry, I don't know if this is a good idea. Those people... they're relentless. They'll stop at nothing to get what they want."
But Harry merely smiled, his expression calm and assured. "I know, Aunt Petunia. But we can't hide from them forever. They need to be given something, or they'll never leave us alone."
Petunia's breath caught in her throat, and she looked to Vernon, her eyes wide with uncertainty. He met her gaze, his own expression troubled, but after a moment, he nodded slowly.
"The boy's right, Pet," he said gruffly. "We can't keep running from this. Better to face it head-on and get it over with."
Petunia's heart raced as they stepped out of the car, the flashes of camera bulbs and the shouts of reporters assaulting her senses once more. She held Dudley close, shielding him from the chaos as best she could, while Vernon placed a protective hand on Harry's shoulder.
But to her amazement, Harry seemed utterly unfazed by the media circus. He walked forward with a confidence and poise that belied his years, his emerald eyes bright and focused as he approached the throng of reporters.
"Hello," he said, his young voice carrying clearly. " I'm Harry Potter, and I'm here to answer your questions."
The reporters stilled, their faces slack with astonishment. Then the questions burst forth, a deluge of words punctuated by the click and whir of cameras.
"Harry, how did you become so intelligent at such a young age?"
"What's it like to be a child prodigy?"
"Can you demonstrate some of your knowledge for us?"
Harry held up a hand, his expression calm and assured. "Please, one at a time. I'll do my best to answer your questions, but I ask that you respect my family's privacy and the privacy of my classmates."
The reporters nodded eagerly, their eyes fixed on the young boy before them. One of them, a woman with short blonde hair and a determined expression, stepped forward, holding out a microphone.
"Harry, can you tell us a little bit about your thought process when solving complex problems? How do you approach challenges that would stump most adults, let alone children your age?"
Harry considered the question for a moment, his brow furrowed in concentration. "Well, I try to break the problem down into smaller, more manageable parts. I look for patterns and connections, and I use my imagination to visualize different solutions. It's a bit like solving a puzzle, really. You have to be creative and think outside the box."
The reporter nodded, her eyes wide with amazement. "And what about your memory? How do you retain so much information at such a young age?"
Harry smiled, his expression thoughtful. "I've always had a good memory, but I also use visualization techniques to help me remember things. I create mental images and associations that make the information stick in my mind. It's a skill that anyone can learn with practice."
As the questions continued, Petunia watched in awe as her nephew handled the media with a grace and eloquence that she had never seen before. He answered each query with patience and insight, his words carefully chosen and his demeanor calm and composed.
Even when the reporters began to test his abilities, presenting him with math problems and historical questions that would stump individuals a decade older, Harry remained unflappable. He met each challenge with a quiet confidence, his mind working at lightning speed to provide the correct answers.
"Extraordinary," a reporter murmured, shaking his head. "Utterly unprecedented."
As the impromptu press conference drew to a close, Harry turned to face the cameras one last time, his young face grave. "I recognize that my intellect may seem remarkable," he said, his voice steady. "But I'm still just a child, and I want to be able to grow and learn in peace. I ask that you respect my family's privacy and allow me to continue my education without interference. Thank you."
With that, he pivoted and walked back towards the house, leaving the reporters mute and motionless in his wake.


The Wizengamot courtroom was filled to the brim, a sea of plum-colored robes and pointed hats, as Albus Dumbledore, Chief Warlock, took his seat at the head of the room. His face was set in a grim expression, his blue eyes devoid of their usual twinkle as he surveyed the accused – an ancient witch, her face lined with age and her eyes gleaming with a disturbing madness.
Dumbledore raised his wand, sending a shower of sparks into the air to call the court to order. "We are gathered here today," he began, his voice resonating through the chamber, "to hear the case against Griselda Grimhilde, who stands accused of the most heinous crimes against Muggles."
A murmur rippled through the crowd, and Dumbledore could see the disgust etched on the faces of all but the most staunch pureblood supremacists. The crimes of which Grimhilde was accused were beyond the pale, even for those who held little regard for Muggles.
The prosecuting official, a stern-faced wizard from the Department of Magical Law Enforcement, stepped forward. "Griselda Grimhilde," he intoned, "you stand accused of using dark magic to transform over one hundred Muggles into animals, and forcing them to fight to the death for your own twisted amusement. How do you plead?"
Grimhilde cackled, her laughter echoing off the stone walls. "Guilty!" she shrieked, her eyes wide with glee. "And I'd do it again, too! Muggles are nothing more than playthings, meant for our entertainment!"
A collective gasp went up from the crowd, and Dumbledore had to raise his wand once more to restore order. "The accused will remain silent," he commanded, his voice like thunder.
The prosecution continued, presenting evidence of Grimhilde's crimes. Aurors stepped forward, using their wands to project memories into the air – scenes of terrified Muggles, their bodies contorting as they were forcibly transformed into animals, then set upon each other in brutal, bloody fights.
Even the most hardened members of the Wizengamot looked away, unable to stomach the horrific images. Dumbledore himself closed his eyes briefly, his brow furrowed.
When the defense was given a chance to speak, they could offer little in the way of mitigating circumstances. Grimhilde was clearly mad, her mind twisted by years of dark magic and a deep-seated hatred for Muggles. The best they could do was to argue for life imprisonment in Azkaban, rather than the Dementor's Kiss.
But as the Wizengamot deliberated, it became clear that there was little sympathy for the accused. Even those who normally advocated for leniency in cases involving Muggles were swayed by the sheer depravity of Grimhilde's actions.
In the end, the vote was unanimous. Dumbledore, his voice heavy with the weight of his duty, pronounced the sentence. "Griselda Grimhilde," he said, "for your crimes against Muggles and the flagrant violation of the laws of magic, this court sentences you to the Dementor's Kiss."
Grimhilde's laughter turned to screams as the Dementors glided into the courtroom, their rattling breaths filling the air with a bone-chilling cold. Dumbledore watched, his heart heavy, as the creature lowered its hood and clamped its jaws over Grimhilde's mouth, sucking out her soul in a flash of blinding light.
As the court adjourned, Dumbledore shook his head, his mind troubled by the depths of depravity to which some wizards could sink. He made his way to the elevator, lost in thought, only to be startled by a familiar voice as he stepped out into the Ministry atrium.
"Professor Dumbledore!" It was Arthur Weasley, a former student and now a promising young employee in the Misuse of Muggle Artifacts Office. He was clutching a Muggle newspaper, his face a mix of excitement and concern.
"Arthur," Dumbledore greeted, forcing a smile. "What brings you here in such a state?"
Arthur thrust the newspaper into Dumbledore's hands. "You need to see this, Professor," he said, his voice low and urgent. "It's about Harry Potter."
Dumbledore's eyes widened as he scanned the headline: "Unprecedented Child Prodigy Discovered in London Suburbs." The article went on to detail the extraordinary intellect of one Harry Potter, not yet three years old but already displaying knowledge far beyond his years.
He looked up at Arthur, his expression grave. "Thank you for bringing this to my attention, Arthur," he said, his voice low and urgent. "I must act quickly to ensure the boy's safety."
Arthur nodded, his face etched with concern. "Of course, Professor. Is there anything I can do to help?"
Dumbledore considered for a moment, his mind already formulating a plan. "Not at the moment, Arthur, but I may call upon you in the future. For now, I must speak with the Minister and the heads of the relevant departments."
With a swish of his wand, Dumbledore sent a Patronus message to Millicent Bagnold, the Minister of Magic, requesting an urgent meeting. He then made his way to the lifts, his purple robes billowing behind him as he strode through the atrium.
The Ministry of Magic was a hive of activity, with witches and wizards hurrying to and fro, their wands emitting sparks and flashes of light as they went about their business. Memos fluttered overhead, their enchanted wings propelling them towards their destinations, while the golden fountain at the center of the atrium depicted a wizard, a witch, a centaur, a goblin, and a house-elf, all looking up at the wizard with adoring expressions.
Dumbledore paid little attention to the bustle around him, his mind focused on the task at hand. He stepped into the lift, the golden grilles sliding shut behind him, and pressed the button for the first floor, where the Minister's office was located.
As the lift ascended, Dumbledore's thoughts turned to the blood wards he had placed around Harry's home. They were powerful, ancient magic, designed to protect the boy from those who wished him harm. But they were not infallible, and if the Muggle world continued to take notice of Harry's extraordinary abilities, it could draw unwanted attention from those who sought to exploit him.
The lift came to a halt, and Dumbledore stepped out into a long, wood-paneled corridor. He made his way to the end, where a set of ornate double doors stood, flanked by two Aurors in crimson robes.
"Professor Dumbledore," one of the Aurors greeted, inclining his head respectfully. "The Minister is expecting you."
Dumbledore nodded, and the doors swung open, revealing a spacious office with a large, ornate desk at its center. Millicent Bagnold, a stern-faced witch with graying hair and piercing blue eyes, sat behind the desk, her hands folded in front of her.
"Albus," she said, rising to her feet. "I received your message. What is so urgent that it requires an immediate meeting?"
Dumbledore approached the desk, the newspaper still clutched in his hand. "It's about Harry Potter, Millicent," he said, his voice grave. "The Muggle world has discovered his extraordinary intellect, and I fear it may draw unwanted attention."
He placed the newspaper on the desk, and Bagnold leaned forward to read it. As her eyes moved across the page, her initial stern expression transformed into one of sheer astonishment.
She looked up, her mouth slightly agape. "Albus, this is extraordinary," she exclaimed, her voice tinged with disbelief. "A child of his age, to show such profound intellectual prowess—it's unheard of."
Dumbledore nodded, his hands clasped behind his back. "Precisely, Millicent. We must act quickly to ensure the boy's safety and maintain the Statute of Secrecy."
Bagnold, still reeling from what she'd read, leaned back in her chair, her eyes narrowed in thought. "What do you propose, Albus?"
Dumbledore took a deep breath, his gaze steady. "We must increase the security around the boy's home, both magical and Muggle. I will work with the Department of Magical Law Enforcement to assign a team of Aurors to monitor the area and ensure that no magical threats can reach him."
Bagnold nodded, her lips pursed. "And what of the Muggles? We cannot simply Obliviate an entire nation."
Dumbledore shook his head. "No, we cannot. But we can work with the Muggle authorities to ensure that the boy's privacy is protected. I will speak with the head of the Muggle Liaison Office and the Department of Magical Accidents and Catastrophes to coordinate our efforts."
Bagnold considered for a moment, then nodded decisively. "Very well, Albus. You have my full support in this matter. Keep me informed of any developments."
Dumbledore inclined his head, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Thank you, Millicent. I will do everything in my power to ensure the boy's safety."
With that, he turned and strode from the office, his mind already racing with the tasks that lay ahead. He would need to speak with Amelia Bones, the head of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement, to arrange for the Aurors to be assigned to Harry's protection detail. He would also need to coordinate with the Muggle Liaison Office and the Department of Magical Accidents and Catastrophes to ensure that any magical incidents were quickly contained and that the Muggles involved were dealt with appropriately.
As he made his way back to the lifts, Dumbledore's jaw tightened, his eyes narrowed in thought. The blood wards were powerful, yes, but they were not foolproof. If Harry's extraordinary intellect continued to draw attention, it could put him at risk from those who sought to exploit him for their own gain.
He stepped into the lift, his robes swishing around his ankles as the golden grilles slid shut.


 
 

  
    Innate Nature

    

        Chapter 10: Innate Nature

 The first light of dawn seeped through the curtains, illuminating the spacious bedroom with a soft radiance. Lucas's emerald eyes opened as he emerged from the depths of sleep, his body slowly unfurling against the luxurious mattress.
The cramped, dusty cupboard under the stairs was a distant memory. In this Cambridge home, Lucas had been provided a room befitting his status as a child prodigy. The Dursleys, ever conscious of their public image, had swiftly ensured their living arrangements met societal expectations.
As Lucas rose, he felt the familiar slide of scales against his skin. Nyx, his loyal grass snake, slithered out from under the covers, followed by a few of her serpentine companions. They had taken to sleeping coiled beside him, drawn to his warmth and the soothing hisses of Parseltongue that often accompanied his dreams.
With a deft motion, Lucas sent the covers floating off, folding themselves neatly at the bed's end. He swung his legs over the side, his bare feet sinking into the plush carpet as he stood. Another subtle gesture, and his slippers glided across the floor, coming to rest at his feet.
He walked into the adjoining bathroom, the cool tiles a contrast to the warm carpet. A slight twist of his wrist, and the tap turned, water flowing into the sink. His toothbrush floated from its holder, dipping under the stream before hovering to his waiting hand, a perfect amount of toothpaste already applied.
As he brushed, Lucas's gaze fell on his reflection. His unruly jet-black hair stuck up at odd angles, framing his youthful features. The lightning bolt scar, a mysterious remnant of his past, peeked out from beneath his fringe.
Finished brushing, he sent the toothbrush back to its place with a thought. A wash towel, animated by his magic, gently cleansed his face, the warm water a soothing caress. Lucas's eyes drifted shut, savoring the sensation.
Stepping into the shower, the water temperature adjusted perfectly to his preference with a mere thought. As he washed, the shampoo bottle floated over, dispensing just the right amount into his palm. The soap glided through the air, lathering his body as directed by his will.
Clean and refreshed, Lucas exited the shower, a plush towel wrapping around him as he stepped onto the bathmat. He dried himself with a focused thought, the towel moving independently to absorb the water from his skin and hair.
Back in the bedroom, Lucas's new uniform from The Perse School lay crisp and neat on a chair, courtesy of Petunia's diligent ironing. He dressed methodically, relishing the feel of the pristine fabric against his skin. The deep navy tie knotted itself perfectly at his neck, the intricate Windsor knot showcasing his growing magical finesse.
Standing before the full-length mirror, Lucas examined his appearance. The uniform, a harmony of navy and white, lent him an air of refinement beyond his years. He adjusted his blazer, the school crest prominently displayed on the breast pocket.
On an impulse, he decided to practice some of his more subtle magic. Focusing on the air around him, he visualized it as a protective cocoon. To an outside observer, nothing would seem amiss, but Lucas could feel the gentle pressure of the air shield against his skin, a reassuring presence.
Next, he manipulated temperature. With a thought, he sent a wave of warmth emanating from his body. To any onlooker, he would appear perfectly normal, but Lucas relished the cozy embrace of his self-generated heat.
Content with his control, he released the magic, the air around him returning to its natural state. A glance at the bedside clock confirmed he still had ample time before departing for school.
Lucas turned to Nyx and her companions, who had been observing his morning routine with unblinking eyes. He hissed a gentle greeting in Parseltongue, and the snakes bobbed their heads in response, their tongues flickering out to taste the air.
"Another day of playing the prodigy," Lucas mused aloud, his voice carrying a subtle undercurrent of self-assurance. His lips curved into a faint smile, a glimmer of anticipation in his emerald eyes. "Let's see what new heights we can reach today, shall we?"


The Perse School hummed with the energy of a new day as students filed in, their navy and white uniforms creating a sea of orderly activity. Lucas moved through the crowd with a purposeful stride, his posture straight and his gaze focused.
"Harry!" A cheerful voice cut through the morning chatter. A sandy-haired boy with a smattering of freckles jogged up to Lucas, his grin wide and eager. "Did you finish the math homework? I got stuck on the last problem."
The corners of Lucas's mouth lifted slightly. He had, of course, breezed through the assignment, but he knew the value of discretion. "It was a bit challenging," he said, his tone even and understanding. "Why don't we review it together before class?"
The boy, Thomas, nodded enthusiastically. As they walked, Lucas skimmed the surface of Thomas's thoughts. Images of a new video game console, a birthday celebration, and a yearning for parental approval drifted through the boy's mind.
"I heard you got a new gaming console for your birthday, Thomas," Lucas said, his voice casual. "That's quite impressive."
Thomas's eyes widened, surprise evident in his raised eyebrows. "How did you know?"
Lucas gave a small, enigmatic smile. "A lucky guess," he said, fully aware that his Legilimency had provided the insight. "What games have you been playing?"
As Thomas dove into an animated description of his favorite games, Lucas listened attentively, his nods and questions perfectly timed. To an outside observer, the two boys would appear to be close friends, united by a common interest.
But Lucas knew the truth. Video games and birthdays held no real interest for him. His focus was solely on maintaining the façade of friendship, on crafting the perfect image of a well-adjusted, socially adept child prodigy.
Throughout the morning, Lucas navigated the classroom's social landscape with practiced ease. He engaged with his classmates, offering words of encouragement and praise when needed, and subtly guiding conversations towards topics that highlighted his own knowledge and maturity.
He paid close attention to the thoughts of his teachers, using his Legilimency to assess their perceptions of him. Mrs. Hawkins, the English teacher, was impressed by his articulate manner and advanced vocabulary, while Mr. Thompson, the science instructor, marveled at his grasp of complex concepts.
Lucas allowed himself to enjoy their admiration, but he was careful not to let it show. He maintained an air of modesty, always quick to credit his success to diligence and a passion for learning.
As lunchtime approached, Lucas approached Mrs. Hawkins at the front of the classroom, where she was organizing her papers. "Excuse me, Mrs. Hawkins," he said, his voice polite and deferential. "May I have a moment of your time?"
The teacher looked up, a warm smile on her face. "Of course, Harry. What can I do for you?"
Lucas took a measured breath, his eyes downcast as if gathering his thoughts. "I've been thinking," he began, his voice carefully measured. "While I truly appreciate the lessons here at the Pelican, I feel that I'm not being sufficiently challenged."
He met Mrs. Hawkins's gaze, his green eyes steady. "I've been working on the advanced material you provided, but even that seems to come easily to me. I don't mean to sound ungrateful, but I was wondering if there was any possibility of moving up to the Prep school ahead of schedule."
As he spoke, Lucas delved into Mrs. Hawkins's mind, gauging her reaction. Surprise flickered through her thoughts, followed by a growing sense of understanding and agreement. She had noticed his exceptional progress and had even discussed the possibility of acceleration with her colleagues.
"Harry," Mrs. Hawkins said, her voice gentle, "I believe you're absolutely right. It's evident that you have a remarkable mind, and it would be a disservice to keep you here if you're not being adequately challenged."
She leaned forward, her expression serious. "I'll discuss this with the headmaster and the other teachers. We'll see what we can do about getting you into the Prep school as soon as possible."
Lucas inclined his head, a small smile on his lips. "Thank you, Mrs. Hawkins," he said, his voice sincere. "I truly appreciate your support."
As he walked away, a quiet assurance shone in his emerald eyes. Another step closer to his goal, another manipulation successfully executed. The Perse School was just the beginning – he would conquer the academic world, one grade at a time.
And if a few minds needed to be read along the way, well, that was a small price to pay for the power and knowledge he sought.


The afternoon sun cast a warm glow through the large windows of the Perse School, illuminating the polished wooden floors. Lucas sat at his desk, his emerald eyes focused on the math problem before him, his pencil moving swiftly across the paper as he worked through the complex equations with practiced ease.
A gentle knock on the classroom door drew his attention. Mrs. Hawkins stepped into the room, her auburn hair pulled back into a neat bun. "Harry," she called, her voice soft yet firm, "the headmaster would like to see you in his office."
Lucas set his pencil down and rose from his seat, straightening his uniform. "Of course, Mrs. Hawkins," he replied, his tone respectful.
As they walked through the hallways, their footsteps echoing on the polished floors, Lucas delved into Mrs. Hawkins's mind, skimming her surface thoughts. Images of a meeting with the Multi-Disciplinary Team flashed through her consciousness, discussions of his exceptional academic performance and emotional maturity.
They arrived at the headmaster's office, the heavy wooden door adorned with a brass plaque bearing the name "Dr. Charles Winthrop." Mrs. Hawkins knocked twice, and a deep voice called out, "Come in."
The office was spacious and well-appointed, with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lining the walls and a large mahogany desk dominating the center of the room. Behind the desk sat Dr. Winthrop, an older man with silver hair and a neatly trimmed beard, his blue eyes sharp behind wire-rimmed glasses.
"Ah, Harry," he said, gesturing to the plush armchairs facing his desk. "Please, have a seat."
Lucas settled into one of the chairs, his posture straight and attentive. Mrs. Hawkins took a seat beside him, her hands folded neatly in her lap.
"Harry," Dr. Winthrop began, leaning forward slightly, "your teachers have nothing but praise for your academic abilities and your maturity."
Lucas inclined his head, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. "Thank you, sir," he said, his voice even. "I've been enjoying my time here very much."
Dr. Winthrop nodded, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "I'm glad to hear that. Now, the reason I called you here today is that we've had a meeting with the Multi-Disciplinary Team about your future at the school."
As he spoke, Lucas delved into the headmaster's mind, reading his thoughts. He saw flashes of the meeting, discussions of his exceptional test scores and his ability to grasp complex concepts far beyond his years. There was also a hint of expectation, a belief that Lucas would react with childlike excitement at the news.
"Considering that the current coursework doesn't seem to be challenging enough for you, and given your demonstrated social skills and emotional maturity, we've decided to offer you the opportunity to skip a grade and move up to the Prep school," Dr. Winthrop said, his voice filled with pride.
Lucas took a moment to compose his features, ensuring that his expression remained one of calm gratitude. "I'm honored, Dr. Winthrop," he said, his voice steady. "I truly appreciate the opportunity."
He paused, his brow furrowing slightly. "I must admit, though, I will miss the friends I've made here in the Pelican. They've been so welcoming and supportive."
Mrs. Hawkins reached over, patting his hand gently. "I'm sure you'll make new friends in the Prep school, Harry," she said, her voice reassuring. "And you can always visit your old classmates during breaks and lunchtimes."
Lucas nodded, a small smile gracing his features. "You're right, Mrs. Hawkins. Change can be challenging, but it's also an opportunity for growth. I'm excited to see what the Prep school has to offer."
Dr. Winthrop leaned back in his chair, his fingers steepled before him. "That's a very mature outlook, Harry," he said, his voice filled with approval. "I have no doubt that you'll thrive in the Prep school, just as you have here in the Pelican."
Lucas stood, extending his hand to the headmaster. "Thank you again, Dr. Winthrop," he said, his grip firm and confident. "I won't let you down."
As Lucas and Mrs. Hawkins left the office, the warm sunlight streaming through the windows seemed to mirror the quiet assurance that shone in Lucas's emerald eyes. He walked with a steady, purposeful stride, ready to embrace the challenges and opportunities that awaited him in the Prep school.


The night was still, the silence broken only by the gentle chirping of crickets and the soft rustling of leaves in the cool breeze. The small park, nestled in the heart of the city, lay empty, its winding paths and well-manicured lawns bathed in the soft glow of the moonlight.
A lone oak tree stood at the center of the park, its gnarled branches reaching towards the starry sky. As the breeze picked up, the leaves danced, casting shifting shadows on the ground below. But there was something else, something strange and unnatural, happening beside the ancient tree.
A steady stream of water, as if poured from an invisible pitcher, flowed from the air itself, cascading down into the soil at the base of the oak. The water moved back and forth, swaying in a mesmerizing pattern, as if guided by an unseen hand.
Suddenly, a figure appeared out of thin air, as if materializing from the very fabric of the night. It was Lucas, his emerald eyes reflecting the moonlight, his jet-black hair tousled by the breeze. He stood beside the tree, his right hand extended, a single finger pointing towards the ground.
The water, it seemed, was flowing from his fingertip, a continuous drip that defied the laws of nature. Lucas's brow furrowed slightly, his gaze focused intently on the task at hand.
Creating water out of nothing, he mused, his thoughts turning inward. In the Harry Potter books and movies, it's possible. But food, that's the exception. I wonder if it's a real limitation, or just something that hasn't been surpassed yet.
He closed his eyes, his mind drifting to the vast sea that had become his mental sanctuary. In his mind's eye, he saw the water, an endless expanse of blue, stretching out to the horizon. He focused on that image, on the feel of the water, the way it moved and flowed.
And as he did, the stream of water from his fingertip grew stronger, more steady. It pooled at his feet, a small puddle forming in the soft earth.
It's a start, he thought, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. But there's so much more to learn, so much more to explore…
He looked around the park, taking in the open space, the freedom it offered. This was why he had come here, to practice his magic away from prying eyes, to push the boundaries of what he thought possible.
With a wave of his hand, a nearby rock, easily the size of a football, rose into the air, hovering a few feet off the ground. Lucas's gaze sharpened, his mind reaching out, guiding the rock in a complex pattern, a dance of sorts, weaving it through the branches of the oak tree.
The rock moved faster, spinning and twirling, as Lucas's control grew more precise. He added a second rock, then a third, until a dozen stones were orbiting the tree, a whirling dervish of earth and magic.
And then, he let the rocks fall gently to the ground, the water from his fingertip slowing to a trickle.
As the rocks settled on the ground, Lucas felt a surge of energy coursing through his veins. The night was young, and the park was his playground, a vast canvas upon which he could paint with the brushstrokes of his magic.
He looked down at his hands, examining the power they held. The water, still dripping from his fingertip, caught his eye. With a thought, he willed the droplets to coalesce, forming a small, gleaming sphere that continually expanded and hovered just above his palm.
Lucas focused, his mind reaching out, shaping the water. The sphere elongated, twisting and turning, until it formed a delicate ribbon, undulating in the air like a serpent made of liquid glass.
He sent the ribbon dancing through the air, weaving it between the branches of the oak tree, watching as it left a glistening trail in its wake. The water moved with a grace and fluidity that seemed almost alive, responding to his every whim and desire.
An idea formed, and Lucas directed the ribbon downwards, towards the ground. It flowed like a miniature river, winding its way through the grass, leaving a path of gleaming moisture in its wake.
With a flick of his wrist, Lucas sent the water surging upwards, forming a translucent wall that stood nearly as tall as he did. The moonlight refracted through the liquid barrier, casting a kaleidoscope of colors across the park.
I wonder, Lucas thought, just how far I can push this.
He closed his eyes once more, focusing on the sensation of cold, of the biting chill of winter. In his mind's eye, he saw the vast sea, its surface beginning to freeze, ice spreading across the endless expanse of water.
As he opened his eyes, he saw that vision made manifest. The ground around him, in a slowly expanding circle, was turning white, the grass and soil alike covered in a growing layer of frost.
Lucas watched, his gaze intense, as the circle of cold expanded, reaching the base of the oak tree. The ancient bark, gnarled and weathered, began to glisten as the frost crept up its surface, encasing the lower branches in a layer of ice.
Incredible, he mused, but what about the opposite?
He focused once more, this time on the sensation of warmth, of the comforting heat of a roaring fire. In his mind's eye, he saw the frozen sea beginning to melt, the ice giving way to the gentle lapping of waves.
Slowly, the ground around him began to change. The frost receded, melting away as if touched by the first rays of the spring sun. The grass, once stiff and brittle with cold, softened, returning to its natural state.
The oak tree, too, was transformed. The ice that had encased its branches melted, the water dripping down onto the soil below. Within moments, the tree stood tall and proud once more, free from the icy embrace.
As the frost receded and the warmth returned to the park, Lucas's eyes narrowed, his mind racing with the possibilities. The ability to manipulate temperature, to bring forth the chill of winter or the heat of summer with a mere thought, was intoxicating. But he wanted more. He wanted to push the boundaries of what he thought possible, to condense these forces into something tangible, something he could hold in his hand.
He closed his eyes, focusing once more on the vast sea that had become his mental sanctuary. But this time, he didn't just envision the water freezing or melting. He imagined the cold itself, a tangible force, gathering in a single point above the waves. In his mind's eye, he saw it, a sphere of pure, icy energy, hovering just above the surface of the sea.
Lucas opened his eyes, his right hand extended, palm facing upwards. He focused, his jaw clenched in concentration, as he tried to bring that vision to life. At first, nothing happened. The air above his palm remained still, unchanged. But he persisted, delving deeper into his memories, searching for something that resonated with the cold, with the idea of a frostball.
And then, he found it. A memory from his past life, a moment of profound nihilism as he contemplated the vastness of the universe, the insignificance of his own existence. It was a cold thought, a chilling realization that had left him feeling small and alone.
Lucas latched onto that memory, onto the emotions it evoked. He let it fill his mind, his very being, as he focused on the space above his palm. And slowly, almost imperceptibly at first, a sphere began to form. It was small, no larger than a marble, but it glowed with an icy blue light, a miniature star of pure, frigid energy.
The corners of Lucas's mouth twitched upwards as he watched the frostball grow, expanding until it was the size of a tennis ball. He could feel the cold emanating from it, a biting chill that numbed his fingers and sent shivers down his spine.
"Good," he whispered, his breath misting in the air before him.
But he wasn't done yet. The frostball was a success, but he wanted to try something else, something that would push his magic even further. He wanted to create a fireball.
Lucas closed his eyes once more, focusing on the vast sea. But this time, instead of cold, he sought out heat. He imagined the water boiling, steam rising from the surface in great, billowing clouds. He pictured the fireball, a sphere of pure, searing energy, hovering above the waves.
But as he tried to bring that vision to life, he found himself struggling. The emotions required for a fireball, the rage and the desire to burn, to destroy, were foreign to him. In his past life, he had been a calm individual, rarely angry at anyone or anything.
He delved into his memories, searching for moments of anger, of fury. But they were few and far between, and when he did find them, they felt weak, insubstantial.
Still, he persisted. He focused on the space above his palm, willing the fireball into existence. And slowly, a sphere began to form. But it was small, much smaller than the frostball, and its light was dim, a feeble orange glow that paled in comparison to the icy blue of its counterpart.
Lucas's brow furrowed, a twinge of frustration running through him. But he accepted it. This was a consequence of his nature, of who he was as a person. He couldn't change that, not easily at least.
But he wouldn't give up. If the quality of the memory wasn't enough, then he would find another way. Maybe, he thought, I can use my Occlumency, my vast sea visualization, in a more complex way. Maybe I can duplicate the angry memories, amplify them until they were strong enough to fuel a more powerful fireball.
It was something to experiment with later. For now, he would have to accept the small, weak fireball that hovered above his palm.
As he stood there, the frostball and fireball floating side by side, Lucas's thoughts turned to the Harry Potter books and movies. The way magic was used in that world was so different from his own experiences.
In the books, wizards and witches used wands, small sticks of wood that seemed to channel their magic. They waved these wands, spoke incantations, and magic happened. It seemed so simple, so effortless.
And yet, the results were often incredible. He remembered the scene in the final book, where a simple-minded, dull character had cast Fiendfyre, sentient flames that consumed magic and grew as they did so. The flames had filled an entire room, an immense, uncontrollable force.
How was that possible? How could a mere wave of a wand and a spoken word produce such power?
There were some similarities, he realized, between his own magic and the wanded magic of the books. The Unforgivable Curses, for example, required the caster to feel intense, genuine emotions. The desire to kill, to torture, to control.
It was not unlike his own spells, which initially required specific emotions to function. But he had trained, had worked to separate the emotions from the process, to make his magic a matter of pure will and intent.
Perhaps, he mused, there was some form of sympathetic magic at work in the wanded spells of the Harry Potter universe. When a wizard created a new spell, they imbued it with certain properties, certain requirements. And anyone who followed those requirements, who used the correct wand motion, the correct incantation, and sometimes the correct intent, could replicate the effect.
It was a way to mass-produce magic, to make it accessible to anyone with a wand. But it also created a reliance on the wand, on the tool. Wizards in the books seemed almost helpless without their wands, unable to perform even the simplest of magical tasks.
Lucas looked down at his hands, at the frostball and fireball that hovered above his palms. He had created these with nothing but his mind, his will. He was not reliant on any external tool, any crutch.
And yet, he couldn't help but wonder what he could achieve if he had a wand, if he could tap into that sympathetic magic, that pre-established network of spells and effects.
It was a thought for another time. For now, he had his own magic to explore, his own boundaries to push.
With a flick of his wrist, Lucas sent the frostball and fireball spiralling into the air. They orbited each other, two opposing forces, cold and heat, locked in an eternal dance.
And as he watched them, the corners of his mouth lifted into a smile. The night was still young, and there was so much more to discover, so much more to learn.
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        Chapter 11: Prep School

 The Perse Prep School buzzed with excitement as the students filed into the classroom, their chatter filling the air with a lively hum. Sunlight streamed through the large windows, casting a warm glow on the polished wooden desks and the colorful posters adorning the walls.
Ethan Lakemeer, a tall, lanky boy with a mop of curly brown hair, slouched in his seat, his hazel eyes narrowed as he watched the door. He had just turned eight, and the novelty of being one of the older students in the class had already worn off.
Especially since he had arrived.
As if on cue, the door opened, and a small, raven-haired boy walked in, his emerald eyes bright and his smile wide. Harry Potter, the child prodigy, the boy who had skipped multiple grades and now, at the tender age of three, was joining their class.
Ethan scowled as the other students swarmed around Harry, their voices rising in excited greetings and questions. The little boy seemed to bask in the attention, his laughter ringing out like a bell.
It's not fair, Ethan thought, his hands clenching into fists beneath his desk. He's just a baby. What's so special about him?
He watched as Mrs. Wilson, their teacher, made her way over to Harry, her smile warm and her eyes crinkled at the corners. She knelt down, speaking softly to the boy, her hand resting gently on his shoulder.
Ethan's scowl deepened. Mrs. Wilson had never looked at him like that, with such pride and affection. It was always "Ethan, pay attention" or "Ethan, stop fidgeting."
As the class settled down and Mrs. Wilson began the lesson, Ethan's mind raced, trying to come up with a way to take Harry down a peg. He couldn't outright bully the boy, not with the teachers watching. But maybe he could make him look stupid, make the other kids see that he wasn't so special after all.
His opportunity came during math class. Mrs. Wilson had written a complex equation on the board, one that had most of the students scratching their heads in confusion. But not Harry. The little boy's hand shot up, and when called upon, he rattled off the answer with ease, his voice clear and confident.
Ethan's jaw clenched. Showoff, he thought. But then, an idea struck him. He raised his hand, waiting for Mrs. Wilson to call on him.
"Yes, Ethan?" she said, her eyebrows raised.
"I have a question," Ethan said, his voice dripping with false innocence. "If Harry's so smart, why doesn't he teach the class?"
A few of the students giggled, and Ethan felt a surge of satisfaction. But it was short-lived. Harry, seemingly unfazed, turned to him, his emerald eyes wide and earnest.
"I'm not trying to show off, Ethan," he said, his voice soft. "I just really like math. Maybe we could study together sometime, and I could help you if you're having trouble."
Ethan felt his face flush. The other students were looking at him now, some with pity, others with amusement. He opened his mouth to retort, but Mrs. Wilson cut him off.
"That's a wonderful idea, Harry," she said, her smile warm. "Collaboration is an important part of learning. Ethan, perhaps you could take Harry up on his offer."
Ethan slumped in his seat, his cheeks burning. He had tried to make Harry look bad, but somehow, the little boy had turned it around, making him look like the fool.
As the day wore on, Ethan made a few more attempts to undermine Harry, but each one seemed to backfire. During English class, he tried to trip the boy as he walked to the front of the room to recite a poem, but Harry somehow managed to sidestep his outstretched foot with a graceful little hop, never missing a beat in his recitation.
During lunch, Ethan "accidentally" spilled his juice on Harry's shirt, hoping to make him cry. But the little boy just laughed, his eyes sparkling with mirth.
"No worries, Ethan," he said, his voice cheerful. "Accidents happen. I have a spare shirt in my bag."
And indeed, when Harry returned from the bathroom, his shirt was clean and dry, as if the juice had never touched it. Ethan stared, his mouth agape. How had he managed that?
By the end of the day, Ethan was exhausted, his mind spinning with frustration and confusion. Harry seemed to glide through the day with an ease that bordered on the supernatural, his smile never wavering, his good nature never faltering.
As the final bell rang and the students began to pack up their bags, Ethan watched Harry, his eyes narrowed. The little boy was chatting with a group of girls, his laughter ringing out like music. Ethan felt a pang of envy, sharp and bitter.
What's his secret? he wondered. How does he do it?
He shook his head, shouldering his backpack with a huff. Maybe Harry was just lucky. Maybe he was just a freak of nature. But one thing was certain: Ethan wasn't going to let him win. He would find a way to take the little prodigy down, to prove that he was nothing special.
As he walked out of the classroom, his mind already whirring with new plans and schemes, Ethan failed to notice the knowing glint in Harry's emerald eyes, the slight curve of his lips that hinted at a secret knowledge, a power beyond his years.


The sun beat down on the playground, the laughter and shouts of children filling the air. Ethan sat on a bench, his eyes narrowed as he watched the game of dodgeball unfold before him.
In the center of the chaos stood Harry Potter, his raven hair gleaming in the sunlight, his emerald eyes sparkling with joy. The little boy moved like a dancer, his tiny body twisting and turning as he dodged the soft foam balls thrown his way.
Ethan's hands clenched into fists, his nails digging into his palms. It wasn't right. A three-year-old shouldn't be able to move like that, with such grace and agility. It was like the balls were moving in slow motion for him, giving him all the time in the world to avoid them.
The other children seemed to be in awe of Harry, their throws gentle and half-hearted, as if they were afraid of hurting him. Ethan scoffed. They were coddling him, treating him like a fragile little doll.
As he watched, an idea began to form in his mind, a way to wipe that smug smile off Harry's face. He stood up, his heart pounding with anticipation, and made his way over to the game.
"Mind if I join?" he asked, his voice dripping with false cheer.
The other children nodded, stepping aside to let him into the circle. Ethan's eyes locked onto Harry, who smiled at him, his head tilted in a silent challenge.
The game resumed, the balls flying through the air, the children laughing and shouting. Ethan bided his time, waiting for his moment. And then, it came.
He snatched up a ball, his fingers curling around the soft foam. He drew back his arm, his muscles coiled like a spring, and then he let it fly, aiming straight for Harry's face.
Time seemed to slow down, the ball arcing through the air, a blur of red against the blue sky. Ethan held his breath, waiting for the satisfying thud of impact, the cry of pain and surprise.
But it never came.
Harry moved like a blur, his head snapping to the side, the ball missing him by mere inches. The other children gasped, their eyes wide with shock.
Ethan felt embarrassed. He hadn't meant to throw it that hard, but the rage had taken over, the need to see Harry fall.
"Sorry," he muttered, his voice tight. "Got a bit carried away."
The game resumed, but Ethan couldn't let it go. The sight of Harry's smiling face, the way he moved like a leaf in the wind, it gnawed at him, a festering wound that wouldn't heal.
When the ball came to him again, he didn't hesitate. He drew back his arm, his eyes locked on Harry's face, and let it fly, even harder than before.
But once again, Harry dodged, his body twisting like a cat's, the ball whistling past his ear.
"Ethan!"
The voice cut through the air like a knife, sharp and angry. Ethan turned, his heart sinking as he saw Mr. Thompson, the teacher on duty, storming towards him, his face a mask of fury.
"What do you think you're doing?" Mr. Thompson demanded, his hand clamping down on Ethan's shoulder like a vice.
Ethan opened his mouth, but no words came out. He could feel the eyes of the other children on him, the weight of their judgment pressing down on him like a physical force.
Mr. Thompson shook his head, his eyes narrowed. "Come with me," he said, his voice brooking no argument.
Ethan followed, his feet dragging, his heart pounding in his chest. He could hear the whispers of the other children, the speculation and the gossip. He had messed up, and now everyone knew it.
Mr. Thompson led him into the school, down the long, echoing hallways, and into the office of the Senior Staff. Ethan had never been here before, and the sight of the stern-faced adults, their eyes boring into him, made his stomach churn.
"Sit," Mr. Thompson said, pointing to a chair in front of the large, polished desk.
Ethan sat, his hands twisting in his lap, his eyes fixed on the floor.
"Ethan," one of the staff members said, her voice soft but firm. "Can you tell us what happened out there?"
Ethan swallowed, his throat tight. "I... I don't know," he mumbled, his voice barely above a whisper.
"You threw the ball at Harry's face," Mr. Thompson said, his voice hard. "Not once, but twice. That's not an accident, Ethan. That's deliberate."
Ethan felt the tears welling up in his eyes, hot and stinging. He blinked them back, his jaw clenched.
"I didn't mean to," he said, his voice cracking. "I just... I just wanted..."
He trailed off, the words sticking in his throat. How could he explain it, the jealousy that burned in his gut, the need to see Harry fall, to prove that he was nothing special?
"Ethan," the staff member said, her voice gentle. "We understand that this is a difficult situation for you. Harry is a very special child, and it can be hard to see someone so young excelling in ways that you might struggle with."
Ethan's head snapped up, his eyes wide. They knew. They could see right through him, into the dark, twisted places of his heart.
"But that doesn't excuse your actions," the staff member continued, her voice firmer now. "What you did was dangerous and unacceptable. You could have seriously hurt Harry."
Ethan felt the tears spill over, running down his cheeks in hot, salty tracks. "I'm sorry," he whispered, his voice choked. "I'm so sorry."
The staff members exchanged glances, their expressions softening. "We know you are, Ethan," one of them said. "But actions have consequences. We're going to have to give you a week's worth of detention, and you'll need to apologize to Harry."
Ethan nodded, his head bowed. He knew he deserved it, knew that he had let his emotions get the best of him.
As he walked out of the office, his shoulders slumped, his heart heavy, he caught a glimpse of Harry, sitting on a bench outside, his face serene, his eyes closed as if in meditation.
Ethan paused, his breath catching in his throat. He knew what he had to do, knew that he owed Harry an apology, a real one, not just the empty words that the teachers had forced him to say.
He took a deep breath, squaring his shoulders, and walked over to the bench, his heart pounding in his chest.
"Harry," he said, his voice soft, hesitant.
The little boy opened his eyes, his emerald gaze locking onto Ethan's. "Yes?" he said, his voice calm, expectant.
Ethan swallowed, his mouth dry. "I'm sorry," he said, the words tumbling out in a rush. "For what I did, for trying to hurt you. It was wrong, and I'm sorry."
Harry smiled, his face lighting up like the sun breaking through the clouds. "I forgive you, Ethan," he said, his voice warm, sincere. "I know it's not easy, being around someone like me. But I hope we can be friends, someday."
Ethan felt a lump rise in his throat, a strange mix of emotions swirling in his chest. Gratitude, relief, and something else, something he couldn't quite name.
"I'd like that," he said, his voice rough, his eyes stinging with unshed tears. "I'd like that a lot."


The afternoon sun filtered through the large windows of the classroom, casting a warm glow on the eager faces of the students. Mr. Aurelius, the Latin teacher, stood at the front of the room, his salt-and-pepper hair neatly combed and his dark eyes sparkling with enthusiasm.
"Salve, discipuli!" he greeted the class, his voice rich and resonant. "Welcome to your first Latin lesson."
The students, a mix of ages and backgrounds, sat up straighter in their seats, their eyes fixed on the teacher. Among them, a small, raven-haired boy with piercing green eyes stood out, his face alight with genuine interest.
"Now, let's start with some basic greetings," Mr. Aurelius said, his voice clear and engaging. "Repeat after me: Salve!"
"Salve!" the class chorused, their voices a mix of hesitant and confident.
Harry's voice rang out above the others, his pronunciation perfect, his intonation flawless. Mr. Aurelius felt a smile tug at the corners of his mouth.
"Excellent!" he praised, his eyes sweeping over the class. "Now, let's try something a bit more complex. In Latin, we often use different endings to indicate the function of a word in a sentence. For example, the word for 'friend' is 'amicus.' But if we want to say 'to a friend,' we add the ending '-o,' making it 'amico.'"
He wrote the words on the board, his hand moving with practiced ease. The chalk scratched against the surface, leaving behind crisp, white letters.
"Can anyone give me an example of how we might use this in a sentence?" Mr. Aurelius asked, his eyebrows raised in expectation.
Harry's hand shot up, his eyes bright with eagerness. "Donum amico dedi," he said, his voice clear and confident. "I gave a gift to a friend."
Mr. Aurelius felt a thrill of excitement run through him. "Optime, Harry!" he exclaimed, his voice warm with praise. "That's exactly right."
The other students murmured in appreciation, their eyes wide with admiration. Harry ducked his head, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth.
As the lesson continued, Mr. Aurelius found himself drawn to the boy, amazed at how quickly he picked up the language.
"Now, let's move on to some vocabulary," Mr. Aurelius said, his voice taking on a playful tone. "In Latin, the word for 'book' is 'liber.' And the word for 'page' is 'pagina.'"
He wrote the words on the board, the chalk clicking softly against the surface. Harry's eyes widened, a small grin spreading across his face. Mr. Aurelius felt curious. What was it about the word 'pagina' that had caught the boy's attention?
But before he could ponder it further, the lesson was over, the students filing out of the classroom in a buzz of excitement.
With a smile on his face, the teacher gathered his notes and erased the board, the Latin words fading into memory.


The auditorium buzzed with energy as the drama students took their places on the stage, their faces alight with anticipation. Ms. Blackwood, the drama teacher, stood in the wings, her keen eyes surveying the scene before her.
"Alright, everyone," Ms. Blackwood called out, her voice ringing through the auditorium. "Let's start with a classic scenario. Harry, you'll be playing the role of a customer at a restaurant, and Olivia, you'll be the waitress. The catch? Harry's character is a food critic, and he's not happy with his meal."
Harry and Olivia nodded, their eyes sparkling with excitement. They took their places on the stage, a simple table and two chairs serving as their set.
Olivia picked up an imaginary notepad, her face transforming into a bright, customer-service smile. "Hello, sir," she chirped, her voice sweet and cheerful. "How are you enjoying your meal today?"
Harry's face twisted into a scowl, his emerald eyes flashing with displeasure. "Enjoying?" he scoffed, his voice dripping with disdain. "I've had better meals at a prison cafeteria."
But before Olivia could open her mouth, Harry continued, his voice low and menacing. "The soup was cold, the salad was wilted, and the steak was so overcooked, I could have used it as a hockey puck."
Olivia's eyes widened, her mouth falling open in shock. She glanced at Ms. Blackwood, her expression pleading for help.
But Harry was relentless, his words coming fast and furious. "I've been to this restaurant before, and I've never had such a terrible experience. I demand to speak to the manager."
Olivia stammered, her face flushing with embarrassment. "I... I'm so sorry, sir," she managed, her voice trembling. "I'll get the manager right away."
Harry leaned back in his chair, his arms crossed over his chest, his face a mask of smug satisfaction. "See that you do," he said, his voice cold and dismissive.
Ms. Blackwood clapped her hands, her voice ringing out through the auditorium. "Bravo, Harry!" she exclaimed, her eyes shining with pride. "That was well done! "
Harry ducked his head, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Thank you, Ms. Blackwood," he said, his voice soft and humble. "Olivia, you started good, but do try to respond to the customer’s complaints."
She turned to the rest of the class, her voice ringing out with authority. "Alright, everyone," she said. "Let's take a quick break, and then we'll move on to the next scenario. And remember, the key to improv is to stay in the moment, to listen to your partner, and to trust your instincts."
The auditorium humed with anticipation as the drama students regrouped.
"Alright, break is over." she announced. "For our next scenario, we'll explore the theme of delusion and persuasion. Harry, you'll play the role of a person convinced they possess magical abilities. Ethan, your character is Harry's concerned friend, trying to persuade him that it's all in his mind."
Harry and Ethan exchanged glances, a flicker of amusement passing between them. They stepped onto the stage, the polished wooden floorboards creaking beneath their feet. The set had been transformed, a cozy living room with a plush sofa and an antique coffee table taking center stage.
Harry settled into the sofa, his emerald eyes gleaming with a hint of madness. He waved his hands in the air, his fingers tracing complex patterns. "Behold, Ethan!" he exclaimed, his voice trembling with excitement. "I have unlocked the secrets of the universe. I can bend reality to my will!"
Ethan, his brow furrowed with concern, leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees. "Harry, my friend," he began, his tone gentle yet firm, "I think we need to talk. I'm worried about you."
Harry laughed, a high-pitched, manic sound that sent shivers down the spines of the watching students. "Worried? Why? Because I've transcended the limitations of mere mortals?" He pointed his finger at the coffee table, his face contorted in concentration. "Levare!"
The table, of course, remained firmly rooted to the ground. But Harry's expression was one of pure, unadulterated triumph. "Do you see, Ethan? Do you see the power I wield?"
Ethan shook his head, a sad smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Harry, there's no magic. It's just... it's just your imagination."
Ms. Blackwood watched, her heart pounding with excitement, as the scene unfolded. The contrast between Harry's manic energy and Ethan's calm, rational demeanor was electric, the tension palpable.
Harry leaped to his feet, his eyes wild, his hair standing on end. "Imagination? You dare doubt the great wizard Harry?" He whirled around, his arms outstretched, his voice rising to a fevered pitch. "Expulso! Stupesco! Lux!"
The auditorium lights flickered, a coincidence that only added to the eerie atmosphere. The students gasped, their eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination.
Ethan rose slowly, his hands held out in a placating gesture. "Harry, please. Listen to me. This isn't real. You're not well."
Harry's face crumpled, a flicker of doubt crossing his features. "Not real? But... but I feel it, Ethan. The magic, it courses through my veins, it dances at my fingertips."
Ethan moved closer, his voice soft, soothing. "I know it feels real to you, Harry. But it's not. It's a delusion, a trick of the mind. Please, let me help you."
Harry's shoulders slumped, his eyes brimming with tears. "Help me? How?"
Ethan wrapped his arm around Harry's shoulders, guiding him back to the sofa. "We'll get through this together, Harry. You're not alone. I'm here for you, and so are the doctors, the therapists. We'll find a way to make you better."
Harry nodded, his confusion clear on his face. "I... I don't know what's real anymore, Ethan. I'm scared."
Ethan hugged him close, his voice a whisper. "I know, Harry. I know. But we'll figure it out, I promise."
The auditorium erupted in applause, the students leaping to their feet, their faces alight with admiration.
Ms. Blackwood approached them, her voice trembling with emotion. "That was... that was incredible, boys. The way you played off each other... it was pure magic."
Harry gave her a small smile. "Magic, Ms. Blackwood? I thought we established that it was all in my head."


The afternoon sun cast a warm glow through the tall windows of the philosophy classroom, illuminating the eager faces of the students seated in a semicircle. Mr. Whitmore, a tall, slender man with a neatly trimmed beard and wire-rimmed glasses, stood at the center of the room, his eyes sparkling with anticipation.
"Good afternoon, class," he began, his voice rich and melodious. "Today, we'll be exploring the fascinating world of ethical dilemmas. These are situations where there is no clear right or wrong answer, and we must rely on our moral compass to guide us."
The students murmured in excitement, their pens poised over their notebooks, ready to capture the wisdom of their esteemed teacher. Among them, a small, raven-haired boy with piercing green eyes sat cross-legged on the floor, his gaze fixed intently on Mr. Whitmore.
"Let's begin with a classic dilemma," Mr. Whitmore said, his voice taking on a somber tone. "Imagine you are a doctor in a hospital during a natural disaster. You have two patients in critical condition, but only enough resources to save one. One patient is a brilliant scientist on the verge of discovering a cure for cancer, while the other is a young mother with two small children. Who do you choose to save, and why?"
The room fell silent, the weight of the question hanging heavy in the air. Mr. Whitmore's gaze swept over the students, waiting for a brave soul to venture an answer.
To his surprise, it was Harry who spoke first, his voice confident. "It's a difficult decision, Mr. Whitmore," he said, his emerald eyes locking onto the teacher's. "On the one hand, the scientist has the potential to save countless lives with his discovery. But on the other hand, the young mother has an immediate impact on the lives of her children, who depend on her for love and support."
Mr. Whitmore knew Harry Potter was not an ordinary child, just like all the other teachers knew, but he was still surprised by how eloquent he was. He cleared his throat, trying to regain his composure.
"Very astute, Harry," he said, his voice slightly unsteady. "And what would you do in that situation?"
Harry paused, his brow furrowed in thought. "I would choose to save the young mother," he said finally, his eyes resolute. "While the scientist's work is undoubtedly important, there is no guarantee that he will succeed in finding a cure. The mother, on the other hand, has a very real impact on the lives of her children. They need her, and her loss would be devastating."
"That's a very nuanced perspective, Harry," Mr. Whitmore admired. "You've considered both the potential long-term impact and the immediate consequences of the decision."
Harry nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "It's not an easy choice, Mr. Whitmore," he said, his voice soft and contemplative. "But sometimes, we have to prioritize the needs of the present over the possibilities of the future."
Mr. Whitmore felt excited, his heart pounding in his chest. This was the kind of philosophical discussion he lived for, the kind of deep, meaningful exploration of the human condition that had drawn him to the field in the first place.
"Let's consider another scenario," he said, his body leaning forward. "You are a soldier in a war, and you have captured an enemy combatant. You know that this person has valuable information that could save the lives of your fellow soldiers, but he refuses to talk. Is it ethical to torture him for the information?"
The room erupted in a flurry of whispers and murmurs, the students grappling with the weight of the question. But Harry remained calm, his gaze never wavering from Mr. Whitmore's.
"It's a complex issue, Mr. Whitmore," he contemplated. "On the surface, it may seem justified to use any means necessary to save the lives of one's comrades. But torture is a violation of basic human rights, and it can have long-lasting psychological effects on both the torturer and the tortured."
Mr. Whitmore nodded, his mouth showing an excited smile. "And what about the argument that the ends justify the means?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.
Harry shook his head, a sad smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "That's a dangerous line of thinking, Mr. Whitmore," he said, his voice heavy with wisdom beyond his years. "Once we start justifying unethical actions in the name of a greater good, we risk losing our moral compass altogether. We become no better than the enemy we're fighting against."
Mr. Whitmore had never encountered a student with such a deep understanding of the human nature, let alone a child of Harry's age. As he met Harry's gaze once more, he suddenly felt that Harry could see through him, but shook his head.
The other students were confused by their discussion, not really able to understand what they were talking about.
Mr. Whitmore cleared his throat, trying to regain his composure. "Thank you, Harry," he said, his voice slightly unsteady. "That was a very insightful analysis."
He turned to the rest of the class. "As you can see, class, ethical dilemmas are not always black and white. They require us to consider multiple perspectives, to weigh the consequences of our actions, and to make difficult choices based on our own moral values."


"Good morning, class," Ms. Ellington greeted, her voice warm. "I hope you're all ready to share your creative writing assignments with me today."
The students rustled in their seats, some eagerly pulling out their papers, while others fidgeted nervously. Ms. Ellington smiled, remembering the assignment she had given them the previous session: to plan and write a short story of their own creation.
As she collected the assignments, Ms. Ellington couldn't help but grin at the diversity of the stories. Some were filled with fantastical creatures and magical lands, while others explored the everyday struggles of childhood.
But when she reached Harry's assignment, Ms. Ellington's eyes widened in surprise. The stack of pages in her hand was significantly thicker than the others, and as she flipped through them, she realized that his story was at least 15,000 words long.
Of course, she thought to herself, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. I should have expected nothing less from Harry.
"Class," Ms. Ellington announced, "I'm going to take some time to read through your assignments. In the meantime, I'd like you to turn to your neighbor and discuss what inspired your stories."
The room erupted in a flurry of chatter as the students eagerly shared their ideas with one another. Ms. Ellington settled into her chair, her eyes already scanning the first page of Harry's story.
As she read, Ms. Ellington found herself pulled into the story Harry had written. It was about Eli and Sara, two people trying to make it in a world that had changed completely because of a fungal infection. The way Harry told their story made everything around Ms. Ellington seem to disappear. She was very impressed by how real the characters felt and the tough choices they had to make. The way he described the empty cities, taken over by nature, made her feel like she was right there with them.
What really got to her, though, were the complex themes Harry was playing with. Things like how tough people can be, what it means to make hard choices, and how people can still care deeply for each other even when things look bleak. These weren't easy things to talk about, and Ms. Ellington wouldn't have guessed a young kid could handle them so well.
When she got to the part where Eli has to make a huge sacrifice to save Sara, it hit her hard. The way Harry wrote it was so touching that she almost cried. It was a lot for a story from someone his age.
This is amazing, she thought, surprised by how well Harry had put everything together—the story, the people in it, and the complex themes—all of it was really something.
Looking up, she saw Harry talking with a friend, his face all lit up. He was moving his hands around as he explained something about his story. Ms. Ellington couldn't help but be amazed by how creative he was for someone so young.
As the noise in the room started to settle, Ms. Ellington got everyone's attention and held up Harry's story, her eyes full of pride.
"Class," she announced, "I want to share with you an exceptional piece of writing. Harry's story, 'The Last Hope of Humanity,' is very well-written and something everyone could take inspiration from."
She began to read aloud, her voice rich and expressive, bringing the world of Eli and Sara to life for the entire class. The students sat in rapt attention, their eyes wide with wonder as they listened to the tale of survival, sacrifice, and the unbreakable bonds of love.
As she reached the end of the story, Ms. Ellington looked up, her eyes meeting Harry's.
"You did very well," she said softly. "Keep this up and I’ll not be surprised to see your name among the best-selling authors in the future."
Harry looked a bit shy, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Thank you, Ms. Ellington," he replied, his voice clear. "I'm glad you enjoyed it."


The staff room at The Perse Prep School was abuzz with activity as the teachers gathered for their monthly meeting. The late afternoon sun streamed through the large windows, casting a warm glow on the polished wooden table and the colorful posters adorning the walls.
Ms. Blackwood, the drama teacher, sat at the head of the table, her auburn hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail. She shuffled through a stack of papers, her brow furrowed in concentration. Beside her, Mr. Aurelius, the Latin teacher, leaned back in his chair, his dark eyes looking at the wall as he listened to the chatter around him.
"Bonjour, mes amis!" Madame Dubois, the French teacher, swept into the room, her vibrant silk scarf billowing behind her. She took her seat next to Mr. Thompson, the geography teacher, who greeted her with a smile.
As the last few teachers trickled in, Ms. Blackwood cleared her throat, calling the meeting to order. "Thank you all for coming," she began. "Let's start by discussing the progress of our students. Who would like to go first?"
Mr. Novak, the music teacher, raised his hand, his salt-and-pepper beard twitching with excitement. "I must say, I'm quite impressed with young Emilia's progress on the violin," he said, his pride clear in his tone. "She's shown remarkable dedication and improvement over the past month."
Nods and murmurs of agreement rippled through the room as the teachers shared their own observations of their students' achievements. Mrs. Hartley, the history teacher, praised the insightful essays her class had written on the Roman Empire, while Ms. Ellington, the English teacher, gushed about the creative writing projects her students had completed.
But as the discussion turned to Harry Potter, the atmosphere in the room shifted, a.
"I must say," Mr. Whitmore, the philosophy teacher, began, "I have never encountered a student like Harry. It seems like he is well-versed with ethical dilemmas, and his ability to articulate his thoughts is not something I would expect even from someone who just finished Sixth Form."
Ms. Ellington nodded, "I couldn't agree more," she said, her head leaned forward. "Just last week, Harry submitted a short story that left me absolutely speechless. The emotional depth, the vivid imagery, the philosophical themes – it was like nothing I've ever seen from a child his age."
As the teachers swapped stories, the room filled with surprise. Each had their own example of Harry's knowledge, showing just how much he stood out. It was a real eye-opener for everyone, seeing just how knowledgeable a child prodigy could be in all of those fields.
"I think," Ms. Blackwood said, her voice cutting through the chatter, "that we need to consider the possibility of accelerating Harry's education. It's clear that he is not being challenged at his current level."
Agreement was clear on everyone’s faces through the room, but Mr. Thompson, the geography teacher, raised his hand, his brow furrowed with concern. "I understand the desire to nurture Harry's talents," he said, his voice thoughtful, "but we must also consider his emotional and social development. He is still only three years old, after all."
Ms. Blackwood nodded, her eyes understanding. "You raise a valid point, Mr. Thompson," she said. "But I believe that Harry's emotional maturity is just as exceptional as his intellectual abilities. In my drama classes, he has shown an uncanny ability to empathize with his characters and convey complex emotions through his performances."
The debate continued, the teachers passionately arguing the merits and drawbacks of accelerating Harry's education. Some, like Madame Dubois and Mr. Novak, felt that he should be pushed up multiple grades immediately, while others, like Mr. Thompson and Mrs. Hartley, advocated for a more gradual approach.
As the discussion reached a fever pitch, Dr. Blackwell, the headmaster, entered the room, her presence commanding instant silence. She surveyed the gathered teachers, her keen eyes taking in the excitement that hung in the air.
"I couldn't help but overhear your discussion," she said. "And I must say, I share your admiration for young Harry's abilities. However, we must also consider the long-term implications of any decisions we make regarding his education."
She paused, her gaze sweeping over the room, meeting the eyes of each teacher in turn. "I propose a compromise," she continued, her voice filled with quiet authority. "We will accelerate Harry's education, but gradually. He will move up one grade level at a time, with close monitoring of his emotional and social well-being. If, at any point, we feel that he is struggling to adapt, we will reevaluate our approach."


 
 

  
    First Blood

    

        Chapter 12: First Blood

 The moon hung low in the inky sky, its pale light casting long shadows across the deserted park. Lucas stood in the center of a small clearing, his emerald eyes focused on the swirling tendrils of frost and flame that danced around his outstretched hands. The air crackled with energy as he manipulated the elements, weaving them together in a mesmerizing display of power and control.
Frost and fire, two opposing forces, he mused, his brow furrowed in concentration. But if I can find a way to combine them, to create something new...
He closed his eyes, delving deep into his vast sea visualization. In his mind's eye, he saw the icy waters and the scorching flames, separated by a translucent, semi-permeable barrier. He pushed the barrier, molding it, shaping it, until it formed a swirling vortex, a nexus where the two elements could meet and merge.
With a sharp intake of breath, Lucas opened his eyes, his hands now wreathed in a pulsing, blue-white light. Frostfire, he thought, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. A new weapon in my arsenal.
He took aim at a nearby tree, his fingers flexing as he prepared to unleash the spell. But before he could release the energy, a sudden movement caught his eye. A dark shape, hurtling towards him from the shadows.
Lucas reacted on instinct, rolling to the side as a blast of searing heat scorched the earth where he had been standing moments before. He came up in a crouch, his eyes narrowing as he took in the creature that had attacked him.
It was a beast unlike any he had ever seen, its body a twisted mass of scales and fur, its eyes glowing with a feral, orange light. It moved with a predatory grace, its muscles rippling beneath its mottled hide as it circled him, its jaws parted in a snarl.
A magical creature, Lucas realized, his heart pounding in his chest. But what is it doing here, in the middle of a Muggle park?
He didn't have time to ponder the question as the beast lunged at him again, its claws outstretched, its maw gaping wide. Lucas thrust out his hand, his mind reaching out to seize the creature with his telekinesis. But to his surprise, the beast shrugged off the invisible grip, its body shimmering with a faint, golden aura.
Magical resistance, Lucas thought, gritting his teeth as he rolled to the side, narrowly avoiding the creature's snapping jaws. Of course it wouldn't be that easy.
He shifted his stance, his hands now wreathed in frost and flame. With a flick of his wrist, he hurled a volley of frostballs and fireballs at the creature, the icy projectiles shattering against its hide, the fiery orbs sizzling as they made contact. The beast roared in pain and anger, but it didn't slow its advance.
Lucas scanned his surroundings, his mind working quickly. He spotted a large wooden bench nearby and, with a surge of telekinetic force, wrenched it from the ground. As the beast leaped at him again, he thrust the bench forward, using it as a shield. The creature's jaws clamped down on the sturdy wood, splinters flying as it tore at the improvised barrier.
I need to slow it down, Lucas thought, his eyes darting to the beast's legs. He reached out with his magic, grabbing a handful of rocks from the ground and hurling them at the creature's limbs. The stones struck true, causing the beast to stumble and howl in frustration.
Seizing the opportunity, Lucas thrust his hands forward, a bolt of blue-white frostfire leaping from his fingertips. But the beast was quicker than he anticipated, twisting its body to avoid the brunt of the attack. The frostfire bolt grazed its flank, leaving a smoldering, frost-rimmed wound, but it wasn't enough to stop the creature's advance.
Damn it, Lucas cursed inwardly, his jaw clenching as he dodged another swipe of the beast's claws. I need a clear shot, but it's too fast.
He retreated, his back pressing against the rough bark of a tree. The beast stalked towards him, its eyes glowing with feral hunger. Lucas's gaze fell on the swirling vortex of frostfire that still hovered around his hands, and a plan began to form in his mind.
With a burst of telekinetic force, he launched himself into the air, using the tree as a springboard. The beast lunged after him, its jaws snapping at his heels. But Lucas was already twisting in midair, his hands outstretched, his eyes locked on his target.
He unleashed a barrage of frostfire bolts, the blue-white energy streaking towards the beast like a hail of icy comets. The first bolt missed, sizzling past the creature's ear, but the second and third found their mark, striking the beast in the chest and shoulder.
The creature howled in agony, its body convulsing as the frostfire ate away at its flesh. It staggered, its movements growing sluggish, its eyes glazing over with pain. Lucas landed in a crouch, his hands still wreathed in swirling energy, ready to strike again if needed.
But the beast was finished. With a final, shuddering gasp, it collapsed to the ground, its body twitching as the last vestiges of life drained away. Lucas approached cautiously, his senses on high alert, but the creature lay still, its eyes staring sightlessly at the star-strewn sky.
Lucas stood over the fallen beast, his emerald eyes glinting in the moonlight as he examined the corpse. This is just the beginning, he thought, his fingers twitching slightly at his sides. If there are more creatures like this out there, I need to be ready.
With a flick of his wrist, he cast an invisibility spell over himself and the corpse, the veil of magic settling over them like a second skin. Recognizing his physical limitations, Lucas used his telekinesis to gently levitate the creature's body onto the remnants of the almost entirely broken wooden bench, a casualty of their fierce battle. This would not only serve as a makeshift sled to transport the heavy load but also neatly solve the problem of the damaged bench raising suspicions among the park's daytime visitors. With the beast securely in place, Lucas concentrated, guiding the bench behind him as he made his way back home, invisible to any late-night onlookers.
As he walked, Nyx slithered out from the shadows, her scales glistening in the moonlight as she approached Lucas. She flicked her tongue, tasting the air, her eyes honing in on the invisible load trailing behind him.
"What have you brought, Speaker?" she hissed, her voice tinged with curiosity.
Lucas glanced down at his companion, a faint smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "A magical creature, Nyx. One that put up quite a fight."
Nyx coiled around his ankle, her smooth scales brushing against his skin as she climbed up his leg, settling herself around his shoulders. "I can smell the blood," she said, her tongue flicking out to taste the air once more. "You are unharmed?"
"I'm fine," Lucas replied, his tone even as he continued walking, his eyes fixed on the path ahead. "The creature, however, was not so fortunate."
Nyx hissed softly, her head bobbing in understanding. She couldn't sense the magic that Lucas wielded, but she had seen the results of his power often enough to know that he was not to be trifled with. As they made their way through the quiet streets, the only sound the soft rustling of leaves in the night breeze, Lucas's mind was already at work, planning his next steps, his next move in the grand game of power and knowledge that he had set himself to master.


The night air hung still and silent as Lucas approached his home, the lifeless body of the magical beast floating invisibly behind him on the remnants of the wooden bench. His mind turned over the possibilities that lay ahead, the secrets that could be unraveled through careful study of this extraordinary creature.
In the backyard, Lucas set to work, his telekinesis making quick work of the earth as he excavated two deep holes. With a flick of his wrist, he lowered the beast's corpse into one, the soil enveloping it like a hungry maw. The shattered bench followed suit, disappearing into the second pit. A few moments of concentration saw the disturbed ground smoothed over, erasing all traces of his nocturnal activities.
But his work was far from done. Lucas strode out to the street, still cloaked in invisibility, his steps measured and purposeful as he made his way through the slumbering neighborhood. At last, he came to a house that suited his needs, far enough from prying eyes. A subtle twist of magic saw the lock click open, granting him entry.
The kitchen was a treasure trove of tools, and Lucas wasted no time in gathering what he required. Containers, bottles, and gleaming knives floated through the air, vanishing from sight as he extended his invisibility to encompass them. With his pilfered supplies in tow, he slipped back out into the night, the door locking itself securely behind him.
Back in the sanctuary of his backyard, Lucas unearthed the beast once more, laying its lifeless form out on a patch of grass shielded from view. He knelt beside it, his emerald eyes focused and unwavering as he selected a knife from his floating arsenal.
His arms, still those of a child, lacked the strength to pierce the beast's hide unaided. But his telekinesis more than compensated, driving the blade through fur and flesh with surgical precision. Blood welled up, dark and viscous, as he began to methodically harvest the creature's components.
Fur was carefully shaved and stored, the coarse strands holding untold potential for enchantments and potions. Swathes of hide were peeled away, destined for future experimentation. Organs, glistening in the moonlight, were excised with delicate care, each one a mystery waiting to be unraveled.
Through it all, Lucas remained focused, his movements precise and efficient. This was not a task for the faint of heart, but he had long since steeled himself against such qualms. The pursuit of knowledge, of power, demanded sacrifices. And he was more than willing to make them.
As the night wore on, the containers and bottles slowly filled, a macabre collection of biological treasures. Lucas worked with meticulous care, ensuring that nothing went to waste, that every scrap of the beast was preserved for future study.
At last, as the first hints of dawn began to paint the eastern sky, he straightened up, surveying his handiwork with a critical eye. The beast lay in pieces, its secrets laid bare, ready to be unlocked. A wave of his hand sent the containers floating into the house, to be hidden away until the time was right.
With that, he turned and strode back into the house, his mind already turning over the experiments to come, the discoveries that awaited.


The first rays of dawn filtered through the small window of Lucas's room, casting a soft glow on the sleeping boy's face. Nyx, coiled comfortably on his chest, stirred as the light touched her scales. Her forked tongue flicked out, tasting the air, as she lifted her head to observe her surroundings.
Lucas's eyes fluttered open, the remnants of sleep quickly fading as he registered the weight of Nyx on his chest. He sat up slowly, cradling the snake in his hands.
"Good morning, Nyx," he greeted in Parseltongue, his voice calm and even.
"Good morning, Speaker," Nyx replied, her tongue flickering. "Are you ready for your day at the school with the older children?"
"Yes, I believe I am," Lucas said, slipping out of bed and padding over to his closet to select his clothes for the day. The crisp uniform of The Perse Prep School hung neatly, a stark contrast to the dark, blood-stained garments he had worn the night before when he encountered the magical creature.
As he dressed, Lucas's thoughts turned to the events of the previous night. The thrill of discovery, of pushing the boundaries of magical knowledge, hummed beneath his skin. But he tempered it with caution, with the understanding that each step forward carried its own risks.
"Nyx, you will remain invisible at all times while we are outside," he reminded her as he buttoned his shirt. "We cannot risk drawing unwanted attention."
Nyx bobbed her head in agreement. "Of course, Speaker. I will not be seen."
With that settled, Lucas finished dressing and made his way downstairs, Nyx draped invisibly around his shoulders. The aroma of breakfast wafted through the house, and he found Petunia in the kitchen, bustling about the stove.
"Good morning, Aunt Petunia," he greeted, his voice polite and measured.
Petunia startled slightly, still not quite used to her nephew's uncanny maturity. "Good morning, Harry," she replied, her tone a mix of wariness and grudging respect. "Breakfast will be ready soon."
Lucas nodded, his expression neutral as he took his seat at the kitchen table. The aroma of eggs and bacon filled the air, mingling with the faint scent of coffee that wafted from Vernon's mug. Dudley, already seated, eyed Lucas warily, his pudgy fingers tightening around his fork.
"I trust you slept well, Harry?" Vernon asked, his tone gruff but not unkind. The events of the past year had softened his attitude towards his nephew, a grudging respect replacing the former disdain.
"Quite well, thank you, Uncle Vernon," Lucas replied, his voice polite as he accepted a plate of food from Petunia. He could sense the undercurrent of unease that still lingered in their thoughts, the faint traces of fear that his unnatural maturity and intelligence evoked.
They may never fully understand me, he mused, taking a measured bite of his eggs. But as long as they do not interfere, their discomfort is irrelevant.
The meal passed in relative silence, punctuated only by the clink of cutlery and the occasional grunt from Vernon as he perused the morning paper. As Lucas finished his breakfast, he glanced at the clock, noting the time.
As the Dursleys finished their breakfast, Petunia rose from her seat, her movements brisk and efficient. "Come along, boys," she said, her voice carrying a note of authority. "It's time to leave for school."
Lucas and Dudley followed her out to the sleek, black car that gleamed in the driveway, a symbol of the family's newfound wealth and status. As they slid into the back seat, Lucas couldn't help but shake his head at the contrast between this vehicle and the old, cheap car the Dursleys had owned in the months prior.
A sign of the changing times, he mused, his fingers absently stroking Nyx's invisible scales. And a reminder of the power that knowledge can bring.
The drive to Dudley's school was short, the car gliding smoothly through the well-manicured streets of Cambridge. As they pulled up to the front gates, Dudley clambered out, his face set in a sullen expression.
"Behave yourself today, Dudley," Petunia called after him, her voice carrying a hint of worry. "Remember what we talked about."
Dudley merely grunted in response, his shoulders hunched as he trudged towards the school building. Lucas watched him go, his emerald eyes thoughtful.
He is struggling with his emotions, he noted, perhaps the magic is being exhausted in the enchanted blood. I might be able to use the magical beast’s blood to replace the old blood instead of my own. It would be a nice experiment.
As Petunia pulled away from the curb, Lucas settled back in his seat, his mind already turning to the day ahead. The Perse Prep School loomed in the distance, its stately brick facade a stark contrast to the more modest buildings that surrounded it.
As they approached the school gates, Lucas could feel the weight of Nyx's presence around his shoulders, the snake's invisible coils a comforting pressure against his skin.
"Remember," he murmured, his voice barely audible over the hum of the car's engine, "you must remain hidden at all times. We cannot afford to draw unwanted attention."
Nyx hissed her agreement, her forked tongue flickering out to taste the air. "I will be as silent as the shadows, Speaker," she promised, her voice a sibilant whisper in his ear.
The car rolled to a stop, and Lucas stepped out, his movements graceful and assured. He could feel the eyes of the other students on him as he strode towards the school entrance, their gazes a mix of curiosity and awe.
The morning sun cast a warm glow over the bustling halls of The Perse Prep School as Lucas strode through the doors, his emerald eyes taking in the sea of unfamiliar faces. Nyx, invisible to all but him, coiled around his shoulders, her forked tongue flicking out to taste the air.
He navigated the corridors with a confidence that belied his age, his steps purposeful as he made his way to his new classroom. The Year 3 students, most a full five years his senior, eyed him with curiosity as he entered, their whispers filling the air.
"That's him, isn't it? The boy genius from the news?"
"I heard he's already smarter than most adults!"
"Do you think he'll even need to pay attention in class?"
Lucas allowed himself a small, enigmatic smile as he took his seat, the whispers washing over him like a gentle tide. He could feel the weight of their gazes, the unspoken questions hanging in the air. But he remained calm, his expression one of polite interest as the teacher called the class to order.
As the lesson began, Lucas found himself slipping easily into the role of the attentive student, his hand rising to answer questions with a clarity and insight that left his classmates stunned. But even as he participated, his mind was working on multiple levels, his Legilimency probing the surface thoughts of those around him.
He could sense the flickers of envy from some, the grudging admiration from others. But beneath it all, there was a current of fascination, a desire to understand the enigma that was Harry Potter. And Lucas knew, with a cold certainty, that he could use that fascination to his advantage.
During a lull in the lesson, a girl with curly brown hair leaned over, her hazel eyes sparkling with curiosity. "How do you do it, Harry?" she asked, her voice low. "How do you understand things so quickly?"
Lucas met her gaze, his smile warm and disarming. "It's a matter of perspective, really," he replied, his tone conspiratorial. "When you learn to look at things from different angles, to question what you think you know... that's when true understanding begins."
The girl nodded, her expression thoughtful. "I never thought of it that way before."
"Most people don't," Lucas said, his voice taking on a note of gentle encouragement. "But you strike me as someone who could, if you wanted to."
He could see the effect his words had on her, the way her thoughts brightened with pride and determination. It was a small thing, a subtle manipulation, but Lucas knew that such small things could add up over time, could shape the way others perceived him.
As the lesson continued, Nyx remained a silent, invisible presence, her coils tightening around Lucas's shoulders whenever a particularly interesting bit of information was shared. He could sense her thirst for knowledge, her desire to understand the world he inhabited.
"Speaker," she whispered during a quiet moment, "why do they not teach of magic here? Is it forbidden?"
Lucas shook his head minutely, his voice a barely audible hiss. "No, Nyx. Magic is hidden from the Muggle world, remember? They do not know it exists."
"But you could teach them, couldn't you?" Nyx pressed, her tone questioning. "You could show them the wonders of what you can do."
"Perhaps," Lucas murmured, his eyes distant. "But there are risks to such revelations, Nyx. Risks that I do not wish to take."
The rest of the day passed in a blur of new faces and childish coursework, Lucas navigating it all with a deft touch and a charismatic air. By the time the final bell rang, he had already begun to establish himself as a figure of note among his peers, his reputation growing with each passing hour.
As he stepped out into the warm afternoon sun, Nyx still draped around his shoulders, Lucas allowed himself a moment of quiet satisfaction. It was a small step, but an important one. A foundation upon which he could build, and quickly progress through Prep school.
"You did well today, Speaker," Nyx hissed, her tone approving. "I could feel the way they were drawn to you, the way they listened to your words."
Lucas smiled, his hand reaching up to stroke her scales. "It's a delicate dance, Nyx," he replied, his voice low. "One that requires patience, and precision. But in the end, it will be worth it."
He turned his gaze to the horizon, his emerald eyes glinting with a cold, calculated determination. Power. Knowledge. Control. These were the things that drove him, the forces that shaped his every action.


 
 

  
    Dumbledore vs Zhuang

    

        Chapter 13: Dumbledore vs Zhuang

 In the stillness of the Cambridge night, Lucas sat cross-legged on the floor of his bedroom, a single bottle of blood resting before him. The crimson liquid within seemed to pulse with a life of its own, a clear indicator of the magical beast from which it had been harvested. With a deep breath, Lucas closed his eyes and delved into the depths of his vast mental sea, the tranquil waters lapping at the edges of his consciousness.
Petunia and Vernon's dreams are restless tonight, he mused, his mind's eye flickering to the distant shores where their sleeping thoughts resided. Media attention, the bane of their existence. And Dudley, blissfully unaware, his calm spell long since exhausted.
Refocusing on the task at hand, Lucas reached out with his magic, attempting to infuse the bottle of blood with the soothing energy of his calming spell. The liquid resisted, its surface rippling and churning as if repelled by his efforts. Frowning, Lucas pushed harder, his brow furrowed in concentration, but the blood remained stubbornly unchanged.
Why won't it accept my magic? he wondered, small ripples of frustration disturbing his calm sea. Is it because this blood is not my own? Or perhaps there's something fundamentally incompatible between the beast's essence and my spells...
As he pondered the implications, a realization dawned upon him. Blood magic, of course. It's not something I've seen used in this way in the books. There must be reasons for that.
His mind whirred with possibilities. The dark nature of the art, the potential consequences of overuse, the intimate knowledge required to infuse one's own blood with spells... and perhaps, the lack of a wanded spell specifically designed for such a purpose.
I may be treading new ground here, Lucas mused. A pioneer in the field of blood magic...
With a sigh, he resigned himself to the fact that the beast's blood would not yield to his will, at least not tonight. Carefully, he levitated the bottle back to its hiding place beneath the floorboards, using a combination of levitation, sticking, and repair spells to ensure that no trace of his activities remained.
As he prepared for bed, a series of multicolored flashes caught his eye through the window. Curious, Lucas peered out into the darkness, but the night revealed nothing out of the ordinary. Fireworks, perhaps, he thought, shrugging off the odd occurrence.
Settling into his bed, Lucas' mind drifted to the other materials he had harvested from the beast. The hide, fur, scales, and organs, all waiting to be transformed into something useful. Leatherworking lessons, he considered, a plan forming in his mind. Magic-resistant equipment would be useful, even if I doubt the magic resistance would be as potent as when it was alive.


The bustling market of Yingzhou Village was a kaleidoscope of sights, sounds, and smells. Hawkers in traditional Chinese clothing called out to passersby, their voices mingling with the sizzle of cooking meat and the chatter of the crowd. Amidst the sea of blue and gray cotton tunics, a figure in a faded green robe stood out like a beacon of the past.
The old man, his face weathered by the passage of time, moved through the throng with a slow, deliberate gait. His keen eyes, partially obscured by wispy white eyebrows, took in the changes that had transformed the market since his last visit two decades ago. The once-familiar stalls had been replaced by newer, shinier structures, and the wares on display seemed to have multiplied tenfold.
As he passed a group of women in simple, yet elegant qipao dresses, their hushed conversation caught his attention. “I heard the Zhangs are struggling with their farm,” one whispered, the soft tremor in her voice betraying concern. She glanced around, as if the words themselves might bring trouble. “The one-child policy is so strict these days. I worry for their future.” The pause before “worry” and the slight shake of her head let the gravity of their situation hang in the air, unspoken yet palpable.
The old man's lips curled into a subtle sneer, his disdain for their petty concerns carefully concealed beneath a mask of indifference. They know nothing of true hardship, he sneered, his thoughts as bitter as the medicinal herbs he once prescribed.
Continuing his journey through the market, the old man found himself drawn to a stall overflowing with plump, juicy watermelons. The vendor, a young man with a friendly face, greeted him with a deep bow. "Venerable elder, welcome to my humble stall. Please, take your time and choose the finest melon."
The old man acknowledged the greeting with a slight nod, his attention already focused on the fruit before him. As he inspected the watermelons, his ears picked up a conversation between a young couple nearby.
"Cousin Jian just returned from the city," the man said, leaning forward as if his next words could barely contain themselves. "He told me about a miraculous child in England, only three years old, who was on the television."
His wife's eyes turned to him, her eyebrows arching inquisitively. “A three-year-old on television?” Her voice was tinged with curiosity, each word leaning forward with interest. “What's so special about that?”
"Apparently, this child can talk and act like an adult, and even solve math problems that people fifteen years older can't! Jian says he's probably the smartest toddler ever discovered."
An elderly woman, her face lined with wrinkles, overheard their conversation and scoffed. "Nonsense! This is nothing more than Western propaganda. Who would believe such a ridiculous story?"
As the couple and the elderly woman continued to debate the veracity of the tale, the old man's interest was piqued. A menacing smirk slowly spread across his face, his mind already churning with the possibilities. A child with such intelligence, at so young an age... their brain would make a fine ingredient for my pill.
He pictured himself hunched over a bubbling cauldron, the child's essence distilled into a pill that promised untold wisdom and mental prowess. With such power at my fingertips, I could finally complete my life's work...
Selecting a particularly ripe watermelon, the old man paid for his purchase and left the stall, his steps a little lighter than before. As he melted back into the crowd, his thoughts remained fixated on the miraculous child, a prize waiting to be claimed in a distant land.
Soon, he promised himself, soon I will have what I desire, and the world will tremble before my greatness.


In a flash of light, Zhuang appeared before the weathered wooden door of his secluded siheyuan, the watermelon cradled in his arms. The ancient courtyard house, nestled among the misty mountains, with its tiled roofs and whitewashed walls, stood as a tribute to the enduring traditions of his ancestors. With a wave of his hand, the door creaked open, revealing the tranquil inner courtyard.
As Zhuang stepped inside, a small, serpentine creature with iridescent scales and a flowing, whisker-like beard slithered out from beneath a gnarled plum tree. The Jiāorén, a mythical snake said to bring good fortune, regarded him with curious eyes before disappearing into the shadows.
The old man made his way through the courtyard, past the stone-paved walkways and the central pond where lotus flowers bloomed in the summer months. He entered the main hall, where the air was heavy with the pungent scent of dried herbs and the faint whisper of ancient incantations.
Shelves lined the walls, filled with jars of exotic ingredients and vials of shimmering potions. Cauldrons of various sizes sat atop intricately carved wooden tables, their surfaces stained with the remnants of countless brews. Scattered about were pills of every color imaginable, each imbued with potent alchemical properties.
Zhuang set the watermelon aside and reached into his sleeve, withdrawing a slender, intricately carved Biānzhī. The jade-tipped wand, passed down through generations of his family, thrummed with power as he waved it in a complex pattern. The watermelon rose from the table, floating gracefully through the air before settling inside an ancient ice box, its wooden frame adorned with faded talismans.
He then approached a row of containers, his Biānzhī dancing in the air as he muttered an incantation. One of the containers shrank to the size of a walnut, and Zhuang plucked it from the shelf, tucking it into a hidden pocket within his robes.
With purposeful strides, Zhuang entered a side room where a magnificent moon gate stood, its jade arch intricately carved with swirling dragons and phoenix. He retrieved a small, inscribed jade token from his robes and stepped through the gate, his voice echoing in the stillness.
"Yùnmèng."
In an instant, the world shifted, and Zhuang found himself standing in the heart of Yùnmèng, an ancient community hidden deep within the mountains. The streets were lined with traditional wooden buildings, their upturned eaves and colorful lanterns a vibrant contrast to the mist-shrouded peaks beyond.
Magi in flowing robes of silk and brocade bustled about, their conversations punctuated by the occasional flash of qi. A group of children, their hair adorned with enchanted flowers, chased a glowing, ethereal rabbit down a narrow alley, their laughter mingling with the tinkling of wind chimes.
As Zhuang made his way through the crowded streets, snippets of conversation reached his ears.
"Did you see the new talismans at Liu's Artifacts? I need to pick up a few for the household. They say this batch is especially potent for warding off mischievous spirits!"
"My grandson just started his apprenticeship with Master Li. The boy has a gift for concocting pills, I tell you."
Zhuang paid them no mind, his focus unwavering as he approached a small, unassuming shop nestled between a calligraphy studio and a tea house. The sign above the door read "Wànshìrú Transportations" in elegant, flowing script.
Inside, an elderly woman sat behind a counter, her silver hair pulled back into a tight bun. She looked up as Zhuang entered, her eyes widening in recognition.
"Master Zhuang, it has been many moons since your last visit. How may I assist you today?"
Zhuang placed a pouch of glittering coins on the counter. "I require a one-time transport stone to England."
The woman nodded, retrieving a smooth, polished stone from a locked cabinet. She tapped it with her Biānzhī, and the character for "England" etched itself onto the surface.
"Safe travels, Master Zhuang. May the winds be at your back."
With a curt nod, Zhuang took the stone and made his way to the designated departure point. He closed his eyes, focusing his qi, and activated the stone. In a swirl of light and color, he vanished, leaving only a faint trace of incense in his wake.


The Global Nexus Chamber materialized around Zhuang, surrounded by walls draped in subtly glowing enchanted fabrics and underfoot, stone that gleamed as if wet, yet was dry to the touch. The old man's eyes narrowed as he took in the unfamiliar surroundings, the air heavy with the hum of foreign qi. So, this is the heart of Magical Britain, he mused, his gaze sweeping over the intricate compass rose beneath his feet. Very different from the simplicity of Yùnmèng.
As he stepped off the circular platform, Zhuang felt the subtle shift in the chamber's energy, the qi adjusting to his presence. A young Ministry official approached, her robes a vibrant shade of blue that seemed to shimmer in the light.
"Good day, sir," she greeted, her voice carrying a melodic lilt that was at once strange and familiar. "Welcome to the Global Nexus Chamber. May I inquire about the purpose of your visit?"
Zhuang regarded the woman with a measured gaze, noting the way her words seemed to translate seamlessly in his mind. Clever, he thought, a translation spell woven into the very fabric of the chamber. A useful tool for navigating this foreign land.
"Tourism," he replied, his tone even. "I wish to explore the wonders of Magical Britain."
The official nodded, gesturing towards a nearby Auror. "Of course, sir. If you wouldn't mind, we just need to perform a quick scan for any dark artifacts. Standard procedure, you understand."
Zhuang acquiesced, standing still as the Auror waved his wand, a faint blue light washing over the old man's form. He could feel the qi probing, searching for any hint of malevolence, but he had no such artifacts on his person.
After a moment, the Auror nodded, satisfied with the results. "You're clear to go, sir. Enjoy your stay in Britain."
With a slight bow of his head, Zhuang made his way towards the exit


As Zhuang stepped into the bustling atrium of the Ministry of Magic, his wrinkled eyes widened at the sight of the grand fountain, its golden statues glinting beneath the enchanted ceiling. Witches and wizards rushed by, their robes displaying a vibrant array of colors and designs, their voices blending into a tumult of different accents and tongues.
These foreigners, utterly clueless, he thought, his lips curling into a subtle sneer. So noisy and disorderly.
Approaching a nearby information desk, Zhuang cleared his throat, drawing the attention of the young witch seated behind it. "You," he said, his broken English tinged with impatience, "where I find potion for speak language?"
The witch, her blonde hair pulled back into a neat bun, regarded him with a curious smile. "Of course, sir. You'll want to visit Babel's Brews, just down the hall to your left. They specialize in all sorts of language-related potions and charms."
With a nod of thanks, Zhuang made his way through the throng of people, his faded green robes a stark contrast to the vibrant hues surrounding him. As he entered Babel's Brews, the pungent aroma of simmering potions and exotic ingredients enveloped him, a familiar comfort in this foreign land.
The shopkeeper, a portly man with a well-groomed mustache, looked up from his ledger. "Welcome, good sir! How may I assist you today?"
"Need potion for speak English," Zhuang replied, his tone brusque as he approached the counter, eyeing the array of vials and bottles. "How long one bottle last?"
The shopkeeper's eyes lit up with recognition. "Ah, you must be referring to our Tongue-Twisting Tonic! A marvelous concoction, if I do say so myself. One sip, and you'll be conversing like a native in no time. A single bottle should last you a fortnight."
Zhuang nodded, placing a pouch of glittering coins on the counter. "Also need map of England."
The shopkeeper retrieved the requested items, and Zhuang paid for his purchases, tucking them securely into his robes. With a final nod to the shopkeeper, he exited the shop, his stride purposeful as he navigated the Ministry's winding corridors.
As he stepped into the phone booth that served as the Ministry's entrance, Zhuang uncorked the Tongue-Twisting Tonic, downing its contents in a single gulp. The liquid burned as it slid down his throat, a tingling sensation spreading through his mouth and tongue.
The phone booth ascended, depositing Zhuang onto a bustling London street. The old man blinked, momentarily overwhelmed by the sea of unfamiliar faces and the cacophony of foreign sounds. People hurried past, their clothing strange and their mannerisms even more so.
Steeling himself, Zhuang approached a middle-aged woman, her arms laden with shopping bags. "Excuse me," he began, his words now flowing with ease, albeit still tinged with a Chinese accent, "I am looking for information about a child prodigy, one who can speak like an adult and possesses advanced knowledge. Have you heard of such a child?"
The woman's eyes widened in recognition. "Oh, you must be talking about that little boy from Surrey! Harry, I think his name was. It was all over the news a while back. Apparently, he and his family moved to Cambridge not too long ago."
Zhuang's eyes gleamed with satisfaction, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Cambridge, is it? Most intriguing," he murmured, gratitude lacing his tone. He offered a small bow in appreciation before turning away.
Blending into the crowd, his faded green robes stood out against the modern backdrop, Zhuang moved with renewed purpose. The hunt was on, and he was determined not to rest until his prize was securely within his reach.


The night air was crisp and still, the silence broken only by the soft rustling of leaves in the gentle breeze. Auror Ethan Blackwood stood disillusioned, his wand at the ready, as he kept a vigilant watch over the unassuming house in Cambridge. Beside him, his partner, Auror Liam Hawkins, shifted almost imperceptibly, his presence betrayed only by the faint shimmer of his disillusionment charm.
"Another quiet night," Liam murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. "Do you think the boy knows we're here, watching over him?"
Ethan shook his head, forgetting for a moment that the gesture was invisible to his partner. "Doubtful. The Ministry's been careful to keep our presence hidden. Can't have the Muggles catching wind of—"
A sudden flash of light cut through the darkness, and Ethan's words died in his throat. A figure emerged from the shadows, clad in faded green robes that seemed to belong to another era. In his hand, he clutched a slender, jade-tipped wand—a Biānzhī, Ethan realized with a start.
The stranger's eyes, dark and inscrutable, locked onto the two disillusioned Aurors. A flick of his Biānzhī, and a shimmering barrier sprang into existence, encasing the three in a dome of pulsating energy.
"Protego Maxima!" Ethan shouted, his wand slashing through the air as he dropped his disillusionment. A shimmering shield blossomed before him, just in time to deflect a barrage of sizzling, crimson bolts that erupted from the stranger's Biānzhī.
Liam appeared at Ethan's side, his own shield charm joining his partner's. "Stupefy!" he cried, a jet of red light streaking towards their attacker.
The stranger sidestepped the stunner with preternatural grace, his Biānzhī weaving an intricate array of mystical symbols in the air. A swarm of glowing, jade-colored needles materialized, hurtling towards the Aurors with deadly precision.
Ethan and Liam dove apart, their shields shattering under the onslaught. Ethan rolled to his feet, his wand already in motion. "Incarcerous!"
Thick, serpentine ropes burst from the tip of his wand, coiling towards the stranger. With a disdainful swipe of his Biānzhī, the ropes disintegrated into ash, scattering on the wind.
Liam, his face contorted in concentration, unleashed a torrent of spells, each one a different hue. The stranger danced between them, his movements fluid and effortless, as if he were performing an ancient, deadly ballet.
A sickly green bolt caught Liam in the chest, and he crumpled to the ground, his eyes wide and unseeing. Ethan's heart clenched, a cry of anguish tearing from his throat. "Liam!"
Fury and grief fueling his movements, Ethan charged forward, his wand a blur as he unleashed every spell in his arsenal. The stranger met him head-on, his Biānzhī a whirlwind of motion.
Ethan felt the Ministry wards around the house shudder and fall, the stranger's magic tearing through them like tissue paper. In a last, desperate gambit, Ethan lunged forward, his hand closing around the stranger's arm. With a sharp twist, he Apparated, dragging his attacker with him.
They reappeared in a clearing, the sudden displacement sending them stumbling apart. Four more Aurors, alerted by Liam's distress call, appeared with a series of sharp cracks, their wands trained on the stranger.
The man in green seemed more annoyed than threatened, his dark eyes narrowing as he surveyed the reinforcements. With a contemptuous sneer, he raised his Biānzhī, a sickly, pulsating light gathering at its tip.
Ethan, his heart hammering in his chest, watched in horror as tendrils of energy snaked out from the Biānzhī, latching onto three of the Aurors. Their screams rent the air as the life was drained from their bodies, their skin withering and crumbling to dust.
Just as the stranger turned his attention to Ethan, a sharp pop sounded, and a tall, thin figure appeared, his silver hair and beard gleaming in the moonlight. Albus Dumbledore, his eyes hard and his wand at the ready, took in the scene with a single, sweeping glance.
Ethan watched in awe as the clearing erupted into a maelstrom of magic, the likes of which he had never witnessed before. Dumbledore and the stranger, Zhuang, clashed in a display of power that defied comprehension, their spells casting a swath of destruction across the once-serene landscape.
The earth trembled beneath Ethan's feet as Dumbledore's transfigurations sprang to life, a menagerie of mythical beasts born from the very soil itself. A colossal dragon, its scales gleaming like polished jade, rose from the ground, towering over the battlefield at a staggering fifty feet. Its roar shook the very foundations of the earth as it lunged at Zhuang, its jaws snapping with the force of a thousand bear traps.
Sweet Merlin, I've never seen a transfiguration of that size before, Ethan gasped, his heart pounding in his chest as he watched the titans clash.
Zhuang met the dragon's charge with a wave of his Biānzhī, and the air around him shimmered with the power of his magic. A torrent of crimson flames erupted from the tip of his wand, engulfing the dragon in a searing inferno. The beast let out a deafening shriek as its scales melted and its flesh charred, its massive form crumbling to ash in a matter of seconds.
Dumbledore Apparated behind Zhuang, the sharp pop of his arrival drowned out by the roar of the flames. His wand was already crafting the intricate designs of an Anti-Apparition Jinx, the air around him crackling with the power of his magic.
Zhuang sensed the trap and vanished in a flash of blinding light, reappearing on the far side of the clearing. He retaliated with a barrage of his own spells, the air humming with the raw power of his magic. A swarm of jade-colored needles, each one imbued with the essence of a thousand venomous serpents, hurtled towards Dumbledore, their tips glistening with deadly promise.
The headmaster's wand danced through the air, and a glittering wall of force sprang into existence, the needles shattering against its surface like fragile glass. Dumbledore countered with a flurry of spells, each one a different hue and intensity. A bolt of lightning, so bright that it seared Ethan's retinas, lanced towards Zhuang, only to be deflected by a shimmering, silver shield that sprang into existence at the last moment.
The ground beneath Zhuang's feet erupted into a mass of writhing, thorny vines, seeking to ensnare and crush the stranger. With a scornful twist of his Biānzhī, Zhuang incinerated the vines, reducing them to a fine ash that drifted on the wind.
This is insane, Ethan thought, his mind reeling as he watched the two masters of magic duel, their power beyond anything he had ever imagined. I need to get out of here before I'm caught in the crossfire.
He Apparated to the edge of the clearing, his wand at the ready as he searched for an opening to aid Dumbledore. But the battle was moving too fast, the spells flying with such speed and intensity that he could barely keep track of them.
A jet of purple flame, so hot that it scorched the very air, engulfed Zhuang, only to be extinguished by a torrent of icy water that surged from the tip of his Biānzhī. The stranger retaliated with a barrage of glowing, green orbs that pulsed with an eerie, sickly light. They homed in on Dumbledore like a swarm of angry hornets, only to be swatted aside by a glowing, golden shield that sprang into existence around the headmaster.
Dumbledore Apparated once more, appearing behind Zhuang in a loud pop. His wand was already in motion, tracing a sophisticated network of runes that lingered in the air, shimmering like radiant coals. The runes pulsed with power, and the ground beneath Zhuang's feet began to tremble and crack, as if the very earth itself was trying to swallow him whole.
Zhuang leapt into the air, his Biānzhī glowing with an eerie, green light. He hovered there for a moment, suspended by the power of his magic, before vanishing in another flash of blinding light. He materialized behind Dumbledore, his Biānzhī already tracing an intricate design unique to him.
A swirling vortex of darkness erupted from the tip of his Biānzhī, engulfing Dumbledore in a maelstrom of shadows. The headmaster's form seemed to flicker and waver, as if he were being torn apart by the very fabric of reality itself.
But Dumbledore was not so easily defeated. With a wave of his wand, he shattered the vortex, the shadows dissipating like smoke in the wind. He retaliated with a flurry of spells, each one more powerful than the last. A bolt of pure, white light lanced towards Zhuang, only to be met by a wall of potent jade energy that sprang into existence at the last moment.
The clearing was a hellscape of shattered earth and smoldering craters, the once-lush grass reduced to a blackened ruin. Trees, their trunks splintered and their branches ablaze, toppled to the ground with thunderous crashes, sending plumes of sparks and embers spiraling into the night sky.
Ethan Apparated once more, appearing behind a fallen tree trunk as he watched the battle unfold. This is what it means to be a true master of magic, he thought, adrenaline coursing through his veins. I've never seen anything like this before!
Dumbledore and Zhuang clashed again and again, their spells colliding in explosions of light and sound that shook the very foundations of the earth. The air crackled with the power of their magic, the very fabric of reality straining under the weight of their duel.
But even Zhuang, with all his power and skill, could not hope to match Dumbledore's mastery of magic. The headmaster's wand was a blur of motion, weaving spells of such complexity and power that Ethan could barely comprehend them. A shimmering, golden net sprang into existence around Zhuang, seeking to ensnare and bind him. The stranger's Biānzhī flashed, and the net shattered into a thousand glittering shards, only to be replaced by a swarm of fiery, winged serpents that hissed and snapped at his heels.
Zhuang disappeared once more in a flash of light, seeking to escape the onslaught. But Dumbledore was prepared, his wand swiftly sketching a intricate web of runes in the air, which hovered and glowed like fiery sparks. The runes pulsed with power, and a shimmering, silver cage sprang into existence around Zhuang, trapping him within its confines.
The stranger's Biānzhī flashed, and the cage shattered like glass. But Dumbledore was already moving, his wand weaving a final, devastating spell. A jet of blinding, white light erupted from the elder wand, engulfing Zhuang in its radiance. The stranger's form seemed to flicker and waver, as if he were being unmade by the very fabric of reality itself.
When the light faded, all that remained of Zhuang was a small, wriggling worm, encased in a sphere of unbreakable glass. Dumbledore stooped to retrieve the sphere, his face grave as he surveyed the carnage around him.
Ethan emerged from behind the fallen tree trunk, his wand still clutched tightly in his hand. He approached Dumbledore cautiously, his mind reeling from the sheer power and intensity of the battle he had just witnessed.
"Is it over?" he asked, his voice hoarse and shaky.
Dumbledore nodded, his eyes fixed on the wriggling worm within the sphere. "For now," he said, his voice heavy with weariness. "But I fear this is only the beginning. Come, we must return to the Ministry. There is much to discuss, and many questions that need answering."
Ethan fell into step beside the headmaster, his mind still struggling to process the events of the night. As they Apparated away, the clearing fell silent once more, the only witness to the epic battle that had taken place the shattered earth and smoldering ruins that scarred the landscape.
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        Chapter 14: Checkmate Through Legilimency

 The chartered bus hummed along the winding road, its sleek exterior gleaming in the morning sun. Inside, the excited chatter of twenty-six students from The Perse School filled the air as they eagerly anticipated their arrival at the open chess congress. Mr. Jameson, one of the three teachers accompanying the group, sat near the front of the bus, his keen eyes surveying the energetic children.
As the bus neared its destination, Mr. Jameson rose from his seat and clapped his hands twice, the sharp sound cutting through the animated conversations. "Attention, everyone!" he called out, his voice firm but friendly. The students gradually fell silent, their eyes turning to their teacher.
"We'll be arriving at the chess congress in just two minutes," Mr. Jameson announced, his gaze sweeping over the attentive faces. "When the bus stops, please exit in an orderly line. No pushing or shoving, understood?"
A chorus of "Yes, Mr. Jameson!" rang out, and the teacher nodded, satisfied with their response.
The bus pulled into the parking lot of an impressive, modern building, its glass facade reflecting the sunlight. As the vehicle came to a stop, Mr. Jameson and his colleagues, Ms. Thompson and Mr. Wilkins, positioned themselves at the front, middle, and rear of the bus, ensuring a smooth and organized disembarkation.
Once outside, the students gathered around their teachers, their eyes wide as they took in their surroundings. The building loomed before them, its sleek lines and expansive windows hinting at the intellectual battles that awaited within.
"Remember," Ms. Thompson said, her voice carrying over the excited murmurs, "you'll have the opportunity to participate in chess matches against players your own age, as well as some adults. If you have any questions or need assistance, don't hesitate to ask the dedicated instructors inside. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Ms. Thompson!" the students chorused, their voices filled with enthusiasm.
Mr. Jameson led the way into the building, his prepared pass in hand. He greeted the receptionist with a warm smile, presenting the pass and introducing the group. "Good morning! We're from The Perse School, here to participate in the chess congress."
The receptionist returned the smile, her eyes sparkling with recognition. "Welcome! We've been expecting you. Please, head right in."
As the group entered the main hall, a buzz of activity greeted them. Rows upon rows of chess tables stretched out before them, each one occupied by players of various ages, their faces a study in concentration. The air was thick with the sound of pieces clicking against the boards and the low murmur of spectators discussing strategies.
Mr. Jameson guided the students to the children's section, where tables had been set aside specifically for younger participants. "You can start here," he explained, gesturing to the empty seats. "But if you feel up to the challenge, feel free to test your skills against the adults as well. This is an open congress, after all."
The students eagerly claimed their spots, some immediately engaging in friendly banter with their opponents while others studied the boards with intense focus. Mr. Jameson and his fellow teachers watched over them, their chests swelling as they witnessed the fruits of their educational efforts.
As they strolled among the tables, Mr. Wilkins leaned in close to his colleagues, his voice low. "I must say, I'm continually impressed by young Harry's abilities. Look at him go!"
Their gazes turned to the toddler in question, who sat across from a child several years his senior, his tiny hand moving the pieces with a surety that belied his age. The older child's brow furrowed as he struggled to keep pace with Harry's moves.
Ms. Thompson shook her head, her features a mix of awe and disbelief. "It's almost surreal, isn't it? To think that a child so young could possess such a keen intellect."
Mr. Jameson nodded, his eyes never leaving the prodigy. "True genius knows no age, I suppose. Just look at Einstein. Who could have predicted the impact he would have on the scientific world? And yet, here we are, witnessing what may very well be a mind that surpasses even his brilliance."
As they continued their circuit of the room, a murmur of excitement rippled through the crowd. The teachers turned to see Harry rising from his seat, a gleam in his eye, and making his way towards the adult section of the congress.
Intrigued, the trio followed at a discreet distance, their curiosity piqued. They watched as Harry approached a table where a man in his thirties sat, a bemused expression on his face as the toddler clambered onto the chair opposite him.
The man chuckled, clearly underestimating his pint-sized opponent. "Well, little one, let's see what you've got."
But as the game progressed, the man's amusement slowly gave way to a look of intense concentration, his eyes darting across the board as he struggled to keep up with Harry's moves. A crowd began to gather around the table, spectators whispering as they witnessed the unfolding battle of wits.
Ten minutes into the match, the man's face was a picture of shock and disbelief. "It's impossible," he muttered, more to himself than anyone else. "How can he anticipate my every move?"
The teachers exchanged glances, their own astonishment tempered by a growing sense of pride. They watched as Harry's tiny hand danced across the board, each move a calculated strike that brought him closer to victory.
As the endgame approached, the tension in the room was palpable. The man's eyes darted between the pieces as he searched for a way out of the trap Harry had so masterfully laid.
But it was to no avail. With a final, decisive move, Harry leaned back in his chair, a small smile playing on his lips. "Checkmate."
The room erupted in applause, the spectators marveling at the young prodigy's incredible display of skill and foresight. The man, gracious in defeat, extended his hand to Harry, respect evident in his eyes.
As the chess congress progressed, the air in the room grew thick with anticipation. Harry moved from table to table, his tiny frame dwarfed by the adult-sized chairs, but his presence looming large over each match. The spectators, initially amused by the sight of a toddler taking on seasoned players, soon found themselves drawn into the unfolding drama, their whispers growing louder with each passing game.
At one table, Harry faced off against a wiry man in his fifties, his salt-and-pepper hair reflecting his years of experience. The man, known as Dr. Feldman, was a renowned chess master, his name spoken with reverence in local circles. As the game began, Dr. Feldman's eyes narrowed, his fingers drumming against the table as he studied the board.
"Pawn to e4," he announced, his voice carrying a hint of confidence.
Harry, his emerald eyes gleaming with intensity, responded almost instantly. "Pawn to c5."
The crowd murmured, recognizing the opening as the Sicilian Defense, a complex and aggressive strategy rarely employed by such young players. Dr. Feldman's eyebrows shot up, surprise flickering across his features before he quickly schooled his expression.
As the game unfolded, the spectators found themselves drawn into a dizzying display of tactical brilliance. Harry's knights danced across the board, their movements a blur of calculated precision, while his bishops sliced through Dr. Feldman's defenses with ease.
"Incredible," a woman in the crowd breathed, her eyes wide. "He's playing the Sveshnikov Variation, and he's only three years old!"
Her companion, a bespectacled man with a keen interest in chess theory, nodded in agreement. "And look at how he's controlling the center of the board. It's like he's always one step ahead, anticipating Dr. Feldman's every move."
As the endgame approached, Dr. Feldman's face was a mask of concentration, beads of sweat dotting his brow. He stared at the board, his mind racing through a labyrinth of potential moves and countermoves, but everywhere he turned, he found himself stymied by Harry's seemingly prophetic foresight.
With a final, almost casual flick of his wrist, Harry moved his queen into position. "Checkmate."
The room erupted in a chorus of gasps and applause, the spectators marveling at the young prodigy's stunning victory. Dr. Feldman, his face a mixture of shock and begrudging admiration, extended his hand to Harry, a wry smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
"Well played, young man," he said, his voice tinged with respect. "I've never seen anything quite like it."
As Harry moved on to his next opponent, a burly man with a ruddy complexion and a combative glint in his eye, the whispers among the crowd grew more animated.
"Did you see how he sacrificed his rook to set up that devastating attack on the king's flank?" a young man exclaimed, his voice filled with excitement.
"And the way he maneuvered his pawns to create a passed pawn on the queenside," another chimed in, shaking his head. "It's like he's playing ten moves ahead!"
The burly man, his pride clearly stung by the prospect of losing to a child, played with an aggressive intensity, his moves a flurry of barely controlled chaos. But Harry remained unruffled, his calm demeanor a stark contrast to his opponent's growing frustration.
"Knight takes bishop on f4," Harry said, his voice soft but clear.
The man's face reddened, his hand hovering over the board as he searched for a way to counter the move. But as the seconds ticked by, it became increasingly clear that he was outmatched, his every strategy unraveling before Harry's relentless assault.
"This is absurd!" the man finally exploded, his voice a mixture of anger and disbelief. "He must be cheating somehow. No child could possibly play at this level!"
The man's accusation hung in the air, a palpable tension settling over the room. The spectators shifted uneasily, their eyes darting between the red-faced man and the young prodigy who sat calmly before him. Harry, his emerald eyes meeting the man's gaze unflinchingly, spread his arms wide, inviting the man to inspect him if he so desired.
"I assure you, sir," Harry began, his voice soft but firm, "I have not cheated in any way. As you can see, I have nothing on me that could aid in such a deception."
The burly chess player hesitated, his anger wavering in the face of Harry's composed demeanor. As the seconds ticked by, the man's tense shoulders suddenly began to relax, and the fire in his eyes quickly dimmed to a flicker.
"I... I suppose you're right," the man admitted, his voice tinged with resignation. "I apologize for my outburst. It's just... I've never seen anyone play like that before, let alone a child."
Harry smiled, a gesture filled with understanding. "I accept your apology, sir. Chess can be a frustrating game, especially when things don't go as planned. But I assure you, my skills are the result of dedication and a genuine love for the game, nothing more."
The man nodded, a sheepish grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Well, I can certainly respect that. You've got a bright future ahead of you, young man."
As the tension dissipated, the spectators let out a collective sigh of relief, their attention once again focused on the chessboard before them. Harry, his work done, turned his gaze to the remaining opponents, a glint of anticipation in his eye.
From their vantage point at the edge of the crowd, Mr. Jameson and his colleagues watched as Harry continued his reign of brilliance. One by one, the most skilled players at the congress fell before the young prodigy's relentless assault, their faces a study in shock and begrudging admiration.
"It's like watching a master at work," Ms. Thompson whispered, her voice filled with wonder. "The way he manipulates the board, the foresight of his moves... it's almost hypnotic."
Mr. Wilkins nodded, his eyes never leaving the chessboard. "And the way he handled that angry man... such poise and maturity. It's hard to believe he's only three years old."
As the final match drew to a close, Harry's opponent, a grizzled veteran with a lifetime of chess experience, shook his head in disbelief. "Checkmate," Harry announced, his voice soft but triumphant.
The room erupted in applause, the spectators rising to their feet in a standing ovation. Harry, his face a picture of modest satisfaction, stood and bowed, his tiny frame dwarfed by the sea of admirers that surrounded him.
"Ladies and gentlemen," the congress organizer announced, his voice booming over the din, "we have witnessed history today. Never before has a player so young displayed such mastery of the game. It is my great honor to present the championship trophy to Mr. Harry Potter!"
As Harry accepted the gleaming trophy, his emerald eyes sparkling with joy, Mr. Jameson and his colleagues exchanged glances of pride and wonder. They had always known that Harry was special, but today, he had surpassed even their high expectations.
As the group made their way back to the bus, the excited chatter of the students filling the air, the teachers couldn't help but marvel at the incredible events they had just witnessed. Behind them, the chess congress buzzed with a newfound energy, the news of Harry's stunning victories spreading like wildfire.
In the days and weeks that followed, the story of the young prodigy who had taken the chess world by storm would spread far and wide, his name whispered with reverence in chess clubs and tournaments across the country.


 
 

  
    Political Nightmare

    

        Chapter 15: Political Nightmare

 The ancient iron door groaned as it swung open, its hinges protesting the movement with a shrill cry that echoed through the dimly-lit chamber. Senior Auror Alaric Diggle stepped into the room, his dragonhide boots scuffing against the rough, uneven stone floor. The air hung heavy with the weight of secrets and the bitter, metallic tang of dark magic, a palpable presence that seemed to press against his skin like a physical force.
In the center of the room, bound by gleaming, enchanted chains that pulsed with a soft, ethereal light, sat an ancient-looking man. The chains, etched with intricate suppression runes, coiled around him like serpents, their magic humming a silent, ominous tune. His wizened face was a map of deep, shadowed crevices, his long, silver beard cascading down his chest like a frozen river. Despite his apparent frailty, there was an undeniable aura of power that clung to him, silently signaling the depths of his magical mastery.
Alaric's partner, Senior Auror Justus Pilliwickle, followed close behind, his wand held at the ready, its tip glowing with a faint, pulsing light. They took their seats across from the prisoner, the scrape of metal on stone echoing through the oppressive silence like a discordant note.
"I am Senior Auror Diggle, and this is Senior Auror Pilliwickle," Alaric began, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that seemed to resonate through the very walls of the chamber. "You are here for questioning regarding your attack on our Aurors and your attempt to harm a child. Do you understand?"
The old man's eyes, dark and fathomless, met Alaric's gaze unflinchingly. A faint smile played at the corners of his thin, cracked lips, as if he found the situation more intriguing than intimidating.
"I understand," he replied, his voice a raspy whisper that seemed to fill the room, carrying with it the weight of centuries. "But do you understand the true nature of what you are dealing with?"
Justus leaned forward, his brow furrowed, the lines of his face deepening in the flickering torchlight. "Enlighten us, then. Who are you, and what was your purpose in attacking us?"
The prisoner's smile widened, revealing a row of yellowed, uneven teeth. "My name is Zhuang, and my purpose is beyond your limited comprehension."
Alaric exchanged a glance with Justus, a silent communication passing between them. This was not going to be a simple interrogation.
The door opened once more, admitting Albus Dumbledore and a stern-faced Magical Law Enforcement Official. Dumbledore's presence seemed to fill the room, his blue eyes twinkling behind half-moon spectacles as he surveyed the scene, his long, silver beard glinting in the dim light. The walls, lined with ancient runes and intricate wards, seemed to pulse with a renewed energy in his presence, as if recognizing the power of the wizard who had entered.
"Gentlemen," Dumbledore greeted, his voice a calm, soothing counterpoint to the tension that hung in the air like a tangible force. "I trust we are ready to begin?"
The official nodded, his quill poised over a sheaf of parchment, the soft scratching of the nib against the rough surface a subtle reminder of the gravity of the situation. "Let the record show that this interrogation is now in session. The prisoner will be questioned under the influence of Veritaserum, administered by Senior Auror Pilliwickle, as per the guidelines set forth in the Magical Law Enforcement Act of 1743."
Justus produced a small vial from his robes, the clear liquid within glinting in the dim light, casting eerie, dancing shadows on the walls. He paused, turning to Dumbledore, his expression grave. "Chief Warlock, are you certain about the use of Veritaserum? Its effects on the mind are not to be taken lightly."
Dumbledore's expression grew somber, the twinkle in his eyes dimming, replaced by a deep, penetrating intensity. "It is a necessary measure, Justus. We must uncover the truth, no matter how unpleasant it may be."
With a flick of his wand, Justus levitated three drops of the potion into Zhuang's mouth, watching as the old man's eyes glazed over, his expression going slack, as if a veil had been drawn across his features.
"What is your full name?" Alaric asked, his voice firm, echoing through the chamber with an authority that seemed to command the very air itself.
"Zhuang Li," the prisoner replied, his tone flat and emotionless, as if all the life had been drained from his words.
"And why did you attack our Aurors and approach the residence of the Boy-Who-Lived?"
Zhuang's brow furrowed, and a look of confusion passed over his aged features. "I was merely seeking knowledge, to understand the nature of the child's power. I meant no harm."
Alaric's eyes narrowed, a flicker of doubt passing through his mind. Something doesn't feel right. His words ring hollow, as if they're rehearsed.
Dumbledore leaned forward, his expression grave, his eyes boring into Zhuang's with an intensity that seemed to pierce the very fabric of reality. "Mr. Li, the consequences of your actions extend far beyond your personal ambitions. Do you not consider the international upheaval that follows in your wake?"
Zhuang's gaze remained steady, his voice even. "I am but a humble scholar, seeking to expand the boundaries of magical understanding. I have no interest in the petty squabbles of nations."
He's lying, Alaric realized, a cold certainty settling in his gut. The Veritaserum should have compelled him to speak the truth, yet his words are carefully crafted, evasive. He's using Occlumency to resist the potion's effects.
The official's quill scratched against the parchment, the sound harsh and grating in the tense silence. "The prisoner's responses are inconsistent with the expected effects of Veritaserum. It appears he is employing Occlumency to resist the potion's influence."
Justus's grip tightened on his wand, his knuckles turning white with the force of his anger. "He's playing us for fools, Chief Warlock. We cannot trust a word he says."
Dumbledore's expression hardened, a steely resolve settling over his features. "Indeed, Justus. It seems we must rely on the evidence at hand, rather than the words of a master manipulator."
Alaric stood, his resolve steeling, a grim determination settling over him like a mantle. "Zhuang Li, your lies and evasions will not save you. You will remain under the highest security the Ministry can provide until your trial. It's in the hands of justice now."
As Zhuang was escorted out, the resonance of his shackles against the stone seemed to echo with a deeper, unspoken threat.


In the heart of Hogwarts, the ancient stone walls of the headmaster's office stood sentinel, their weathered surfaces bathed in the warm, flickering glow of candlelight. The air hung heavy with the weight of centuries, the room serving as a witness to the wisdom and power that had passed through its hallowed halls. Albus Dumbledore sat behind his desk, his long, slender fingers steepled beneath his chin, his half-moon spectacles glinting in the soft light. The lines of his face seemed deeper, more pronounced, as if the events of the day had etched themselves into his very skin.
Fawkes, his loyal phoenix companion, perched silently on his golden stand, his crimson and gold plumage shimmering like a living flame. The bird's dark, intelligent eyes watched Dumbledore intently, as if sensing the turmoil that swirled beneath the headmaster's calm exterior.
A soft knock at the door broke the stillness, and Minerva McGonagall entered, her emerald robes swishing softly against the stone floor. Her face, usually stern and composed, was lined with concern, her lips pressed into a thin line.
"Albus," she greeted, her voice low and grave. "I trust the interrogation did not yield the results you had hoped for?"
Dumbledore sighed, leaning back in his chair, the ancient wood creaking softly beneath his weight. "Indeed, Minerva. Zhuang's mastery of Occlumency has proven to be a formidable obstacle. The Veritaserum was unable to pierce the veil of his mind."
McGonagall's brow furrowed, her eyes darkening with worry. "The news of his capture has already spread through the wizarding community like Fiendfyre. The speculation, the fear... it's palpable. And with the Chinese Ministry already expressing their concerns..."
"I fear this may only be the beginning," Dumbledore murmured, his gaze distant, as if peering into the very heart of the storm that loomed on the horizon. "The international magical community is a delicate balance, a web of alliances and rivalries that must be navigated with the utmost care."
McGonagall nodded, her expression grave. "And what of the methods employed during the interrogation? The use of Veritaserum, the mental probing... there are those who will question the ethics of such tactics."
Dumbledore's eyes met hers, a flicker of something ancient and unfathomable passing through their depths. "It is a fine line we walk, Minerva. The pursuit of truth and justice must always be tempered with wisdom and restraint. We must not allow ourselves to become that which we seek to oppose."
He rose from his chair, his robes whispering softly as he moved to the window, his gaze drawn to the inky blackness of the night sky. The stars, usually so bright and clear, seemed muted, as if even they were holding their breath, waiting for the storm to break.
"I will reach out to my contacts within the Chinese magical community," Dumbledore said, his voice low and measured. "And to the International Confederation of Wizards. We must work to ensure that Zhuang is treated fairly, that justice is served without sacrificing the fragile peace we have worked so hard to maintain."


The ornate conference room within the British Ministry of Magic hummed with an undercurrent of tension, the air thick with the weight of unspoken words and diplomatic maneuvering. The room, designed to facilitate high-stakes negotiations, highlighted the delicate balance of power that existed between magical nations. The walls, adorned with symbols of unity and cooperation, contrasted sharply with the strained expressions of the gathered officials, their faces etched with the lines of worry and frustration.
At the center of the room, a large, round table dominated the space, its polished surface reflecting the flickering light of the enchanted candles that floated above. The British Ministry officials, their robes of deep purple and gold, sat on one side, their postures rigid and their eyes sharp with determination. Across from them, the Chinese magical representatives, clad in rich silks of crimson and emerald, exuded an air of calm confidence, their expressions carefully neutral.
Presiding over the meeting, an ICW observer, draped in robes of pure white, sat at the head of the table, her presence a silent reminder of the international stakes at play. She cleared her throat, her voice cutting through the thick silence like a knife.
"Let us begin," she said, her tone measured and even. "We are here to discuss the case of Zhuang Li, a Chinese national accused of attacking British Aurors and attempting to harm a child of great significance to the magical world."
The British Ministry's lead negotiator, a tall, stern-faced man with graying hair, leaned forward, his hands clasped tightly before him. "We have evidence that clearly implicates Zhuang in these crimes," he stated, his voice firm and unyielding. "He must face justice in Britain, where the offenses occurred."
The Chinese delegation's head, a woman with sharp, intelligent eyes and a regal bearing, raised a perfectly arched eyebrow. "And yet," she countered, her words precise and cutting, "your interrogation of Zhuang yielded no clear confession. Without such an admission, can you truly claim to have a solid case against him?"
The British official's jaw clenched, a flicker of frustration passing across his features. "The Veritaserum may have been resisted, but the evidence speaks for itself. Zhuang's actions posed a direct threat to our national security and the safety of a child under our protection."
The Chinese representative leaned back in her chair, her expression calculating. "Ah, yes, the famous Boy-Who-Lived," she mused, her tone laced with a hint of skepticism. "A child of undeniable importance, to be sure, but does his status justify the violation of Zhuang's rights as a Chinese citizen?"
The ICW observer held up a hand, her expression one of careful neutrality. "Let us focus on the facts at hand," she interjected, her voice calm and measured. "The lack of a clear confession does indeed complicate matters, but it does not negate the severity of the accusations against Zhuang."
She turned to the Chinese delegation, her gaze unwavering. "What do you propose as a way forward, given the ambiguity of the interrogation results?"
The Chinese representative paused, her eyes narrowing in thought. "We believe that Zhuang should be returned to China to face trial under our jurisdiction," she stated, her words carefully chosen. "The crimes, while serious, occurred in the context of a larger cultural misunderstanding. We are best equipped to handle this matter with sensitivity and respect for our shared magical heritage."
The British official scoffed, his expression one of barely contained incredulity. "A cultural misunderstanding?" he repeated, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "Is that what you call an unprovoked attack on our Aurors and a blatant attempt to abduct a child?"
The Chinese representative's eyes flashed with anger, her composure slipping for a moment. "We do not condone Zhuang's actions," she snapped, her words sharp and biting. "But neither do we accept the British Ministry's handling of this matter. Your use of Veritaserum, your mental probing... these tactics raise serious concerns about the integrity of your investigation."
The ICW observer held up a hand once more, her expression grave. "Enough," she said, her voice cutting through the rising tension like a blade. "We are here to find a solution, not to trade accusations."
She turned to the British official, her gaze piercing. "What assurances can you offer that Zhuang will receive a fair trial in Britain, given the questions surrounding his interrogation?"
The official paused, his brow furrowed in thought. "We are willing to submit the evidence to an independent review," he offered, his words measured and careful. "A panel of experts, selected by the ICW, to ensure that our case is sound and our methods beyond reproach."
The Chinese representative considered this, her expression calculating. "And in the meantime?" she asked, her tone guarded. "What of Zhuang's status?"
The ICW observer nodded, her eyes distant as she weighed the options before her. "Zhuang will remain in British custody," she declared, her voice firm and unwavering. "But he will be granted all the rights and protections afforded to him under international magical law. The independent review will proceed with all due haste, and its findings will guide our next steps."
The British and Chinese officials exchanged glances, their expressions a mix of resignation and simmering resentment. It was a compromise, but one that satisfied neither party fully.
As the meeting adjourned, the ICW observer watched the delegates file out, their robes swishing softly against the polished floor. She sighed, the weight of her responsibilities settling heavily upon her shoulders.


The ancient corridors of the British Ministry of Magic lay shrouded in shadows, the dim torchlight casting an eerie glow upon the weathered stone walls. The air hung heavy with the weight of centuries, the silence broken only by the soft footfalls of the patrolling Aurors. Senior Aurors Alaric Diggle and Justus Pilliwickle strode purposefully through the labyrinthine passages, their dragonhide boots scuffing against the rough, uneven floor. Between them, bound by gleaming, enchanted chains that pulsed with a soft, ethereal light, walked Zhuang, his aged face a mask of stoic resignation.
As they navigated the twisting corridors, Alaric's eyes darted from shadow to shadow, his senses heightened, alert for any sign of danger. The hairs on the back of his neck prickled, a primal instinct warning him of an unseen threat. Beside him, Justus's grip tightened on his wand, the muscles in his jaw clenching with a silent tension.
Suddenly, a faint rustling echoed through the stillness, the sound barely audible over the pounding of their own hearts. Alaric and Justus exchanged a glance, their eyes widening in realization. The sound was unmistakable: the fluttering of bat wings, a whisper of movement in the darkness.
In a blur of motion, the vampires descended upon them, their forms shifting from the shadows like wraiths. Their eyes glowed with an otherworldly hunger, their fangs bared in a silent snarl. The air around them seemed to shimmer with an ancient, dark magic, a palpable aura of malevolence that sent icy tendrils of fear creeping up the Aurors' spines.
One of the vampires, a tall, gaunt figure with skin as pale as moonlight, extended a clawed hand towards Alaric. A swirling vortex of crimson energy erupted from its palm, the blood magic pulsing with a sickening intensity. Alaric barely managed to conjure a shimmering shield in time, the force of the spell slamming against the barrier with a deafening crack, sending shockwaves reverberating through the ancient stone.
Justus, his face a mask of grim determination, unleashed a barrage of curses, the air around him shimmering with the heat of his magic. But the vampires moved with a preternatural grace, their bodies twisting and contorting as they evaded the spells, their own dark magic crackling through the air like a living thing.
Another vampire, its eyes burning with a feral intensity, opened its mouth in a silent scream. A swarm of bats erupted from its throat, their leathery wings beating a frenzied rhythm as they descended upon Justus. The Auror slashed his wand through the air, jets of searing light cutting through the swarm, but the creatures seemed to multiply, their tiny bodies merging and reforming in a dizzying display of dark magic.
The stench of ancient dust mingled with the coppery tang of blood, the air thick with the residual energy of the vampires' spells. Alaric and Justus fought with a fierce determination, their wands a blur of motion, their spells searing the air with their intensity. But the vampires were relentless, their ancient magic fueled by a hunger that knew no bounds.
In the midst of the chaos, Zhuang's eyes darted from side to side, his mind calculating, analyzing the ebb and flow of the battle. The chains that bound him flashed and pulsed, the runes etched into their surface glowing with a fierce, arcane light. He strained against his bonds, his face contorting with the effort, but the enchantments held fast, unyielding in their power.
These blood-sucking monsters, their Yin Qi is ancient, primal, Zhuang mused, his thoughts tinged with a cold, clinical detachment. They fight with a savagery that belies their intelligence, a cunning that goes beyond mere instinct. There is more at play here than a simple rescue attempt.
The battle raged on, the corridors echoing with the clash of magic and the snarls of the vampires. Alaric and Justus fought with a fierce determination, their wands a blur of motion, their spells searing the air with their intensity. But the vampires were relentless, their ancient magic fueled by a hunger that knew no bounds.
In a final, desperate surge, the vampires overwhelmed the Aurors, their clawed hands tearing at flesh and bone, their fangs sinking deep into yielding skin. Alaric and Justus fell, their bodies broken and lifeless, their blood staining the ancient stone a vivid crimson.
The vampires turned their attention to Zhuang, their eyes glittering with a cold, calculating intelligence. One of the creatures produced a small, ornate bottle from the folds of its robes, the glass glinting in the dim light. The liquid within was a deep, inky black, its surface shimmering with an oily iridescence.
Zhuang's eyes widened in recognition, his face paling with a sudden, terrible understanding. He opened his mouth to speak, to bargain, to plead, but the vampire was already upon him, the bottle pressed to his lips, the poison flowing down his throat like a river of death.
As the life drained from Zhuang's eyes, the vampires moved with a swift, silent efficiency, gathering the bodies of the fallen Aurors and vanishing into the shadows, leaving no trace of their presence save for the echoes of their dark magic and the bitter tang of blood in the air.
In the aftermath of the carnage, the corridors of the Ministry lay silent once more, the ancient stone bearing mute witness to the horrors that had unfolded within its walls. The political chessboard had shifted, the pieces rearranged by unseen hands, and the wizarding world stood on the brink of a darkness that threatened to consume all in its path.


 
 

  
    Crafting Magical Artifact

    

        Chapter 16: Crafting Magical Artifact

 The first rays of the rising sun filtered through the curtains, casting a soft, golden glow across Lucas's transformed bedroom. No longer a simple space for rest and study, the room had been meticulously converted into a sanctuary of magic over the past three years. Simple, blood-red lines adorned the walls, designed to hide, deflect, and manipulate. Shelves lined the perimeter, filled with an array of minor magical objects, each one created for gathering experience and practicality in daily life.
In the corners of the room, dozens of snakes lay coiled, their scales gleaming in the early morning light. Among them was Nyx, Lucas's loyal companion, her emerald eyes fixed upon the young wizard at the center of the room. The air was filled with the sibilant melody of their quiet conversations, a language only Lucas could understand. Some snakes watched him intently, their unblinking gazes unwavering.
Lucas stood amidst the serpentine gathering, his six-year-old frame tall and lean for his age. His raven-black hair fell in soft waves around his face, framing his striking emerald eyes and the faint lightning bolt scar on his forehead. His posture was straight and composed, his movements precise and deliberate as he surveyed the room with a quiet intensity.
His attention drifted momentarily to the trophies and awards that lined the shelves, showcasing his achievements in the Muggle world. Chess trophies stood alongside medals from math Olympiads, science competitions, and linguistic contests – each one a symbol of his intellectual prowess, his mastery of deception, and the unparalleled advantage of an eidetic memory born from his Vast Sea Visualization technique.
A necessary façade, he mused, his emerald eyes narrowing slightly. The Muggle world is but a stepping stone, a means to hone my skills and gather resources until I can take my place in the magical realm.
Refocusing on the task at hand, Lucas's gaze settled on the crystal pedestal before him. The topic of wands had been on his mind lately, their role as the primary tool of magic in the Harry Potter universe both intriguing and frustrating.
Wands are a crutch, he thought, his brow furrowing slightly. A tool that restricts wizards to a set of known spells and incantations. True magic should be a force of creation, not limitation. A true wizard should be able to shape and mold magic to their will, not be bound by the constraints of a narrow tool.
Yet, he could not deny the practicality of wands. When he entered the halls of Hogwarts at age eleven, he would not shy away from learning to wield one. There were countless spells, honed and perfected over centuries, that could be cast with a simple flick of a wand. To ignore such an advantage would be foolish.
But a wand will never be my master, he vowed silently, his jaw clenching briefly. It will be a tool, a means to an end, until I can create the spells myself. And even then, it will serve as a backup, a last resort for when time is short and the need is great.
With a deep, steadying breath, Lucas focused on the crystal pedestal before him. It was no ordinary object, but rather a painstakingly crafted artifact, each facet and angle designed to interact with the elemental forces of magic. At its base, a small depression waited, a receptacle for the key ingredient in his creation.
Reaching into his pocket, Lucas withdrew a small vial. Within it, a single drop of his blood glimmered, the crimson liquid swirling with flecks of gold and silver. This was no ordinary blood, but rather a carefully prepared substance, slowly infused with meticulously visualized magic for multiple weeks to saturate it as much as possible.
With a steady hand, Lucas tipped the vial, watching as the drop of blood fell into the depression on the pedestal. The moment it touched the crystal, the pedestal began to glow, a soft, pulsing light emanating from within.
The core, Lucas thought, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. The heart of the Elemental Sphere.
Closing his eyes, Lucas allowed his consciousness to sink into the depths of his mind, where the vast, tranquil sea of his thoughts stretched out before him. The familiar landscape of his mental world materialized, the endless expanse of water reflecting the ethereal light that seemed to emanate from the very fabric of his being.
Focusing his attention on the ocean floor, Lucas reached out with his magic to the solid, unyielding bedrock that formed the foundation of his mindscape. The earth began to tremble, the seabed fracturing and shifting as massive, jagged spires of rock burst forth from the depths. Lucas guided the stone with his will, shaping it, molding it into intricate patterns and formations that danced and swirled around the crystal pedestal at the heart of his mental sea.
Earth, he intoned silently, his voice reverberating through the depths of his mind. The bones of the world, the immutable foundation upon which all else is built. Let this Elemental Sphere draw strength from the bedrock of creation, and may the magic of earth flow through it like the ancient roots of a primordial tree.
As the earth infused itself into the crystal-blood core, Lucas turned his attention to the churning waters of his mental ocean. He reached out with his magic, feeling the ebb and flow of the tides, the currents that swirled and eddied beneath the surface. The water began to rise, great waterspouts and whirlpools forming around the pedestal, their spinning vortexes drawing the liquid essence of the sea into the heart of the Elemental Sphere.
Water, he whispered, his mind's voice echoing through the crashing waves. The lifeblood of existence, the ever-changing, ever-flowing source of growth and adaptation. Let this Elemental Sphere embody the fluid nature of magic, and may the power of water flow through it like a mighty river, carving its path through the landscape of reality.
Next, Lucas focused on the air above his mental sea, the endless expanse of sky that stretched out into infinity. He reached out with his magic, feeling the swirling winds, the gentle breezes and the howling gales that danced and played across the surface of the water. The air began to churn, great cyclones and hurricanes forming around the pedestal, their spinning vortexes drawing the essence of the wind into the heart of the Elemental Sphere.
Air, he intoned, his voice carried on the wings of the tempest. The breath of life, the intangible force that permeates all things. Let this Elemental Sphere be as swift and agile as the wind, and may the magic of air flow through it like the eternal currents of the sky.
Finally, Lucas turned his attention to the sun that hung in the sky above his mental world, the blazing orb of fire that cast its light and heat across the endless expanse of his mindscape. He reached out with his magic, feeling the searing heat, the raw, primal energy that radiated from the celestial body. The sun began to pulse, great flares and prominences of flame arcing out from its surface, their fiery tendrils reaching down to caress the crystal-blood-earth-water-air core of the Elemental Sphere.
Fire, he whispered, his mind's voice barely audible over the roaring inferno. The spark of creation, the crucible of transformation, the purifying blaze that burns away the dross and leaves only the essential truth behind. Let this Elemental Sphere be imbued with the primal force of fire, and may its magic flow through it like the molten blood of the earth itself.
As the four elements swirled and danced around the pedestal, Lucas focused his will, his mind becoming a lens of pure intent. He visualized the elements in perfect balance, each one complementing and enhancing the others, their disparate natures blending into a harmonious whole. The Elemental Sphere began to rise, the crystal at its heart pulsing with a brilliant, multi-hued light that seemed to contain the essence of creation itself.
Balance, Lucas intoned, his voice echoing through the depths of his mind. The key to true power, the foundation upon which all magic rests. Let this Elemental Sphere embody the unity of the elements, and may its power flow through it like the eternal dance of creation and destruction, of life and death, of light and darkness.
Slowly, the Elemental Sphere lifted free of the pedestal, hovering in the air above the tranquil sea of Lucas's mindscape. It rotated gently, the swirling elements within it pulsing and shifting in an endless, mesmerizing pattern. Lucas opened his eyes, his consciousness returning to the physical world, and beheld the fruits of his labor.
The Elemental Sphere floated before him, a perfect orb of crystalline beauty, its surface alive with the shifting, scintillating essence of the four elements. Lucas reached out, his fingers brushing against the smooth, warm surface of the Elemental Sphere, and felt the thrum of power that pulsed within it. A quiet assurance shone in his emerald eyes as he held the sphere, its weight familiar and comforting in his palm.
With a steady hand, Lucas reached for the specially prepared notebook resting on a nearby shelf. To the untrained eye, it appeared to be a simple, mundane notebook, its cover unmarked and its pages pristine. However, as Lucas's fingers brushed against the smooth leather, he could feel the faint thrum of magic that pulsed within its bindings.
Opening the notebook, Lucas's gaze fell upon the seemingly innocuous blood-red lines that adorned specific pages. To anyone else, these lines would appear dull and unremarkable, mere decorative flourishes on an otherwise ordinary notebook. But Lucas knew better. Each line had been meticulously infused with a carefully crafted spell, designed to deter prying eyes and curious hands from delving too deeply into the notebook's contents.
As he turned the pages, Lucas's eyes were drawn to the center of the book, where a precise, circular cut-out had been made. The edges of the pages were smooth and even, the result of hours of painstaking work with a razor-sharp blade and a steady hand. The cut-out was the exact size and shape of the Elemental Sphere, a perfect receptacle for the powerful artifact he had just created.
With a gentle touch, Lucas lifted the Elemental Sphere from its hovering position and carefully placed it into the waiting cut-out. As the Elemental Sphere settled into the notebook, Lucas felt a subtle warmth emanating from its pages, signaling the power that now resided within. His fingers traced the intricate blood-red lines on the cover, their patterns seeming to dance beneath his touch like the pulse of a living thing.
A soft hiss drew his attention to the corner of the room, where Nyx and the other snakes had been observing his work with rapt attention. Nyx slithered forward, her emerald scales catching the morning light as she approached Lucas.
"Speaker," she said, her sibilant voice tinged with curiosity, "what is this object you have created? We can sense its importance to you."
Lucas knelt down, bringing himself eye-level with his loyal companion. "This, Nyx," he said, his voice barely above a whisper, "is an Elemental Sphere. A tool that will help me shape elemental magic in ways few have ever dreamed of."
Nyx tilted her head, her forked tongue flicking out to taste the air. "And what will you do with this power, Speaker?" she asked, her unblinking gaze fixed upon the notebook in Lucas's hands.
Lucas paused for a moment, considering his response. "I will use it to learn, to grow, to push the boundaries of what is possible," he said, his words measured and deliberate. "And when the time comes, I will use it to claim my rightful place in the magical world."
The other snakes hissed their approval, their voices rising in a chorus of support for their Speaker. Lucas allowed himself a small, satisfied smile, the corners of his mouth lifting almost imperceptibly as he surveyed his serpentine companions.
"You have done well, Speaker," Nyx said, her voice cutting through the hissing of the other snakes. "We are proud to stand with you, to be your eyes and ears in the world beyond these walls."
Lucas nodded, his emerald eyes glinting in the soft light of the room. "And I am grateful for your loyalty, Nyx," he said, his voice firm but not unkind. "Together, we will achieve great things."
As he rose to his feet, Lucas slipped the notebook into the inner pocket of his jacket, the weight of the Elemental Sphere a comforting presence against his chest. He could feel the power that thrummed within it, a tangible reminder of the countless hours he had spent honing his skills and pushing the limits of his magical abilities.
With a final, appraising glance at his transformed bedroom, Lucas turned to leave, his footsteps steady and purposeful as he made his way towards the door. The snakes watched him go, their unblinking eyes filled with a quiet reverence for the one they called Speaker.


 
 

  
    Beyond Prodigy

    

        Chapter 17: Beyond Prodigy

 In the pre-dawn hours, a soft, contemplative light filtered through the windows of Lucas's study, casting a gentle glow across the room. The space blended 1980s technology with signs of advanced scientific understanding, featuring wooden shelves lined with books, a state-of-the-art computer for the year 1986, and walls adorned with diagrams and computational models. This room highlighted Lucas's intellectual pursuits and his drive to push the boundaries of human knowledge.
Lucas stood at the center of his study, his posture straight and his gaze fixed on the newly awarded plaque in his hands. The plaque, a recognition of his groundbreaking advancements in climate prediction models, felt cool and substantial in his grasp. He traced his fingers along the engraved letters, the corners of his mouth lifting almost imperceptibly as he read his name etched into the metal.
With a steady hand, Lucas placed the plaque among the other awards on the shelf, each one a symbol of his achievements across various scientific disciplines. His emerald eyes lingered on the collection, a quiet intensity in his gaze as he considered the broader implications of his work.
These awards are more than mere accolades, he mused, his brow furrowing slightly. They are stepping stones, markers on the path to a greater purpose.
One of Lucas's ambitions was twofold: to achieve unparalleled status and to ensure that the Earth remained habitable for his future indefinite lifespan. He had leveraged his knowledge from 2024 to accelerate scientific advancements across multiple fields, aiming to be recognized as a modern-day Da Vinci. Despite his youth, he had already made significant contributions to various disciplines, and he planned to continue using his advanced understanding to positively impact technological progress.
As he turned away from the shelf, Lucas's gaze fell upon the ordinary notebook resting on his desk. To the untrained eye, it appeared to be nothing more than a simple, mundane object. However, Lucas knew that within its pages, the Elemental Sphere lay hidden, a powerful artifact that he had painstakingly crafted to aid him in his magical pursuits.
With a subtle flick of his wrist, Lucas summoned the notebook to his hand, the pages rustling softly as it floated through the air. He ran his fingers along the cover, feeling the faint thrum of magic that pulsed beneath the leather. The weight of the Elemental Sphere within the notebook was a comforting presence, a reminder of the power he had harnessed and the potential that lay ahead.
Setting the notebook back on the desk, Lucas made his way to the computer, his footsteps quiet and deliberate on the hardwood floor. As he sat down, his fingers poised over the keyboard, he paused for a moment, considering his next steps.
My growing influence and access to important figures will be critical to my future plans, he thought, his eyes narrowing slightly. The ability to subtly align others to my vision through Legilimency will be crucial as I grow older and more powerful.
Lucas began to type, his fingers moving swiftly and precisely across the keys. The soft clicking of the keyboard filled the room, a rhythmic accompaniment to his thoughts as he worked on transcribing his next model. He knew that his interdisciplinary scientific contributions were key to ensuring both his legacy and the Earth's sustainability, and he was determined to continue pushing the boundaries of what was possible.
As he worked, Lucas became aware of a familiar presence in the room. Nyx, his loyal grass snake companion, had slithered silently into the study, her emerald scales catching the soft light of the breaking dawn. She coiled herself on the corner of the desk, her unblinking eyes fixed upon Lucas as he typed.
No words were exchanged between them, but Lucas could sense the quiet understanding that passed between him and his serpentine friend. Nyx's presence was a reminder of the solitary but purpose-driven journey that lay ahead, a path that Lucas was determined to walk with unwavering resolve.
As the first rays of the rising sun began to filter through the windows, casting a golden glow across the room, Lucas leaned back in his chair, his gaze drifting to the horizon beyond the glass. The world outside was still, the silence broken only by the distant chirping of birds heralding the new day.
There is much work to be done, Lucas thought, his jaw setting slightly as he contemplated the challenges that lay ahead. But I will never rest, progress will never stop.
With a final, appraising glance at his study, Lucas rose from his chair, his movements precise and purposeful. He reached for his jacket, slipping it on with a fluid motion, and made his way towards the door. Nyx watched him go, her emerald eyes glinting in the growing light of the dawn.


The bustling energy of the global environmental conservation conference filled the air as Lucas stepped out of his sleek, black car.
A throng of reporters and attendees surged forward, their cameras flashing and voices rising in a cacophony of questions and exclamations. Lucas's bodyguards moved swiftly, forming a protective barrier around the young prodigy as he made his way towards the entrance of the sprawling convention center.
Despite the chaos that swirled around him, Lucas maintained a composed demeanor, his emerald eyes focused on the path ahead. He walked with a steady, purposeful gait, his small frame exuding an aura of quiet confidence and authority. The clamor of the crowd seemed to fade into the background as he approached the entrance, his mind already turning to the presentation he was about to deliver.
As Lucas stepped through the doors, a distinguished-looking official from the conference organizing committee greeted him with a warm smile and a firm handshake.
"Mr. Potter, it's an honor to have you with us today," the official said, his voice filled with genuine respect. "Please, allow me to escort you to the main auditorium."
Lucas nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth as he followed the official through the bustling corridors of the convention center. The walls were adorned with vibrant posters and displays showcasing the latest advancements in environmental conservation, highlighting the collective efforts of the global community to address the pressing challenges facing the planet.
As they entered the main auditorium, Lucas took in the impressive sight before him. The room was vast, with a soaring ceiling and state-of-the-art technology integrated seamlessly into the design. The stage, bathed in a soft, warm light, stood at the front of the room, flanked by large screens that displayed the conference logo and the names of the esteemed speakers.
The auditorium was filled to capacity, with attendees from all corners of the globe eagerly awaiting the commencement of the conference. The low hum of conversation filled the air, punctuated by the occasional burst of laughter or the rustle of papers as people settled into their seats.
As the conference began, a series of presenters took to the stage, each sharing their insights and expertise on various aspects of environmental conservation. Lucas listened intently, his mind absorbing the information and processing it with a keen, analytical eye.
He made mental notes of the key points, already considering how he could incorporate them into his own work and future initiatives. Then, the moment arrived.
The presenter at the podium cleared his throat and announced, "Ladies and gentlemen, it is my great pleasure to introduce our next speaker, a true luminary in the field of science and a tireless advocate for environmental conservation. Despite his young age of just six years old, he has already made groundbreaking contributions to multiple scientific disciplines, advancing progress in each field by years. Please join me in welcoming the renowned prodigy, Harry Potter!"
The auditorium erupted in applause as Lucas rose from his seat and made his way towards the stage. As he ascended the steps, the technicians quickly adjusted the microphone stand to accommodate his small stature. Lucas approached the podium, his emerald eyes scanning the audience before him.
He took a moment to compose himself, his hands resting lightly on the sides of the podium. "Thank you for that kind introduction," Lucas began, his voice clear and confident as it resonated through the auditorium. "I am honored to be here today, among so many brilliant minds and passionate advocates for our planet's future."
Lucas paused for a moment, his gaze sweeping across the attentive faces before him. "Before I begin, I would like to take a moment to address the recent tragedy at Chernobyl. The loss of life and the environmental devastation caused by this nuclear accident serve as a stark reminder of the inherent risks associated with nuclear energy. While we mourn those who have been lost, we must also use this tragedy as a catalyst for change, to re-evaluate our reliance on potentially dangerous energy sources and to seek out safer, more sustainable alternatives."
As Lucas spoke, the audience leaned forward in their seats, hanging on his every word. His voice, though young, carried a weight and authority that belied his age.
"The challenges we face in ensuring a sustainable future for our planet are complex and multifaceted," he continued, his brow furrowing slightly as he delved into the heart of his presentation.
"One of the most pressing issues is our dependence on finite resources, such as oil and gas. Not only are these resources rapidly depleting, but they also contribute significantly to the degradation of our environment." Lucas's eyes shone with a quiet intensity as he spoke, his passion for the subject evident in every word.
"However, there is hope on the horizon. The rapid advancements in renewable energy technologies, particularly solar panels and wind turbines, offer us a path forward. As these technologies become more efficient and cost-effective, they will increasingly outcompete fossil fuels, not only in terms of environmental impact but also in terms of economic viability." He paused for a moment, allowing his words to sink in before continuing.
"In my recent paper on battery technology, I have proposed a series of hypotheses that, if confirmed through rigorous experimentation, could revolutionize the way we store and utilize energy. By developing advanced battery systems capable of storing larger amounts of energy more efficiently, we can unlock the full potential of renewable energy sources, making them a reliable and sustainable alternative to fossil fuels." As Lucas spoke, the screens behind him came to life, displaying graphs and diagrams that illustrated the key points of his presentation.
The audience watched, captivated, as he outlined the potential impact of his research on the future of energy production and storage.
"The path ahead is not without its challenges," Lucas acknowledged, his voice taking on a more somber tone. "But I firmly believe that by investing in research, fostering collaboration across disciplines, and embracing innovative solutions, we can create a future in which our planet thrives, and our energy needs are met in a sustainable and responsible manner."
He looked out at the audience, his emerald eyes filled with a quiet determination. "The decisions we make today will shape the world we leave for future generations. It is our responsibility, as scientists, policymakers, and global citizens, to act with foresight and courage, to prioritize the health of our planet and the well-being of all its inhabitants."
As Lucas concluded his presentation, the auditorium erupted in a standing ovation. The audience, moved by his words and the depth of his insights, rose to their feet, their applause thundering through the room. Lucas stood at the podium, his small frame straight and poised, a subtle smile playing at the corners of his mouth as he acknowledged the audience's response with a slight nod of his head.
The applause continued for several moments, reflecting the impact of Lucas's presentation. As the clapping began to subside, the conference moderator stepped forward, shaking Lucas's hand firmly. "Thank you, Mr. Potter, for that truly enlightening presentation," the moderator said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. "Your insights into the future of energy storage and the potential of renewable technologies are nothing short of groundbreaking."
Lucas inclined his head slightly, his emerald eyes meeting the moderator's gaze. "Thank you," he replied, his voice calm and measured. "It is my hope that the ideas presented here today will inspire further research and collaboration, propelling us towards a more sustainable future."
As Lucas stepped down from the stage, he was immediately surrounded by a throng of attendees eager to express their appreciation and discuss his presentation further. He navigated the crowd with poise, his small hand extended to shake the hands of those who approached him, his responses to their questions and comments concise yet insightful.
Among the attendees was Dr. Amelia Novak, a renowned materials scientist whose work on advanced battery technologies had garnered significant attention in recent years. She approached Lucas, her eyes alight with curiosity and respect. "Mr. Potter," she began, her voice warm and engaging, "I must commend you on your groundbreaking work. Your paper on the potential of solid-state electrolytes and nano-structured electrodes has already had a profound impact on the field."
Lucas met her gaze, his expression one of quiet satisfaction. "Thank you, Dr. Novak," he replied, his voice even. "I believe that by pushing the boundaries of materials science and embracing innovative design principles, we can unlock the true potential of energy storage technologies."
As the day progressed, the conference continued with a series of presentations and panel discussions, each building upon the themes and ideas introduced by Lucas. The atmosphere was electric, the attendees buzzing with excitement and a renewed sense of purpose.
As the final presentation drew to a close, the conference organizers invited the speakers and attendees to a reception, an opportunity to network and continue the discussions in a more informal setting. Lucas made his way to the reception hall, his small frame moving through the crowd with a quiet confidence.
The reception hall was a grand space, with high ceilings and elegant décor. Waiters circulated through the room, offering hors d'oeuvres and drinks to the attendees. The low hum of conversation filled the air, punctuated by the occasional burst of laughter or the clink of glasses.
As Lucas navigated the room, he was approached by a group of executives from a major energy company, their faces etched with a mix of curiosity and skepticism. "Mr. Potter," one of the executives began, his voice gruff and his demeanor guarded, "while your presentation was certainly impressive, I must admit that I have my doubts about the viability of renewable energy sources in the long term. Fossil fuels have been the backbone of our energy infrastructure for decades, and I believe they will continue to play a significant role in the future."
Lucas regarded the executive calmly, his emerald eyes meeting the man's gaze with a quiet intensity. "I understand your perspective," he replied, his voice measured and confident. "However, the data suggests that the transition to renewable energy sources is not only necessary but also inevitable. The declining costs of solar and wind power, coupled with advancements in energy storage technologies, are already making renewables increasingly competitive with fossil fuels."
As he spoke, Lucas subtly extended his Legilimency, his mind brushing against the executive's thoughts. He could sense the man's deep-seated attachment to the fossil fuel industry, a product of years of conditioning and vested interests. With a delicate touch, Lucas began to shift the executive's perspective, planting seeds of doubt about the long-term viability of fossil fuels and highlighting the potential of renewable alternatives.
The executive's brow furrowed slightly, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his features. "I suppose there is merit to what you're saying," he conceded, his tone softening. "Perhaps it is time for us to re-evaluate our position and consider investing more heavily in renewable technologies."
Lucas nodded, a subtle smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "I believe that companies that embrace the transition to renewables will be well-positioned for success in the coming years," he said, his voice calm and assured. "By investing in research and development, and by collaborating with innovators like yourself, we can accelerate the shift towards a more sustainable energy future."
As the conversation continued, Lucas moved through the room, engaging with other attendees and subtly influencing their perspectives through a combination of persuasive arguments and delicate applications of Legilimency. He could sense the shifting tide of opinion, as more and more people began to embrace the potential of renewable energy and question their reliance on fossil fuels.
As the reception drew to a close, Lucas found himself in a quiet corner of the room, his emerald eyes scanning the crowd with a calculating gaze. He could feel the weight of the Elemental Sphere hidden within his notebook, a reminder of the greater power that lay within his grasp.
With a final, appraising glance at the room, Lucas made his way towards the exit, his small frame moving with a quiet purpose. The reception had been a success, a crucial step in his journey to reshape the world according to his vision.


The Sixth Form classroom at The Perse School, Upper School, buzzed with the low hum of conversation as students huddled around their desks, their faces etched with concentration. The room was divided into groups of four, each tasked with tackling a complex math project that would have challenged even the most gifted students in the school.
Amidst the sea of 16 and 17-year-olds, Lucas sat, his small frame a stark contrast to the older students surrounding him. Despite his youth, the six-year-old prodigy was more than capable of solving the problem at hand. His regular publication of scientific papers and his enhanced intelligence, bolstered by his mastery of the Vast Sea Visualization technique, made the project seem like child's play.
The students and teachers in the room were well aware of Lucas's extraordinary abilities, and they knew better than to ask him for the answer directly. Instead, Lucas was permitted to offer subtle hints and guide his groupmates towards potential approaches.
As Lucas listened to his groupmates discuss the problem, his emerald eyes scanned their faces, his Legilimency allowing him to sense their moments of doubt and hesitation. The girl to his left chewed on the end of her pencil, her brow furrowed as she stared at the equation, the eraser tapping against the paper in a frustrated rhythm.
"I think," Lucas began, his voice calm and measured, "that we might find some success by applying the principles of Game Theory to this problem."
The other students turned to him, their eyebrows raised and their mouths slightly agape. The boy across from him leaned forward, his elbows resting on the desk. "Game Theory?" he asked, his voice tinged with uncertainty. "How would that even work?"
Lucas mirrored the boy's posture, his small hands resting on the desk as he met the boy's gaze. "Game Theory is a mathematical approach to decision-making in situations where multiple parties are involved, each with their own goals and strategies," he explained, his words precise and carefully chosen. "In this case, we can think of the variables in the equation as players in a game, each with their own objectives and constraints."
As he spoke, Lucas extended his Legilimency, his mind brushing against the thoughts of his groupmates. The girl to his right sat up straighter, her eyes widening slightly as she tilted her head, absorbing his words. The boy across from him, however, still had a crease between his eyebrows, his fingers drumming on the desk.
"Think of it this way," Lucas continued, adjusting his explanation in real-time based on the feedback he received through his Legilimency. "Each variable is like a player trying to maximize its own value while considering the actions of the other players. By analyzing the potential strategies and outcomes, we can determine the optimal solution to the equation."
The boy's fingers stilled, and he nodded slowly, his eyes fixed on the equation before him. "I think I get it," he said, his voice measured. "So, we need to consider how each variable affects the others and find the best balance between them?"
Lucas inclined his head, the corners of his mouth lifting almost imperceptibly. "Precisely," he affirmed, his voice even. "By applying the principles of Game Theory, we can break down the problem into smaller, more manageable components and develop a systematic approach to finding the solution."
As the group began to work through the problem, Lucas continued to guide them, his Legilimency allowing him to anticipate their questions and concerns before they even voiced them. The scratching of pens on paper grew more fervent, and the students leaned closer to their notebooks, their eyes bright with growing understanding.
Despite the ease with which he could have solved the problem himself, Lucas remained patient, allowing his groupmates to work through the steps on their own. He knew that the true value of the exercise lay not in the answer itself, but in the process of discovery and understanding.
As the class drew to a close, the teacher made her way over to their group, her eyes scanning their work with a critical gaze. "Impressive," she murmured, her eyebrows lifting slightly. "I must say, Mr. Potter, your ability to break down complex concepts and guide your peers towards understanding is truly remarkable."
Lucas inclined his head slightly, acknowledging the compliment with a subtle nod. "Thank you," he replied, his voice calm and measured. "I believe that the key to effective problem-solving lies in the ability to approach challenges from multiple angles and to communicate ideas clearly and concisely."
The teacher held his gaze for a moment, her head tilted slightly to the side. "Indeed," she agreed, her voice thoughtful. "It's a shame that the Education Ministry insists on keeping you in school, despite your obvious talents. I have no doubt that you would excel in a university setting."
Lucas met her gaze, his emerald eyes unwavering. "While I appreciate the sentiment," he replied, his voice even, "I understand the Ministry's concern for my mental well-being. Besides, I find that there is value in the opportunity to collaborate with my peers and to hone my ability to communicate complex ideas effectively."
The teacher nodded, her lips curving into a small smile. "Of course," she said, her tone respectful. "Well, I must say, your groupmates are lucky to have you as a resource. Keep up the excellent work, Mr. Potter."
As the teacher moved on to the next group, Lucas leaned back in his chair, his gaze drifting to the window and the world beyond. The Education Ministry's decision to keep him in school was a minor inconvenience, a small obstacle in the grand scheme of his plans. He knew that his true potential lay not in the classroom, but in the laboratories and research facilities where he could push the boundaries of science and magic.
For now, however, he would play the role of the dutiful student, guiding his peers towards understanding and honing his own skills in the process. The world beyond the classroom walls would wait, and when the time was right, he would be ready to take his place at the forefront of innovation and discovery.


As Lucas made his way through the Dursleys' living room, his emerald eyes scanned the opulent surroundings, taking in the expensive decor and artwork that adorned the walls. The once modest home had been transformed into a luxurious space, showcasing the family's newfound wealth and status since his emergence as a prodigy of unparalleled intellect.
The guests, a mix of Vernon's colleagues from Grunnings, their wives, and a collection of new "friends" drawn to the Dursleys by their association with the young genius, watched him with curiosity and reverence. Their gazes followed him as he navigated the room, their conversations hushing to a whisper as he passed by.
Nyx, his faithful companion, lay coiled around his neck, her presence concealed by a carefully crafted invisibility spell. Her scales brushed against his skin as she hissed softly in his ear, "This gathering is rather tedious, isn't it?"
"Indeed," Lucas whispered back in Parseltongue, his lips barely moving as he responded to her comment. "But appearances must be maintained."
He approached a group of Vernon's colleagues, their postures straightening and their eyes widening slightly as they caught sight of him. One of the men, a balding executive with a ruddy complexion, extended his hand, his palm slightly damp with nervousness.
"Mr. Potter," he said, his voice a touch too loud in his excitement, "it's an honor to finally meet you. Your work in the field of batteries is simply groundbreaking."
Lucas took the man's hand, his grip firm and assured. "Thank you," he replied, his tone polite yet measured. "I believe that the advancements we make in battery technology will have far-reaching implications for a wide range of industries. I'm glad to hear that you find my work interesting."
As he spoke, Lucas extended his Legilimency, his mind brushing against the executive's thoughts. He could sense the man's awe, tinged with a hint of envy, and the desperate desire to forge a connection with the young prodigy. With a subtle touch, Lucas planted a seed of positive association, ensuring that the man would leave the interaction with a glowing impression of their encounter.
Moving through the room, Lucas engaged in similar exchanges with the other guests, his words carefully chosen and his demeanor impeccably polite. The air around him seemed to crackle with an almost palpable energy, the guests drawn to him like moths to a flame.
As he made his way through the crowd, Lucas caught sight of Petunia, her face alight with a smile as she chatted with a group of wives. The women leaned in close, their eyes wide with rapt attention as Petunia regaled them with tales of her nephew's accomplishments.
Lucas's gaze lingered on his aunt for a moment, taking in the way she held herself, her posture straight and her head held high. The Dursleys had adapted to their new status with surprising ease, their initial discomfort with his intelligence fading as they basked in the glow of his success.
He knew that they had deluded themselves into believing that his intelligence was a purely natural gift, divorced from the magic that flowed through his veins. It was a convenient fiction, one that allowed them to reconcile their newfound prosperity with their long-held prejudices.
The corners of Lucas's mouth twitched, a ghost of a smile playing on his lips at the thought. The Dursleys' willful ignorance was of little consequence to him, a minor footnote in the grand scheme of his ambitions.
His thoughts turned to Vernon's new position as the head of a branch of Grunnings he had established in Cambridge. Thanks to his association with Lucas, the branch had performed exceptionally well, and Vernon seemed to carry himself with a newfound confidence, his shoulders no longer hunched with the weight of stress and anger.
Lucas mused on the irony of the situation, how the man who had once resented his presence in their home now owed his success, in part, to the very thing he had despised. The Dursleys' change in fortune highlighted the power of association, serving as a reminder that even the most unlikely of allies could contribute to furthering his own goals.
As the evening wore on, Lucas continued to mingle with the guests, his every interaction carefully crafted to leave a lasting impression. He knew that his reputation was a valuable currency, one that he could not afford to squander.
Nyx shifted against his neck, her scales cool and smooth against his skin. "How much longer must we endure this?" she hissed, her tone tinged with impatience.
"Not much," Lucas murmured, his voice barely audible over the din of conversation. "We'll make our excuses soon enough."
He glanced around the room once more, taking in the opulent surroundings and the faces of the guests, their expressions a mix of admiration and calculation. The Dursleys' home had become a stage, a platform upon which he could further his own agenda.
But for now, he would play his part, the dutiful nephew and the charming prodigy, his true motives hidden behind a mask of polite smiles and carefully chosen words. The world beyond the walls of the Dursleys' living room awaited, and Lucas knew that he would need every tool at his disposal to shape it to his will.
With a final, appraising glance at the room, Lucas began to make his way towards the door, his steps measured and purposeful. The evening had been a success, another small victory in the long game he had set out to play.


The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the stone floor of Dumbledore's office, the warm light filtering through the arched windows and illuminating the faces of those gathered around the headmaster's desk. The air hung heavy with tension, a palpable sense of urgency permeating the room.
Dumbledore sat at the head of the table, his long fingers steepled beneath his chin as he surveyed the assembled group. Professor McGonagall's lips were pressed into a thin line, her square spectacles glinting in the sunlight. Beside her, Professor Flitwick shifted in his seat, his small frame dwarfed by the high-backed chair.
Across the table, representatives from the Ministry of Magic sat, their brows furrowed and their postures rigid. Amelia Bones, head of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement, leaned forward, her elbows resting on the polished wood.
"Albus," she said, her voice crisp, "we can't ignore the potential implications of Harry Potter's fame in the Muggle world. When he comes to Hogwarts, his sudden disappearance from the public eye will raise questions. We need to be prepared to address them."
Dumbledore nodded, his blue eyes meeting hers. "You're right, Amelia," he agreed, his tone measured. "The Statute of Secrecy must be upheld. We'll work closely with the Muggle Liaison Office to ensure that Mr. Potter's transition into the wizarding world is as seamless as possible."
Professor Snape, who had been sitting silently at the far end of the table, his dark eyes fixed on the headmaster, spoke up, his voice low. "And what about the boy himself?" he asked, his fingers drumming on the table. "Are we supposed to just pluck him from his life of Muggle celebrity and expect him to adapt to our world without question?"
McGonagall's nostrils flared, her gaze snapping to Snape. "Harry is a child, Severus," she said, her words clipped. "It's our responsibility to make sure he's prepared for the challenges he'll face as a member of our community."
Snape's lip curled. "A child, yes," he conceded, his tone sardonic, "but one with an ego inflated by his Muggle fame. Who's to say he won't let slip the existence of magic in front of a television camera, just to get more attention?"
Flitwick cleared his throat, drawing the attention of the room. "Maybe," he suggested, his voice diplomatic, "we should consider telling Mr. Potter about his magical heritage in advance. Give him time to adjust and understand the importance of secrecy."
Bones frowned, her fingers tapping against the table. "And risk him exposing our world before he even sets foot in Hogwarts?" she countered, her eyebrows raised. "The boy may be intelligent, but he's still a child. Children aren't known for their discretion."
Dumbledore held up a hand, his eyes twinkling behind his spectacles. "I believe," he said, his voice calm, "that we must approach this situation with both caution and compassion. Mr. Potter has grown up in the Muggle world, and we must be mindful of the challenges he will face in adjusting to our ways."
He paused, his gaze sweeping across the room. "I propose that we work closely with the Muggle Liaison Office to develop a comprehensive plan for managing Mr. Potter's transition. We'll need to create a plausible explanation for his absence from the Muggle world, one that will satisfy both the public and those closest to him."
Bones nodded, her expression thoughtful. "The Muggle Prime Minister will need to be informed," she said, her tone businesslike. "We'll work with his office to ensure that Mr. Potter's disappearance is handled with the utmost discretion."
Dumbledore inclined his head. "Excellent," he said, his voice warm. "With careful planning and cooperation, I have every confidence that we can ensure Mr. Potter's introduction to the wizarding world is a smooth and successful one."
As the meeting drew to a close, the assembled group rose from their seats, their faces set and their strides purposeful. They had a long road ahead of them, but they were united in their commitment to protecting both Harry Potter and the secrecy of the wizarding world.


As the last of the visitors filed out of his office, Dumbledore leaned back in his chair, his gaze drifting to the window and the darkening sky beyond. The meeting had been productive, but unease settled in the pit of his stomach.
Harry Potter. The name alone sent a shiver down his spine. The boy was a mystery, a prodigy whose intelligence and charm had captivated the Muggle world. And yet, there was something about him, a similarity to another brilliant young man he had once known, that set Dumbledore's teeth on edge.
Tom Riddle. The name hung in the air like a specter, a reminder of the darkness that could lurk behind a charming smile and a brilliant mind. Riddle had been a prodigy in his own right, a student whose talent and ambition had known no bounds. And yet, he had chosen a path of darkness, a path that had led to unspeakable horrors and the rise of Lord Voldemort.
Dumbledore shook his head, pushing the thought away. Harry was not Tom, he reminded himself firmly. The boy's intelligence may have been prodigious, but it was a different kind of brilliance, one that had led him to make groundbreaking discoveries in the Muggle world. Even Voldemort, for all his power and knowledge, had never achieved such feats.
And yet, the similarities lurked beneath the surface. Both boys were orphans, both brilliant and charming. Both had the potential to change the world, for good or for ill.
Dumbledore sighed, his eyes closing for a moment as he gathered his thoughts. He could not let his fears cloud his judgment. Harry was a child, a boy who had grown up in a world far removed from the wizarding one. He would need guidance, support, and understanding as he navigated the challenges that lay ahead.
But even as he tried to reassure himself, Dumbledore could not shake the unease that clung to him like a shadow. Harry's intelligence, his drive, his potential... they were all qualities that could be used for great good, but also for great evil. And in a world where the specter of Voldemort still loomed, where the darkness had never truly been vanquished, the stakes could not have been higher.
Dumbledore rose from his chair, his steps heavy as he made his way to the window. The stars were just beginning to emerge, tiny pinpricks of light against the velvet sky. He would watch over Harry, he vowed silently, his eyes fixed on the horizon. He would guide him, protect him, and do everything in his power to ensure that the boy's prodigious gifts were used for the betterment of all.


 
 

  
    Targeted

    

        Chapter 18: Targeted

 The scorching Arabian sun hung low on the horizon, painting the sky in hues of burnt orange and deep crimson as Khalid Al-Mansour's convoy navigated the narrow, winding streets of Riyadh. The sleek, black SUVs, their windows tinted to an impenetrable shade, cut through the bustling city like a blade, the locals scattering like startled gazelles at the sight of the infamous oil magnate's entourage.
Khalid sat motionless in the back of the lead vehicle, his dark eyes fixed on the rapidly changing landscape beyond the bulletproof glass. The city's ancient mud-brick buildings adorned with intricate geometric patterns and towering, modern skyscrapers blurred together, but Khalid's gaze never wavered, his focus absolute. The call to prayer echoed hauntingly from the minarets of the nearby mosques, a reminder of the deep-rooted traditions that shaped this land.
As the convoy approached the sprawling compound on the outskirts of the city, Khalid's fingers absently caressed the worn leather of the black book that rested in his lap. The Ebon Hand. The name alone made his pulse quicken, though no hint of unease showed on his inscrutable face.
The SUVs pulled up to the compound's imposing gates, the wrought-iron bars adorned with Arabic calligraphy that seemed to writhe and twist in the fading light. Armed guards, their faces obscured by black keffiyehs, waved the convoy through, their eyes scanning the vehicles with a hawk-like intensity.
Khalid stepped out of the SUV, his white thobe billowing in the hot, dry wind that swept across the compound, carrying with it the scents of frankincense and myrrh. He strode towards the main building, each step deliberate and purposeful, his bodyguards falling into step behind him like obedient shadows.
As he entered the building, the air heavy with the aroma of cardamom-spiced coffee and the soft murmur of hushed conversations in Arabic, Khalid's mind flashed back to the moment that had set him on this path. The memory seared like a brand, forever etched into his psyche.
He had been a young man then, barely out of his teens, his father's empire nothing more than a distant dream. But even then, the hunger had gnawed at him - the unrelenting desire to rise above, to seize power and make it his own. And so, when the opportunity had presented itself - a rival family, an untapped oil field, a chance to rewrite his destiny - Khalid had seized it with both hands. The Ebon Hand had been his instrument, their dark arts the key to unlocking his ambitions. The price had been steep, paid in blood and shadow, but Khalid had not hesitated. In a world where power was everything, he would not be denied.
Now, as he navigated the labyrinthine corridors of the compound, the weight of that legacy pressed down on him like a physical force. But Khalid's shoulders remained unbowed, his stride unwavering. He had come too far, sacrificed too much, to falter now.
He entered the room where the meeting was to take place, the air thick with the cloying scents of shisha smoke, oud incense, and the faint metallic tang of tension. Shadows danced along the walls, cast by the flickering light of the ornate oil lamps that illuminated the faces of the men gathered around the low table, reclining on richly embroidered cushions.
Khalid Al-Mansour took his place at the head of the table, his posture regal, his gaze unwavering as he surveyed the room. To his right sat his most trusted advisors, their faces etched with lines of experience and wisdom. Across the table, draped in shadows, sat The Viper, his eyes glinting beneath his black veil.
Khalid leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table, his fingers steepled beneath his chin. "Let us dispense with the pleasantries," he said, his voice low and measured. "We both know why we are here."
The Viper inclined his head. "Indeed," he rasped, his Arabic heavily accented. "The Ebon Hand is at your service, as always, for the right price."
Khalid's jaw clenched, the muscles in his neck tightening. "The price is not the issue," he said, each word as sharp as a scimitar. "What matters is the outcome. Harry Potter must be eliminated, his influence erased, his name forgotten."
The Viper leaned back, his fingers idly tracing the intricate patterns embroidered on the cushions. "The boy is well-protected," he mused. "His disappearance will not go unnoticed."
Khalid's lips curled into a humorless smile. "That is why I have come to you," he said, his voice as cold as the desert night. "The Ebon Hand is known for its discretion."
The Viper was silent for a long moment, the only sound the soft bubbling of the hookah in the corner. "It will not be cheap," he said at last, his voice smooth as silk. "The risks are high."
Khalid's hand tightened around the black book in his lap, his knuckles whitening. "Money is no object," he repeated, each word heavy as a stone. "I will pay whatever it takes. But I want assurances."
The Viper leaned forward, his eyes glinting beneath the veil. "You have my word," he said, his voice a sibilant whisper. "The boy will die, and your empire will be secure."
Khalid nodded and stood, a grim finality settling over him. The deal was sealed, the boy's fate written in blood and shadow. As he strode from the room, the desert wind whipping at his face, Khalid's mind raced ahead to the next move in the endless game of power and influence that defined his world.
The path ahead was fraught with danger, but he would not be deterred. In the world of oil and sand, there was no room for sentiment, no place for mercy. Only the strong survived, and Khalid was determined to be the strongest of them all, no matter the cost. Even if that cost was the blood of a child, a prodigy whose brilliance threatened to eclipse his own.
Khalid's face remained an inscrutable mask as he stepped into the waiting SUV, but a cold resolve burned in his eyes, bright and unwavering as the desert sun. The game was on, and he would not rest until he emerged victorious, his empire secure and his legacy unassailable. The muezzin's call to prayer echoed in the distance, a haunting reminder of the ancient traditions that shaped this land - traditions that Khalid would bend to his will, just as he bent all else. In the land of sand and shadow, he would reign supreme.


In the quiet solitude of his Cambridge bedroom, Lucas sat cross-legged on the hardwood floor, his emerald eyes fixed on the small, clear pool of water before him. The room was dimly lit, the only source of illumination being the soft, warm glow of a single white candle, its flickering light casting dancing shadows on the walls, creating an almost ethereal atmosphere. The air was still and heavy, laden with the weight of his concentration as he focused his will and intent on the task at hand: mastering the art of divination.
Lucas's brow furrowed slightly, a small crease forming between his eyes as he recalled his previous attempts at scrying. The static images that had flickered in the water's surface had been tantalizingly close, yet frustratingly ephemeral, like wisps of smoke dissipating in the wind. He had seen glimpses of his study room, the familiar contours of his mahogany desk and the towering bookshelves lined with countless books, their spines a kaleidoscope of colors in the candlelight. He had even seen the sinuous form of Nyx, his loyal serpentine companion, slithering back and forth across the plush carpet, a silent sentinel in his absence. Yet, the images had been fleeting, the connection tenuous, like a gossamer thread stretched to its limit, and the effort required to maintain them had left him mentally drained, his temples throbbing with the strain.
Like always, the key lies in the visualization, he mused, his thoughts as deep and unfathomable as the vast sea he had crafted within his mind, a mental landscape as intricate and complex as the inner workings of a clock. To see beyond the veil of the present, one must first anchor their consciousness in the realm they wish to observe, to forge a connection that transcends the boundaries of time and space.
With a slow, measured breath, Lucas closed his eyes, his lashes casting long shadows on his pale cheeks in the candlelight. He delved into the depths of his Vast Sea Visualization, the mental landscape he had painstakingly constructed through countless hours of Occlumency practice, each detail etched into his mind with the precision of a master craftsman. In his mind's eye, he saw the endless expanse of the ocean, its surface calm and mirror-like, reflecting the boundless sky above, a perfect azure broken only by the occasional wisp of cloud. Beneath the waves, he envisioned a room carved into the bedrock, an exact replica of his study, down to the smallest detail. The rich, dark wood of the furniture, the plush softness of the carpet beneath his feet, the musty scent of old books mingling with the crisp, clean fragrance of paper - all of it was as real to him as the room in which he now sat.
As he focused on this mental image, Lucas felt a subtle shift in the energy around him, a faint vibration that seemed to emanate from the very fabric of reality itself, like the plucked string of a violin. He opened his eyes, his gaze drawn to the pool of water before him, and watched as the surface began to ripple and distort, the candlelight dancing across its surface in a mesmerizing display, casting golden flecks of light that sparkled like stars in the night sky.
Slowly, an image began to take shape in the water's depths, a ghostly reflection of his study room, like a scene from a half-remembered dream. The details were sharper now, more defined than in his previous attempts, and he could see Nyx coiled in a patch of sunlight, her scales glinting in the warm glow, each one a tiny mirror reflecting the light. Lucas's lips twitched, the barest hint of a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth, a flicker of satisfaction at this small victory, a step forward on the path to mastery.
Yet, even as he watched, the image began to waver, the edges blurring and distorting as if viewed through a veil of mist, a mirage shimmering in the desert heat. Lucas's jaw clenched, the muscles in his neck tightening as he poured more of his will into the scrying, his fingers curling into fists, the nails digging into his palms. He was determined to maintain the connection, to hold onto this fleeting glimpse of the world beyond, but the strain was too much, and with a final, shuddering flicker, the image vanished, leaving only the still surface of the water and his own reflection staring back at him, a mirror of his frustration.
Perhaps the limitation lies within me, he considered, his thoughts turning inward, probing the depths of his own mind like a surgeon's scalpel. The Harry Potter books speak of an 'Inner Eye,' a natural affinity for the divinatory arts, a gift that cannot be learned or acquired through study alone. Could it be that because I lack this inherent talent, that my efforts are doomed to failure from the start?
But even as the thought crossed his mind, Lucas dismissed it, his resolve as unyielding as the bedrock beneath the vast sea, a foundation that could weather any storm. No, he decided, his eyes narrowing with a cold, calculating intensity, the green of his irises darkening to the hue of a forest at midnight. Divination is too valuable a tool to abandon, and I will not be limited by the constraints of my own abilities, by the arbitrary boundaries set by others.
He rose to his feet, his movements fluid and graceful, the candle flame flickering in the breeze created by his passage. He started pacing the room, his footsteps quieted by the plush carpet, his mind abuzz with possibilities, each shining brightly in the sea of his thoughts. A scrying matrix, he pondered, his gaze falling on the notebook containing his Elemental Sphere that rested on his desk, his first permanent Magical Artifact, a tribute to his skill and commitment. By integrating the elements into the scrying process, I may be able to forge a stronger connection to the world through symbolism, to tap into the very essence of the world itself, to see through the eyes of the elements themselves.
Lucas's fingers brushed against the smooth surface of the sphere, feeling the thrum of power that lay within, a heartbeat pulsing in time with his own. Fire, air, water, and earth, he recited silently, the words a mantra in his mind, a key to unlocking the secrets of the universe. The building blocks of creation, the foundation upon which all things rest, the primal forces that shape the world and all that lies within it. If I can harness their power for divination, bend them to my will, make them an extension of my own senses...
He allowed the thought to fade away, his mind swiftly moving forward, imagining the intricate network of magic and symbolism that would lay the foundation for his scrying matrix, a composition of elements brought together in flawless harmony. It would be a work of art, a masterpiece of magic artifice.
The past, the present, and the future, he reflected, his eyes glinting with a cold, determined light, like the gleam of a sword in the moonlight. All will be laid bare before me, and I will use that knowledge to shape the world to my will, to mold it like clay in the hands of a master potter. And if the answers I seek cannot be found within myself, if the secrets of divination lie beyond my grasp...
His thoughts turned to the seer at Hogwarts, a faint smile playing at the corners of his mouth, a hint of anticipation in the curve of his lips. Then I will find them elsewhere, by any means necessary, and I will not rest until I have unlocked the mysteries of the divinatory arts, until I have made them my own.
With a final, decisive nod, Lucas returned to his seat, his gaze once again falling on the pool of water before him, the surface still and mirror-like once more. He had much work to do, many experiments to conduct, many paths to explore, but he would not be deterred, not by the limitations of his own abilities, nor by the obstacles that lay ahead.


Deep within the Arabian Desert, an age-old fortress rose, its worn stone walls bearing witness to the mysteries and darkness that had lingered inside for ages. The air hung heavy with the scent of frankincense and myrrh, a cloying sweetness that clung to the skin and lingered in the lungs. The only sound was the soft whisper of the wind as it stirred the sand, a sibilant hiss that echoed through the empty halls and corridors.
Deep within the fortress, in a room illuminated by the flickering light of oil lamps, a group of figures sat around a low table, their faces obscured by the shadows that danced along the walls. At the head of the table sat a man draped in black, his features hidden beneath a veil of silk, a pair of eyes glinting in the darkness like polished onyx. The Ebon Lord, they called him, a name spoken in hushed whispers and fearful tones, a legend that had long haunted the sands of Arabia.
To his right sat The Viper, his second-in-command, a man as lean and deadly as the serpent that gave him his name. His eyes were cold and calculating, his lips curled in a perpetual sneer, as if he found the world and all its inhabitants beneath his contempt.
The others gathered around the table were an eclectic mix, each one a master of their craft, a specialist in the art of death and destruction. There was The Scorpion, a woman with a face like a carved mask, her eyes as black as the venom that coursed through her veins. The Jackal, a man with a smile like a knife's edge, his laughter a harsh, grating sound that set teeth on edge. And The Vulture, a hunched figure with a beak-like nose and eyes that glittered with a feverish intensity, as if he could see the death that clung to each and every one of them.
They were the higher-ups of The Ebon Hand, a cabal of assassins and spies, of wizards and witches who dealt in secrets and shadows, in whispers and lies. They were the ones who pulled the strings, the ones who made the deals and the decisions that shaped the world from behind the scenes.
And now, they had gathered to discuss their latest contract, a task that had been brought to them by a man with more money than sense, a fool who thought he could buy their loyalty with gold and empty promises.
"Harry Potter," The Ebon Lord said, his voice a rasping whisper that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once. "The Boy-Who-Lived, the child prodigy who has taken the Muggle world by storm."
The Viper leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table, his fingers steepled beneath his chin. "A dangerous target," he mused, his voice as smooth as silk. "The boy is well-protected, both by his fame and by the Muggle authorities."
The Scorpion scoffed, her lips twisting in a sneer. "What do we care for Muggle authorities?" she spat, her voice dripping with disdain. "We are The Ebon Hand, the shadow that falls across the world. We do not fear them."
The Jackal laughed, a harsh, grating sound that echoed off the stone walls. "Indeed," he said, his eyes glinting with a feverish intensity. "The boy is nothing to us, a mere child playing at greatness. We will crush him like an insect beneath our heel."
But one figure remained silent, her eyes downcast, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. The Raven, they called her, a woman with a face as pale as moonlight and eyes as dark as the night sky. She was the youngest of the higher-ups, a rising star in the organization, but now she seemed hesitant, uncertain.
"Perhaps," she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper, "we should reconsider this contract. Harry Potter is not just the Boy-Who-Lived, he is a prodigy, a genius who has advanced multiple fields of science by years. His work could benefit the entire world, Muggle and magical alike. Is it wise to snuff out such a bright light?"
The room fell silent, the only sound the soft hiss of the oil lamps and the distant howl of the wind. The Ebon Lord turned his gaze upon The Raven, his eyes boring into hers, a silent challenge in their depths. For a long moment, he said nothing, the tension in the room growing thicker with each passing second.
Then, without warning, The Raven's head exploded in a spray of blood and bone, her body slumping forward onto the table, a puppet with its strings cut. The others recoiled, their eyes wide with shock and horror, as The Ebon Lord slowly lowered his hand, a wisp of smoke curling from his fingertip.
"I do not tolerate dissent," he said softly, his voice as cold as the desert night. "We are The Ebon Hand, and we do not question our contracts. We do not care for the greater good, for the advancement of science or the betterment of the world. We care only for profit, for power, for the reputation that strikes fear into the hearts of all who hear our name."
He leaned forward, his eyes glinting beneath the veil, a predator's gaze fixed upon his prey. "Harry Potter will die," he said, each word as heavy as a stone. "And we will be the ones to strike the blow, to snuff out his light and plunge the world into darkness. That is our purpose, our calling, and we will not falter in our duty."
The others nodded, their faces grim, their eyes hard as flint. They knew the price of failure, the cost of disobedience. They were The Ebon Hand, and they would not be denied.
As the meeting adjourned and the higher-ups filed out of the room, The Viper lingered behind, his eyes fixed upon the lifeless body of The Raven, a faint smile playing at the corners of his mouth. He had never liked the woman, had always seen her as a threat to his position, a rival for The Ebon Lord's favor.
And now, she was gone, a footnote in the annals of The Ebon Hand, a cautionary tale for those who dared to question the will of the organization. The Viper's smile widened, a cold, cruel thing that held no warmth or mercy. He had always known that power was the only thing that mattered in this world, and now, he held more power than ever before.
He turned and strode from the room, his footsteps echoing off the stone walls, a shadow among shadows, a whisper in the dark. The Ebon Hand would strike, and Harry Potter would fall, and the world would tremble at their feet. And The Viper would be there, watching it all unfold, a serpent coiled in the shadows, waiting for his moment to strike.


The Max Planck Institute for Solid State Research in Stuttgart, Germany, stood as a monument to scientific progress, its modern architecture a harmonious blend of glass, steel, and concrete. Sunlight streamed through the expansive windows, casting a warm glow on the polished floors and pristine white walls. The air hummed with the quiet energy of brilliant minds at work, the faint whirring of advanced equipment and the soft murmur of conversations creating a symphony of innovation.
In a spacious conference room overlooking the institute's meticulously landscaped courtyard, Lucas sat across from Heinz Gerischer, a renowned expert in physical chemistry and electrochemistry. The room was a study in understated elegance, with sleek lines, neutral colors, and minimalist furnishings that allowed the focus to remain on the exchange of ideas.
Heinz leaned forward, his wire-rimmed glasses catching the light as he studied the young prodigy before him. "I must confess," he began, his voice rich with experience, "when I first learned of your groundbreaking discoveries, I had my reservations. A child, no matter how gifted, making such significant strides in battery technology? It seemed almost too extraordinary to believe."
Lucas met Heinz's gaze, his emerald eyes clear and unwavering. "I understand your initial skepticism, Dr. Gerischer," he replied, his voice even and measured. "But as you've had the opportunity to review my work, I trust that the evidence speaks for itself. The hypotheses I've put forth and the experiments I've designed hold the potential to revolutionize the field."
Heinz nodded, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Indeed, they do. Your paper on the application of nanostructured materials in lithium-ion batteries is particularly compelling. The concept of utilizing graphene as an anode material, in conjunction with an innovative electrolyte composition... it's a daring proposition, but one that could yield remarkable improvements in energy density and cycle life."
Lucas steepled his fingers beneath his chin, his mind whirring with the possibilities. "Precisely," he agreed, his voice carrying a hint of contained enthusiasm. "By harnessing the exceptional properties of graphene—its expansive surface area, superior electrical conductivity, and mechanical resilience—we can develop batteries that not only possess higher energy storage capacity but also charge more rapidly and exhibit greater longevity."
As the discussion delved deeper into the intricacies of Lucas's research, the room seemed to fade away, the two scientists engrossed in a intricate dance of ideas and potential. The bodyguards stationed near the door, their presence a discreet reminder of Lucas's prodigious status, remained alert yet unobtrusive, blending seamlessly into the background.
Time seemed to slow as Lucas and Heinz pored over the preliminary experimental data, their keen eyes analyzing every detail. The outcomes were positive, with graphs and charts confirming the accuracy of Lucas's theories. The room thrummed with the energy of discovery, of pushing the frontiers of scientific understanding.
"These findings are extraordinary," Heinz remarked, his voice hushed with admiration. "The increase in energy density alone is remarkable, and the cycle life... it's unparalleled."
Lucas inclined his head, a faint smile ghosting across his lips, a glimmer of quiet satisfaction in his eyes. "It's a promising beginning," he acknowledged, his tone measured and composed. "However, there is still much to be accomplished. We must refine the manufacturing process, optimize the electrode structures, and conduct additional testing to ensure long-term stability and reliability."
Heinz leaned back in his chair, his gaze distant, as if envisioning a future shaped by the young prodigy's groundbreaking work. "With the resources and expertise of the Max Planck Institute at our disposal, I am confident that we can bring this technology to fruition. The potential impact on the world... it's truly remarkable."
Lucas's eyes shone with a quiet intensity, a controlled fire burning within their emerald depths. "Indeed," he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. "The world stands on the precipice of a new era, one in which clean, sustainable energy is not merely an aspiration, but a tangible reality. And we, Dr. Gerischer, hold the power to make that vision a reality."
As the meeting drew to a close and the scientists began to disperse, Lucas remained seated, his gaze fixed upon the city beyond the windows, his mind lost in contemplation. The path ahead was clear, the challenges numerous, but he knew, with a certainty that burned like a steady flame within his core, that he would not rest until his vision was realized. The world was evolving, and Lucas stood at the vanguard of that change, a child prodigy with the power to shape the future. And as he rose from his chair, his steps purposeful and assured, he knew that nothing, not even the weight of his own destiny, could deter him from his path.


The sleek black Mercedes glided through the tranquil German forest, its powerful engine purring softly as it navigated the winding road. Inside the luxurious vehicle, Lucas sat in contemplative silence, his green eyes watched the changing scenery, full of bright greens and deep browns. The meeting with the top scientists at the university was successful, their smart minds coming together in a deep mix of ideas and possibilities, each lighting the way in the progress of science.
As the car navigated through the thick greenery, Lucas became introspective, his mind going over the main parts of the conversation, examining each detail with careful accuracy. The advancements in battery technology, their possible uses in countless areas, and the ripple effect that might transform society itself—all these unfolded before him like a chessboard filled with endless opportunities, every move a deliberate step towards shaping a future he envisioned.
Next to him, his bodyguards remained alert, their eyes carefully watching the surroundings. They were a quiet force, highlighting his important role and the expectations that came with it. Despite this, Lucas stayed relaxed, his posture comfortable and his breathing smooth, showing a calm confidence.
As the convoy rounded a bend in the road, the tranquil scene was shattered by a sudden, violent explosion. The lead car erupted in a fiery blast, metal and glass spraying in all directions, the acrid scent of burning rubber and gasoline filling the air. Lucas's car swerved, the driver's reflexes tested to their limits as he fought to maintain control, the tires screeching against the asphalt.
In the chaos of the moment, time seemed to slow, each second stretching into an eternity. Lucas's gaze snapped to the window, his eyes widening fractionally as he caught sight of the RPG streaking towards them, a harbinger of destruction. His thoughts spun rapidly, filled with calculations and odds, each one a brief hope, a clutch at survival.
The air around him vibrated, the slight silhouette of his protective magic appearing, a delicate barrier ready for the approaching force. The necklace he wore throbbed with a mystical power, the magic-enriched blood inside shining with a soft, red glow. Meanwhile, the Air Purification Shield spell he cast worked silently, an unseen protector filtering out the world's poisons from the air he inhaled.
And then, in a heartbeat, the RPG struck, the world exploding in a maelstrom of fire and shrapnel.


 
 

  
    First Battle

    

        Chapter 19: First Battle

 The tranquil serenity of the German forest shattered in an instant as the RPG streaked through the air, a deadly missile hurtling towards the sleek black Mercedes with terrifying precision. The projectile slammed into the vehicle's side, the impact a deafening roar that echoed through the trees like a clap of thunder, the force of the explosion sending the car careening off the narrow road and into the dense underbrush.
Metal screamed and glass shattered as the Mercedes flipped and rolled, the once-pristine bodywork crumpling like paper under the relentless onslaught of the forest floor. Flames erupted from the engine, hungry tongues of fire that licked at the twisted wreckage, the heat searing the air and filling the nostrils with the acrid stench of burning rubber and gasoline. Smoke billowed from the ruined vehicle, thick plumes of black that curled towards the canopy above, a stark contrast to the clear blue sky that peeked through the leaves.
Inside the car, chaos reigned supreme, the world reduced to a dizzying blur of shattered glass and twisted metal as the vehicle tumbled end over end, the laws of physics abandoned in the face of such wanton destruction. The air was filled with the screams of the dying, the agonized wails of those trapped within the mangled wreckage, their bodies broken and bleeding, their lives hanging by the thinnest of threads.
Amidst the chaos, Lucas emerged from the ruined vehicle, his movements precise and calculated, his face an inscrutable mask of composure. His emerald eyes scanned the surroundings, taking in the scene with a clinical detachment, his mind already whirring with calculations and probabilities. The protective spells that had shielded him from the worst of the blast danced around him, a veil of energy that cast an ethereal shimmer on his pale skin, like a ghostly aura that clung to his form.
Behind him, the sound of car doors slamming and hurried footsteps crunching on gravel heralded the arrival of his remaining bodyguards. Their voices, sharp and urgent, cut through the eerie stillness of the forest, a jarring contrast to the tranquil birdsong that had filled the air just moments before. The metallic scent of blood mingled with the acrid stench of the wreckage, a nauseating cocktail that threatened to overwhelm the senses.
"Mr. Potter, are you alright?" one of them called out, his tone laced with concern and a hint of fear, the words hanging in the air like a desperate plea.
But before Lucas could reply, the sharp crack of a sniper rifle echoed through the trees, and the bodyguard crumpled to the ground, a neat hole in his forehead, his eyes wide and staring in death, a grotesque puppet whose strings had been suddenly cut. More shots followed in quick succession, each one finding its mark with terrifying precision, and within seconds, the remaining bodyguards lay motionless on the blood-soaked earth, their lifeless forms a stark display of violence and destruction.
Lucas's pulse quickened, a staccato rhythm in his chest, as he realized the true extent of the danger he faced. The world seemed to slow down around him, each second stretching into an eternity as he watched a bullet streak towards him, its path a deadly arc of inevitability. The necklace at his throat, pulsing with the power of his spell-infused blood, flared brightly, a desperate attempt to deflect the incoming projectile. But even as the bullet's momentum was slowed, the necklace's glow faded, its energy exhausted, and Lucas knew he had only seconds to act, his mind racing to find a solution to the impending doom that hurtled towards him.
With a surge of willpower, he honed his focus, his vast sea visualization aligning seamlessly, his intellect functioning with the precision of a surgeon's scalpel. The air around him shimmered and rippled, his magical shield springing to life just as the bullet reached him. The projectile hung suspended in midair for a fraction of a second, its surface reflecting the dappled sunlight that filtered through the leaves, a mocking reminder of the beauty that persisted even in the face of death, before it dropped harmlessly to the ground, its deadly intent thwarted by the sheer force of Lucas's will.
Lucas's breath came in short, sharp gasps as he surveyed the carnage around him, his mind racing with the implications of the attack. Someone had gone to great lengths to eliminate him, to snuff out his brilliance like a candle in the wind, a thought that sent a chill down his spine, a cold, creeping sensation that settled in the pit of his stomach like a lead weight. His eyes narrowed, the emerald depths hardening like chips of ice, as he contemplated the audacity of his attackers, the sheer arrogance of their actions igniting a cold fury that burned in his veins like liquid nitrogen.
But even as the gravity of his situation sank in, Lucas's mind was already shifting gears, his thoughts turning to the task of survival, the gears of his intellect turning with ruthless efficiency. He knew he couldn't stay out in the open, exposed and vulnerable to further attacks, the dense underbrush and towering trees of the forest his only allies in the face of this unseen enemy. His jaw clenched, the muscles in his neck taut with tension, as he fought to maintain his composure, his mind racing to formulate a plan of action.
With a sharp intake of breath, Lucas snapped out of his momentary daze, his eyes narrowing as he chastised himself for his lapse in focus. He couldn't afford to let his guard down, not even for a second, the price of failure too high to contemplate. With a thought, he vanished from sight, his form blending seamlessly into the surrounding foliage as he darted towards a nearby tree, his footsteps silent and swift, the only sound the pounding of his heart in his ears.
But just as he reached the shelter of the ancient oak, another sniper bullet slammed into his magical shield, the impact sending a shockwave through his body, his teeth rattling in his skull from the force of the blow. Surprised, but still focused, Lucas diverted more and more of his will towards the shield, pouring every ounce of his concentration into maintaining the protective barrier, the strain of the effort etched into the lines of his face. The shield held, but he knew that if he faced too many of such direct attacks, his will would be exhausted sooner or later, his defenses crumbling like a house of cards in the face of a hurricane.
How could they know where I was when I was invisible and my footsteps silenced by magic? The thought raced through his mind, a puzzle that demanded solving, his brow furrowed in concentration as he searched for the answer. Then, it hit him, the realization as sudden and jarring as a bolt of lightning splitting the sky. Night-vision goggles, specifically ones that worked by using thermal imaging, could detect his heat signature, tracking him no matter whether he was invisible or not, a chilling reminder of the lengths his enemies were willing to go to see him dead.
During this contemplation, another sniper bullet tore through the tree he was hiding behind, the high-caliber round easily penetrating the thick bark and slamming into his magical shield at his back, the impact sending him stumbling forward, his heart pounding in his chest. Shocked, Lucas dropped to the ground, his mind racing as he tried to think of a solution to this urgent issue, his fingers digging into the damp earth beneath him as he fought to maintain his focus.
Heat, heat, heat, he repeated to himself, his thoughts turning to his mastery of fire and frost magic, his thoughts arranging with practical efficiency. His fire magic was weaker than his frost magic, but in the heat of the moment, his only idea was to blanket the surrounding area in heat, enough to make sure that the thermal goggles couldn't pinpoint his exact position, a desperate gamble that could mean the difference between life and death.
Another sniper shot hit the magical shield around his leg, and Lucas quickly utilized his Vast Sea Visualization technique, meditating in the middle of the fatal dangers surrounding him, a feat only possible through literal years of practice, his mind as still and calm as the surface of a frozen lake. He quickly warmed up the entire sea of his mind, the water growing warmer and warmer, even as the vast force sphere in the sky representing his magical shield flickered and dimmed with each successive sniper shot, a visual representation of his dwindling reserves of power.
With a surge of focus and will, the entire sea reached a sufficient temperature, and Lucas opened his eyes, returning to the real world, his senses on high alert for any sign of further danger. The air around him was warm, almost unbearably so, and he could feel beads of sweat forming on his brow from the intense heat his magic had generated, the moisture trickling down his face and stinging his eyes. Yet, as the seconds ticked by, there were no more sniper shots, the forest falling silent once more, the only sound the rustling of leaves in the breeze and the distant chirping of birds.
Lucas rose to his feet, his movements cautious and measured, his senses on high alert for any sign of further danger, his eyes scanning the surrounding foliage for any hint of movement. The heat radiating from his body distorted the air around him, creating a shimmering mirage that obscured his form, a ghostly aura that clung to his skin like a second layer of protection.
With a quiet breath that barely stirred the air, Lucas shifted his weight forward, the decision firm in his heart. The forest floor barely whispered under his feet as he began to move, initially slow but quickly gaining speed. His form, barely visible and silent, seemed to merge with the heat haze that cloaked him, making him part of the forest's own mystique.
As Lucas raced through the dense underbrush, his mind focused on a single, chilling thought: he had to eliminate the hunters before they could strike again. The audacity of their attack, the sheer arrogance of firing an RPG at his car, ignited a cold fury within him, a ruthless determination that propelled him forward with unwavering purpose. Invisible and silent, the air around him shimmering with heat, Lucas reached into his jacket and retrieved the notebook containing the Elemental Sphere.
With a flick of his will, the notebook opened, and the sphere floated into his waiting hand, its surface cool and smooth against his skin, a stark contrast to the searing heat that radiated from his body. The sphere pulsed with power, its grooves glowing faintly in the dappled sunlight that filtered through the forest canopy. Lucas could feel the artifact's energy thrumming through his veins, amplifying his already formidable magical abilities to new heights.
As he pressed deeper into the forest, Lucas's keen senses picked up on the presence of his assailants, their hushed voices and the metallic clinking of their weapons betraying their position. He crept closer, his footsteps muffled by the soft earth, until he could make out their forms through the dense foliage. The assassins stood in a loose formation, their camo clothing blending seamlessly with the dappled shadows of the forest. They spoke in low, urgent tones into their walkie-talkies, their brows furrowed in confusion and growing unease.
Lucas listened intently, his lips curling into a cold smile as he heard their bewildered reports. "Everyone's down, but the target... he's gone invisible," one of them muttered, his voice tinged with disbelief. "Thermals are useless. The whole area's heating up."
As if on cue, the assassins began to shift uncomfortably, their eyes widening as they felt the temperature around them rising rapidly. Beads of sweat formed on their brows, and they exchanged nervous glances, their fingers tightening on the grips of their weapons. The air shimmered with heat, distorting their vision and making it difficult to breathe.
Lucas seized the moment, his eyes narrowing as he focused his will into the Elemental Sphere. Within the depths of his Vast Sea Visualization, he condensed frost magic into a concentrated beam, channeling it through the sphere. The artifact amplified the spell's power, causing the grooves etched into its surface to blaze with an icy blue light.
The Frostbeam surged forth, a blinding streak of pure, frigid energy that streaked towards the unsuspecting assassins. The beam struck one of the men square in the chest, punching a frozen hole through his torso. Organs and tissue crystallized instantly, the assassin's body convulsing as the icy cold consumed him from within. Frost spread across his skin, turning it a deathly blue as his blood froze in his veins. The man's final breath escaped his lips in a plume of icy mist, his eyes wide with shock and horror as he crumpled to the ground, his body shattering into a thousand frozen shards.
The remaining assassins scattered, their faces contorted in a mix of fear and rage. They opened fire, their automatic weapons spitting lead in a desperate attempt to hit their invisible assailant. Bullets whizzed past Lucas, ricocheting off tree trunks and tearing through the underbrush, but his invisible form remained untouched by the hail of gunfire.
With a thought, Lucas summoned a spike of earth from the ground, impaling another fleeing assassin. The man's scream cut through the air, a gurgling, agonized sound that was abruptly silenced as the earthen spear tore through his body. Blood gushed from the wound, staining the earth a deep crimson as the assassin's lifeless body dangled from the spike, his limbs twitching in a macabre dance of death.
Simultaneously, Lucas cast a Sticky spell, adhering the boots of the remaining assassins to the ground, rendering them immobile. The men struggled against the invisible force, their muscles straining as they tried to break free, but the spell held fast, leaving them helpless and vulnerable.
Branches snapped from nearby trees, their jagged ends glinting in the dappled sunlight as they hurtled towards the trapped men. The assassins' eyes widened in terror as the improvised spears found their marks, piercing flesh and bone with sickening thuds. Blood pooled on the forest floor, a macabre tableau of violence and death. The men's screams echoed through the forest, a symphony of agony that was abruptly silenced by the soothing caress of Lucas's Calming Spell.
One assassin remained, his hands shaking as he raised his automatic weapon and fired blindly into the surrounding foliage. Lucas watched impassively as the bullets whizzed past him, his invisible form untouched by the hail of lead. With a casual flick of his wrist, he wrenched the gun from the man's grasp, turning it back on its owner. The weapon hung suspended in midair, its muzzle pointing directly at the assassin's legs and arms.
A staccato burst of gunfire erupted, the bullets tearing through the man's limbs, shredding muscle and shattering bone. The assassin's screams echoed through the forest, a symphony of agony that was abruptly silenced by the soothing caress of Lucas's Calming Spell. As the man lay on the ground, his eyes glazed and unfocused, Lucas approached, his hand outstretched.
He delved into the assassin's mind, his Legilimency probing for information, for the location of the remaining assailants. Images and thoughts flashed through Lucas's mind, a chaotic jumble of memories and emotions that he sifted through with cold, clinical precision. When he had what he needed, Lucas withdrew from the man's mind, his lips twisting into a cruel smile.
He raised his hand, and a torrent of flames erupted from his palm, engulfing the prone assassin in a searing inferno. The Elemental Sphere pulsed with power, amplifying the fire magic to a terrifying intensity. The flames roared with a life of their own, consuming everything in their path. The man's body convulsed, his skin blackening and peeling as the fire consumed him, the acrid stench of burning flesh filling the air.
Lucas watched the flames dance, the flickering light casting eerie shadows across his face. His emerald eyes glinted with a cold, ruthless determination, a chilling reminder of the darkness that lurked within his soul. He had eliminated the immediate threat, but he knew that this was only the beginning.


 
 

  
    Hunting the Hunters

    

        Chapter 20: Hunting the Hunters

 As the assassin crumbled to ash before him, the acrid stench of charred flesh mingling with the earthy scent of the forest, Lucas turned his gaze towards the location of the nearest sniper. His emerald eyes narrowed, the Elemental Sphere pulsing with power in his hands as he began to run, his small legs carrying him swiftly through the undergrowth. The forest blurred around him, a kaleidoscope of greens and browns as he dodged trees and leaped over fallen branches with a grace that belied his tender age. The air whipped past his face, cool and crisp, a stark contrast to the searing heat of the flames he had left behind.
Lucas's breath came in measured gasps, his chest rising and falling with each stride, the rhythm of his heart a steady drumbeat in his ears. As he surged forward, his thoughts moved with precise clarity, his intellect operating with unwavering precision. The thought of the snipers escaping, spreading knowledge of his powers to others, sent a chill down his spine, a cold, creeping sensation that settled in the pit of his stomach like a lead weight.
Lucas's eyes drifted shut for a moment, his awareness turning inward to the vast sea of his mind. The calm waters stretched endlessly before him, the horizon a distant line where sky met sea. Above, the azure expanse began to churn, clouds gathering and swirling in a dynamic flow that mirrored his intention to move swiftly and effortlessly.
A gentle breeze stirred the air above the sea, escalating into a formidable gale that gathered momentum with each passing second. The wind moved with purpose, a tailwind that propelled forward with unyielding force, driven by Lucas's focused intention to enhance his speed. As the gale intensified, Lucas visualized drawing down its essence, channeling the energy and directionality into his physical form. Luminous particles streamed from the sky, condensing into a tailwind that enveloped him in the real world, reducing resistance and pushing him forward with each stride.
Simultaneously, Lucas's attention turned to the sea's surface, where the wind's power created rolling swells. He imagined himself harnessing this rhythmic motion, lifting slightly off the ground with each swell to reduce friction and allow for faster, more fluid movement. The sea's upward force complemented the gale's forward push, propelling him onward with increasing velocity.
Lucas combined these elements into a singular, focused intent, activating the spell by envisioning the gale's push at his back and the swell's lift under his feet. Each breath drew the wind's energy closer, each exhalation releasing any resistance he might feel. The Elemental Sphere in his hands amplified the power of the gale and swell, enabling him to reach the speed of a grown athlete despite his small stature.
The forest became a blur of motion as Lucas raced towards the sniper's last known location, his footsteps barely touching the ground. Fallen branches cracked beneath his feet, the sound muffled by the rustling of leaves overhead. The earthy scent of the forest filled his nostrils, mingling with the faint, metallic tang of blood that still clung to his skin.
As he neared the spot where the sniper had been, Lucas's eyes scanned the surroundings, his gaze sharp and calculating. The sniper was gone, the only sign of their presence a faint impression in the undergrowth where they had lain. The muscles in his neck taut with tension, Lucas raised the Elemental Sphere above his head, the runes etched into its surface glowing with a fierce, fiery light. Small beams of flame shot out in every direction, igniting the trees and bushes they touched. The forest erupted into an inferno, the crackling of the flames drowning out the distant calls of birds and the rustling of leaves.
Smoke billowed from the burning foliage, thick and choking, but Lucas remained unaffected, his Air Purification Shield transforming the acrid fumes into pure, breathable air. He watched impassively as the flames spread, consuming everything in their path, the heat of the fire a palpable force against his skin.
In the distance, a flicker of movement caught Lucas's eye, a figure clad in green rising from the undergrowth and beginning to run. A sniper, attempting to flee the apocalyptic blaze. Lucas's lips curled into a cold, mirthless smile, his fingers tightening around the Elemental Sphere.
As the flames drew near, Lucas stood firm, his mind's eye conjuring the image of his vast sea under a tranquil, starlit sky. The serenity of the scene stood in stark contrast to the urgency of the encroaching fire, but it was this very calmness that Lucas drew upon to control the situation.
From the surface of the sea, a dense, cool mist began to rise, thickening and spreading to form a protective barrier between Lucas and the approaching flames. Simultaneously, a gentle but firm breeze stirred the air above the water, directed towards the fire with precise intent. The mist and breeze merged at the edge of the flames, the cool moisture absorbing and dissipating the heat while the wind ensured the mist remained dense and focused where it was needed most.
Lucas extended his hands towards the fire, fingers spread, channeling his intent through his palms. The mist and breeze emanated from his fingertips, merging into the physical world as a tangible force that met the flames head-on. The fire encountered the cool, moist barrier and began to diminish, its heat absorbed and its fuel deprived of oxygen.
Lucas maintained the visualization, adjusting the intensity and coverage of the mist and breeze as necessary, his breathing calm and measured. Each inhale drew in tranquility from the sea, each exhale reinforcing the protective barrier.
With the flames held at bay, Lucas resumed his pursuit of the fleeing sniper, his steps swift and sure. The fire parted before him, the smoke transforming into pure air as he passed. Burning trees and blackened branches blurred past, the heat of the flames a distant sensation against his skin.
As he closed the distance, Lucas's eyes locked onto the sniper's retreating form, his gaze unwavering. With a thought, an earth spike shot up from the ground, piercing through the sniper's face with a sickening crunch. The man's head tore free from his neck, dangling grotesquely atop the spike, his lifeless eyes staring blankly at the smoke-filled sky.
Lucas approached the corpse, his expression impassive, the Elemental Sphere thrumming with power in his hands. He studied the sniper's mangled features, committing every detail to memory. The man's face was a ruin of shattered bone and torn flesh, his jaw hanging slack, his tongue lolling obscenely from his mouth. Blood dripped from the ragged stump of his neck, pooling on the ground below.
Lucas's gaze traveled down the sniper's body, taking in the camouflage fatigues, the combat boots, the various pouches and holsters that adorned his belt. He reached out with his free hand, his fingers brushing against the cold metal of the sniper rifle that lay discarded on the ground. The weapon was a sleek, deadly thing, its barrel still warm from recent use.
The flames continued to rage around him, the heat of the fire a palpable force against his skin. But Lucas paid it no mind. He had more important things to worry about than a little discomfort.
He raised the Elemental Sphere once more, the runes etched into its surface glowing with a fierce, fiery light. With a thought, he sent a pulse of energy rippling outward, a silent command to the flames to spread, to consume everything in their path.
The forest erupted into an inferno, the crackling of the flames drowning out all other sounds. Smoke billowed from the burning foliage, thick and choking, but Lucas remained unaffected, his Air Purification Shield transforming the acrid fumes into pure, breathable air.
He watched impassively as the flames spread, consuming everything in their path. Trees toppled, their trunks reduced to charred stumps. Bushes and undergrowth withered and died, their leaves curling and blackening in the heat.
As the inferno raged, Lucas turned his attention to the remaining fleeing snipers, their silhouettes barely visible through the thick smoke and dancing flames. With a flick of his wrist, he sent a gust of wind surging through the forest, parting the smoke like a curtain and revealing the terrified faces of his prey.
He moved forward, his steps deliberate and measured, the Elemental Sphere pulsing with power in his hand. The snipers stumbled through the undergrowth, their weapons discarded, their eyes wide with fear. They knew they were no match for the demon child.
Lucas raised the Elemental Sphere, his emerald eyes reflecting the flickering flames. With a thought, he sent a giant blast of air hurtling towards the nearest sniper, lifting him off his feet and slamming him into a smoldering tree trunk. The man's scream was cut short as the impact knocked the breath from his lungs, his body crumpling to the ground like a marionette with its strings cut.
The remaining snipers scattered, their instincts overriding their training as they sought to put as much distance between themselves and the terrifying child as possible. But there was no escape from Lucas's wrath. He pursued them relentlessly, the Elemental Sphere guiding his steps, its runes glowing brighter with each passing moment.
He caught up to the second sniper at the edge of a clearing, the man's face streaked with soot and sweat. Lucas regarded him coldly, his head tilted slightly to the side, as if contemplating the most efficient way to dispose of this latest obstacle. The sniper's eyes darted from side to side, searching for an escape route, but there was none to be found.
With a flick of his wrist, Lucas sent a torrent of water surging from the Elemental Sphere, engulfing the sniper in a swirling vortex. The man thrashed and gasped, his lungs filling with water as he was dragged beneath the surface. Lucas watched impassively as the sniper's struggles grew weaker, his body finally going limp as the life drained from him.
The final sniper had managed to put some distance between himself and Lucas, his legs pumping furiously as he sprinted through the burning forest. But Lucas was not one to be denied his prey. He closed his eyes, reaching out with his magic, feeling for the telltale vibrations of the sniper's footsteps.
There. A flicker of movement, a disturbance in the earth. Lucas's eyes snapped open, and he thrust the Elemental Sphere forward, a wave of earth rising up to meet his command. The ground beneath the sniper's feet buckled and heaved, sending him sprawling face-first into the dirt.
Lucas approached slowly, his expression impassive, the Elemental Sphere glowing with an eerie, pulsing light. The sniper scrambled to his feet, his hands held up in a gesture of surrender, his eyes wide with terror.
"Please," he whispered, his voice hoarse with smoke and fear. "Please, don't kill me."
Lucas regarded him coldly, his head cocked to the side, as if considering the man's plea. Then, with a flick of his wrist, he sent a blast of air hurtling towards the sniper, lifting him off his feet and slamming him into a nearby tree. The man's head struck the trunk with a sickening crack, and he crumpled to the ground, his eyes staring sightlessly at the smoke-filled sky.
Lucas turned away, the Elemental Sphere pulsing with power in his hand. The forest burned around him, the flames casting flickering shadows across his face. He had done what needed to be done, had eliminated the threat to his life and his plans.


In the warmly lit living room of the Granger household, the family gathered around the television, their attention captured by the evening news. Daniel Granger, a tall, bespectacled man with a kind face, sat on the sofa, his arm draped around his wife, Emma, who nestled into his embrace. Their seven-year-old daughter, Hermione, perched on the edge of the armchair, her bushy brown hair framing her face as she watched the screen, her eyes wide with curiosity and concern.
The news anchor, a well-groomed man with a somber expression, shuffled his papers before looking directly into the camera. "Breaking news: An attempt has been made on the life of Harry Potter, the world-renowned child prodigy, during his visit to Germany. Reports indicate that a group of assassins targeted the young genius, resulting in a devastating attack that claimed the lives of his bodyguards and left a small forest in flames."
Hermione's fingers tightened around the armrests of the chair, her knuckles turning white as she leaned forward, her heart pounding against her ribcage. She had read about Harry Potter in the newspapers and magazines, marveling at his incredible intellect and the groundbreaking discoveries he had made at such a tender age. The thought of someone trying to harm him sent a chill down her spine, like icy tendrils creeping along her vertebrae.
The news anchor continued, his voice grave, the weight of his words hanging in the air. "According to eyewitness accounts, Harry Potter's bodyguards bravely sacrificed their lives to protect the young prodigy, urging him to flee to safety in a nearby car while they held off the attackers. The ensuing battle resulted in the destruction of a small forest, with flames consuming the area as the assassins were reportedly eliminated."
Daniel shook his head, his brow furrowed, the lines on his forehead deepening with concern. "Who would want to harm a child, especially one as brilliant as Harry Potter?" he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper, as if speaking the words too loudly would make the situation more real.
Emma placed a comforting hand on her husband's knee, her eyes filled with worry, the corners of her mouth turned down in a subtle frown. "It's just awful," she whispered, her gaze flickering to Hermione, who sat transfixed by the news report, her young face a mixture of fear and fascination.
The screen shifted to a live feed, where a disheveled and visibly shaken Harry Potter stood before a crowd of reporters, his emerald eyes glistening, the light catching the unshed tears that threatened to spill down his cheeks. Hermione's heart ached for him, the sight of his pain searing itself into her young mind, like a brand upon her memory.
Harry's voice wavered as he spoke, his words measured, each syllable weighted with grief. "I am deeply saddened by the loss of my bodyguards, who gave their lives to protect me. They were not just my protectors, but my friends, and I will forever be grateful for their bravery and sacrifice." He paused, taking a shuddering breath, his chest rising and falling with the effort to maintain his composure. "I hope that the authorities will swiftly bring those responsible for this heinous act to justice, so that no one else has to endure the pain and suffering that I have experienced today."
As Harry stepped away from the podium, the camera zoomed in on his face, capturing the glistening trails of tears that streaked his cheeks, the light reflecting off the moisture, creating a haunting portrait of sorrow. Hermione felt a lump form in her throat, her own eyes welling up with tears as she watched the young prodigy's grief play out on the screen, his pain palpable, even through the barrier of the television.
In that moment, a flicker of determination ignited within her, a small flame that burned brightly in her chest. She silently vowed to herself that if she ever had the chance to meet Harry Potter, she would do everything in her power to be his friend, to offer him the support and understanding that he so clearly needed, to be a beacon of light in the darkness that seemed to surround him.
As the news report concluded, Daniel reached for the remote, his fingers hovering over the power button, the plastic cool beneath his touch. "I think that's enough for tonight," he said softly, his eyes meeting Emma's in a silent exchange of concern, a wordless conversation passing between them.
Hermione nodded, her mind still reeling from the events she had witnessed on the screen, the images replaying in her head like a never-ending loop. She slipped off the armchair, her footsteps soft against the carpeted floor as she made her way to her parents' side, seeking the comfort of their presence. Emma wrapped an arm around her daughter, pulling her close, the warmth of her embrace a balm to Hermione's troubled soul. Daniel switched off the television, plunging the room into a contemplative silence, the weight of the news hanging heavy in the air.
In a luxurious hotel suite in Berlin, Lucas sat on the edge of the bed, his emerald eyes fixed on the television screen as he watched the news report of his own assassination attempt. The corners of his mouth twitched, a ghost of a smile playing on his lips as he observed the masterful performance he had given during the live interview, the way he had manipulated the emotions of the masses with a few well-chosen words and carefully crafted expressions.
The tears, the wavering voice, the carefully chosen words - all a calculated display to garner sympathy and support from the public. Lucas knew that by painting himself as the tragic, grieving survivor, he could further cement his status as a beloved figure, untouchable and revered by the masses, a pawn in his grand game of power and control.
He leaned back against the plush pillows, his fingers steepled beneath his chin, the cool silk of the pillowcase brushing against his skin as he replayed the events of the day in his mind. The assassins had been a threat, but easily dispatched with the power of the Elemental Sphere and his own formidable magical abilities.
Lucas's gaze drifted to the notebook that lay on the bedside table, its cover innocuous and unassuming, belying the power that lay within its pages. He had wielded the sphere with deadly precision, unleashing the fury of the elements upon his would-be killers, their screams a symphony to his ears, the smell of burning flesh and the crackle of flames a sweet perfume that lingered in his nostrils.
A knock at the door drew his attention, and Lucas rose from the bed, his movements fluid and graceful, the fabric of his small suit whispering against his skin as he crossed the room. His hand rested on the doorknob, the metal cool beneath his palm as he composed his features into a mask of solemn grief, the transformation as easy as slipping on a well-worn glove. With a deep breath, he opened the door, ready to face the world once more as the tragic, resilient child prodigy, his true nature hidden beneath a veil of innocence and vulnerability, a wolf in sheep's clothing.
As he stepped into the hallway, flanked by a new set of bodyguards, their faces a blur of insignificance, Lucas allowed himself a small, secret smile, the curve of his lips a silent promise of the power that lay ahead, the world his for the taking.


 
 

  
    Winds of Awareness

    

        Chapter 21: Winds of Awareness

 The sleek obsidian sedan glided effortlessly along the serpentine country roads, its tinted windows reflecting the verdant foliage that blurred past. Within the hushed confines of the cabin, Lucas sat motionless, his emerald gaze fixed upon the ever-changing landscape, his expression an impenetrable mask.
The soft purr of the engine and the occasional crunch of gravel beneath the tires were the only sounds that punctuated the stillness, a silence that mirrored the icy calm of Lucas's demeanor. As the outskirts of Cambridge emerged on the horizon, the towering spires of the ancient university cutting through the skyline like sentinels of knowledge, Lucas's lips pressed into a taut line, his brow furrowing ever so slightly.
His mind drifted to the events that had transpired in Germany, replaying the moments with clinical detachment. He had been caught unawares, his defenses lacking, his reliance on the Necklace of Protection a vulnerability that could have proven fatal under different circumstances. The realization lingered, a silent reminder of the need for constant vigilance, his fingers curling imperceptibly into the plush leather of the seat.
As the car turned onto the familiar street, Lucas's gaze settled upon the imposing façade of his home, the two-story structure an indicator to the wealth and prestige that his intellect had afforded him. The bodyguards flanking the front door stood at attention, their faces impassive masks, their eyes scanning the surroundings with unwavering vigilance.
The sedan rolled to a smooth stop, and Lucas stepped out, his movements fluid and graceful. The crisp autumn air caressed his skin, carrying with it the faint scent of wood smoke and the promise of change. He paused for a moment, his eyes sweeping over the immaculate grounds, taking in the manicured lawns and the carefully tended flower beds that lined the path to the front door, the vibrant hues of the blooms a stark contrast to the muted tones of the changing foliage.
As he approached the entrance, the heavy oak door swung open, revealing the familiar figures of Vernon and Petunia Dursley. Vernon's face was flushed, his brow furrowed with concern, while Petunia's eyes were rimmed with red, as if she had been weeping.
"You've returned," Vernon said, his voice gruff, his eyes darting over Lucas's form, searching for any signs of injury.
Petunia stepped forward, her hands clasped tightly in front of her, her knuckles pale with tension. "We saw the news," she said, her voice strained. "Are you... unharmed?"
Lucas met her gaze, his emerald eyes cool and impassive, betraying none of the turmoil that churned beneath the surface. "I am uninjured," he replied, his tone measured and even.
A movement in the corner of his eye caught his attention, and he turned to see Dudley hovering in the doorway, his face pale and his eyes wide with concern. The larger boy shifted his weight from one foot to the other, his hands fidgeting nervously at his sides.
"I'm... relieved you're alright," Dudley mumbled, his voice barely audible.
Lucas regarded his cousin for a moment, his expression unreadable. A slight nod was the only acknowledgment he offered before turning his attention back to Vernon and Petunia.
"If you'll excuse me," he said, brushing past them and making his way through the grand foyer and into the study.
The rich scent of polished wood and the faint aroma of lemon-scented cleaning products filled his nostrils, a comforting familiarity that belied the darkness that had seeped into his world. As he crossed the room, his fingers trailed along the smooth surface of the desk, his gaze sweeping over the intricate diagrams and models that adorned the walls, each serving as a tribute to his future knowledge and current achievements.
The thick, state-of-the-art computer sat on the desk, its screen dark and lifeless, a silent sentinel awaiting his command. Lucas approached the large bay window that overlooked the meticulously manicured gardens, the afternoon sun filtering through the glass and casting a warm glow over the room, bathing the polished wood in a golden hue.
As he stood there, his eyes fixed on the distant horizon, Lucas's mind drifted back to the events in Germany, replaying the moments like a well-worn film reel. The assassins' faces flashed before his mind's eye, their expressions twisted in fear and agony as he unleashed the full force of his magic upon them.
A soft hiss drew his attention, and he turned to see Nyx, his loyal grass snake companion, slithering across the polished floorboards towards him. The serpent coiled itself at his feet, its obsidian scales glistening in the warm light, its tongue flicking out to taste the air.
"You were concerned for my well-being," Lucas murmured, his voice low and soothing as he addressed the snake in Parseltongue.
Nyx's response was a series of soft hisses, her tone laced with a quiet intensity. "I sensed the fear and confusion of the others. But you emerged unscathed, as I knew you would."
Lucas's gaze drifted to the notebook that now lay on the desk, the Elemental Sphere pulsing with power within its pages. "My defenses were lacking," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "I underestimated the audacity of the attack."
Nyx's obsidian scales rippled as she shifted her coils, her serpentine gaze fixed on her master. "You will fortify your defenses, weave layers of protection around yourself. You will become untouchable."
The corners of Lucas's lips curved upwards ever so slightly, his emerald eyes glinting with a cold, calculated resolve. "Indeed," he murmured, his fingers tracing the intricate patterns etched into the notebook's cover. "This is merely the beginning."
His brain was a whirlwind of activity, with ideas and prospects swirling around like a storm, each thought increasingly complex and bold than the one before. He envisioned rings imbued with protective spells, clothing woven with enchantments that would shield him from harm and enhance his physical capabilities. He saw himself crafting amulets and talismans, each one a conduit for his magic, a wellspring of power that he could draw upon at a moment's notice…


The pale morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a soft glow upon Lucas's face as he sat cross-legged on the bed, his eyes closed in meditation. Nyx, the grass snake, coiled comfortably in his lap, her rhythmic breaths a gentle accompaniment to the stillness that enveloped the room.
Lucas's mind, however, was carefully considering something, grappling with a fundamental challenge that had arisen in his recent confrontation – the art of sensing. His emerald eyes opened, their depths reflecting a cold, analytical gleam as he contemplated the limitations of his current abilities.
Divination, a realm he had begun to explore, offered a glimpse into the present through scrying, but its reliability remained tenuous, a mere stepping stone on a path that stretched far into the unknown realms of past and future. A faint crease formed between his brows as he acknowledged the years of dedicated study that lay ahead before he could even hope to master such esoteric arts.
The method he had used to detect the vibrations in the earth, which had allowed him to pinpoint the running sniper's location, had been more a stroke of luck than a refined skill. In that moment, his senses had been heightened, attuned to the slightest tremors rippling through the ground. He had felt all manner of vibrations, a cacophony of movements that threatened to overwhelm him. It was by mere coincidence that he had latched onto the one consistent pattern, a steady rhythm moving in a specific direction, which had revealed the sniper's presence.
Lucas knew that relying on such a haphazard approach was impractical, a fleeting stroke of accidental magic akin to the untamed bursts of power exhibited by children in the wizarding world of Harry Potter. Without the aid of visualization, his raw magical abilities were a double-edged sword, their potency matched only by their unpredictability. To truly harness the full potential of a spell, he would need to dedicate himself to the arduous task of training his magic to associate the required emotional state with a specific intent and then gradually stripping away the emotion, something that would require unwavering focus and discipline.
But the present demanded a more immediate solution, a means to detect human presence across a vast area without resorting to the scorched-earth tactics he had employed in Germany. The memory of the smoldering forest, a reminder of his raw power, flickered through his mind, but it was accompanied by a subtle twist of his lips, a silent acknowledgment that such brute force was beneath him.
His thoughts turned to the wizarding world's Homenum Revelio spell, a convenient incantation that seemed to sense the life force or soul of humans. A fleeting smirk tugged at the corners of his mouth as he dismissed the spell, considering he doesn’t have a wand and doesn’t want to rely on one anyway.
He let out a quiet laugh, realizing his ability to control elements might help. The air, always around, seemed like it could be the key. But as he thought about it, doubt flashed across his face. He started to question how practical it was to pick out specific things in the huge space around him with all its moving air.
Words, however, will prove nothing. Experimentation is the only path forward.
As the first rays of dawn crept across the horizon, Lucas's emerald gaze hardened with resolve. With a gentle touch, he lifted the slumbering Nyx from his lap, her coils shifting subtly as he placed her on the bed. Rising with a measured stride, he crossed the room, the door opening before him as if sensing his approach, revealing the world beyond where the answers he sought awaited.
Descending the stairs, his footfalls were muffled by the silence spell he had woven, each step a whisper against the wooden planks. Pausing at the front door, Lucas's brow furrowed, his eyes slipping closed as he imagined the visualization required for the Invisibility Spell. A subtle ripple seemed to pass over his body, and when his eyes reopened, he had become imperceptible to the naked eye.
With a deft flick of his fingers, Lucas conjured a sphere of warmth that enveloped him, the air around him shimmering with heat haze. This was no mere display of pyrotechnics; it was a calculated maneuver, a means of dissuading any potential snipers from targeting him directly. The memory of that sniper bullet in Germany still lingered, a silent frost that seemed to follow in his wake.
As he stepped out into the cool morning air, the stark contrast between the warmth that clung to him and the crisp chill of the world beyond was palpable, like stepping from a furnace into a winter's embrace. Yet, Lucas pressed onwards, his footfalls silent against the pavement, his gaze fixed upon the nearby public park.
Those he passed seemed to pause, their brows furrowing in confusion as a sudden wave of warmth washed over them, only to dissipate as quickly as it had come. Nevertheless, Lucas paid them no heed, his focus unwavering as he pressed onwards, his mind already turning to the task at hand.
Upon reaching the park, Lucas's gaze swept over the expanse of greenery, taking in the gentle sway of the trees and the subtle dance of the grass in the morning breeze. A slight tilt of his head betrayed his consideration, his eyes narrowing ever so slightly as he evaluated the potential of each location. Finally, his gaze settled upon a small, raised pillar near the center of the park, its smooth surface offering an unobstructed vantage point.
With a graceful motion, Lucas ascended the pillar, settling cross-legged atop its surface as if it were a throne. His hands rested upon his knees, his fingers steepled as he drew in a slow, measured breath, his eyes drifting closed once more.
As the world around him faded away, Lucas found himself adrift upon the vast, endless expanse of his mental sea. The gentle ebb and flow of the waves lapped against the shores of his consciousness, a soothing rhythm that helped to center his focus. In the distance, the horizon stretched out before him, a hazy line where the azure waters met the endless sky, the sun a brilliant orb of golden light that cast its radiance across the rippling surface.
Air, he mused, his thoughts becoming focused as he turned his attention to the unseen currents that swirled around him. The ever-present medium through which all life moves and breathes. A slight furrow creased his brow as he considered the challenge before him, his mind already weighing the potential avenues of exploration with the precision of a surgeon.
With a subtle shift in his breathing, Lucas began to manipulate the currents within his mental landscape, coaxing them to dance and swirl at his command. At first, the sensations were broad, a general awareness of the wind's direction and strength. But as he delved deeper, his focus sharpened, and the nuances began to reveal themselves – the subtle eddies and vortices that formed as the air interacted with the world around it, like a thousand tiny whirlpools swirling in the wake of a great ship.
However, dissatisfaction tugged at the edges of his consciousness, a silent whisper that echoed with the steely edge of a blade. This is not enough, it seemed to say, its tone as cold and unyielding as the frost that clung to his footsteps. To truly sense the presence of others, I must push further, delve deeper into the very fabric of the air itself.
And so, Lucas began to experiment, altering the physical properties of the air within his mental sea – its temperature, its humidity, its very density. Each adjustment brought with it a new layer of sensation, a different "texture" that painted a more vivid picture of the world around him. The air grew thick and heavy, weighing down upon him like an oppressive blanket, only to be replaced by a crisp, biting chill that seemed to pierce straight through to his core, like the icy tendrils of a winter's grasp.
But still, the information remained too broad, too unfocused to pinpoint the specific movements and presences he sought. A slight tightening of his jaw betrayed the intensity of his focus as he considered his next move, his mind already weighing the potential of incorporating sound into his explorations with the precision of a master craftsman.
The wind carries all manner of vibrations, he reasoned, his mental gaze turning towards the distant horizon, where the waves crashed against an unseen shore in a thunderous symphony. Maybe, by attuning myself to these subtle disturbances, I can discern the footfalls and movements of those around me.
With a renewed sense of purpose, Lucas began to manipulate the air currents once more, this time focusing on the way they carried and distorted sound waves. At first, the cacophony of noises was overwhelming, a jumbled mess of distant roars and whispers, the rhythmic pounding of the waves against the shore, and the ever-present hum of the world around him, like a thousand voices clamoring for his attention.
But gradually, through sheer force of will and concentration, he began to discern patterns, to isolate individual sounds and trace them back to their sources with the precision of a master composer. The gentle lapping of the waves against the shoreline took on a new depth, each ripple and crest a distinct note in a vast, ever-changing symphony. The rustling of the leaves in the distant trees became a chorus of whispers, each one carrying its own unique timbre and cadence, like a thousand tiny voices whispering secrets to the wind.
But the limitations of this ability quickly became apparent. In crowded, noisy environments, the sounds blurred together, rendering his efforts futile, like trying to pick out a single voice in a crowded room. And even in quieter settings, the lack of directional precision made pinpointing specific movements an exercise in frustration, like trying to navigate a maze with only the faintest of echoes to guide him.
A soft exhale escaped Lucas's lips, a subtle expression of the impatience that flickered within him, like a spark struggling to ignite a flame. There must be a better way, he declared, his mental gaze turning towards the distant horizon, where the sun hung low in the sky, casting a brilliant path of light across the rippling waters, like a golden road leading to the very gates of heaven.
Temporarily setting aside the direct manipulation of air currents, Lucas turned his attention to the physical world around him. With a subtle gesture, he summoned a handful of leaves, watching as they danced and swirled in the gentle breeze that caressed the surface of his mental sea, like a thousand tiny ballerinas performing a delicate pas de deux.
Perhaps, he considered, his emerald eyes tracking the intricate patterns they wove, by observing the way these lightweight materials move, I can discern the patterns and eddies that might betray a human presence.
For a time, he lost himself in the intricate dance of the leaves, his gaze unwavering as they were buffeted by the unseen currents, like a thousand tiny ships tossed upon the waves of a stormy sea. And while this method provided a visual representation of the air's flow, it remained too imprecise, too subject to the whims of the wind to be truly reliable, like trying to chart a course by the shifting sands of a desert.
Frustration was evident across Lucas's features, a subtle tightening of his jaw betraying the intensity of his focus, like a coiled serpent preparing to strike. There must be a way, he insisted, his mind already turning to more esoteric possibilities with the relentless determination of a bloodhound on the scent.
Inspired by his experiments with the leaves, Lucas briefly entertained the notion of using light itself as a means of detection. It’s possible, he thought, his mental gaze turning towards the brilliant orb of the sun, that by manipulating the air in precise ways, I could create mirages or shimmers that would betray the presence of movement.
But, even as the idea took shape, he dismissed it, recognizing the sheer energy and control required to achieve such a feat with any degree of reliability, like trying to sculpt a mountain with a chisel and hammer. A slight shake of his head punctuated his thoughts, his raven locks swaying with the subtle motion, like a raven taking flight.
As the morning sun climbed higher in the sky, Lucas remained perched atop the pillar, his brow furrowed in contemplation, like a statue carved from marble, his features etched with the weight of a thousand thoughts.


 
 

  
    Financial Currents

    

        Chapter 22: Financial Currents

 Vernon Dursley found himself seated across from his nephew, Harry, the weight of the boy's gaze bearing down upon him like a physical force. Emerald eyes, sharp and penetrating, held Vernon in a trance-like state, his mind adrift in a sea of uncertainty.
Gradually, the fog lifted, and Vernon blinked rapidly, his senses returning to him in a rush. He straightened his posture, clearing his throat as a flush crept up his neck. "Right, then," he began, his voice gruff. "If it's a trust you want, I'll see to it."
Harry regarded his uncle with a calm gaze, his expression gentle. "A trust would be good," he agreed, his voice carrying a lighter tone, almost playful. "However, my main concern lies in the strategic allocation of our resources."
Vernon's brow furrowed, his lips pursing as he considered his nephew's words. "Resources? You mean the money from those... papers of yours?"
A slight nod was Harry's only response, his demeanor relaxed.
"Well, out with it, then," Vernon huffed, leaning back in his chair. "What did you have in mind?"
Harry's fingers steepled before him, his gaze self-assured. "Vodafone and Sage Group," he stated, the names rolling off his tongue with a quiet confidence. "I believe investing in these companies would yield substantial returns in the years to come."
Vernon's eyes narrowed, skepticism etching lines across his features. "Vodafone? Sage Group? I've never heard of them. Are you sure about this, boy?"
A ghost of a smile tugged at the corners of Harry's mouth, his expression one of quiet amusement. "Trust me, Uncle," he murmured, his voice having a tone one wouldn’t expect from someone his age. "I have a knack for spotting opportunities."
Vernon shifted in his seat, his gaze darting from side to side as he mulled over his nephew's words. The boy's reputation preceded him, his intellect and accomplishments a source of both pride and unease for the Dursley family. Still, the notion of investing in unfamiliar companies nagged at Vernon's sensibilities.
"I don't know, Harry," he began, using his name for the first time in the conversation. "It all seems a bit... risky."
Harry's expression remained impassive, his eyes holding Vernon's gaze with an intensity that bordered on unsettling. "Risk is inherent in any business endeavor, Uncle," he countered, his voice low and measured. "But with proper planning and foresight, the rewards can be substantial."
After a moment's pause, Vernon exhaled a heavy sigh, his shoulders sagging ever so slightly. "Alright, then," he gave in, his tinged with a touch of surrender. "We'll do it your way. But if this all goes pear-shaped, don't come crying to me."
Harry's smile was small, barely there, his eyes sharp with confidence. "Understood, Uncle," he stated, each word measured and imbued with self-assurance. "Your trust in me is well placed."


The late afternoon sun bathed the Dursley residence in a warm radiance as Vernon and Harry prepared to depart, donning their jackets. Vernon's gaze fell upon Petunia, settled on the couch, her attention fixed on the flickering television screen, while Dudley lay sprawled on the carpet, engrossed in a video game on his Commodore 64.
Harry lingered behind, a silent observer, as Vernon approached Petunia. "We're going to the bank to establish a trust," Vernon stated simply, "with Harry as the beneficiary and me acting as the trustee. It's a way for him to invest the earnings from his published papers."
Petunia's brow furrowed, her surprise evident. "Stocks? At his age?"
Vernon's expression softened, a rare occurrence. "You know his capabilities. I trust his judgment."
Petunia's lips parted, a silent acknowledgment of Vernon's unexpected confidence in Harry. Rising from the couch, she nodded. "I'll keep an eye on Dudley."
Dudley's gaze shifted momentarily, curiosity piqued by the exchange, before returning to the game's vibrant pixels.
Vernon and Harry departed, and they slowly approached the car. Once inside, Harry's voice cut through the silence. "After establishing the trust at Barclays, we'll need to transfer the two million pounds from your account."
A fleeting shadow of greed crossed Vernon's features, swiftly extinguished by an unnatural calm that washed over him. He blinked, refocusing on the road ahead, acquiescing to Harry's words with a nod.
Harry's lips curved into a subtle smile.
The grand entrance of Barclays Bank loomed before them, its imposing facade speaking volumes about the institution's prestige. Vernon and Harry strode purposefully through the doors, their footsteps resonating on the polished marble floors.
Approaching a counter, Vernon cleared his throat. "We're here to establish a trust fund."
The banker's gaze widened with recognition upon seeing Harry, the renowned child prodigy, but their professionalism remained unwavering.
A legal advisor was summoned, and the trio retreated to a private conference room. Vernon and Harry outlined their intentions, the advisor guiding them through the intricate paperwork with practiced ease.
Each stroke of the pen etched their names into the documents, binding them to the trust's terms. Vernon's signature flowed with a practiced hand, while Harry's strokes carried a weight beyond his years.
Upon concluding the necessary procedures, the advisor offered a nod, their gaze reflecting a measure of respect. "The trust has been established, and the two million pounds will be moved from your account, Mr. Dursley."


The grand lobby of Barclays Bank exuded an air of opulence, its marble floors polished to a mirror-like sheen, reflecting the warm glow overhead. Vernon Dursley strode alongside his nephew, Harry, their footsteps echoing in the cavernous space.
Nearing the reception, Vernon's eyes briefly darted to Harry, his forehead creasing just a touch. Harry's face showed nothing, his cool green eyes staring at the receptionist’s face.
"Good afternoon," Vernon said to the receptionist, his tone straightforward. "We'd like to meet with a financial advisor to discuss investment opportunities."
The receptionist nodded in acknowledgment. "Of course, sir. One moment, please." Her fingers danced across the keyboard, and after a brief exchange, she gestured towards plush seating. "Mr. Hawthorne will be with you shortly."
Vernon and Harry settled into leather chairs, the silence between them palpable. Vernon's fingers drummed an erratic rhythm against the armrest, a subtle betrayal of the unease that simmered beneath his stoic facade.
Harry remained motionless, his gaze sweeping across the lobby with a relaxed curiosity.
A well-groomed man in a crisp suit approached, extending his hand. "Mr. Dursley, Mr. Potter," he greeted, his voice rich and resonant. "I'm Edward Hawthorne, your financial advisor."
Vernon rose, clasping the man's hand firmly, while Harry remained seated, his eyes appraising the advisor with a scrutiny that belied his tender age.
"Shall we?" Hawthorne gestured towards a nearby room, and the trio made their way inside, the door closing behind them with a soft click.
Once seated, Hawthorne leaned forward, his elbows resting on the polished table. "Now, how can I assist you today?"
Vernon cleared his throat, his gaze looking towards Harry, silently deferring to the boy's expertise. Harry's posture remained relaxed, his fingers steepled before him as he regarded the advisor with a calm gaze.
"We're interested in investing in Vodafone and Sage Group," Harry stated, his voice carrying a quiet confidence that seemed at odds with his youthful appearance.
Hawthorne's expression briefly betrayed surprise before he quickly masked it with professionalism. "Interesting choices," he mused, his fingers tapping against the table in a contemplative rhythm. "May I inquire as to your reasoning?"
Harry's lips curved into a faint smile, his eyes glinting with amusement. "Vodafone is poised to take advantage of the expanding mobile communications market," he explained, his words flowing with a practiced ease. "Their infrastructure and market share position them for substantial growth in the coming years."
Vernon's gaze shifted between Harry and the advisor, his expression one of keen interest. He nodded slightly, showing that he was keeping pace with the discussion.
"And Sage Group?" Hawthorne prompted, his pen poised over a notepad, ready to capture Harry's insights.
"A leader in business management software," Harry continued, his tone carrying a note of finality. "As technology continues to expand across every aspect of modern enterprise, their products will become increasingly important."
Hawthorne hummed, his expression one of thoughtful consideration. "Sound reasoning," he conceded, his pen scratching against the paper as he jotted down notes. "However, I must caution you that investments carry inherent risks, particularly for companies operating in rapidly evolving markets."
Harry met Hawthorne's gaze calmly, his green eyes steady. "I understand the risks," he said quietly. "And I see their potential."
Hawthorne's gaze met Vernon's, a silent question passing between them. Vernon's lips pressed into a thin line, and with a slight nod, he signaled his agreement to Harry's judgment.
The advisor's pen danced across the paper, capturing the details of their investment strategy, his movements fluid and practiced.


The park basked in the golden hues of midday, the sun's radiant warmth caressing the lush greenery and well-trodden paths. Amidst the gentle hum of activity, Lucas sat cross-legged atop a raised pillar, his form encased in an invisible barrier that emanated a gentle heat, rippling outward in a sphere around him. His green eyes were closed, his breathing slow and measured as he delved into the depths of his mind, seeking a solution to a challenge that had long eluded him.
Sensing the presence of others had proven to be a formidable task, one that Lucas had grappled with for some time. He had tried various approaches, from utilizing air currents and vibrations to manipulating objects in the wind and even attempting to use light to indicate movement. Yet, none of these methods had yielded the desired results. This time, however, Lucas had an entirely different visualization in mind, one that might finally resolve his concerns.
Drawing inspiration from the thermal goggles used by the snipers in Germany, he sought to imitate their ability to detect heat signatures. In the vast expanse of his mental sea, Lucas stood at the edge of the water, the sun's rays reflecting off the gentle waves like a thousand glittering diamonds. The air above the sea was cool, contrasting with the residual warmth of the sun-baked bedrock beneath the surface. This delicate balance of elements formed the perfect foundation for his spell.
Lucas envisioned the warmth from the sun's rays penetrating the surface of the sea, creating gentle thermal currents that wove through the cooler waters. These currents represented the warmth that all living beings emit, invisible threads that interlaced the cooler backdrop of the air and water. The air above the sea acted as a carrier, picking up the subtle differences in temperature from the thermal currents below.
Lucas imagined the wind gently stirring the surface of the sea, becoming a conduit for the thermal signatures carried by the currents. Each living being, he understood, was like a stone dropped into the vast sea, creating ripples of warmth that spread through the thermal currents. He focused on sensitizing his perception to these ripples, detecting the unique thermal signatures emanating from humans, distinct from the ambient warmth of the sea bedrock or the coolness of the deep waters.
With a deep inhalation, Lucas aligned himself with the sea and the air, blending his awareness with the thermal currents and the breezes above. As he exhaled, he released the spell into the sea and the air, his breath mingling with the wind, enhancing its capacity to detect and carry the warmth signatures back to him.
The spell transformed Lucas's perception, enabling him to feel the presence of people through the thermal ripples they created in the sea of his visualization. Whether stationary or in motion, each person altered the thermal landscape around them, their warmth creating subtle currents that the wind brought to Lucas's awareness.
To maintain this enhanced state of perception, Lucas kept a part of his consciousness anchored in the sensation of the sea and the air, feeling the interplay of warmth and coolness. This connection allowed him to continuously monitor the thermal currents and the air, providing a constant stream of information about the presence and location of people within his vast sea.
However, the complexity of the visualization proved to be a strain, and Lucas found himself struggling to maintain the intricate interplay of elements. His brow furrowed, a slight crease forming between his eyes as he sought to simplify the process. Gradually, he began to imagine his sea at twilight, where the thermal currents created by living beings glowed faintly against the darkening waters, each ripple a beacon of presence. This mental image streamlined the detection process, focusing on the contrast between the natural warmth of life and the cooler, serene environment of his vast sea.
As the visualization solidified, Lucas felt a subtle shift in his awareness, a heightened sensitivity to the thermal signatures around him. He could sense the faint warmth of a jogger passing by, their footsteps leaving a trail of ripples in his mind's eye. A family picnicking on the grass appeared as a cluster of glowing embers, their laughter and movements creating a dance of warmth against the backdrop of the park.
But Lucas could feel the strain of maintaining the spell. His breathing grew more labored, and a bead of sweat trickled down his temple, evidence of the mental exertion required to sustain such a complex visualization. With a slow exhalation, Lucas allowed the spell to dissipate, feeling the thermal currents fade from his perception as he returned to the present moment.
His eyes opened, revealing a steely determination in their emerald depths. While he had achieved a measure of success, he recognized that this was merely the first step in mastering the art of thermal detection. Constant practice and refinement would be necessary to simplify the visualization and extend the duration of the spell, but Lucas was undeterred.
As Lucas sat atop the raised pillar, his mind delving into the intricacies of his visualization, a wry smile tugged at the corners of his lips. The irony of his situation was not lost on him—a child prodigy, celebrated for his brilliance, yet struggling to master a seemingly simple task. The thought sparked a hint of amusement in his emerald eyes, a rare moment of levity amidst his relentless pursuit of magical mastery.
Perhaps, he contemplated, it's time to bring some order to this chaos. The idea of naming his combination spells had a certain appeal, a way to categorize and compartmentalize the various techniques he had developed. His mind wandered to the spell he had just crafted, the intricate interplay of thermal currents and air that allowed him to detect the presence of others. Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea, he thought, the name rolling off his mental tongue with a satisfying cadence. It was a fitting title, capturing the essence of the visualization while hinting at the vast potential it held.
His thoughts then drifted to the spells he had employed in Germany, the ones that had helped him immensely amidst the chaos and destruction. The memory of his enhanced speed, the way the wind and water had propelled him forward with a force that belied his small frame, brought a glint of satisfaction to his eyes. Wind's Gale and Water's Swell, he decided, the name a nod to the visualizations he had harnessed.
And then there was the spell he had used to absorb the flames, to deprive the inferno of the oxygen it craved. The image of the fire, its hungry tongues licking at the air, only to be swallowed by the misty breeze he had conjured, brought a cold smile to his lips. Misty Breeze, he thought, the name a deceptively gentle moniker for a spell of such devastating potential.
With a deep breath, Lucas unfolded his legs and rose to his feet, his invisible barrier shimmering in the midday sun. He cast a glance around the park, taking in the lush greenery and the distant sounds of laughter and chatter.


 
 

  
    Massacre in London

    

        Chapter 23: Massacre in London

 The ancient stones of the Tower of London towered before them, an imposing fortress with centuries of history. Lucas walked alongside the group of older students, his small frame a stark contrast to their lanky builds. Despite the age gap, his piercing gaze and confident manner commanded a presence that didn't match his six years.
"Everyone, gather around," the tour guide called out, her voice carrying across the courtyard. She was a cheerful woman brimming with knowledge, her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. "Welcome to the Tower of London, one of the city's most iconic landmarks."
The students huddled closer, their chatter subsiding as they turned their attention to the guide. Lucas remained on the periphery, his expression neutral as he scanned the ancient walls and towers.
"This gateway was built in the late 13th century, during Edward I's reign," the guide explained, gesturing towards the intricate stonework of the Byward Tower. "It served as the main entrance to the inner ward, where the royal apartments and state rooms were located."
Lucas absorbed every detail, his perfect memory etching the information into his consciousness.
"Wicked," one of the students murmured, his eyes wide with awe. "Can you imagine living in a place like this?"
"I'd feel like a bloody king," another chimed in, eliciting a few chuckles from the group.
The guide smiled indulgently. "Indeed, the Tower was a symbol of power and prestige. But it also had a darker side, as you'll soon discover."
As they moved on, passing through the Bloody Tower, the guide regaled them with tales of intrigue and execution. Lucas found himself captivated by the violent history, his curiosity piqued by the accounts of power struggles and betrayal.
"The name 'Bloody Tower' comes from the tragic events that unfolded within these very walls," the guide said, her voice taking on a somber tone. "It was here that the young princes, Edward V and his brother Richard, were allegedly murdered on the orders of their uncle, Richard III."
A collective gasp rippled through the group, and one of the teachers shot a concerned glance at Lucas, wondering if the subject matter was too grim for a child his age. Lucas, however, met the teacher's gaze with a relaxed stare, his eyes betraying no hint of discomfort.
As they approached the Wakefield Tower, the guide launched into another narrative, her voice carrying across the ancient courtyard. "This tower was once the residence of Henry VIII's ill-fated wife, Anne Boleyn, before her..."
Her words were abruptly cut off by a billowing cloud of smoke that erupted from the far side of the complex. Gasps and murmurs rippled through the group as the acrid scent of burning filled the air.
"What the bloody hell was that?" one of the students exclaimed, his eyes wide with fear.
"Is it a fire?" another cried out, her voice trembling.
The guide's expression shifted from scholarly enthusiasm to concern, her brow furrowing as she attempted to assess the situation. "Everyone, please remain calm," she called out, raising her hands in a placating gesture. "I'm sure it's nothing to worry about, but let's proceed with caution."
The students huddled closer, their eyes wide with a mixture of fear and curiosity. Lucas, however, remained an eerie oasis of calm, his mind processing every detail with cold precision.
With a deep breath, Lucas immersed himself in the vastness, aligning his essence with the warmth of the sun, the boundless sea, and the gentle air. He merged his awareness with the thermal currents and the breezes above, becoming one with the natural world around him. Closing his eyes, he concentrated deeply, channeling his magic into the complex visualization known as Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea. This process demanded several seconds of intense focus to fully manifest.
After six strenuous seconds, he exhaled, releasing the spell into the sea and air. His breath mingled with the wind, enhancing its ability to detect and relay warmth signatures back to him. As the thermal currents flowed through his consciousness, Lucas became aware of the numerous thermal imprints of those nearby, each unique and distinct. This blanket of thermal signatures enveloped him, offering a comprehensive sense of everyone around.
A subtle smirk played upon his lips as he meticulously sorted through these thermal signatures. It was then, amidst the myriad of warmth, he discerned two anomalies—two distinct signatures aggressively moving towards his precise location. The visualization provided him an unparalleled level of awareness, allowing him to manipulate the air and condense the smoke to veil their approach.
While the ability granted him an exceptional level of perception, maintaining it demanded much of his will. Lucas quickly focused on the critical task at hand, the two advancing threats.
"What's happening?" one of the students cried out, his voice laden with fear. "Is it a terrorist attack?"
"Stay together, everyone," the guide insisted, her tone firm yet filled with concern. "We'll follow the evacuation procedures and..."
Without hesitation, Lucas's telekinetic grip seized the assailants' bodies, halting them in their tracks. Ignoring the panicked cries of his classmates, he delved into the assailants' minds, ruthlessly extracting their memories for clues and motives.
The Ebon Hand, an assassin organization, had accepted a contract on his life from the oil magnate Khalid Al-Mansour. His eyes hardened, devoid of mercy.
Fools, he thought, his mental voice echoing like the crash of waves against a rocky shore. They have no idea who they're dealing with.
A deep chasm opened in the earth before the wide-eyed assassins, their pleas silenced by his telekinetic grasp.
Frostfire Beam, Lucas commanded, and twin beams of searing frost and flame erupted from his body, consuming one half of their bodies while encasing the other in ice. Their agonized screams were muffled, eyes bulging as the relentless magic consumed them from within.
Within five seconds, their bodies shattered into ten thousand burning ice shards that melted into watery ash. With a casual gesture, the ash swirled into the chasm, and the earth closed, leaving no trace of the grisly scene. Repair magic restored the area to pristine condition, as if nothing had transpired.
Rejoining the gathered students, Lucas calmed their frantic emotions with a subtle spell, gently dispersing the smoke until it dissipated naturally. The bodyguards, relieved to find him unharmed, received his reassuring smile, none the wiser to the brutal execution that had unfolded mere moments ago.
"Are you alright, lad?" one of the guards asked, his brow furrowed with concern. "We saw the smoke and feared the worst."
Lucas met the guard's gaze, his expression serene. "I'm quite alright, sir. It was merely a minor incident, nothing to worry about."
The guard exchanged a relieved glance with his companion, content that nothing bad had happened.
"Is everyone alright?" the guide asked, her voice shaky but regaining its composure. "It appears to have been a minor incident, nothing to worry about."
The students exchanged uneasy glances, their minds still reeling from the sudden chaos.
"What the hell just happened?" one of the students muttered, his face pale.
"I don't know, mate," another replied, his voice trembling. "But I'm glad it's over."
"Perhaps we should continue our tour," the guide suggested, forcing a smile. "There's still so much history to explore within these walls."
As the group began to move forward, Lucas looked behind him, his gaze fixed on the spot where the assassins had met their grisly fate. A fleeting glimpse of satisfaction flickered in his eyes before his smiling mask settled once more.


The train's steady clunking echoed through the compartment, a familiar rhythm that Lucas found oddly calming. He sat invisible, his small body decorated with coiled snakes, their scales gleaming in the dim light from the window. Nyx, his constant companion, rested comfortably around his neck, her forked tongue flicking out every now and then, tasting the air.
"It's been a while since I've traveled like this," Lucas murmured in Parseltongue, his voice a soft hiss that only the snakes could understand. Nyx responded with a gentle squeeze, a silent acknowledgment of his words.
Lucas's mind wandered back to his past life in the Netherlands, where public transport was a daily routine. He remembered the efficient trains and buses that crisscrossed the country, taking him to and from his software engineering job with ease. The memory brought a faint smile to his lips as he considered revisiting his former home, if only for a touch of nostalgia. "Perhaps when I'm older, I'll take a trip back," he said aloud, his voice barely audible over the train's rumble. "It would be interesting to see my old house again."
Nyx's tongue flicked against his cheek, a gentle reminder of her presence. As the train neared London, Lucas's thoughts shifted to the more pressing matter – the assassins' organization he had uncovered through the memories of the two would-be attackers. Anticipation stirred within him as he considered the potential challenges ahead.
"We have work to do, my friends," he hissed, addressing the coiled snakes adorning his body. "When we arrive, I need you to investigate the building thoroughly. Leave nothing unchecked, and report back to me with your findings." The snakes responded with a chorus of hisses, their bodies undulating in acknowledgment.
As the train pulled into the station, Lucas disembarked, his invisible form slipping through the crowds unnoticed. The platform was a commotion of sounds – the clatter of luggage wheels, the murmur of conversations, and the occasional shrill whistle piercing the air. Lucas navigated the chaos with ease, his senses tuned to the ebb and flow of the crowd.
He made his way to the nondescript building that housed the assassins' base, positioning himself in a secluded alleyway nearby. The alley was a stark contrast to the lively energy of the station, its walls covered in graffiti and littered with discarded trash. The air carried a faint hint of stale urine, mingling with the acrid scent of cigarette smoke.
"Go," he commanded, and the snakes slithered away, their lithe forms disappearing into the crevices and shadows of the building. Time ticked by as Lucas waited, his mind contemplating possible strategies.
At last, the snakes began to return, their tongues flickering with urgency as they relayed their findings. "The building is full of assassins," one hissed, its scales gleaming in the dim light. "They move with purpose, armed to the teeth."
"And there is one among them," another added, its voice laced with trepidation. "A human who wields magic, like you do. We saw him brandish a wand when he thought himself alone."
Lucas's eyes widened, a surge of adrenaline coursing through his veins, as if electrified by a sudden jolt. A wizard, he thought, his mind racing. This changes everything. While I have faced numerous opponents in this life, almost all have been non-magical beings, helpless against my magic. But a wizard, especially one who commanded a force of assassins, would be a true test of my skills.
He felt drawn to the test, eager to pit his magic against another's. But he hesitated. He was still young and knew facing an adult wizard could be perilous, despite his talent.
"An ambush, then," he murmured, his mind already formulating a plan. "We must strike swiftly and decisively, leaving no room for error."


The narrow alley reeked of piss and cigarette butts, with piles of trash rotting in the shadows. Lucas stood invisible, staring at the plain building that hid the assassins' hideout. This is it, he thought, his mind going over what his snake scouts had learned. The assassins' base, a snake pit that needs cleaning up. He closed his eyes, feeling the heat currents flow through his mind, painting a clear picture of the building's insides. The assassins' body heat flickered like candle flames, their movements etched into his awareness.
Most have likely moved since the scouts checked, he figured, but their starting spots will still help. A small smirk tugged at his lips as he planned his approach. First, I must check for any magic defenses or wards.
With a subtle hand motion, Lucas floated a small pebble through the doorway, letting it hover inside for a full minute. No alarms went off, no magic barriers appeared – the way seemed clear, at least for now.
Lucas glanced at the necklace around his neck, a subtle nod to the protective spells woven into it. His wristband too held hidden power, a backup plan if needed. Nyx and the other snakes stayed safely away, not needed for this mission.
Breathing deeply, Lucas started the Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea visualization. With skilled frost magic, he visualized his own thermal current enveloped by icy currents, blending seamlessly with the ocean's chill.
A smarter way than senselessly giving off great amounts of heat, he thought, his mental voice echoing like crashing waves. Hiding my presence through subtlety instead of force.
Invisible and thermally camouflaged, Lucas approached the building, his footsteps silent on the cracked pavement. Let's prioritize stealth, he decided, reaffirming his approach with a silent resolve. He positioned himself beside the entrance, ready to slip inside unnoticed at the right moment.
Twenty-two minutes ticked by, the alley's shadows growing longer as the sun moved. Lucas's focus never wavered, his senses tuned to the slightest shift in the thermal currents around him.
Suddenly, a flicker of warmth caught his eye, a body heat rapidly nearing the door. Lucas's eyes narrowed, his mind already probing the newcomer's surface thoughts with subtle Legilimency.
An assassin, he confirmed, sifting through the man's memories. A husband and father, living a double life to support his family. He snorted quietly, he shouldn’t have joined The Ebon Hand if he wanted his family to have a husband and father.
With skilled calming magic, Lucas lulled the man into a trance, ensuring he went unnoticed. As the assassin unlocked the door and went inside, Lucas followed closely, slipping through the narrow gap before the door closed behind them.
The building's insides were dimly lit, the air thick with stale cigarette smoke and the tang of sweat. Lucas paused, letting his senses adjust, his mind mapping the flickering heat currents dancing around him.
Clear, he concluded, his gaze settling on the unsuspecting assassin. With a subtle gesture, he enveloped the man in a powerful wave of calming magic, gently lulling him into a deep sleep. As the assassin's body went limp, Lucas floated him a few inches off the ground, ensuring a silent descent.
Conjuring a dense sphere of air, Lucas infused it with a sticky charm to hold it together. With a deft flick, he guided the sphere into the unconscious man's open mouth, forcing it down his throat and blocking his airway.
A slow, silent death, Lucas thought, his face impassive. No evidence of magic, no foul play – just another sad accident. Though nobody will think that to be the case at the end of the day.
Leaving the man's sealed fate, Lucas ventured deeper into the building, his footsteps whisper-soft on the worn floorboards. The stale tobacco smell grew stronger, mixed with cheap cologne and musty old paper.
A murmur of voices drifted down the hallway, punctuated by bursts of laughter. Lucas followed the sound, alert for any potential threats.
The voices led him to a dimly lit room, where four men sat around a table engrossed in cards. The air was hazy with smoke, the flickering light of a single bulb casting long shadows across their faces.
Fools, Lucas thought with disdain. Their wizard leader should have spent more effort on guarding the base through magic, any magical being can just waltz in and take them all out…
With subtle air currents, Lucas began siphoning oxygen from the room, gradually depriving the assassins of breath they squandered so carelessly. Simultaneously, he wove calming magic into their minds, lulling them into sluggish lethargy.
One by one, the men began to panic, gasping for air that wasn't there. Their movements turned frantic, arms flailing, as laughter and conversation turned into desperate, silent pleas for oxygen. In their growing hysteria, Lucas lifted them from their chairs, leaving them suspended in a chilling display. They reached out, trying to grasp the guns laid out on the table, but found themselves helplessly adrift, unable to touch anything that might offer salvation.
Nobody will hear them, he observed coldly. Just a silent descent into oblivion, their lives snuffed out like candles.
Lucas's eyes fell upon the pistols on the table. With a slow movement, he extended his hand, one of the guns levitating towards him. He grasped it firmly, a dark contingency plan forming in his mind. Should his magic fail him at a crucial juncture in the future, this firearm would serve as his insurance. Silently, he commanded the pistol to adhere to the inside of his jacket, secured by an unseen force.
With a casual flick, Lucas lowered the lifeless bodies back into their seats, arranging them as if they'd merely fallen asleep mid-game. A faint smile tugged his lips as he surveyed his work.
Four down, countless more to go, he thought, his mind already on the next phase.
As Lucas navigated the hideout's maze-like corridors, he encountered more groups, each met with the same silent, inexorable fate. Some suffocated, lungs starved of oxygen as the air around them grew thin and stale. Others collapsed, gasping for breath as invisible forces seemed to leech the very life from their surroundings. Still more clutched at their throats, faces turning shades of purple and blue as the atmosphere itself became a weapon, denying them the vital essence they so desperately craved.
Throughout, Lucas maintained invisibility and thermal camouflage, his presence a mere whisper in the air currents. He left no trace, no evidence, save the growing trail of bodies.
With the lower-ranking assassins fallen, Lucas turned his attention to the leader's office, his steps measured. The air grew thick with anticipation, the weight of the coming confrontation pressing down.
He climbed the stairs, senses attuned to any shift in the heat currents around him. The leader's body heat flickered like a candle, a beacon guiding Lucas.
As he neared the office door, a sudden pop echoed through the corridor, the sound sharp and unexpected. In that instant, the leader's heat vanished, only to reappear directly behind Lucas.
Time seemed to slow as Lucas whirled around, eyes widening at the sight of the leader, wand outstretched and lips already forming the dreaded words.
"Avada Kedavra!"
A blinding emerald flash erupted from the wand's tip, hurtling towards Lucas with lethal intent.
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        Chapter 24: Prideful Investigation

 The hallway's dim lighting cast eerie shadows that danced along the walls, creating an atmosphere of tension and unease. Lucas stood firmly, his body poised for action as he summoned a paper-thin wall of ice that rose from the floor, only to shatter into a thousand shards when struck by the wizard's deadly Avada Kedavra curse.
The razor-sharp ice shards jetted towards Lucas, whistling through the air like miniature daggers. But he reacted swiftly, conjuring a fire wall that melted the shards to nothingness with a hiss of steam. Knowing he had to move quickly, Lucas began the mental visualization for Wind's Gale and Water's Swell, a powerful air and water combination spell that would enhance his movement speed to that of a trained adult athlete. Simultaneously, he strengthened his magical shield, fortifying it against the onslaught of dark curses he knew would come.
"You can't hide forever!" the wizard's gravelly voice echoed down the hallway, his words laced with malice.
Lucas's foresight proved accurate as a multitude of sinister spells hurtled towards him from the wizard's wand, their eerie glow casting flickering shadows on the walls. The wizard's gaze betrayed his knowledge of Lucas's invisible location, and Lucas frowned as the first spells impacted his wavering shield with a series of muffled thuds.
Reaching into his jacket, he retrieved his Elemental Sphere, the smooth surface cool against his palm. His mind tried to understand how the wizard could possibly know his whereabouts when he was invisible and soundless. The logical answer quickly came to him – he must have crossed some form of alarm spell or ward that revealed his location to the wizard at all times. He briefly felt nervous, but he swiftly pushed it aside, steeling his resolve.
Without hesitation, Lucas began sprinting at his enhanced speeds, fleeing from the wizard's office as the wizard tracked his movements with unwavering accuracy. The hallway blurred around him, the shadows elongating and distorting as he raced past.
In a desperate attempt to subdue his adversary, Lucas tried to levitate the wizard, focusing his will on his body. But his grip simply slid off the wizard's body, as if deflected by an unseen barrier.
"You'll have to try harder than that!" the wizard taunted, his laughter echoing mockingly through the hallway.
A frown creased Lucas's brow as he wondered if perhaps all magical beings shared an innate resistance to being grasped directly by pure magic. If that wouldn't work, he would have to try something else.
Lucas dodged as the wizard conjured tens of birds, their flapping wings momentarily obscuring his vision with a flurry of feathers. But it didn't matter – his Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea allowed him to see through the feathered diversion, the birds' body heat glowing like tiny embers in the darkness.
Ignoring the birds, which couldn't penetrate his barrier, Lucas continued fleeing from the wards, only for the wizard to suddenly apparate directly in front of him, wand at the ready. The wizard's face was twisted into a cruel sneer, his eyes glinting with malice.
Without hesitation, Lucas fired a Frostfire Beam straight at the wizard, the air crackling with energy as the blazing torrent of frost and flame erupted from his outstretched palms. But the wizard quickly shouted "Protego Maxima!" conjuring a powerful shield that deflected the blazing attack with a resonant boom.
While the two traded blows, Lucas focused his attention on the ground behind the wizard, causing an earth spike to erupt and pierce the air towards the wizard's head with a dull rumble.
"Foolish interloper!" the wizard spat, his words laced with disdain. "You should’ve ran when –"
Sadly, the wizard's wards remained active, and he swiftly apparated behind Lucas once more with a sharp crack. Spinning around, Lucas unleashed a giant blast of air that emanated from his entire body, directed towards the wizard. Simultaneously, he cast a Sticky spell on the wizard's shoes, hoping to impede his ability to apparate.
The wizard attempted to dodge the blast of air through apparition, but the unexpected Sticky spell hindered his escape, causing him to splinch – leaving behind grotesque, bloody footprints where his feet had been. Lucas whirled around, his gaze falling upon the wizard's screaming, footless form lying on the floor, his face contorted in agony.
"Impossible!" the wizard howled, his voice raw with pain. "How could you...?"
Smirking, Lucas summoned two spears of condensed earth and banished them towards the wizard's body with a flick of his wrist. As the wizard tried desperately to apparate away, Lucas enveloped him in calming magic, disturbing his Determination and Deliberation to apparate. The wizard's failed apparation attempt left him vulnerable, and the twin spears of condensed earth tore through his hands with a sickening crunch, severing them from his body and sending his wand clattering to the ground.
The wizard's agonized screams reverberated through the hallway, his cries echoing off the stone walls. Ignoring the wizard's torment, Lucas stooped to retrieve the fallen wand, pocketing it with an exhausted yet satisfied smile. He turned his attention back to the maimed wizard and spoke in a calm, almost soothing tone that belied the brutality he had just inflicted.
"Thank you so much for the wand. Why don't you relax and let me heal you?" Lucas's voice was laced with mock concern as he crouched beside the wizard's mutilated form. "I only want to take a peek into your mind..."


The Ministry's Auror office pulsed with a steady rhythm of activity, quills scratching against parchment like the scurrying of countless insects, punctuated by the occasional burst of laughter that echoed through the cavernous space. Finnius Greentatch, a fresh-faced Junior Auror, leaned back in his chair, exchanging banter with his colleagues as they swapped tales from their latest assignments, their voices mingling with the ambient hum.
Mid-conversation, the office door swung open with a resounding thud, the hinges groaning in protest. A Senior Auror strode in, his brow furrowed and his robes billowing behind him like the wings of a great bird. "Listen up," he barked, his voice cutting through the chatter like a knife, commanding the room's attention. Finnius felt a chill run down his spine as the Senior Auror's gaze swept over the gathered Aurors, his eyes narrowing with a sense of urgency.
"We've got a situation involving a bunch of dead Muggles. One of you needs to investigate." A heavy silence fell, broken only by the shuffling of feet as the Junior Aurors averted their gazes, suddenly engrossed in their paperwork, the scratching of quills ceasing abruptly. Finnius grimaced, already sensing the inevitable. He could feel the weight of his colleagues' stares, their unspoken amusement palpable in the air.
"Greentatch," the Senior Auror said, his gaze landing squarely on Finnius, piercing him like a well-aimed curse. "You're up." A groan escaped Finnius's lips, his stomach twisting into a knot as his friend, Ellery, clapped him on the back with a sympathetic chuckle that rang hollow in Finnius's ears.
"Rotten luck, mate. Stuck with a bunch of dead Muggles." Finnius shot Ellery a withering look, his mind already conjuring images of the grisly scene awaiting him, the stench of decay assaulting his nostrils. "Probably just another case of them offing each other," he muttered, unable to mask the disdain in his voice, the words leaving a bitter taste on his tongue. "Violent lot, Muggles."
The Senior Auror gestured impatiently, his fingers drumming against the doorframe with a loud rhythm that echoed through the office. "Come on, Greentatch. My office, now." With a resigned sigh, Finnius rose, his chair scraping against the stone floor, and followed the Senior Auror down the corridor, the scent of aged parchment and ink lingering in the air, mingling with the musty odor of old tomes.
As they entered the dimly lit office, Finnius sank into a worn leather chair, the creaking of the well-used material punctuating the silence. He braced himself for the unpleasant details, his hands on his knees.
"The Muggle Prime Minister contacted us about this one," the Senior Auror began, his voice grave, the flickering candlelight casting ominous shadows across his features. "More than thirty heavily armed Muggles found dead in a closed building, no signs of struggle. It's as if they all suffocated without putting up a fight."
Finnius's brow furrowed at the mention of "heavily armed Muggles," the two words clashing in his mind like oil and water. Muggles, with their feeble weapons and fragile bodies, were no match for the might of wizardry. Still, he remained silent, knowing that his boss wouldn’t care.
"The Prime Minister suspects magic," the Senior Auror continued, his gaze hardening, the candlelight reflecting in his eyes like twin flames. "And based on what I've heard, I tend to agree. Could be Muggle-baiting, could be something more sinister. Either way, we need to get to the bottom of this."
Finnius nodded, his curiosity piqued despite his initial reluctance. "I'll check it out," he said, unable to mask the trepidation in his voice, the words catching in his throat. "But if I encounter anything magical, I'll come straight back for backup."
The Senior Auror's lips curved into a grim smile, a fleeting expression that sent a shiver down Finnius's spine. "Wise move, Greentatch. You've got a few years under your belt now, but better safe than sorry." He slid a thick folder across the desk, the parchment rustling like dry leaves, the sound amplified in the stillness of the office. "Here's the dossier."
Finnius reached out, his fingers brushing against the aged parchment, the texture rough and unyielding beneath his touch.


Finnius approached the cordoned-off office building, his heart pounding in his chest like a caged bird. The air was thick with the acrid stench of fear, mingling with the metallic tang of spilled blood. A burst of voices assaulted his ears, as Muggle police officers barked orders, their radios crackling with static.
As he neared the barricade, a burly officer stepped forward, his face etched with lines of fatigue. "Sir, you need to stay back," he said, his voice unyielding. "This is an active crime scene."
Finnius felt offended, his fingers twitching towards his wand. How dare this filthy Muggle presume to give him orders? But as he surveyed the bustling area, teeming with uniformed officers and curious onlookers, he swallowed his pride and nodded curtly, backing away from the barricade.
Slipping into a nearby alleyway, Finnius glanced furtively over his shoulder before extracting his wand from the folds of his robes. With a soft murmur of "Homenum Revelio," he swept the area, confirming that no humans lurked in the shadows. Satisfied, he flicked his wand towards himself, whispering "Repello Muggletum," erecting an invisible barrier that would repel any Muggle who ventured too close.
Emboldened, Finnius strode back towards the building, his footsteps echoing against the pavement like the steady beat of a drum. As he approached the barricade, a young officer turned, his eyes widening in surprise. But before the Muggle could utter a word, Finnius brushed past him, the repelling charm deflecting the officer's attention like a gentle breeze.
The stench of death assaulted Finnius's nostrils as he stepped through the doorway, his eyes watering from the overwhelming stench of decay. The hallway was lined with still forms, shrouded in white cloth, their outlines disturbingly human-like. Finnius swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry, as he surveyed the grim scene.
Steeling himself, he approached the nearest body, his footsteps muffled by the thick carpet. Glancing around furtively, he extracted a small satchel from the depths of his robes, plunging his entire arm inside. His fingers closed around the familiar contours of the Reflecto-Memorex, and he withdrew the device, its runes glimmering faintly in the dim light.
With practiced movements, Finnius positioned the camera before the dead Muggle's eyes, his lips moving in silent incantation. "Speculum Memoriae Captura," he murmured, his voice barely audible.
The Reflecto-Memorex hummed to life, emitting a soft, pulsating glow. Finnius held his breath, his eyes fixed on the camera's display screen, as a blurry image began to take shape.
A table materialized, surrounded by three men engaged in a game of cards. Their faces were indistinct, but their body language spoke of camaraderie and friendly competition. Suddenly, the scene shifted, the players' expressions twisting into masks of panic as they clutched at their throats, gasping for air.
Finnius's grip tightened on the Reflecto-Memorex as the viewpoint rose, revealing the men floating helplessly, their limbs flailing in desperation. A gun hovered ominously on the table, its barrel swiveling towards an unseen target, before the image plunged into darkness, the memory fading to black.
A chill ran down Finnius's spine as he lowered the Reflecto-Memorex, his thoughts wandering. This was no ordinary Muggle crime – there were unmistakable signs of magic at play. His gaze darted around the hallway, searching for any hint of movement, any telltale sign that the perpetrator lingered nearby.
With a sharp crack, Finnius disapparated, the alleyway materializing around him as he stumbled forward, his heart hammering in his chest. He knew he had to report back to the Senior Auror immediately, before the trail grew cold.


The door closed behind Lucas with a soft click, sealing him within the sanctuary of his room. His gaze swept over the familiar surroundings, lingering on the blood-red lines etched into the walls – a powerful ward to keep the Dursleys at bay, their very presence as muggles repelled by the spell-infused blood.
A soft whisper of scales against floorboards heralded the arrival of Nyx, his ever-present companion. The serpent slithered across the wooden boards, coiling herself at Lucas's feet, her obsidian eyes fixed upon the wand clutched in his hand.
"Lucas," she hissed, her forked tongue flicking out, tasting the air. "Do you plan to use the wand?"
A faint smile tugged at the corners of Lucas's lips as he lowered himself to the ground, crossing his legs beneath him. His fingers traced the intricate carvings etched into the wood, feeling the grooves and ridges beneath his fingertips. "I'll certainly give it a go," he murmured.
He paused, his brow furrowing as a pensive expression settled over his features, his eyes narrowing ever so slightly. Leaning forward, he rested his elbows on his knees, his posture tense. "Though I have a feeling that if I grow lazy and rely on this wand more and more, it will only weaken me in the future."
Nyx bobbed her head in a serpentine nod, her scales catching the flickering candlelight, casting dancing shadows across the walls. Lucas rose to his feet in a fluid motion, his movements purposeful. He pointed the wand at a small sphere of earth he had conjured earlier, the surface marred by intricate whorls and ridges.
With a deft swish and flick, he intoned, "Wingardium Leviosa."
The earth ball readily floated upwards, hovering at the height of the wand's tip, defying gravity with effortless grace. A bark of laughter escaped Lucas's lips, the sound echoing off the walls like a peal of thunder, his shoulders shaking with mirth. "I can truly understand why wands and other magical foci took over the entire world," he said, his eyes alight with mirth.
Turning to Nyx, he shook his head in disbelief, his lips curved into a wry smile. "That was the easiest piece of magic I've ever had to perform. It barely required a miniscule trace of intent compared to my normal spells – no real effort at all." His brow furrowed, his eyes narrowing as he considered the implications, his grip tightening ever so slightly around the wand. "I just had to point the wand, say the magic words, and have a normal thought about wanting to float the ball, and it worked. Intent was almost irrelevant."
Emboldened, Lucas flicked the wand once more, his voice ringing out with confidence, reverberating through the room like a clarion call. "Lumos!"
The wand's tip burst into a brilliant glow, bathing the room in a warm, radiant light that seemed to chase away the shadows, banishing the darkness to the farthest corners. Lucas sighed, his shoulders rising and falling with the motion, shaking his head at the ease with which the magic flowed, his eyes wide with something akin to disbelief.
"Indeed, if people had any difficulty with this kind of magic, they'd be better off with a wand," he said, his voice contemplative. His free hand clenched into a fist, the knuckles whitening with the force of his grip. "They shouldn't even bother trying to do magic without one if they couldn't even manage these spells, where the requirements are so low."
A thoughtful expression crossed his features as he considered the spells, his brow furrowing, his lips pursed into a thin line. "Of course, it's almost certain that higher difficulty spells exist, and I'm just using first-year spells right now, so I can understand why they're so easy."
Curiosity flickered in his eyes as he raised the wand once more. "Now, let's try one more spell – this time, transfiguration."
With a smooth, forward motion, he intoned, "Serpensortia!"
The end of the wand exploded in a burst of energy, a shockwave of power that seemed to ripple through the very air. A long, black snake surged forth, coiling upon the ground with an angry hiss. The serpent reared back, its obsidian scales glistening in the sunlight, reflecting the flickering light like a thousand tiny mirrors as it looked at its surroundings, tasting the air with its forked tongue.
Lucas observed the creature he had conjured, his head tilted in curiosity, eyes narrowing thoughtfully. "Simply a smidge of intent to summon a snake, coupled with its visualization swimming in the boundless sea, was enough to enact the spell," he mused, a subtle smile touching his lips. His eyes sparkled with amusement as he pondered the ramifications, his posture easing slightly. "Visualization plays a crucial role in Transfiguration. It seems my proficiency with the Vast Sea Visualization technique grants me a significant edge in this branch of magic."
Leaning forward, his movements slow, he addressed the snake in a low, sibilant hiss, the words rolling off his tongue like liquid silk. "Can you speak?"
The conjured serpent fixed him with an unblinking stare, its tongue flicking out, tasting the air as it hissed unintelligibly, nodding its head in response, its movements jerky and unnatural.
Lucas's brow furrowed, his lips pressing into a thin line as he sent a probing tendril of Legilimency into the snake's mind, only to find... nothing. A frown tugged at the corners of his mouth, his eyes narrowing as realization dawned, his shoulders tensing once more. "So, somehow the wand spell has conjured a living snake that can understand Parseltongue, but not speak it. Most likely, it wasn't actually summoned from somewhere in the world, but rather created through magic."
Curiosity piqued, he addressed the serpent once more, his voice low and commanding. "Stay there and don't move."
As the snake coiled obediently upon the floor, its movements unnatural to a trained eye, Lucas sank back to the ground, his gaze fixed upon the wand cradled in his palm, his fingers tracing the intricate carvings with a feather-light touch. There was one spell, in particular, that he longed to try – one that could help even him.
Apparition.
His heart quickened at the mere thought, a thrill of anticipation coursing through his veins, his pulse thundering in his ears like the beat of a war drum. Yet, even as confidence swelled within him, a nagging thought held him back, a tendril of doubt worming its way into his mind. If an accident were to occur, if he were to splinch...
A shudder ran through him, his body tensing, his muscles coiling as if bracing for impact, as his mind conjured vivid images of mangled flesh and splintered bone, the very thought annoying him. What would he do then? His healing spell, while invaluable for minor ailments and injuries, would be woefully inadequate in the face of such a catastrophic event, a mere bandage on a gaping wound.
He remembered the existence of spells dedicated to undoing splinches, but the books and movies never showed the incantation or wand motion. A wry smile twisted his lips, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he shook his head, his shoulders shaking with silent laughter. It would be the greatest joke in existence if he were to die because of a foolish mistake – a splinched Apparition attempt without the knowledge to reverse the damage, his ambition outstripping his caution.
With a sigh that seemed to emanate from the very depths of his being, Lucas turned his attention back to the conjured snake, watching as it coiled and uncoiled upon the floor, its movements hypnotic, almost trance-like. Sure enough, around ten minutes later, the serpent dissipated into a wisp of smoke, fading from existence as swiftly as it had appeared, leaving no trace of its presence.
"Interesting," Lucas murmured, his eyes narrowing as he considered the implications, his fingers tapping the wand. "Most likely, I could extend the conjuration time by putting more intent into the spell, and by putting more effort into the visualization."
Satisfied with his experimentation, at least for the time being, Lucas rose to his feet, looking at the wand in his hand. "The wand is an amazing tool to perform magic easily," he concluded, his gaze sweeping over the room, lingering on the blood-red lines on the walls and the shelves filled with minor magical objects. His shoulders rose and fell in a shrug. "But I have my own way of doing magic, and I'd like to keep it that way."
With a final, lingering glance at the wand, his eyes narrowing as if committing every detail to memory, he tucked it away, the wood disappearing into his jacket with a whisper of fabric against skin.
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 The heavy oak doors swung open with a groan, the scent of beeswax polish and aged leather wafting through the corridor. Heels clacked against the polished marble in a staccato rhythm, the sound echoing off the wood-paneled walls lined with dusty tomes. A woman in her mid-thirties, chestnut hair pulled into a severe bun, strode purposefully towards the Head's office, her navy suit crisp and immaculate. A government official trailed behind, his hawkish features set in a mask of stern professionalism.
Inside the office, the Head of The Perse School glanced up from his paperwork, brow furrowing slightly at the unexpected visitors. A portly man with thinning gray hair and wire-rimmed spectacles, he rose from his chair, fingers smoothing the wrinkles from his tweed jacket.
"Ah, Ms. Wilkins," he greeted, inclining his head towards the woman. His gaze shifted to the lean, blue-eyed official beside her, clear curiosity in his expression. "And you must be from the government."
The official gave a curt nod, his piercing stare unwavering. "Indeed. I bring news regarding Harry Potter."
At the mention of the name, the Head's shoulders stiffened almost imperceptibly, his eyes narrowing as he processed the implications. "Please, have a seat," he said, gesturing towards the plush armchairs before his desk.
As the two visitors settled in, the official wasted no time. "The Department of Education has agreed to allow Mr. Potter to skip the remainder of Sixth Form and proceed directly to his final examinations."
The Head's eyebrows shot up, his mouth forming a small 'o' of surprise. He blinked rapidly, fingers drumming against the arm of his chair as he mulled over the unprecedented decision. After a moment, he gave a slow nod, the tension in his shoulders easing slightly.
"I see," he said, his tone contemplative. "That is...quite unexpected, but if the Department of Education deems it appropriate, I shall make the necessary arrangements." A slight frown creased his brow as a thought occurred to him. "Will you be speaking with Mr. Potter yourself?"
"Indeed," the official replied, his clipped tones brooking no argument. "If you could have him summoned, I would like a brief word."
The Head inclined his head once more, turning towards his secretary. "Ms. Wilkins, would you be so kind as to fetch Harry Potter from his classroom?"
The woman rose smoothly, her heels clicking against the hardwood as she exited the office. A tense silence descended, punctuated only by the ticking of an antique grandfather clock in the corner and the occasional rustle of papers as the Head shuffled through his documents, his movements betraying a hint of restlessness.
Several minutes ticked by before the door opened once more, admitting Ms. Wilkins and a slight figure trailing behind her. Harry Potter, a boy of six with unruly raven locks and piercing emerald eyes, stepped into the room. His gaze swept over the occupants, calm and assessing, before settling on the Head with an air of polite expectation.
"Harry," the Head began, his voice warm despite the lingering tension in his shoulders. "It seems the Department of Education wishes to expedite your schooling. You'll be taking your final exams soon."
A small, pleased smile showed itself Harry's lips, though his eyes remained coolly appraising. "I understand. Thank you for this opportunity."
The Head gave a dismissive wave of his hand, the corners of his mouth twitching upwards in a fleeting grin. "Don't mention it, my boy. You've more than proved yourself worthy." He nodded towards the official, his expression sobering once more. "This gentleman has something to discuss with you. We'll leave you two to chat."
With a nod, the Head rose, Ms. Wilkins following suit, and the two exited the office, leaving Harry alone with the government official. As the door clicked shut, the official fixed Harry with an intense, penetrating stare, his posture stiffening as if bracing for an impending confrontation.
"Mr. Potter," he began, his voice low and grave. "I trust you understand the significance of your...situation."
Harry met the man's gaze unflinchingly, his expression unreadable save for the slightest tightening around his eyes. "I do."
The official's lips pressed into a thin line, his jaw tensing almost imperceptibly. "Good." He leaned forward, elbows resting on his knees as he studied Harry with an appraising look. "The Department of Education is keen on accelerating your education, but we must tread carefully. It's not that you're privy to any state secrets—far from it. The problem lies in the perception of others; they might not be so certain. Unsavory elements might try to exploit you, believing you know more than you do. They could attempt to wring out non-existent secrets or worse, try to indoctrinate you into their ranks.”
Harry remained calm, his face impassive. "I'm aware of the risks," he said simply.
The official arched an eyebrow. "Indeed? You've encountered such individuals?"
Harry inclined his head, a slight smirk playing about his lips as if privy to some private amusement. "At various events, yes. I've taken care to avoid engaging with them."
"Wise," the official murmured, his gaze sharpening as he scrutinized Harry with renewed interest. "You understand, then, the importance of discretion, of loyalty to the Crown."
"I do," Harry affirmed, his emerald eyes serious. "Rest assured, I have no intention of compromising the interests of the United Kingdom."
The official's shoulders relaxed fractionally, approval showing in his eyes before his features settled back into their stern countenance. "Excellent. Continue with your studies, then, and do us proud on your examinations." He rose, smoothing the creases from his trousers with a brisk, economical motion. "Should you encounter any...undue influences, you know how to reach us."
Harry dipped his chin in a shallow nod, his emerald eyes glinting with an inscrutable light. "Of course."
As the official turned on his heel and strode from the office, Harry remained seated, his gaze fixed on the door long after it had closed. A slight curve tugged at the corners of his mouth.


The ancient fortress loomed against the inky desert sky, its weathered stone walls seeming to drink in the darkness around it. The air hung heavy with the rich, heady scents of frankincense and myrrh, their aromas mingling with the sibilant whispers of the wind as it snaked through the dunes. Within the shadowed halls, the soft flicker of torchlight cast an eerie, dancing glow over the assembled figures.
At the head of the long, obsidian table sat the Ebon Lord, his form draped in layers of black silk that concealed all but his piercing, onyx-like eyes. Those cold orbs swept over the gathered members of the Ebon Hand, his silence more oppressive than any rebuke. To his right, the Viper leaned back in his chair, lips curled in a perpetual sneer as he met the Ebon Lord's gaze with open contempt simmering in his own calculating eyes.
The Jackal, seated to the Scorpion's left, let out a harsh bark of laughter that grated like nails on stone. His smile was all knives as he shook his head, clearly underestimating the threat they now faced. To his left, the Vulture leaned forward, beak-like nose casting harsh shadows across his feverishly intense eyes as he drank in the unfolding events with an almost eager anticipation.
At last, the Ebon Lord spoke, his voice a low, dangerous rasp that cut through the tense silence. "Another failure." The words hung in the air, heavy with barely restrained fury. "Another of our assassination attempts on the Potter boy has ended in disaster, and now our entire London branch lies in ruin."
The Viper's sneer deepened, his fingers drumming an agitated rhythm against the tabletop. "Thistlethorn was a fool," he spat, venom dripping from every syllable. "His arrogance blinded him to the true threat that child poses."
"A threat?" The Jackal's laughter rang out once more, harsh and mocking. "The boy is nothing more than an insignificant gnat to be swatted aside."
The Scorpion's lip curled in a silent snarl, her obsidian eyes flashing with disdain. "Do not underestimate him," she hissed, her voice like the rasp of scales against stone. "Clearly, there are forces at work here beyond our understanding."
The Vulture nodded, his gaze intense and feverish as he leaned forward. "Indeed," he said, his voice little more than a dry whisper. "The timing cannot be coincidence. First, our attempt on the Potter boy's life fails, and then, mere days later, our entire London branch is decimated." His eyes glittered with a dark, eager light. "Whoever is protecting the child, they have struck back against us."
A heavy silence fell over the table as the implications sank in. The Ebon Lord's eyes bored into each of them in turn, his anger a palpable force. "The magical world moves to defend its precious savior," he growled at last. "No doubt, it is their vaunted Ministry that has struck this blow against us."
The Viper's sneer twisted into a rictus of fury, his knuckles whitening as his grip tightened on the arms of his chair. "Then we must retaliate," he snarled. "Not only to complete our contract on the Potter boy, but to avenge the deaths of our brothers and sisters in London."
A slow, cruel smile curved the Ebon Lord's lips, his eyes glittering with dark promise. "Indeed we shall." His gaze settled on the Viper, cold and implacable. "Take our most skilled hunters, those blessed with the gift of magic. Find the Potter boy, and eliminate him and any who stand in your way. Show no mercy, for we shall have our vengeance, no matter the cost."
The Viper's smile was a rictus of vicious anticipation as he gave a sharp, resolute nod. "It will be done, my Lord."


The night was as still as a tomb, the city skyline a glittering array of lights against the inky blackness. Khasut Nehes moved like a wraith through the shadows, his footfalls utterly silent as he approached the towering skyscraper that was his target. The scent of jasmine and exotic spices hung heavy in the air, mingling with the faint aroma of incense that seemed to cling to his robes.
With a practiced flick of his wand, Khasut murmured the incantation for the Disillusionment Charm, his form shimmering for a moment before fading from sight. Another wave, and the Muggle-Repelling Charm rippled outwards, ensuring any non-magical eyes would simply slide past him without notice.
Thus concealed, he turned his attention to the ornate glass doors before him. They parted at his silent command, granting him entry into the opulent lobby. Marble floors gleamed under the soft glow of golden sconces, their flames dancing in silent welcome. Khasut's gaze swept the area, sharp and assessing, before he slipped through the doors and into the stairwell beyond.
Step by silent step, he ascended, the only sound the faint whisper of his robes against the polished stone. Up and up he climbed, his breath coming in slow, controlled measures, until at last he reached the floor that held his target's residence.
Another wave of his wand, and the lock on the apartment door clicked open with nary a sound. Khasut eased the door ajar, slipping through the narrow opening like smoke on the night breeze. His dark eyes roved the lavish interior, taking in every detail as he moved with predatory grace towards the master bedroom.
The door swung open at his silent command, revealing the still forms of his prey, lost in the depths of slumber. Khasut's lips curved in the barest hint of a smile as he raised his wand, the intricate movements flowing with the ease of long practice. Tendrils of magic coalesced at the wand's tip, shimmering like heat haze before lancing out to envelop the man's neck.
Khasut's gaze sharpened, his focus absolute as he wove the spell, guiding the magic to create a series of hairline fractures along the vertebrae surrounding the basilar artery. Slow and meticulous, he worked, each micro-fracture a precise incision that would, in time, sever the vital vessel and starve the brain of blood. The scent of ozone filled the air, sharp and electric, as the spell took hold.
Only when the last fracture was in place did Khasut lower his wand, a sense of grim satisfaction settling over him. With a final, sweeping glance at the sleeping figures, he turned and slipped from the room, leaving no trace of his presence save for the insidious magic now at work.
The journey back through the silent corridors passed in a blur, his mind already turning to the next mission. Soon, he had materialized in the shadowed alleyway that housed the entrance to the Cairo base, the familiar scents of cumin and cardamom enveloping him like old friends.
Khasut moved with purposeful strides through the winding passages, his robes whispering against the stone with each step. At last, he emerged into the commons area, a spacious chamber lit by flickering torchlight and filled with the low murmur of conversation.
A wizened figure caught his eye, the man's face a map of deep lines and creases etched by the desert sun. Khasut made his way over, a slight nod of greeting passing between them.
"Nehes," the old wizard rasped, his voice like sand over stone. "Another successful hunt, I take it?"
Khasut inclined his head, the barest hint of a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. "The prey never saw me coming."
The old man's lips stretched in a toothy grin. "As it should be. The jackal strikes swiftly and silently in the night."
A sharp crack split the air, like a gunshot in the confines of the chamber. Both wizards whirled, wands raised, to find a lean, hawkish figure materializing before them. The Viper's cold eyes swept over them, his lip curling in a sneer of disdain.
"Nehes. Aziz." The words were clipped, impatient. "You've been chosen for a mission of the utmost importance."
Khasut arched an eyebrow, his grip tightening fractionally on his wand. "Oh?"
The Viper's smile was all knives. "We're going after the Potter boy. The last attempt ended...poorly for our London branch. We suspect the Ministry's hand in their demise."
Aziz's craggy features twisted in a scowl. "Meddlesome fools. They guard their precious 'Savior' well."
"Which is why you'll both prepare thoroughly," The Viper said, his tone brooking no argument. "We move on the boy tomorrow, and this time, we will not fail." His gaze bored into them, cold and implacable. "Ready yourselves. There can be no mistakes."
With that, he turned on his heel and swept from the chamber, leaving Khasut and Aziz to exchange a long, weighted look in the flickering torchlight.
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        Chapter 26: Tortured Assassin

 The hallway bustled with the chatter of students eagerly discussing their plans for the upcoming summer break. Lockers slammed shut, and the scuffing of shoes against the linoleum floor created a rhythmic backdrop to the excited voices. Lucas, however, had a relaxed expression as he exited the classroom, having just completed his final exams.
Suddenly, a series of urgent hisses caught his attention, emanating from behind a stack of boxes lining the corridor. Recognizing the familiar tones of Parseltongue, he turned towards the source, his brow furrowing slightly. A slender grass snake slithered into view, its tongue flicking rapidly as it conveyed its message.
"Speaker, we have something to report," the snake scout hissed, its voice carrying an undercurrent of concern. "There is a gathering of heat signatures in one of the nearby rooms, but the other scouts cannot see any physical forms."
Lucas's eyes narrowed, his mind rapidly assessing the potential implications. Could it be the Aurors he knew were assigned to protect him, or was this something more sinister? The failed assassination attempt by the Ebon Hand still weighed heavily on his thoughts, and he couldn't afford to take any chances.
Glancing around, he noted the absence of bystanders in the immediate vicinity. His usual guards were likely stationed at the school's entrance, affording him a brief window of opportunity. Without hesitation, he cloaked himself in invisibility and thermal camouflage while simultaneously muffling the sound of his footsteps.
Closing his eyes, Lucas initiated the visualization of Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea, a technique he had meticulously developed over months of practice. He could sense the ebb and flow of heat signatures, like currents in a vast ocean, allowing him to perceive the world through a unique lens.
"Guide me," he instructed the snake, his voice a mere whisper carried on the air.
The serpent slithered forward, leading Lucas through the winding corridors until they reached the room in question. He could sense the presence of multiple individuals within, their heat signatures pulsing like beacons in his mind's eye.
Gesturing for the snake to approach, Lucas waved his hand, rendering the creature invisible as well. With a subtle mental command, he established a temporary connection through Legilimency, granting him access to the snake's senses.
"Proceed with caution," he instructed telepathically, his thoughts flowing directly into the serpent's mind.
The snake slithered under the door, hugging the corners of the room as it advanced. Lucas observed through its eyes, the heat signatures becoming clearer and more defined. Suddenly, the snake crossed an invisible barrier, and voices drifted into Lucas's consciousness, speaking in a language he didn't recognize – Arabic.
While the words held no meaning for him, the mention of his name caught his attention, and the pieces fell into place. These were undoubtedly the assassins from the Ebon Hand, hired by the Saudi oil magnate who had orchestrated the previous attempt on his life.
Annoyance crossed Lucas's features, his jaw tightening slightly. He had grown weary of these persistent threats, and it was clear that a more decisive response was required. Not only would he eliminate these assassins, but he would also strike at the heart of the Ebon Hand and the oil magnate who had dared to challenge him.
As the snake continued its reconnaissance, Lucas formulated a plan, his mind working on the problem at hand. He would need to act swiftly and decisively, neutralizing the majority of the assassins in a single, overwhelming strike while ensuring that at least one remained alive for interrogation.
With a subtle gesture, he summoned the Elemental Sphere from the notebook in his uniform. The sphere pulsed with energy, responding to his will as he prepared to unleash a devastating assault.
A blinding flash of light erupted from Lucas's Elemental Sphere, searing the room with its brilliance. Then a deafening roar accompanied the flash, the sound waves crashing against the walls like a physical force. The assassins, caught off guard, reeled from the disorienting assault on their senses.
Lucas didn't hesitate. He flung open the door, and in that moment, his mind plunged into the depths of his Vast Sea Visualization. The tranquil waters stretched out before him, reflecting the twilight sky above. Four distinct currents began to swirl, each representing one of the four elements he intended to wield.
The air current manifested as a gathering storm, dark clouds churning with restless energy. Lucas focused his will, and the winds coalesced into a formidable gale, its force directed towards the room. Simultaneously, the water current rose in a powerful swell, its rhythmic motion ready to propel his spell forward.
The earth current stirred, particles of sand and rock swirling in a vortex, ready to be shaped by his intent. Finally, the fire current blazed to life, a molten core of heat and light that pulsed with raw power.
With a sweeping gesture, Lucas unleashed the elements, channeling their combined might through his Elemental Sphere. The gale burst forth, carrying with it the swell's momentum and the earth's jagged debris. The fire current followed, wreathing the elemental maelstrom in scorching flames.
The small tornado tore into the room, its fury unbound. The assassins, still reeling from the initial assault, found themselves ensnared in the elemental onslaught. One by one, they were ripped from their invisibility, their bodies battered by the relentless forces of nature.
A wand-wielding assassin raised his arm, a curse on his lips, but a blast of air slammed him to the ground, the wind knocking the breath from his lungs. Another assassin's torso caved inward as a jagged chunk of earth struck with brutal force. Elsewhere, water spikes, sharp as daggers, pierced through unprotected eyes, eliciting agonized screams.
Lucas's gaze remained focused as he directed the tornado's fury, diverting its path away from a single assassin whose limbs had been mangled by the onslaught. A calming mist enveloped the room, disrupting any attempt at apparition or retaliation.
With deliberate intent and will, Lucas converted the water currents to frost and merged it with the fire currents, their opposing natures colliding within the tornado's heart to form a Frostfire Current. The intensity of the elemental storm escalated, the frost and flames intertwining in a lethal dance. The remaining assassins succumbed to the onslaught, their lives extinguished by the unrelenting forces they had foolishly challenged.
As the tornado dissipated, an earth club formed from the remnants, striking the sole survivor with a sickening crunch. The assassin crumpled back to the ground, unconscious but alive – needed for the information Lucas sought.
Sensing approaching thermal currents, Lucas acted swiftly. Five small fire beams, conjured from his fingertips, passed through the Elemental Sphere and incinerated the corpses, reducing them to ash. With a flick of his wrist, the ashes gathered into a small pile, which he promptly pocketed.
Another gesture repaired the room, desks and chairs righting themselves as dust filled the cracks in the walls, erasing the evidence of the brutal confrontation.
Lucas's gaze fell upon the unconscious assassin, his expression disdainful. "This is what you get for trying to ambush me," he sneered, shaking his head. With a wave of his hand, the man became invisible, and Lucas levitated a desk, sticking the assassin to its surface with a Sticky Spell.
Without a backward glance, Lucas strode from the room, passing by a gathering of curious students drawn by the commotion. He paid them no heed, his focus solely on reaching the other side of the school, his prize in tow – a survivor whose mind held the answers he sought.


The door creaked open, and Lucas stepped into the dimly lit room, his footsteps muffled by the thick carpet. A quick glance around confirmed his solitude, save for the unconscious form of the assassin lying on the floor. With a subtle gesture, he smeared a line of spell-infused blood across the doorframe, ensuring no sound would escape and deterring any unwanted Muggle intrusion.
His gaze settled on the prone figure, and disdain crossed his features. Swiftly, he divested the man of his possessions – a wand, a magically expanded pouch, and dark clothing, all neatly set aside. The assassin now lay in nothing but his underwear, vulnerable and exposed.
Pathetic, Lucas thought, his lip curling ever so slightly. Let's see how resilient you truly are.
A whip of water materialized in his hand, and with a sharp flick of his wrist, it lashed out, slicing through the air to strike the assassin's chest. Three times the watery lash fell, each impact leaving a bloody welt in its wake. On the third strike, the man's eyes snapped open, and a guttural scream tore from his throat, mingling with an Arabic curse as another lash caught him across the torso.
Lucas stepped closer, his form still cloaked in invisibility – a precaution to ensure his identity remained a mystery. He had no intention of allowing this assassin to escape and reveal that Harry Potter had been the one to dismantle him.
With a sweeping motion, a wall of earth rose from the floor, hurtling towards the assassin. The man's eyes widened in fear, but there was no escape as the earthen barrier slammed into him, pinning him against the far wall. Tendrils of earth snaked around his limbs, encasing him in an unyielding embrace, leaving only his eyes exposed.
"What do you want?" the assassin pleaded in accented English, his voice strained. "I'll do anything, just let me go!"
Lucas remained silent, his focus inward as he initiated a Legilimency probe. To his surprise, he encountered resistance – a nest of undulating vipers, coiled and poised to strike. Occlumency shields, the first he had ever encountered.
Impressive, he thought, studying the mental defenses with a critical eye. But nothing is impenetrable.
His probe darted towards one of the serpents, only to be met with a barrage of nonsensical memories – a stroll through a park, the mundane details of daily life. A diversion tactic, meant to confuse and misdirect.
Withdrawing his mental assault, Lucas considered his next move. In the physical realm, he conjured a knife of condensed earth and drove it into the assassin's thigh, eliciting a strangled cry. Simultaneously, he launched another Legilimency probe, but the vipers remained undeterred, their movements now frenzied as they sought to repel the intrusion.
Well-trained, indeed, Lucas acknowledged, his shoulders tense as he planned to do something that some might consider evil.
Stepping back, he summoned a blade of ice and, with clinical precision, severed the man's leg at the thigh. A scream of agony rent the air, but Lucas remained unmoved, his focus unwavering as he methodically removed each of the assassin's fingers, one by one.
With each severed digit, he alternated between casting a Calming Spell and allowing the man's anguish to resurface, the emotional whiplash serving to further destabilize his Occlumency defenses.
Another Legilimency probe followed, and this time, the vipers lay still, their defiant undulations stilled by the onslaught of trauma and emotional manipulation. Lucas seized the opportunity, his mental assault taking the form of a crashing wave of will, sweeping away the illusory serpents until only one remained.
His probe pierced the final viper, and he found himself within the assassin's mind, a vast expanse of memories and knowledge laid bare before him.
The location of the Ebon Hand's headquarters, he commanded, his mental voice resonating with authority. All branch bases, everything you know.
Satisfaction curled his lips into a faint smirk as the information flowed into his consciousness. No longer would he be at their mercy – now, he could strike back, could take the fight to them on his terms.
Withdrawing from the man's mind, Lucas refocused on the physical realm, his gaze falling upon the mangled form before him. The Viper, one of the Ebon Hand's leaders, lay broken and bleeding, his life ebbing away with each ragged breath.
"Any last words?" Lucas inquired, his tone devoid of emotion as he raised two fingers towards the man's eyes.
The Viper's lips moved, but no sound emerged save a feeble whimper. In a blur of motion, two ice spikes materialized, piercing the assassin's eyes and burying themselves deep into his brain. The man's body went rigid for a heartbeat before slumping lifelessly to the floor, the earth bindings crumbling away.
Lucas regarded the corpse with a pensive expression, his mind already turning to the next phase of his plan.
Apparition, he decided. I can no longer delay learning that skill. A visit to Diagon Alley is in order, risks be damned.
His features hardened with resolve as he contemplated the necessary precautions – remaining invisible, dyeing his hair, concealing the lightning scar on his forehead. If splinching occurred, he could seek immediate aid, minimizing the risk before making a swift escape.
The un-splinching spell, he reminded himself. I must find it while I'm there.
With a final glance at the lifeless form at his feet, Lucas turned him into ash and strode from the room after putting away the wand and clothes into the magically-expanded pouch he stuck inside his clothes.
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        Chapter 27: Blitzkrieg Teleportation

 The streets of London pulsed with life, a constant tide of footsteps and chatter ebbing and flowing around him. Lucas, his features obscured by a deft application of makeup and hair dye, moved invisibly through the crowds with practiced ease, his lightning scar concealed, his raven locks transformed into a nondescript shade of brown.
The Dursleys remained oblivious, their minds subtly influenced to overlook any discrepancies in his absence. His destination was clear – the Leaky Cauldron, the gateway to the wizarding world's famed Diagon Alley.
As he neared Charing Cross Road, the telltale signs of magic became apparent. There, nestled between a bookshop and a record store, stood the run-down inn, its weathered exterior ignored by the passing throngs.
Lucas paused, his senses attuned to the thermal currents emanating from the building's interior. Patience, he reminded himself, waiting for the opportune moment to slip inside unnoticed.
Ten minutes ticked by before a young woman, her clothing suggesting a Muggle-born witch, approached the entrance. As she pushed open the door, Lucas seized his chance, slipping through the narrow gap and into the dimly lit interior of the Leaky Cauldron.
His gaze swept over the various patrons – witches and wizards of all ages, engrossed in hushed conversations or poring over copies of the Daily Prophet, its moving images a clear indicator of the magic that permeated this place. A faint smirk tugged at the corner of his lips as he took in the scene, confirming the accuracy of the movies' depictions, albeit on a slightly larger scale.
Without hesitation, Lucas followed the Muggle-born witch as she made her way towards the rear door, his footsteps silent against the worn floorboards. The dimly lit interior of the Leaky Cauldron gave way to a small courtyard, the witch's wand raised as she tapped a specific sequence on the brick wall before them.
Lucas watched, his eyes narrowed in concentration, as the bricks began to shift and rearrange, grinding against one another in a mesmerizing dance. Gradually, an archway formed, revealing the fabled Diagon Alley beyond.
The sight that greeted him was both familiar and underwhelming. Crooked buildings lined the narrow street, their architecture a blend of whimsy and antiquity. Shops and storefronts jostled for space, their displays spilling out onto the cobblestones, beckoning passersby with an array of magical wares.
Lucas stepped through the archway, his senses assaulted by new sights and sounds. The air was thick with the mingled scents of parchment, potions, and more.
Witches and wizards of all ages bustled about, their robes swishing against the cobblestones as they went about their business. A group of children pressed their faces against the window of a quidditch supply shop, their eyes wide with wonder as they ogled the latest brooms and gear.
Lucas allowed himself a moment to take it all in, his gaze sweeping over the scene with a critical eye. To a child, this place might have seemed enchanting, a world of magic and mystery. But to him, it was merely somewhat lacklustre. But considering this was just a normal shopping alley, that should be expected.
Still, there was no time to linger on such musings. With a subtle flick of his wrist, he retrieved the assassin's wand from his pocket, the smooth wood needed for his next spell. Closing his eyes, he initiated the Vast Sea Visualization, a technique he had honed to near perfection.
The tranquil waters of his mindscape stretched out before him, the bedrock beneath altering in shape until it formed a perfect representation of Diagon Alley. He focused his will, envisioning a specific point five meters ahead, within the perfect representation. This would be his destination, the place where he would apparate.
Concentrating deeply, he channeled his will and intent through the wand, feeling the wand respond to his command. With a sharp twist, he turned on the spot, and the world around him blurred, the colors and sounds of Diagon Alley melting away.
In an instant, he reappeared at the precise location he had visualized, a loud pop accompanying his arrival. A triumphant smirk curved his lips – he had succeeded in apparating without incident.
Still, he knew that he wasn't done yet. What if splinching occurred, leaving a part of him behind? He needed to learn the un-splinching spell, a precaution against any potential mishaps.
His gaze fell upon Flourish and Blotts, the renowned bookshop beckoning him closer with its inviting display of tomes and scrolls. The scent of aged parchment and leather bindings wafted through the air as he entered the open door.
Rather than waste time scouring the shelves, Lucas opted for a more direct approach. He scanned the interior of the shop, his eyes roving over the patrons browsing the aisles. A wizard in his late twenties or early thirties caught his attention, the man's brow furrowed in concentration as he perused a thick volume.
Lucas extended his senses, reaching out with his mind, and gently probed the wizard's thoughts with Legilimency. Memories and knowledge flowed into his consciousness, a delicate dance of mental intrusion and extraction.
While the wizard lacked specific knowledge of the un-splinching spell itself, Lucas gleaned the information he needed – the name of the book that contained the incantation and instructions.
Without hesitation, he strode towards the indicated aisle, his footsteps muffled by the plush carpeting that lined the shop's floors. His eyes scanned the shelves, row upon row of leather-bound tomes and dusty scrolls, until he spotted the book he sought.
With a deft hand, he plucked the volume from its resting place, the weight of the tome a reassuring presence in his grasp. He ran his fingers over the embossed lettering on the cover, tracing the title that would ensure he didn’t die because of an embarrassing mistake.
Satisfied, Lucas made his way towards the exit, his prize in hand. As he passed the wizard he had probed, he offered a slight nod of acknowledgment, a subtle gesture that went unnoticed by the engrossed reader.
The bell above the door tinkled softly as Lucas stepped out onto the cobblestone street of Diagon Alley, the book securely in his hand.
With a quick glance around to ensure no prying eyes lingered, Lucas slipped into a nearby alleyway, his footsteps echoing against the stone walls. He leaned back against the cool bricks, opening the book to the chapter on un-splinching spells.
His eyes scanned the pages, absorbing every detail, every nuance of the incantation and wand movements. The words seemed to etch themselves into his mind, a permanent fixture in his ever-expanding repertoire of magical knowledge.
Satisfied with his newfound understanding, Lucas closed the book with a decisive snap, tucking it away inside of his looted pouch.


With a decisive nod, Lucas wasted no time in exiting Diagon Alley, his footsteps carrying him swiftly towards the bustling streets of London. A subtle flick of his wrist conjured an invisible barrier, a bubble of air currents that would muffle any sounds he made. Glancing around to ensure no prying eyes lingered, he twisted on the spot, disapparating with a sharp crack.
In an instant, he reappeared at Leicester Square, the familiar sights and sounds of the London Underground station enveloping him. Without hesitation, he made his way towards the Piccadilly Line platform, his steps purposeful and unhurried.
The platform was a hive of activity, commuters and travelers alike milling about, their voices blending into a buzz of noise. Lucas found a secluded spot and settled in to wait, his eyes scanning the crowd with boredom.
Time ticked by, each minute feeling like an eternity, until finally, the telltale rumble of an approaching train echoed through the tunnels. As the doors slid open, Lucas slipped inside, his invisibility ensuring he went unnoticed by the other passengers.
Claiming a vacant seat, he cast a subtle Muggle-Repelling Spell, ensuring that no one would inadvertently stumble upon him. The train lurched forward, and Lucas leaned back, allowing the rhythmic clatter of the wheels against the tracks to lull him into a state of calm focus.
Fifty-three minutes later, the train pulled into Heathrow Terminal 1, and Lucas disembarked, following the signs that led him out of the Underground station and into the main terminal area.
The airport was a whirlwind of activity, a constant stream of people coming and going, their voices mingling with the occasional announcements over the loudspeakers. Lucas navigated the crowds with ease, his eyes scanning the signage that would lead him to the check-in area.
Without breaking stride, he climbed over the security checkpoint, ignoring the metal detectors and x-ray screening devices next to him.
Once past security, Lucas found himself in the departure lounge, a vast area of shops, restaurants, and gates. He paused, taking in the sights and sounds around him, before turning his attention to a nearby traveler.
With a subtle mental probe, he delved into the man's mind, extracting the information he needed – the location of the gate for the flight to Riyadh, Saudi Arabia.
Consulting the airport timetables, Lucas confirmed that the flight would depart in just over an hour, with a travel time of six to seven hours. A faint smirk tugged at the corner of his lips – he had ample time to make his preparations.
The Dursleys wouldn't be looking for him anytime soon, and with summer vacation in full swing, he had no classes or obligations to worry about. In fact, his seventh birthday was just two days away, on the 31st of July, 1987.
He had already taken care of any potential visitors, ensuring that he would be undisturbed on his special day. And if all went according to plan, he would be celebrating his birthday with the Ebon Lord's corpse in pieces, a grim but satisfying gift to himself.


The scorching desert sun glared down mercilessly, the heat shimmering in waves across the vast expanse of sand. Lucas remained unaffected, his body enveloped in a cocoon of frost magic, the chill air a stark contrast to the arid environment around him.
This is it, he thought, his mind focused and his senses alert. No point in holding back.
With a sharp crack, he apparated from one spot to another, his movements rapid and precise. The memories extracted from The Viper played out in his mind's eye, guiding his path towards the Ebon Hand's fortress. He retrieved the Elemental Sphere from his pouch, the artifact thrumming with power in his grasp.
Pop. He appeared atop a towering dune, the grains of sand shifting beneath his feet. A quick glance around, and he was gone again, disappearing with another crack.
Pop. He rematerialized on a rocky outcrop, the jagged stones casting long shadows across the ground. His eyes narrowed, scanning the horizon for any sign of his destination.
There. A shimmering haze distorted the landscape in the distance, the clear signs of powerful spells at work. Lucas paused, retrieving the entrance token from his pouch. The smooth stone was etched with Arabic symbols.
He knew the moment he crossed the threshold, his presence would be detected. The spells woven into the fortress's defenses would alert the Ebon Hand to 'The Viper's' return, and he would have to act swiftly.
Closing his eyes, Lucas initiated the Wind's Gale and Water's Swell visualization, his body thrumming with power as his speed increased to that of a trained athlete. Simultaneously, he activated the Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea, his senses attuned to the heat signatures around him.
With a deep breath, he charged forward, his footsteps silent, his form invisible and thermally camouflaged. The shimmering haze parted before him, and he passed through the fortress's entrance, the token in his hand glowing briefly before dimming once more.
No time to waste, he thought, his strides carrying him swiftly towards the Central Courtyard. The Ebon Lord would investigate if The Viper didn't report immediately.
Sure enough, the enigmatic leader was there, his imposing figure draped in black, his face partially obscured by a veil of silk. He sat, engrossed in a tome, his black eyes scanning the pages with a detached intensity.
Lucas didn't bother with words. The moment the Ebon Lord's gaze flickered towards his location, his eyebrows furrowing in confusion at the apparent emptiness before him, Lucas struck.
A searing fireball erupted from his palm, hurtling towards the Ebon Lord with blistering speed. The Ebon Lord reacted instantly, his wand slashing through the air, erecting a shimmering barrier that deflected the fiery assault.
The battle had begun.
Lucas pressed his advantage, conjuring a torrent of water that crashed against the Ebon Lord's defenses like a tidal wave. The Ebon Lord countered with a wave of his wand, summoning a wall of earth to absorb the brunt of the attack.
The air crackled with energy as they traded blows, the courtyard rapidly becoming a battleground of elemental chaos. Lucas focused his intent and his hands started glowing red-blue.
A Frostfire Bolt lanced through the air, its icy core encased in searing flames, piercing the Ebon Lord's defenses with ease. The Ebon Lord retaliated with a barrage of curses, his wand a blur of motion, the air thick with the stench of ozone and the crackling of arcane energies.
Crack! The Scorpion apparated behind Lucas, her wand raised, her face twisted into a snarl. A jet of sickly green light erupted from her wand, the curse speeding towards Lucas's unprotected back.
Lucas sensed the attack at the last moment, his Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea alerting him to the danger. He twisted, conjuring a hasty shield of air and earth, but the curse slammed into it with brutal force, shattering his defenses.
Pain lanced through his side as the curse grazed him, tearing through flesh and muscle. Lucas gritted his teeth, his free hand clutching the wound as he felt the warmth of his own blood seeping through his fingers.
The Necklace of Protection pulsed with energy, its spell-infused blood activating, deflecting a follow-up curse from the Scorpion with a telekinetic burst.
No time to heal, he thought, his mind racing. He needed to end this quickly.
With a twist of his wrist, Lucas channeled his elemental magic through the Elemental Sphere, amplifying its potency twofold. A torrent of frost and flame erupted from his outstretched hands, the elements converging on the Ebon Lord and the Scorpion with unstoppable force.
The Ebon Lord's defenses crumbled, his body engulfed in the raging inferno, while the Scorpion was encased in a tomb of ice, her agonized scream cut short as the frost sealed her lips.
Crack! The Jackal apparated behind Lucas, his knife-like smile twisted into a snarl. A wave of his wand, and a flock of razor-sharp feathers materialized, speeding towards Lucas's unprotected back.
Lucas spun, conjuring a whirlwind of air and water, deflecting the feathers and slamming them back into the Jackal with bone-crushing force. The Jackal's body was flung across the courtyard, his wand clattering to the ground as he slammed into a wall with a sickening crunch.
Crack! The Vulture apparated beside the Ebon Lord's smoldering form, his beak-like nose contorted in rage. A flick of his wand, and a swarm of venomous serpents erupted from the ground, their fangs bared, their hissing filling the air.
Lucas's eyes narrowed, and he hissed a command in Parseltongue, the snakes freezing in their tracks, their heads bowed in submission.
With a gesture, he banished the serpents, their bodies slamming into the Vulture with bone-crushing force, knocking him to the ground.
But the Ebon Lord was not done yet. With a ragged gasp, he raised his wand, his movements sluggish but determined. A torrent of dark energy erupted from the tip of his wand, the malevolent force speeding towards Lucas with unstoppable force.
Lucas braced himself, conjuring a shield of frost and flame, but the dark energy slammed into it with the force of a freight train, shattering his defenses and sending him tumbling backwards.
Pain lanced through his body as the dark energy tore into him, shredding flesh and bone. Lucas cried out, his voice raw and primal, as he felt the malevolent force ravaging his insides.
Through sheer force of will, he managed to erect a barrier of air and earth, deflecting the remainder of the dark energy. But the damage was done, his body gravely injured and his will dangerously exhausted.
The Ebon Lord rose to his feet, slowly starting to point his wand in his direction. Lucas could sense the dark power radiating from the Ebon Lord’s wand, and knew he had to act fast.
With a desperate effort, Lucas apparated behind the Ebon Lord and channeled the last of his strength into the Elemental Sphere, amplifying its power to the breaking point. A thick beam of razor-sharp ice surged out from the Elemental Sphere with great force.
The Ebon Lord gasped in shock as the Ice Beam impaled his heart. A scream of agony burst from his lips, his voice raw and primal, as the icy onslaught overwhelmed him.
When the mist of frost cleared, the Ebon Lord lay motionless, his body frozen and shattered, the veil of silk that had once obscured his face now a brittle remnant encased in ice.
Lucas collapsed to his knees, his body and will exhausted. But he had emerged victorious, the Ebon Hand defeated and their leader slain.
With a trembling hand, he reached into his pouch, retrieving a vial of crimson liquid – his own spell-infused blood, imbued with the power of the Body and Mind Revitalization spell.
As he drank the contents of the vial, he felt the warmth of the spell wash over him, his wounds slowly sealing, his strength returning. It would take time to fully recover, but for now, he had survived the ordeal.
A faint smirk tugged at the corner of his lips as he surveyed the devastation around him. They had gotten what they deserved for targeting him. Now, he had the time to slowly go through their base and loot everything they owned. After that, he would kill the oil magnate Khalid Al-Mansour for daring to put a hit on him.


 
 

  
    Hogwarts or the World

    

        Chapter 28: Hogwarts or the World

 The professor's voice droned on, filling the lecture hall with a monotonous explanation of tensor calculus and its applications in physics. "Tensor calculus provides the mathematical framework for theories like general relativity," he said, scribbling equations on the chalkboard. "It allows us to describe the shape and curvature of space using differential geometry."
Lucas sat in the back of the room, his eyes fixed on the professor but his mind wandering far beyond the confines of the classroom. He didn't bother taking notes like the other students; his eidetic memory rendered such efforts unnecessary. The concepts being taught were familiar to him, having already mastered them. Yet, he was obligated to attend, a requirement he couldn't escape despite his advanced knowledge.
As the lecture continued, Lucas absently twisted the ring on his left hand, his thoughts drifting to the concept of the Butterfly Effect. It's incredible how a seemingly insignificant change can lead to such drastic alterations in the timeline, he ruminated, his brow furrowing slightly. I never expected my transmigration to have such far-reaching consequences so quickly.
He recalled his recent visits to Diagon Alley, where whispers of escalating tensions with Magical China had caught his attention. At first, he had been perplexed, unable to reconcile this development with the events he remembered from the books in his past life. Could my presence here have somehow triggered this? He had wondered, but quickly dismissed the notion. Further investigation had revealed that a powerful Chinese wizard had appeared near his house, engaging in a fierce battle with the Aurors assigned to protect him. The wizard had been subdued by Albus Dumbledore himself and subsequently jailed, but the incident had sparked international complications.
Magical China demanded the wizard's extradition, claiming the right to dispense justice on their own citizen, Lucas recalled, his mind piecing together the fragments of information he had gathered. But then, the very day he was to be transferred, the wizard died in the custody of the British Ministry of Magic, with the two Senior Aurors guarding him mysteriously vanishing.
The accusations had flown fast and furious, with China accusing Magical Britain of orchestrating the wizard's death to avoid handing him over, while Britain countered that China had likely assassinated him to frame them. The political tensions had only escalated since then, with trade restrictions and diplomatic posturing becoming increasingly common.
Lucas's thoughts turned to Albus Dumbledore, the venerable wizard who, in the original timeline, had assumed the position of Supreme Mugwump around this time. But in this reality, his ascension was blocked by politicians from Magical China, Lucas mused, his fingers tapping thoughtfully against his thigh. Without that international influence, Dumbledore remains merely the Headmaster of Hogwarts and Chief Warlock of the Wizengamot. How will this affect the unfolding of events?
He couldn't recall the International Confederation of Wizards playing a significant role in the civil war that had ravaged Magical Britain in the books. They were primarily concerned with maintaining the Statute of Secrecy, reluctant to intervene in a country's internal matters unless there was a severe risk of exposure, he reasoned. Still, it's hard to believe Dumbledore wouldn't have leveraged his position as Supreme Mugwump to subtly aid his cause, even if the ICW's bureaucracy would have made it difficult for him to openly abuse his power.
A soft sigh escaped Lucas's lips as his thoughts turned to Hogwarts, the magical school that loomed large in his future. Should I even bother attending? he questioned, his brow creasing in contemplation. Objectively, there are few compelling reasons for me to go. My magical abilities have grown greatly over the past two years, and I could dispatch skilled assassins at the age of seven. Granted, I had the element of surprise on my side, but my combat prowess has only increased since then. What could Hogwarts possibly teach me that I couldn't learn on my own?
He glanced around the lecture hall, taking in the attentive faces of his fellow students. My current position at Cambridge, studying physics at the Cavendish Laboratory, provides me with far more valuable opportunities, he acknowledged. Access to advanced equipment, the chance to prove hypotheses based on my future knowledge, and the ability to establish myself in the academic world. I once viewed the Muggle world as a mere stepping stone on my path to the Wizarding world, but now, I'm beginning to question that assumption. What does the magical community have to offer me that I couldn't simply take for myself?
The prospect of spending years at Hogwarts, subjecting himself to the authority of teachers who could impart little that he couldn't teach himself, left Lucas feeling uneasy. I'd be surrounded by children, forced to use a wand for the most basic of spells, and constantly at risk of weakening my own magical will by relying on a crutch, he thought, his lip curling slightly in distaste. And the coursework! Endless essays on wand motions and whatnot that I have no use for. It would be an exercise in tedium and frustration.
Yet, even as he mentally catalogued the drawbacks of attending Hogwarts, Lucas couldn't help but consider the potential benefits. The Room of Requirement, the Chamber of Secrets, the opportunity to forge alliances with future power players in the Wizarding world, he mused, his mind weighing each factor carefully. But are those advantages truly exclusive to Hogwarts students? Couldn't I gain access to the school's secrets through other means, without subjecting myself to the constraints of being a student?
He leaned back in his chair, his gaze drifting to the ceiling as he pondered the question. Perhaps the true value of Hogwarts lies in the connections I could make, the young witches and wizards who will one day wield influence in magical society. As the Boy-Who-Lived, I'm already a celebrity in Magical Britain, but those friendships could prove useful if I decide to pursue political power.
But even as the thought crossed his mind, Lucas felt doubtful. Do I truly care about political influence, though? With each passing year, my magical abilities grow stronger, my Visualization technique opening up new avenues of exploration. Right now, I'm focused on Elemental Magic, but I know that's just the beginning. As I delve into more esoteric branches of magic, my power will only continue to increase. And with that power, what need do I have for the petty games of politics?
He thought of the countless hours he had already devoted to establishing himself in the Muggle world, the papers he had published, the conferences he had attended, the famous scientists he had met. Even those efforts have taken time away from my magical practice, he conceded, his gaze drifting off. At Hogwarts, with classes and the social obligations of a boarding school, I'd have even less time to dedicate to my true passions.
A frown tugged at the corners of Lucas's mouth as a new concern surfaced in his mind. But would Dumbledore and the Ministry of Magic even allow me to skip Hogwarts? he wondered, his fingers clenching slightly around the ring on his hand. I may not need a wand to perform magic, but they could still make things very inconvenient for me if I refuse to attend. And then there's the question of how I'd explain my magical knowledge without any formal education...
He considered the alternatives, his mind going through his options. I could seek out another magical school, perhaps in America or Europe or Asia. Somewhere that would give me more freedom to pursue my own interests, without the baggage of being the Boy-Who-Lived.
But even as he entertained the idea, Lucas felt resigned. No matter where I go, there will be expectations, obligations, and limitations. The only true path to freedom is to forge my own way, to let my magic guide me to heights beyond the reach of any school or government.
With a sigh, he refocused his attention on the lecture, the professor's voice washing over him like a distant tide. The decision of whether to attend Hogwarts still weighed heavily on his mind, but for now, he would bide his time, gathering knowledge and power until the moment came to choose his path.


Petunia's footsteps were soft against the carpeted floor as she made her way to Dudley's room, the first rays of the morning sun filtering through the windows and casting a warm glow in the hallway. She gently pushed open the door, the hinges creaking slightly, and stepped inside. The room was tidy, with toys neatly arranged on shelves and the bed covers only slightly rumpled.
She sat down on the edge of the bed and placed a hand on Dudley's shoulder, giving him a gentle shake. "Dudley, sweetie, it's time to get up," she said softly, her voice warm and soothing.
Dudley's eyes fluttered open, and he yawned, stretching his arms above his head. "Morning, Mum," he said, his voice still thick with sleep.
Petunia smiled, her heart swelling with love and pride for her son. He was such a good boy, never giving her any trouble. Not like when he was a toddler, with his constant tantrums and screaming fits that would leave her ears ringing and her nerves frayed. She shuddered slightly at the memory, grateful those days were behind them.
"Breakfast will be ready soon," she said, smoothing back his hair. "Why don't you take a shower and get dressed, and I'll have everything on the table by the time you come down."
Dudley nodded, climbing out of bed and padding towards the bathroom. Petunia watched him go, a small smile playing on her lips.
She left Dudley's room and headed down the hallway, her mind already on the tasks ahead. She needed to start the coffee for Vernon, fry up some bacon and eggs, maybe make some toast. She was so lost in her thoughts that she walked right past Harry's room without even realizing it.
It wasn't until she was halfway down the stairs that she remembered she hadn't woken him up. She paused, her hand on the banister, and considered going back. But then, almost as if someone else was controlling her actions, she shook her head and continued on her way.
In the kitchen, Petunia moved with practiced efficiency, cracking eggs into a bowl, laying strips of bacon in a pan, and putting bread in the toaster. The sizzle of the bacon and the rich aroma of coffee filled the air, and she inhaled deeply, letting the familiar scents wash over her.
She was just setting the plates on the table when she heard footsteps on the stairs. Dudley and Harry appeared in the doorway, deep in conversation.
"I'm telling you, Harry, the new Super Mario Bros game is amazing!" Dudley was saying, his eyes bright with excitement. "You've got to try it."
Harry smiled, but Petunia could tell his heart wasn't in it. "Sure, Dudley, maybe later," he said, taking his seat at the table.
Petunia watched them, her thoughts drifting back to when Harry had first come to live with them. She had been so uncertain, so torn about how to feel about this child who had turned their lives upside down. But now, looking at him, she couldn't help but feel a rush of affection and gratitude.
Harry had been such a good influence on Dudley, encouraging him to study hard and make friends. And it wasn't just Dudley who had benefited. Petunia's own social circle had grown, her status rising along with Harry's fame. Even Vernon had reaped the rewards, with his recent promotion to CEO of Grunnings.
And then there was the money. Petunia still couldn't quite wrap her head around it, how Harry had managed to turn the 2 million pounds from his published papers into a fortune of over 140 million pounds within 2 years. She knew people in the financial world followed his every move, trying to mimic his success.
As she sat down at the table, Vernon looked up from his newspaper. "Any plans for the day, Harry?" he asked, taking a sip of his coffee.
Harry shrugged. "Not really. I might work on some projects, but nothing major."
Dudley's fork paused halfway to his mouth. "But you promised we could go to the park today!" he said, a hint of a whine creeping into his voice. "You said you'd help me practice my football skills."
Harry's smile was genuine this time. "You're right, I did. Okay, we can head to the park after breakfast."
Petunia reached across the table, patting Dudley's hand. "Just be careful, you two. And make sure you're back in time for dinner. I'm making your favorite, Dudley - shepherd's pie."
Dudley grinned, his earlier disappointment forgotten. "You're the best, Mum."
The rest of the meal passed in comfortable chatter, with Vernon discussing his latest project at work and Petunia sharing her plans for the garden. But through it all, Petunia's thoughts kept drifting back to Harry.
He had changed their lives in so many ways, and not just financially. He had brought them closer as a family, had given Dudley a role model and a friend. And for that, Petunia knew she would always be grateful.


 
 

  
    Attack on Refinery

    

        Chapter 29: Attack on Refinery

 Lucas stepped off the airplane at Jack Brooks Regional Airport, his pristine sneakers hitting the tarmac with a soft thud. The hot Texas sun beat down on his back, making him grateful for his cocoon of frost magic. He stretched his arms above his head, feeling the satisfying pop of his joints after the long flight. Time to kick things into high gear, he thought.
He reached into the magically expanded pouch at his hip, a souvenir from his run-in with the Ebon Hand. His fingers brushed against the smooth, woven texture of the flying carpet, and he pulled it free with a sharp tug. This should make the trip a lot quicker, he reasoned, unfolding the carpet and letting it hover a few inches off the ground.
With a focused intent and visualization, Lucas channeled his will through the wand holstered at his side. In an instant, he Apparated straight up into the air, the world blurring around him before snapping back into focus. He landed on the flying carpet with a slight wobble, the fabric dipping under his weight before stabilizing.
Southeast, he thought, picturing the sprawling expanse of the Port Arthur oil refinery. That's where I need to go. He leaned forward, urging the carpet onward with a mental command. It surged beneath him, the wind whipping through his messy black hair as he rocketed towards his destination.
As he flew, Lucas's mind thought of the implications of what he was about to do. This isn't just about Port Arthur, he reflected, his brow furrowing in concentration. It's going to have a ripple effect across the whole country, maybe even the world.
He pictured the chaos that would follow in the wake of his actions. Gas prices would skyrocket as the supply of refined oil dwindled. The cost of everything from food to consumer goods would climb as transportation and manufacturing costs soared. It's going to be a shock to the system, but it's a necessary one.
Lucas's plan extended far beyond the borders of the United States. He envisioned similar strikes against refineries in Europe, Asia, and the Middle East, a coordinated assault on the global fossil fuel industry. It's going to be painful in the short term, he admitted to himself, but the long-term benefits will be worth it. For me, and for the planet.
His investments in renewable energy and clean technologies were poised to explode in value as the world scrambled for alternatives to oil. The groundbreaking research he had published, which had already begun to reshape the energy landscape, would cement his position as a visionary leader in the field. I'll have the resources and the influence to shape the future, he thought, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
But it wasn't just about personal gain. Lucas genuinely believed that breaking the world's dependence on fossil fuels was crucial for its long-term survival. Less pollution, less environmental destruction... If I'm going to live forever, I need a world that can sustain me.
As the Port Arthur refinery came into view, Lucas felt a twinge of something that might have been guilt. The massive complex sprawled across hundreds of acres, a labyrinth of gleaming metal pipes, towering storage tanks, and flickering gas flares. People are going to lose their jobs because of what I'm about to do, he considered. Families are going to struggle to make ends meet.
He shook his head, pushing the thought aside. It's unfortunate, but it's a price that has to be paid. Short-term sacrifice for long-term gain. The world will be better off in the end, even if most won’t see it that way.
Lucas took a deep breath of pure air as he cast Misty Breeze, a precautionary measure against any stray flames, and glanced at his Wristband of Air Purification, ensuring it was securely in place. Can't be too careful, he thought, reinforcing his personal shield with another layer of protective magic.
Satisfied with his preparations, Lucas guided the carpet lower, skimming over the maze of pipes and storage tanks. He spotted a worker in a bright yellow hard hat and reflective vest, a notepad clutched in his hands as he made his rounds. Lucas sent out a delicate mental probe, carefully extracting the information he needed about the refinery's layout and operations.
I know most people would consider this wrong, Lucas admitted to himself as he navigated towards the massive cylindrical storage tanks that loomed on the horizon. They'd call me a monster, just like they would do if they found out what I did to Dudley or the assassin I tortured. But I'm not going to let others hold me back on my path to power. I'm not really Harry Potter, despite being in his body, throwing my life away for some nebulous greater good. I'm Lucas, and I'll do whatever it takes to achieve my goals.
Lucas retrieved his Elemental Sphere from his pocket, the orb's smooth surface cool against his palm. He could feel the power thrumming within, eager to be unleashed. This is it, he thought, his heart pounding in his chest. The moment of truth. Time to show the world what I'm capable of.
He urged the flying carpet higher, gaining altitude until the sprawling expanse of the Port Arthur refinery was laid out before him like a miniature city. Towering storage tanks gleamed in the sunlight, their silver surfaces reflecting the cloudless blue sky. A network of pipes and catwalks crisscrossed the complex, connecting the various processing units in a dizzying web of steel and concrete.
Lucas could see tiny figures moving about the facility, workers going about their daily tasks, unaware of the chaos that was about to be unleashed upon them. They have no idea what's coming, he considered, a grim smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. They're just cogs in the machine, slaves to the fossil fuel industry. But not for much longer.
He focused his will on the vast sea in his mind, visualizing the bedrock of the ocean floor contained within. In his mind's eye, he pictured sharp spikes of rock, harder than diamond and sharper than any blade. With a mental command, he sent them shooting towards the storage tanks below.
The spikes pierced the tanks' thick steel walls as easily as a needle through cloth. Lucas could hear the sharp, metallic screech as the rock tore through the metal, leaving jagged holes in its wake. That's just the beginning, he thought, his eyes narrowing in concentration. Time to turn up the heat.
He channeled his fire magic through the Elemental Sphere, visualizing tongues of flame erupting from the tips of the earth spikes. In an instant, the tanks were engulfed in a raging inferno. The sudden heat was intense, even from Lucas's vantage point high above the refinery. He could feel the scorching air impact his cocoon of frost magic, could feel his Wristband of Air Purification work overtime to convert the acrid stench of burning oil and melting metal into pure air.
It's working, he thought, a surge of adrenaline coursing through his veins. The tanks are going up like kindling. But I'm not done yet.
He sent another barrage of earth spikes into the heart of the refinery, targeting the cracking towers and distillation units. The spikes tore through pipes and machinery, releasing jets of superheated steam and toxic chemicals into the air. Lucas could hear the hiss and roar of escaping gases, could see clouds of noxious fumes billowing up from the damaged equipment.
And then, with a deafening boom that shook the very earth, the first tank exploded. A massive fireball erupted into the sky, the shockwave nearly knocking Lucas off his carpet. He watched in awe as the flames consumed the tank, the intense heat warping and melting the steel into twisted, blackened ruins.
One down, he thought, a fierce grin spreading across his face. Dozens more to go.
He continued his assault on the refinery, raining down earth spikes and fireballs with ruthless precision. Explosions rocked the complex, each one larger and more devastating than the last. Storage tanks ruptured and collapsed, spilling millions of gallons of crude oil onto the ground in a thick, black flood. Pipes burst and shattered, spraying jets of flaming liquid in all directions. The air was filled with the deafening roar of the inferno, punctuated by the screams of the workers caught in the chaos.
Lucas could see them now, tiny figures running frantically through the burning refinery, their clothes and skin scorched by the intense heat. Some were engulfed in flames, their bodies thrashing and writhing as they were consumed by the fire. Others were trapped beneath collapsed structures, their desperate cries for help drowned out by the roar of the blaze.
Collateral damage, Lucas thought, a ripple of something that might have been guilt appearing in his mind. It's unfortunate, but it's unavoidable. They're just pawns in the game, sacrifices that have to be made for his benefit.
He pushed the thought aside, focusing on the task at hand. The refinery was in ruins now, a twisted, blackened skeleton of its former self. Thick, oily smoke billowed into the sky, blotting out the sun and turning the day into an eerie twilight. The ground was slick with spilled oil and chemicals, the air heavy with the stench of burning fossil fuels.
It's done, Lucas thought, grimly satisfied. The Port Arthur refinery is no more. And this is just the beginning.
He guided the flying carpet away from the burning ruins, the wind whipping through his hair as he gained speed and altitude. In the distance, he could see the flashing lights of emergency vehicles racing towards the refinery, their sirens barely audible over the roar of the flames.
They're too late, he mused, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. The damage is done. The world will never be the same.
As he flew towards Sabine Lake, Lucas's mind was already planning his next move. This is just the first step, he thought, his eyes gleaming with a fierce determination. I'll hit refineries all over the world, cripple the fossil fuel industry on a global scale. And when the dust settles, I'll be there to pick up the pieces, to shape the future according to my vision.
He Apparated back to the airport, reappearing alongside a plane that was already hurtling down the runway. With a focused thought, he Apparated again, landing on the aircraft's wing with his carpet securely stuck in place.
Through the oval windows, he could see the passengers' faces contorted in shock and horror as they stared towards the distant refinery, now a raging inferno that painted the sky an ominous orange. Lucas waited for a gap in the seats, then Apparated inside, his arrival muffled by a swirling cocoon of wind magic.
He slipped into an empty seat near the back of the plane, exhaling a shaky breath as the aircraft lifted off, its wheels leaving the tarmac behind. Around him, the other passengers were in a state of panic, their voices rising in fear and confusion.
"Did y’all see that?" a middle-aged man in a business suit demanded, his face ashen. "The whole refinery just went up in flames!"
"Oh my God, I think I saw someone on fire," a young woman sobbed, her hands trembling as she fumbled with her seatbelt. "What's happening? Are we safe?"
"It has to be a terrorist attack," another man declared, his voice tight with anger. "No way something like that happens by accident."
Lucas tuned out their chatter, his gaze fixed on the plume of smoke that marked the destruction he had wrought. It's done, he thought. The first domino has fallen. There's no turning back now.
As the plane carried him away from the chaos, Lucas allowed himself a small, secret smile. The world is going to change greatly because of this, he pondered, and it will be because of me. Hah, I probably have had a much greater impact on the world than Voldemort by now. He really was a third-rate Dark Lord, wasn’t he? Especially in comparison to someone like Gellert Grindelwald. I wonder if the Magical World would consider me a Dark Lord as well if they knew I was responsible for this and was planning to do much more? 
He leaned back in his seat, closing his eyes as the adrenaline began to fade, replaced by a bone-deep weariness. Let’s rest for now, he told himself, because there's still so much work to be done. This is only the beginning.
Outside, the smoke from the burning refinery stretched across the horizon like a black scar, a harbinger of the upheaval to come. And in the midst of it all, Lucas van der Berg, also known as Harry Potter, slipped into a dreamless sleep.
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        Chapter 30: Tensions Rising

 Mortimer Hexwood slammed the door open, his heart pounding like a drum as he raced into the Major Investigation Department's office. The room, with its Gothic-style panels, ornate golden columns, and wooden cabinets filled with past investigation files, seemed to spin around him as he fought to catch his breath.
"We've got a major problem!" Mortimer shouted, his voice echoing off the walls. "A catastrophe in the No-Maj world, and I'm almost certain magic is involved!"
The other members of the Investigative Team jerked their heads up from their desks, their eyes wide with a mix of shock and alarm. Eliza Thornberry, Jeremiah Quill, and the others stared at Mortimer as he waved the newspaper in the air, the headline "Breaking News: Port Arthur Refinery Devastation Shakes Nation" screaming out in bold, black letters.
"What the hell are you talking about, Mortimer?" Eliza demanded, rising from her chair. "What makes you think magic has anything to do with this?"
Mortimer slapped the newspaper down on the large meeting table, sending papers and books flying. "Just listen to this," he said, his voice shaking as he began to read the article aloud.
"In a harrowing series of events that unfolded early this morning, the Port Arthur oil refinery, one of the linchpins of the American energy sector, was subjected to catastrophic destruction. This disaster, characterized by a succession of explosions followed by massive fires, has not only crippled a significant portion of the U.S. oil refining capacity but has also sent shockwaves through local communities and the national economy.
Witness accounts describe a scene of almost apocalyptic proportions, with initial explosions powerful enough to be felt several miles away. These blasts caused extensive damage to the refinery's infrastructure, igniting fires that raged uncontrollably for hours. The towering inferno and billowing smoke clouds became a grim landmark against the Texas skyline, visible from considerable distances.
Emergency response teams were quick to the scene, battling the blaze amidst the complexity of the refinery's layout. Despite their efforts, the scale of the disaster posed significant challenges, complicating rescue and containment efforts. The cause of the explosions remains under investigation, with officials ruling out simple equipment failure or human error due to the scale and initial impact of the blasts.
In the aftermath, the local community of Port Arthur is in shock, grappling with not just the immediate physical damage but also the longer-term economic implications. The refinery, a major employer in the area, now faces an uncertain future, casting a shadow over the livelihoods of countless families.
Nationally, the incident has triggered a surge in oil prices, reflecting the refinery's critical role in fuel production. Analysts are already predicting a ripple effect through the economy, with potential increases in the cost of goods and services across the board. This event has highlighted the vulnerabilities in the nation's energy infrastructure, sparking calls for a thorough review and possibly rethinking of energy policy and security measures.
The human toll of the disaster is still being assessed, with reports of injuries among refinery workers and emergency personnel. The environmental impact is also a growing concern, with potential long-term effects on local ecosystems and air quality.
President Bush has issued a statement expressing condolences to the families affected and committing federal support for the response and recovery efforts. Meanwhile, state and federal agencies are coordinating a comprehensive investigation into the cause of the explosions, with a focus on preventing a recurrence of such a tragedy.
As the community begins the difficult process of recovery, the nation watches closely, reminded of the fragility of its industrial and economic foundations. The Port Arthur refinery disaster is not just a local or even national issue; it is a wake-up call for a reevaluation of energy security and environmental stewardship in the face of ever-increasing industrial demands.
This story is developing, and we will continue to provide updates as more information becomes available. Our thoughts are with the residents of Port Arthur and all those impacted by this calamity."
As Mortimer finished reading, he looked up at his colleagues, his chest heaving. "Don't you see?" he cried, slamming his fist on the table. "The scale of the destruction, the initial impact of the blasts... there's no way this was just an accident!"
Jeremiah Quill scoffed, leaning back in his chair with his arms crossed. "Come on, Mortimer, you're grasping at straws here. There's nothing in that article that suggests magic was involved. It's a tragic event, but it's not our problem."
Mortimer's eyes flashed with anger. "That's not all," he said, pulling out another newspaper clipping. "Just a few days later, the Exxon Valdez oil tanker ran aground in Alaska, spilling millions of gallons of crude oil. One disaster might be a coincidence, but two? And when I went to Port Arthur to investigate, I found multiple witnesses who reported seeing long, thin spikes appear out of nowhere and strike the refinery just before the explosions. The No-Majs wrote them off as hallucinations, but I'm telling you, this has dark magic written all over it!"
Eliza frowned, her brow furrowed in thought. "Spikes appearing out of thin air? That does sound suspicious. But we can't just jump to conclusions, Mortimer. We need more evidence."
"More evidence?" Mortimer cried, throwing his hands up in exasperation. "What more do you need? People could be dying out there while we sit around debating! If there's even a chance that a dark wizard or a Scourer is behind this, we have a duty to investigate!"
Jeremiah slammed his hand down on the table, his face turning red. "Our duty is to protect the magical world, not to go chasing after every No-Maj disaster that comes along! We have laws for a reason, Mortimer. Laws that keep us separate and safe. If we start meddling in their affairs, we risk exposing ourselves and everything we've worked to build!"
Mortimer leaned forward, his eyes blazing. "And what good is any of that if we let innocent people suffer? Magic or no magic, we have a responsibility to help those in need. If we turn our backs on them now, we're no better than the dark forces we claim to fight against."
The room fell silent, the tension so thick it could be cut with a knife. Eliza looked back and forth between Mortimer and Jeremiah, her expression torn. "Mortimer has a point," she said at last, her voice quiet but firm. "We can't ignore the possibility of magical involvement, not when the stakes are this high. I say we investigate, but carefully. We gather more information, we look for concrete evidence, and we proceed with caution. The last thing we want is to make things worse."
Jeremiah shook his head, his jaw clenched tight. "I still think this is a mistake," he growled. "But if you're determined to go through with it, I won't stand in your way. Just don't come crying to me when it all blows up in your face."
Mortimer nodded, a grim smile on his face. "Thank you," he said, looking around at his colleagues. "I know this won't be easy, but we have to try. We have to find out the truth, no matter where it leads us."
He looked down at the newspaper clippings scattered across the table, the images of fire and destruction seared into his mind. Hold on, Port Arthur, he thought, his fists clenched at his sides. Help is on the way.


The Port Arthur oil refinery was a scene of utter devastation. The once-mighty industrial complex lay in ruins, its twisted metal and shattered concrete representative to the destructive power of the explosions that had ripped through it just a week earlier. The air was still thick with the acrid stench of burning oil and chemicals, and the ground was slick with the black, viscous fluid that powered the No-Maj world's economy.
The Investigative Team picked their way carefully through the wreckage, their wands drawn and their senses on high alert. They moved slowly, scanning the area for any signs of magical activity, any clues that might lead them to the perpetrators of this horrific act.
"Keep your eyes peeled," Mortimer warned, his voice muffled by the protective mask he wore over his face. His eyes darted back and forth, taking in the scene of destruction with horror.
Eliza nodded, her own wand already moving as she cast a series of detection spells. Her brow furrowed in concentration as she tried to pick up any trace of magical energy amidst the chaos. "I'm not picking up anything yet," she said, her voice strained. "But given the scale of the destruction, any magical signature could be easily obscured."
They moved deeper into the refinery, past the twisted remains of storage tanks and pipelines. The heat from the still-smoldering fires was intense, and the smoke hung heavy in the air, obscuring their vision and making it difficult to breathe.
Jeremiah shook his head in disbelief as he surveyed the wreckage. "This is a nightmare," he muttered, his voice barely audible over the crackling of the flames. "How could anyone do something like this?"
Mortimer's jaw tightened, his expression grim. "That's what we're here to find out," he replied, his voice hard with determination. "Keep searching. Check for any signs of dark magic, curses, hexes, anything out of the ordinary."
They spread out, each taking a different section of the refinery. For hours, they scoured the wreckage, casting spell after spell in an effort to detect any hint of magical involvement. But as the sun began to set, casting long shadows across the ruined landscape, they were forced to admit defeat.
Eliza leaned against a twisted piece of metal, her shoulders slumped in exhaustion. "I don't understand," she said, her voice filled with frustration. "We've checked everywhere, used every detection spell we know. If magic caused this, there should be some trace of it left behind."
Mortimer paced back and forth, his mind racing. He stopped suddenly, his eyes widening with realization. "Maybe we're looking in the wrong place," he said slowly, his voice thoughtful. "Consider this—what if the perpetrator wasn't on the ground at all? What if they cast the spells from above?"
Jeremiah's looked puzzled for a moment, then his expression cleared as he caught onto Mortimer’s line of thought. " You mean... flying? Like, on a broom?," he asked, his voice filled with excitement.
"Exactly," Mortimer said, his gaze fixed on the horizon. " If they flew in on a broom, or any other magical conveyance for that matter, they could easily have cast the spells from the air. It would have given them a clear vantage point and an easy escape route without leaving the usual traces."
"That makes sense," Jeremiah conceded, his brain working overtime as he considered the implications. "But that also means we've been searching in the wrong places. If they were airborne, any residue or magical signature would be dispersed differently, maybe even carried away from the site by the winds."
Mortimer nodded, already striding towards the perimeter of the devastation. "Then our next step is clear. We need to extend our search area vertically. Let's look for any signs of magical activity in the skies above the refinery. Any trace of a broom's passage or airborne spell-casting could be the clue we need."
They made their way to the perimeter of the site, picking their way carefully through the debris. The sun was setting, casting a reddish glow over the ruined landscape, and the shadows were growing longer by the minute.
It was Eliza who found the first trace, a faint shimmer of magic near the edge of the Sabine Lake. She called out to the others, her voice tight with excitement. "Over here!" she shouted, waving them over. "I've got something!"
The others rushed over, their own wands already moving in complex patterns as they tried to analyze the trace. Jeremiah's face was a mask of concentration as he worked, his wand flicking back and forth in intricate motions.
"It's an apparition point, all right," he confirmed, his voice filled with triumph. "But the end point... it's not on the ground. It's in the air."
Mortimer's heart skipped a beat. "What if they didn’t ride a broom, but used a No-Maj plane? There’s an airport nearby!" he said. "They must have apparated onto a plane."
They apparated to the nearby airport, appearing in a secluded corner of the tarmac. The air was filled with the roar of jet engines and the smell of aviation fuel, and the concrete and asphalt seemed to stretch out forever in every direction.
The apparition trace was easy to find, a shimmering trail of magic that led straight to one of the runways. Eliza pointed to a spot in the middle of the tarmac, her voice tight with urgency. "There," she said, her eyes wide with realization. "That's where they landed. But where did they go from here?"
Jeremiah was already moving, his long strides carrying him towards the terminal building. "I'll check with the airport authorities," he called over his shoulder, his voice nearly lost in the roar of the planes. "See if they have any records of planes taking off around the time of the attack."
Mortimer and Eliza stayed behind, their wands flicking back and forth as they cast a series of more advanced detection spells, trying to glean any information they could about the wand that had cast the apparition spell. The air around them crackled with magical energy, and the hair on the back of their necks stood on end as they worked.
Suddenly, Mortimer let out a shout of triumph, his face lit up with excitement. "I've got something!" he exclaimed, his voice nearly drowned out by the roar of a passing plane. "The wand signature... it's Serpentwood with a Horned Serpent Horn core."
Eliza's eyes widened. She bit her lip, looking thoughtful. "Serpentwood and Horned Serpent Horn... those are materials from the Middle East, aren't they? Could this have been the work of a dark wizard from that region?"
Mortimer ran a hand through his hair with an uncertain expression. "It's possible," he admitted, his voice hesitant. "But we can't jump to conclusions. For all we know, the perpetrator could have used a temporary wand to throw us off their scent."
Jeremiah returned and shook his head, his voice filled with frustration. "I checked with the airport authorities," he said, his words clipped and terse. "There were several planes that took off around the time of the attack, heading to different destinations around the world. Without more information, there's no way to know which one our suspect was on."
Mortimer closed his eyes and let out a heavy sigh, his voice filled with exhaustion. "So we're back to square one," he said, his words hanging heavy in the air. "We know magic was involved, but we don't know who cast the spells or where they went."
Eliza reached out, placing a comforting hand on Mortimer's shoulder. Her expression was sympathetic. "We'll keep searching," she said, her voice firm. "We'll find whoever did this, Mortimer. No matter how long it takes."
Mortimer nodded, his jaw clenched tight. He looked up, his eyes meeting Eliza's with a fierce intensity. "You're right," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "We can't give up. Not now. Not when so much is at stake."
As the Investigative Team stood on the tarmac, the sun dipping below the horizon and the shadows lengthening around them, Eliza suddenly felt a warmth emanating from her pocket. She reached in, her fingers closing around the smooth surface of an official-looking mirror.
She pulled it out, her eyes widening as she saw the face of their colleague, Marcus Bellwood, appearing in the glass. His expression was one of urgency, his voice filled with excitement as he shouted, "Eliza! We've found another lead!"
Eliza's heart raced, and she motioned for Mortimer and Jeremiah to gather around. They huddled together, their faces illuminated by the soft glow of the mirror. "What is it, Marcus?" she asked, her voice tight with anticipation. "What have you found?"
Marcus's face was pale, his eyes haunted. He spoke quickly, his words tumbling out in a rush. "One of our junior members, Amelia, came across another news article. There's been another explosion, just like the one in Port Arthur. A massive oil refinery, completely destroyed."
Mortimer felt a chill run down his spine, his blood turning to ice in his veins. He swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper as he asked, "Where?"
"Venezuela," Marcus replied, his voice shaking. "The Amuay Refinery, one of the largest in the world. The devastation... it's just like what happened here."
The Investigative Team exchanged glances, their expressions pale in horror. Jeremiah ran a hand over his face, his voice trembling as he spoke. "Two attacks," he murmured, his words heavy with dread. "Two of the world's largest oil refineries, destroyed within weeks of each other."
Eliza's mind raced, her thoughts spinning with the implications. She spoke slowly, her words measured and careful. "This can't be a coincidence," she said, her voice filled with a quiet intensity. "Whoever is behind this... they're targeting the global oil supply. They're trying to cripple the world's economy."
Mortimer's fists clenched at his sides, his knuckles turning white with the force of his grip. His voice was a low growl, filled with anger. "This is bigger than we ever imagined," he said, his words sharp and biting. "Whoever is doing this... they're not just a dark wizard. They're a terrorist."
Jeremiah's eyes widened suddenly, his face draining of color. He shook his head, his voice filled with disbelief. "You don't think..." he whispered, his words trailing off into silence.
Eliza nodded and spoke firmly, her voice filled with conviction. "I do," she said, her words ringing out in the stillness of the night. "Whoever is behind this... they're not going to stop. They're going to keep attacking, keep destroying, until they bring the world to its knees."
Mortimer felt his heart pounding in his chest. He spoke softly, his voice barely audible over the distant roar of the planes. "A new Dark Lord," he whispered, his words filled with a quiet horror. "That's what we're facing, isn't it? Someone with the power and the will to bring the world to the brink of collapse."
The Investigative Team fell silent, the weight of their discovery settling over them like a suffocating blanket. The night air was cool and still, the only sound the distant hum of the airport and the occasional roar of a passing plane.
Eliza broke the silence, her voice filled with a quiet determination. "We have to stop them," she said, her words hanging heavy in the air. "No matter what it takes, no matter how far we have to go... we have to find whoever is behind this and bring them to justice."
Mortimer nodded, his expression one of grim resolve. He spoke firmly, his voice filled with a quiet intensity. "Agreed," he said, his words ringing out in the stillness of the night. "But we're going to need help. This is bigger than us, bigger than MACUSA. We're going to need to bring in the international community."
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        Chapter 31: Influenced

 Lucas's eyes open, the remnants of his restless sleep clinging to his mind like cobwebs. He sits up, his heart still racing from the strange dreams that have been haunting him for weeks. The sheets beneath him are damp with sweat, and he can feel the moisture on his skin, making his clothes stick uncomfortably. Another night of this. Why can't I shake these dreams? And why am I sweating so much?
He runs a hand through his hair, his fingers brushing against his forehead. It tingles slightly at his touch. Nyx, his faithful companion, stirs at the foot of the bed, her scales rustling softly against the sheets.
"Morning, Nyx," Lucas hisses, his voice still rough from sleep.
Nyx lifts her head, her eyes glinting in the soft morning light. "Good morning, Lucas," she replies, her tongue flicking out to taste the air. "What are you doing today?"
Lucas swings his legs over the side of the bed, his bare feet hitting the cool wooden floor. He stretches, feeling the tension in his muscles ease slightly. "I was going to practice magic as usual," he says, a small smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. "But I think it's time to move forward with my plans. I'm going to hit a smaller oil refinery today. The faster I act, the sooner I can leave all this behind."
He stands up, but doubt was clear on his expression. Am I moving too quickly? Should I be more careful? He shakes his head, pushing the weird thought away. No, I can't afford to hesitate. I have to keep moving forward, no matter what.
In the bathroom, Lucas lets the hot water of the shower wash over him, steam filling the small space. As he washed, his mind was filled with thoughts of his next move. The Porth Arthur refinery, the Exxon Valdez tanker, the Amuay Refinery... I've already caused so much chaos. But I can't stop now. I have to see this through to the end.
He dresses quickly, pulling on a simple t-shirt and jeans. The fabric feels rough against his skin, a reminder of the world he's trying to leave behind. Downstairs, he finds Vernon and Petunia huddled on the couch, their eyes glued to the television.
The news anchor, a well-dressed woman with a serious expression, looks directly into the camera as she speaks. "In a shocking turn of events, a series of attacks on oil refineries and tankers around the world has left authorities scrambling for answers. The Porth Arthur refinery in the United Kingdom, the Exxon Valdez tanker in Alaska, and the Amuay Refinery in Venezuela have all been targeted within the past few weeks, leading many to believe that a new terrorist organization may be behind these incidents."
The screen cuts to footage of the damaged refineries, flames and smoke billowing into the sky. Petunia gasps, her hand flying to her mouth. "Oh, Vernon, this is terrible! What if they attack somewhere close to us?"
Vernon's face is grim, his eyes narrowed as he watches the news. "They better catch these bastards soon. We can't have them running around blowing things up like this."
The anchor continues, "Experts are concerned that these attacks may be connected, given the close timing and the similar nature of the targets. The United States and the Soviet Union, already locked in a tense Cold War, have both expressed their concern over these incidents. Some officials fear that if the perpetrators are not brought to justice soon, it could lead to an escalation of hostilities between the two superpowers."
Petunia shakes her head, tears welling up in her eyes. "Nuclear war... I never thought I'd live to see the day. What kind of world are we leaving for our children?"
Vernon puts a comforting arm around his wife, but his face is etched with worry. "Let's just hope it doesn't come to that, Pet. Surely, they'll find who's responsible before things get out of hand."
The news anchor shuffles her papers, her expression somber. "Authorities are urging anyone with information about these attacks to come forward. In the meantime, security has been heightened at oil refineries and other critical infrastructure around the world. We will continue to bring you updates on this developing story as more information becomes available."
Vernon mutes the television, turning to Petunia with a sigh. "Well, that's just great, isn't it? As if we didn't have enough to worry about, now we've got terrorists blowing up oil refineries."
Petunia dabs at her eyes with a tissue, sniffling softly. "I just don't understand why anyone would do something like this. What do they hope to achieve?"
Lucas watches the news silently, his stomach twisting with unease. What if I'm making things worse? What if my actions are pushing the world closer to war? For a moment, he once more feels a hint of doubt, but it's quickly pushed aside by determination. No, I can't let myself be swayed by fear. I have to keep going, no matter the cost.
He turns away from the television, his mind already racing with plans. "I'm going to work on my projects," he says, his voice calm. "I'll be in my room if you need me."
Upstairs, Lucas pulls out his Divination Orb, the smooth surface cool against his fingers. This is one of my greatest creations. With this, I can scry anywhere, anytime, without being limited by location or knowledge. It amplifies my scrying abilities, allowing me to see things I never could before.
He runs his fingers over the network of spell-infused blood capsules inside the orb, smirking at their complexity. The Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea, using air, water, and the sun's warmth to detect heat. And the Glow of the Depths, combining fire, earth, and the moon's cold to channel moonlight into the sea floor.
The Glow of the Depths is a particularly fascinating aspect of the Divination Orb. By channeling moonlight into the sea floor, it creates a luminescent network that is highly sensitive to disturbances. Any movement on or below the ocean floor disrupts the delicate balance of thermal and luminous energy, creating patterns that can be interpreted as the presence and movements of living beings.
It's like a vast, underwater web, Lucas muses, his eyes fixed on the swirling depths of the orb. Every step, every flutter of a fin, sends ripples through the network, allowing me to sense life without ever laying eyes on it directly...
He focuses on the orb, his brow furrowing in concentration. Slowly, an image begins to take shape within the shimmering depths. Ras Tanura Refinery, Saudi Arabia. One of the largest oil refineries in the world, and my next target.
He studies the image closely, taking in every detail. The sprawling complex of pipes and tanks, the workers moving about like ants, the heavy security presence. The Saudi military is on high alert, but unworthy Muggles like them won't be able to stop me. Not with the power I wield.
For a moment, his eyes struggle with unclear emotions. Is this really the right thing to do? Attacking refineries, causing chaos and destruction... it's a huge risk, not just for the Statute of Secrecy, but for myself. If the Magical Governments find out what I'm capable of...
But the doubt is quickly silenced. No, I can't stop now. I've come too far to turn back. This is my destiny, my path to greatness. I have to see it through to the end, no matter the cost.
He sets the orb down, already thinking of his next steps. I'll need to be careful, move quickly and strike hard. The Thermal Currents and the Glow of the Depths will give me an edge, allowing me to sense any threats before they can get close. And with my elemental powers, I'll be unstoppable.
Lucas stands up, grabbing his pouch and slinging it over his shoulder. The weight of it is comforting, a reminder of all the tools and weapons he has at his disposal. It's time. Time to show the world what I'm capable of, to take another step towards my ultimate goal.
He glances at Nyx, who is watching him with her unblinking eyes. "I'll be back soon," he hisses, his voice low and determined. "Keep an eye on things here for me."
Nyx nods, her tongue flicking out to taste the air. "Be careful, Lucas."
A cold smile spreads across his face, not quite reaching his eyes. "I always am."
He turns and walks out of the room, his footsteps echoing in the silence of the house. No more hesitation, no more doubts. It's time to act, to show the world what true power looks like.


Lucas moves swiftly through the Ras Tanura Refinery, his hands weaving intricate patterns in the air as he summons earth spikes from the ground. The spikes, wrapped in flames, pierce the massive storage tanks, and the stench of burning oil fills the air, thick and choking. The tanks groan and buckle under the assault, their contents spilling out in a cascade of black liquid and noxious fumes.
This is child's play, Lucas thinks, a smirk playing on his lips. These Muggles are like insects, scurrying about in confusion.
But his triumph is fleeting. Without warning, the air is rent by a cacophony of pops, like a string of firecrackers exploding in rapid succession. Lucas's senses, amplified by his Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea, immediately pick up on the presence of over 20 wizards and witches encircling him, mounted on brooms and flying carpets.
Fuck, he thinks, his heart rate spiking. How did they locate me so quickly? I should be invisible, thermally masked, silent... I should be undetectable.
His first instinct is to run, to melt into the shadows and regroup. But then he feels a warm tingle on his forehead, and a surge of arrogance floods through him. No, he thinks, his smirk morphing into a full-fledged grin. I won't flee from these lesser beings. They think they can gang up on me, but they have no clue what they're up against. I'll demonstrate the true power of magic.
The ICW wizards and witches can't see him directly, but Lucas can feel their magical artifacts zeroing in on his position. In unison, they raise their wands, deadly curses streaking through the air towards him.
"Take him down!" shouts a grizzled wizard, his face scarred and his eyes hard. "Don't let him escape!"
"Yes!" replies a witch with short, spiky hair. "Bombarda Maxima!"
Pitiful, Lucas thinks, almost casually raising a hand. A sphere of earth rises up around him, effortlessly deflecting the curses. Then, with a flick of his wrist, the sphere shatters into innumerable fragments, each one banished outwards with immense force.
The impact is instant and catastrophic. The shards of earth tear through the refinery, puncturing storage tanks and setting the oil ablaze. Gigantic fireballs blast into the sky, the ground quaking with the force of the explosions. Muggles on the ground cower in terror, their screams of horror swallowed by the roar of the inferno.
The ICW hit squad disapparates to evade the destruction, but they're back in a heartbeat, casting powerful Confringo spells in unison.
"Surround him!" barks the scarred wizard. "Don't give him a chance to counterattack!"
Lucas senses movement in his peripheral vision, and he spins just in time to see a small hawk flying towards him, transforming mid-air into a wizard.
An Animagus, Lucas realizes, his eyes narrowing. Smart, but not smart enough.
The wizard hurls a small plant at him, but Lucas is already in motion. A beam of Frostfire bursts from his hand, engulfing the Animagus wizard's body completely. There's nothing left, not even ashes. The wizard's scream is abruptly cut off as the Frostfire consumes him, his flesh melting and his bones turning to dust.
Lucas saw the small plant move through the air, its leaves quivering. A Mandrake!, he gasps, recognition dawning. Its cry is fatal to anyone who hears it…
But Lucas is prepared. A barrier of air forms around him, keeping the Mandrake's deadly sounds at bay. At the same time, he reaches out with his magic, seizing control of two pieces of a destroyed oil tank. They slam together like a giant metal sandwich, crushing the Mandrake between them. A sickly green liquid oozes from the crushed plant, hissing and bubbling as it eats through the metal.
Too easy, Lucas thinks, a hint of boredom creeping into his thoughts. Is this really the best the ICW can do?
But he knows he can't afford to get complacent. He pulls out his Elemental Sphere, focusing his mind on the Elemental Tornado visualization. Instantly, a massive vortex of elements forms around him, with Lucas at its eye. Earth and ice shards swirl around him, blocking curses from all sides, while tentacles of fire, water, and lightning lash out at the ICW wizards.
Some of them cast Aegis Duplex, absorbing the physical and magical attacks and using the energy to fuel their own spells. Spheres of crackling energy appear, honing in on Lucas like heat-seeking missiles. They merge into one massive orb, pulsing with raw power.
"Pour it on!" shouts the spiky-haired witch. "He can't keep this up forever!"
Fuck, Lucas thinks, his eyes widening. That's not good.
He tries to apparate away, but his wand merely tingles in his hand. An Anti-Apparition Jinx, he realizes, gritting his teeth. They've thought of everything, haven’t they?
He urges his flying carpet to soar backwards, putting some distance between himself and the energy sphere. At the same time, he fires multiple Frostfire Beams from his body into the Elemental Sphere, doubling their size and intensity.
Come on, he thinks, sweat beading on his forehead as he pours more and more power into the beams. Die already, you bastard.
Slowly, painfully, the energy sphere begins to shrink, the Frostfire Beams eating away at its power. But then Lucas sensed movement behind him, and he turns to see an ICW wizard raising his wand, a bolt of lightning already arcing towards him.
"Gotcha now, you son of a bitch!" the wizard snarls, his face twisted in a triumphant grin.
Lucas's shield absorbs the impact, but sparks still shower down around him. Damn it, he thinks. I can't keep this up forever.
He splits his focus, one hand still firing Frostfire Beams at the dwindling energy sphere, the other seizing control of a nearby storage tank. With a grunt of effort, he sends it crashing down on the ICW wizard, crushing him like an insect. The wizard's body is flattened, blood and viscera splattering across the ground in a grisly mess.
But the effort takes its toll. Lucas's forehead burns with a sudden, searing pain, and he can't help but flinch. What the hell? he thinks, shaking his head to clear it. Why does my scar hurt so much?
He turns back to the energy sphere, relieved to see that it's finally dissipated. The ICW hit squad is still out there, and Lucas knows he could take them if he had to. But more wizards are approaching from all sides, their thermal signatures growing stronger by the second.
I have to get out of here, Lucas realizes, his heart sinking. I can't win this fight, not yet.
He urges his flying carpet to rise higher, putting more distance between himself and his pursuers. At the same time, he channels his magic through the Elemental Sphere, forming a massive gale at his back to propel him forward. A teardrop-shaped bubble of air forms around him, streamlining his body and reducing air resistance.
Faster, Lucas thinks, his eyes narrowing in concentration. I have to go faster.
The ICW wizards fall behind, their brooms and carpets no match for Lucas's elemental magic. He feels the Anti-Apparition Jinx weakening as he moves further away, and he seizes his chance.
With a crack of displaced air, Lucas apparates, vanishing from the refinery and reappearing miles away. He doesn't stop there, apparating again and again, more than twenty times in rapid succession. Have to keep moving, he urges himself, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Can't let them catch me.
Finally, when he's sure he's put enough distance between himself and his pursuers, Lucas allows himself to slow down. His flying carpet drifts to a stop, hovering in midair as he catches his breath.
That was too close, he thinks, his heart still racing in his chest. I underestimated them. I won't make that mistake again.
He looks down at his hands, still trembling with adrenaline. I need to be more careful. Why am I being so eager for quick success when my body is still so young, just nine and a half years old? What’s going on with me?


 
 

  
    Soul Liberation

    

        Chapter 32: Soul Liberation

 Albus Dumbledore entered the grand, circular chamber of the ICW headquarters, his eyes taking in the tense atmosphere that permeated the room. The enchanted ceiling swirled with dark, ominous clouds, reflecting the grave mood of the assembled representatives from magical nations worldwide. As he made his way to his seat among the British delegation, hushed whispers and concerned glances followed his every step.
The Supreme Mugwump, Babajide Akingbade, stood at the center of the chamber, his commanding presence demanding attention. His deep purple robes billowed as he raised his hands, calling the meeting to order. "Esteemed representatives," his booming voice echoed through the room, "we are gathered here today to address a matter of utmost urgency. A new Dark Lord has risen, threatening to expose our world and upset the balance we have worked so hard to maintain."
Immediately, the chamber erupted into a cacophony of voices, each representative clamoring to be heard over the others. "What do we know of this Dark Lord?" demanded Lucius Carrow, the austere Head of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement for the British Ministry of Magic, his sharp features etched with concern.
Akingbade sighed heavily, his brow furrowed. "Our intelligence has gathered that this Dark Lord, who remains unnamed, has been targeting Muggle oil refineries and tankers across the globe. The attacks have been swift, precise, and devastating, causing immense damage to the Muggle economy and infrastructure."
"But why target the Muggles?" questioned Torbjørn Ødegård, the Norwegian Minister of Magic, his long, silver beard quivering with each word. "What could this Dark Lord possibly hope to gain from such actions?"
"Perhaps he seeks to create chaos and fear among the Muggles," suggested Isabelle Dubois, the elegant French representative, her voice tinged with a melodic accent. "To weaken their resolve and make them more susceptible to magical influence."
"Or perhaps," interjected Dumbledore, his calm voice cutting through the chatter, "this Dark Lord has more sinister motives, related to his own power and ambition within our world."
The room fell silent for a moment, considering Dumbledore's words. Akingbade nodded thoughtfully, his dark eyes filled with worry. "Indeed, Dumbledore. We must consider all possibilities. However, our primary concern should be the Dark Lord's abilities and how he has managed to evade capture thus far."
"Our hit squad reported that he is a master of concealment and elemental magic," stated Maximilian Schneider, the German representative, his voice thick with frustration. "He strikes without warning and disappears just as quickly. Our usual methods of tracking and containment have proven ineffective against him."
"Then we must develop new methods!" exclaimed Ling Xiaomei, the Chinese representative, her dark eyes flashing with determination. "We cannot allow this Dark Lord to continue his rampage unchecked."
As the debate grew more heated, representatives shouting over one another to be heard, Dumbledore raised his voice, his tone commanding attention. "Colleagues, we must not let fear and panic guide our actions. This Dark Lord, while formidable, is not invincible. We are the guardians of the magical world, and it is our duty to protect both our own kind and the Muggles from this threat."
"Dumbledore is right," agreed Vivienne Myst, the formidable President of the Magical Congress of the United States of America (MACUSA), her voice cutting through the din. "We must act swiftly and decisively to bring this Dark Lord to justice. I propose the formation of a special task force, comprised of the best Aurors and investigators from each of our nations."
Murmurs of agreement rippled through the chamber, and Akingbade nodded in approval. "An excellent suggestion, Madam President. Together, we will pool our resources and expertise to track down and apprehend this Dark Lord before he can cause further harm."
Akingbade raised a hand, silencing the room. "We must give this Dark Lord a name," he declared, his voice grave. "A name by which we can refer to him in our investigations and communications."
The chamber buzzed with murmurs of agreement, and Torbjørn Ødegård, the Norwegian Minister of Magic, spoke up. "The name should reflect the nature of his crimes and the threat he poses to our world."
"What about 'Blackgold'?" suggested Isabelle Dubois, the French representative. "It speaks to his targeting of the Muggle oil industry."
Amelia Bones, the stern Head of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement for the British Ministry of Magic, shook her head. "Too specific," she countered. "We need a name that encompasses the broader scope of his actions and the danger he represents."
"Perhaps 'Obscuron'?" proposed Maximilian Schneider, the German representative. "It alludes to his mastery of concealment and the dark nature of his magic."
Vivienne Myst, the President of MACUSA, frowned. "It lacks the gravity of the situation. We need a name that conveys the severity of his crimes and the urgency of our response."
As the suggestions continued to flow, each one met with criticism or dismissal, Dumbledore sat in contemplative silence. Suddenly, a thought struck him, and he spoke, his voice cutting through the chatter. "Desolus."
The room fell quiet, all eyes turning to the venerable wizard. "Desolus," he repeated, his blue eyes shining with a mix of solemnity and determination. "A name derived from the Latin word for 'desolation' or 'ruin.' It speaks to the destruction he leaves in his wake and the bleak future that awaits us if we fail to stop him."
For a moment, the representatives considered the name, their expressions ranging from pensive to approving. Ling Xiaomei, the Chinese representative, nodded slowly. "Desolus," she repeated, testing the name on her tongue. "It carries the weight of the threat we face and the consequences of inaction."
Akingbade surveyed the room, gauging the reactions of his colleagues. "Are there any objections to the name Desolus?" he asked, his deep voice resonating through the chamber.
Silence greeted his question, and Akingbade nodded in satisfaction. "Then it is decided. The Dark Lord shall be known as Desolus in all our official communications and investigations. Let this name serve as a reminder of the grave task before us and the importance of our unified efforts to bring him to justice."
With the matter of the name settled, the conversation turned to strategy and logistics. The representatives debated the composition of the task force, each nation vying for a prominent role in the hunt for Desolus. Tempers flared as old rivalries and political tensions came to the fore, but Akingbade remained steadfast in his commitment to cooperation and unity.
"We must put aside our differences," he declared, his voice booming through the chamber. "Desolus threatens us all, and only by working together can we hope to defeat him."
As the meeting stretched on, the representatives hammered out the details of the task force, assigning roles and responsibilities, and establishing lines of communication and intelligence-sharing. Dumbledore listened intently, thinking about the future troubles.
Finally, as the meeting drew to a close, Akingbade stood once more, his face etched with determination. "The ICW Special Task Force for the Apprehension of Desolus is hereby formed," he announced, his voice ringing with authority. "May our efforts be swift, our resolve unwavering, and our victory certain."
As the representatives began to file out of the chamber, Dumbledore remained seated, his thoughts consumed by the challenges that lay ahead. He knew that Desolus would not be easily defeated, and that the task force would need every ounce of skill, courage, and cunning at their disposal.
Rising slowly from his chair, Dumbledore made his way out of the chamber, his mind already turning to the next steps. He would need to rally the Order of the Phoenix, to gather intelligence and prepare for the battles to come. But for now, he allowed himself a moment of quiet determination, his gaze fixed on the enchanted ceiling above, where the dark clouds had begun to part, revealing a glimmer of hope on the horizon.
The hunt for Desolus had begun, and Dumbledore knew that the fate of both the Magical and Muggle worlds hung in the balance. If Desolus were allowed to continue his destructive streak, he could very well cause millions of Muggles to die and expose the Magical World...


Lucas convulsed on his bed, his body twisting and writhing as if possessed by an unseen force. His fingers clawed at his scalp, nails digging into the flesh hard enough to draw blood. A scream, raw and primal, tore from his throat, echoing off the walls of his small, cluttered bedroom. Nyx, his loyal snake companion, coiled tighter around his neck, her smooth, cool scales a stark contrast to the feverish heat of his skin. She flicked her tongue against his cheek, tasting the salt of his sweat and tears, a desperate attempt to comfort him in his agony.
Gradually, Lucas's screams subsided, fading to hoarse, gasping sobs. His body went limp, sinking into the sweat-soaked sheets, his chest heaving with each labored breath. The room was dark, the only light coming from the faint glow of the streetlamps outside, casting eerie shadows on the walls.
Fucking hell, Lucas thought, his mind a whirlwind of pain and confusion. What's happening to me? Why is this happening?
He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block out the throbbing in his head, but the memories came anyway, flooding his mind like a tidal wave.
Nyx, my beautiful, brilliant Nyx, he remembered, a bitter taste filling his mouth. I gave her the gift of intelligence, and then I treated her like she was nothing. Like she was just a dumb beast, a lesser being. What the fuck was I thinking?
The image of Dudley, his face red and contorted with rage, flashed before his eyes. I used magic on him, to keep him quiet, to make my life easier. And when it started to mess him up, did I stop? No, I made it worse. I made it permanent. I fucking addicted him to it, like some kind of drug dealer. What kind of monster does that?
Blood magic, the coppery scent of it filling his nostrils, the sticky feel of it on his hands. I painted the walls with it, like a fucking lunatic. One slip, one nosy Auror, and I would've been done for. I risked everything, for what? To hide my toys? Christ, I'm an idiot.
And then there was his mind, his intellect, growing sharper and more powerful with each passing day. It doesn't make sense, Lucas thought, his brow furrowed. I was always smart, but this... this is beyond smart. This is inhuman. Eidetic memory, learning things in the blink of an eye... the Vast Sea Visualization can't explain all of it. There has to be something else, something more.
Memories of his childhood, his impossible feats of intelligence, flashed through his mind like a slideshow. I was a fucking toddler, and I was talking like a professor. Winning chess tournaments, outsmarting adults... it's a wonder I survived as long as I did. That Chinese wizard, he almost had me. If Dumbledore hadn't shown up...
A shudder ran through him, and he tasted bile in the back of his throat. The way I fought that beast, those assassins... it was like I was a different person. Cold, ruthless, efficient. I tortured a man, mutilated him, and I didn't even blink. That's not me, it can't be me...
The oil refineries, the sudden hatred for Muggles, the insatiable hunger for power and control. I was like a fucking pureblood supremacist from the books, looking down on the people I used to be. What the hell is wrong with me?
Lucas's eyes snapped open, his breath catching in his throat. It's not me, he realized, a chill running down his spine. It's something else, something inside me, pulling the strings. Manipulating me, changing me.
He sat up, ignoring the wave of dizziness that washed over him. I have to find it, he thought, his jaw clenched tight. I have to root it out, destroy it, before it destroys me.
With a deep, shaky breath, Lucas plunged into his mindscape, diving deep into the vast, tranquil sea of his thoughts. But as he swam deeper, he realized the tranquility was a facade, a flimsy mask hiding the turmoil beneath.
No more lies, he growled, his fists clenching at his sides. No more deception. I want the truth, and I want it now.
He reached out with his mind, summoning the elements, each one a manifestation of his emotions, his will. Fire exploded across the sky, turning the water to steam, the heat of his anger and determination. Waves surged and crashed, towering tsunamis born of his sadness and pain, his deepest, darkest feelings. The earth shook and split, islands and trenches forming in the seabed, his resilience and stability crumbling under the weight of his doubts. Wind howled, whipping the flames into a frenzy, his thoughts and memories swirling in a chaotic tempest. Lightning crackled and flashed, illuminating the depths, his sudden insights and realizations piercing the veil of confusion.
In the center of the elemental maelstrom, Lucas searched, his eyes scanning the churning waters for any sign of the intruder. There! A flicker of wrongness, a pocket of eerie calm amidst the chaos, like the eye of a hurricane. Found you, you bastard.
He focused his will, the elements becoming extensions of his body, his mind. Flames surged forward, battering against the unnatural resistance, the heat of his anger searing and scorching. Waves stilled, the sudden calm exposing the disturbances, the ripples of foreign influence. The earth steadied beneath his feet, giving him a solid foundation, a place to stand and fight. Wind and lightning cut through the shadows, leaving nowhere to hide, nowhere to run.
Come on, you son of a bitch, Lucas snarled, his face contorted with effort and rage. Show yourself! Face me, if you dare!
He pushed harder, deeper, his mind a battering ram, a relentless force of nature. The elements swirled and clashed around him, a torrent of raw, primal power. Sweat poured down his face, his muscles straining with the effort, but he didn't stop, didn't falter.
And then, in a moment of blinding, searing clarity, he saw it. A twisted, pulsing mass of darkness, its tendrils wrapped tight around his mind, his very soul. It was like a cancer, a parasite, feeding off him, poisoning him from the inside out.
Voldemort's Horcrux, Lucas finally realized, his blood turning to ice in his veins. It was in the scar all along, hiding, waiting. Fucking with my head, influencing me in unknown ways...
Rage and revulsion surged through him, a tidal wave of hatred and disgust. He let out a roar of defiance, a primal scream that shook the very foundations of his mind. He gathered every ounce of his power, his will, his very essence, focusing it into a single, devastating point.
No more, he vowed, his eyes blazing with emerald fire. No more control, no more lies. This is my mind, my body, my soul. And I'm taking them back.
With a final, earth-shattering cry, Lucas unleashed his power, his elements, his very being. The Horcrux shuddered and writhed, its tendrils recoiling as if burned. It fought back, lashing out with waves of malice and madness, but Lucas was relentless, unyielding. He pushed and pushed, tearing at the darkness, ripping it away from his mind, his soul.
And then, with a final, agonized shriek, the Horcrux shattered, dissolving into nothingness, like a bad dream banished by the light of dawn. Lucas collapsed to his knees, his chest heaving, his body shaking with exhaustion and relief.
It's gone, he thought, a hysterical laugh bubbling up from his throat. It's finally fucking gone.
He opened his eyes, blinking in the sudden brightness of his bedroom. Nyx was still coiled around his neck, her tongue flicking against his ear, a gentle, comforting presence.
"I did it, Nyx," he whispered, his voice hoarse and raw. "I beat that damn thing."
He fell back onto his bed, his body heavy and boneless, his mind clear and sharp for the first time in years. The road ahead would be long and hard, he knew, but for now, in this moment, he was free. Free to be himself, to make his own choices, to live his own life.


 
 

  
    Selfish but Subtle

    

        Chapter 33: Selfish but Subtle

 Lucas sits on his bed, the soft mattress sinking slightly under his weight. The room around him is quiet, save for the gentle rustling of Nyx's scales as she coils around his arm. The walls are mostly bare, the only splashes of color coming from the magical objects scattered about, their blood-infused surfaces glinting in the dim light. He takes a deep breath, the scent of his sweat filling his nostrils as he prepares to test his abilities.
I need to make sure everything still works after destroying that Horcrux, he thinks to himself, his brow furrowing slightly as he focuses on the task at hand. He looks down at Nyx, her dark eyes meeting his own. "Nyx, can you understand me?" he asks, the sibilant hisses of Parseltongue rolling off his tongue with ease.
The grass snake tightens her grip on his arm, her forked tongue flicking out to taste the air. "Of course I can," she responds, her voice a soft whisper in his mind. "What's going on, Lucas? You seem different."
Relief floods through him, his shoulders sagging slightly as he realizes the Horcrux's destruction hasn't affected his ability to speak Parseltongue. It must have imprinted on my soul, he pondered, his fingers absently tracing the winding patterns of Nyx's scales. "I had a parasite in my mind, Nyx," he explains, his voice low and serious. "It made me act stupid sometimes, but I got rid of it."
Nyx's eyes widen, her body tensing as she processes his words. "Are you okay now?" she asks, concern evident in her tone. "Are you sure it's gone?"
"I think so," Lucas reassures her, his hand stroking her head gently. "But I need to do some more tests to be certain." He looks around his room, taking in the cluttered shelves and piles of books. His gaze falls on the magical objects he created using his own blood, their presence now a stark reminder of his recklessness. I can't believe I was so careless, he thinks, shaking his head in disbelief. That Horcrux really messed with my head.
He rises from the bed, his bare feet padding softly on the worn carpet as he grabs his pouch from the nearby desk. The leather is soft and supple beneath his fingers as he sweeps the magical objects inside, their weight barely noticeable thanks to the pouch's enchantments. Voldemort was brilliant, but he was also unstable, Lucas thought, his mind wandering to the dark wizard's history. No wonder the Horcrux made me act so illogically at times.
With a burst of intent, he conjures water, the clear liquid swirling around his fingertips as he manipulates it to clean the blood-lines from the walls. The water moves with a fluid grace, erasing the evidence of his experiments as if they never existed. I need to find better ways to protect my mind and soul, he thinks, his shoulders tense. Occlumency and the Revitalization Spell aren't enough against something that deeply rooted…
Lucas picks up a pen from his desk, the smooth plastic cool against his skin. He focuses on it, his mind reaching out to the object as he levitates it, banishing it forward and summoning it back with ease. Okay, that still works, he thinks, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. He moves on to testing his elemental abilities, summoning small amounts of each element and manipulating them with practiced precision. Fire dances across his palm, its heat warming his skin as he shapes it into a small sphere. Water coalesces around his other hand, its surface rippling gently as he molds it into various shapes. Earth and air respond to his commands, swirling around him in a controlled vortex. No issues there either, he notes, satisfaction evident in his thoughts.
Closing his eyes, Lucas delves into his Vast Sea Visualization. The waves are a bit choppy, their crests foaming and crashing against each other in a chaotic dance. He knows they'll calm down with time, but the sight still unsettles him slightly. My Visualization techniques are still intact, he reassures himself, focusing on each one in turn. Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea, Glow of the Depths, Misty Breeze—he summons them all, their familiar sensations washing over him like a comforting blanket.
Turning his attention back to Nyx, Lucas sends a Legilimency Probe her way. Her surface thoughts are a jumble of emotions—concern, curiosity, and a hint of fear. Legilimency is fine too, he notes, withdrawing the probe gently. He reaches for his Divination Orb, the smooth crystal cool against his fingertips as he focuses on a familiar location in London. The orb clouds over for a moment before revealing the bustling streets, people hurrying about their daily lives, unaware of the magical eyes watching them from afar. Divination is working as well, Lucas thinks, his tight shoulders relaxing. Thank goodness the Horcrux wasn't the source of my magical abilities.
But even as he celebrates this small victory, a nagging doubt creeps into his mind. What about my personality? he wonders, his brow furrowing once more. How much of Voldemort's influence is still there? He looks at Nyx, her dark eyes watching him intently. An idea forms in his mind, and he leans closer to her, his voice serious. "Nyx, I need you to keep an eye on my behavior from now on," he says, his tone leaving no room for argument. "If I ever do something that seems hasty or illogical, tell me right away."
The snake nods, her tongue flicking out to taste the air. She understands the importance of her new role, and Lucas knows he can count on her to keep him in check.
His mind wanders to Dudley, his cousin's face flashing before his eyes. I can't just cut him off from the calming spell cold turkey, he thinks, sighing loudly. He's grown up with it, and he might not know how to handle strong negative emotions without it. He decides to gradually weaken the spell over time, allowing Dudley to slowly learn to regulate his own emotions. It won't be easy, but it's the right thing to do.
And those refineries... Lucas shakes his head, his fists clenching at his sides. What was I thinking, attacking them so openly? He curses Voldemort's influence once more, his anger burning hot in his veins. I need to invent a new spell to hide my magical traces, he thinks. The global Wizarding World is probably after me, even if they don't know my identity yet.
He sighs, the weight of his actions settling heavily on his shoulders. The innocent people caught in the crossfire of his attacks, their lives forever changed by his recklessness. I can't change what I've done, he thinks, his heart heavy with regret. But I can try to protect myself moving forward.
His thoughts turn to his university studies, the countless hours he's spent attending lectures. Luckily people think I'm a unprecedented genius, not a reincarnated soul or something else, he laughed sarcastically, a wry smile tugging at his lips. But I will have to keep up the pace and finish my degree. He knows he can't just disappear, not after displaying his knowledge at such a young age. It would raise too many questions, draw too much attention to himself.
I can still profit from my investments in renewables, but I need to be more subtle. The last thing he wants is to trigger a global economic collapse or a nuclear war. The consequences would be catastrophic, and he refuses to be responsible for such devastation.
He knows he can't disappear entirely, as it would only arouse suspicion and make matters worse. His eyes wander around the room, searching for inspiration, when they fall upon the wand he acquired from the assassin he killed. A gasp escapes his lips as realization dawns on him. I need to get rid of that wand, and fast, he thinks, his heart pounding in his chest. What if they can track me through it?
But as he reaches for the wand, another thought crosses his mind. If he gets rid of it, he'll lose his ability to Apparate. I need to get another wand first, he concludes, his brow furrowing in concentration.
Wasting no time, Lucas casts his concealment spells, the familiar tingle of magic washing over him as he becomes invisible to the naked eye. He grabs his pouch, the leather soft against his fingers, and turns to Nyx. "Coil around my neck," he instructs, his voice barely above a whisper. The snake complies, her scales cool against his skin as she settles into place.
"Remember, Nyx," Lucas says, his tone serious, "you can ask me what I'm planning to do whenever you want. Even if you don't suspect anything is wrong, do it sometimes, just to keep me in check."
Nyx nods, her tongue flicking out in understanding. Lucas takes a deep breath, his plan forming in his mind. "We're going to use the flying carpet to head to Cambridge Airport," he explains, his voice steady. "From there, we'll head to Eastern Europe. I want to steal a random wand from a wizard in Чарівний Прохід, in Kyiv, Ukraine. I don't want to link myself to Britain or even Western Europe if possible."
He looks at Nyx, his eyes searching hers for any sign of doubt or hesitation. "What do you think, Nyx?"
The snake is silent for a moment, her dark eyes unreadable. Finally, she speaks, her voice a soft hiss in his ears. "I see nothing hasty or illogical in this plan," she says, her words filling Lucas with relief.
With a smile, Lucas heads out, his flying carpet waiting for him just outside the window. He places a small vial of spell-infused blood under a floorboard, ensuring that the Dursleys will stay out of his room and not wonder where he is. No more stupid mistakes, he thinks, shaking his head in frustration. I won't put anything in the open again, that's for sure.
Hours later, Lucas arrives in Kyiv, Ukraine. He lands his flying carpet far from the airport, then Apparates to the entrance of Чарівний Прохід, the Ukrainian equivalent of Diagon Alley.
Чарівний Прохід is hidden not by walls or gates but by a clever illusion that blends in with the nearby buildings. To get in, you have to tap a specific pattern on an old stone carved with ancient runes from the Kievan Rus' era. The stone, which looks like part of an old monument, only reacts to a witch or wizard's touch. It hums gently with magic before making the illusion disappear, revealing the cobblestone street of Чарівний Прохід.
As Lucas steps inside, it feels like he's left the noisy city behind and entered a calmer, more peaceful world. The change is smooth, with old cobblestones under his feet guiding him further into the passage. Each footstep echoes softly against the background noise of quiet enchantments and rustling leaves.
The buildings on either side look old and lean in close. Their wooden fronts glow in the golden light of the setting sun. The windows are decorated with flowers that attract magical pollinators. Flutterby bushes and whispering willows line the path, proof of the ecosystem thriving in this hidden corner of Kyiv.
Lucas glances up and sees how the rooftops frame the sky perfectly. The sun makes patterns of light and shadow that dance across the cobblestones. As evening comes, lanterns charmed to glow like trapped stars flicker to life, making the alley shine with a soft, dreamlike light.
The air is filled with the scent of herbs and flowers - that Lucas breathes in deeply. In the middle of Чарівний Прохід, there's a square with a fountain made of stone and crystal at its center. Water bubbles out, making prisms of light in the air. Around the square, there are benches made of carved wood and stone where people can rest in the shade of trees.
Lucas scans the area, grateful for the knowledge he gained from reading a book in Diagon Alley about the main streets of various magical countries. He spots a family of five and follows them for some time, until they start to enter a small building that resembles a potion ingredients shop. Seizing the opportunity, he snatches the adult man's wand from his pocket, which turns invisible the moment he touches it. He feels for its affinity to him, finding it average. The assassin's wand was more compatible, probably because of its serpent-related materials and my Parseltongue, he thought. But this one should work fine.
He glances at the family once more, searching for any hint of guilt for stealing the man's wand, but finds none. This isn't because of Voldemort's influence, he reassures himself. I'm focused on my own power by nature. I'm just not cruel, hasty, or stupid in how I gain that power.
With the wand securely in his possession, Lucas turns and leaves immediately. He now has a wand he can use for Apparition, so he makes his way to a secluded part of Чарівний Прохід and disappears with a soft pop, ready to head to Saudi Arabia once more.
As he travels, he goes over his plan. I need to find a way to frame the Ebon Hand, he thinks, his brow furrowing in concentration. But how? He knows he killed the oil magnate long ago, not long after he killed the Ebon Hand, so that route is closed to him. But he does know that he needs to use the assassin's wand in some way.
An idea begins to form in his mind. Maybe I could find another assassin organization in the Middle East and go through that route, he ponders, sighing at the complexity of the situation. But he does have a plan, one that will require him to thoroughly abuse someone's mind.
He could find an assassin organization, locate a skilled wizard, subdue him, and use his Legilimency to slowly twist his mind, making him want to attack an oil refinery. He would need to stay near the wizard for a little while, casting his concealment spells on him. Then, when the oil refinery is empty of people, he would destroy a few of the oil tanks using earth spikes.
Next, he would have the mind-broken assassin sit on one of his flying carpets, and attack with the Serpentwood wand, using a fire spell to ignite the oil. Hopefully, the ICW wizards would show up very quickly, and the assassin would drop his wand and any identifying tokens to the ground. The moment any magic was cast at the scapegoat, a vial of spell-infused blood on his person would immediately explode with great amounts of earth spikes in every direction while also burning the mind-broken assassin's body and itself with Frostfire, reducing him to ashes. Meanwhile, he would have long left on his flying carpet.
It's a decent plan, if a little bit obvious, that would divert attention somewhat to some assassin organization, Lucas thinks, but it depends on the ICW arriving quickly. He knows he'll need to ponder this further as he continues Apparating, the world blurring around him as he moves from one location to the next, his mind focused on the task at hand.
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        Chapter 34: Machiavellian Plan

 Lucas moved silently through the winding, narrow streets of the magical quarter in Riyadh, his invisibility spell rendering him completely undetectable. The ancient mud-brick buildings towered above him, their geometric patterns and Arabic calligraphy etched into the walls, a clear indicator to the rich magical heritage of the region. The air was heavy with the scent of exotic spices, saffron, and agarwood, wafting from the various apothecaries and perfume shops that lined the alleys.
I need to be extremely cautious, Lucas thought, carefully navigating through the crowds of witches and wizards in traditional Saudi attire, their flowing white thobes, abayas, and checkered red-and-white ghutras a sea of culture and tradition. Any misstep could jeopardize my mission and draw unwanted attention.
He paused near a group of elderly wizards engaged in a heated discussion, their weathered faces animated with passion. Lucas focused his mind, using Legilimency to delve into their thoughts. Images of daily life, family concerns, and political debates filled his mind, but a fleeting thought about the recent unrest in the magical underworld caught his attention.
The disappearance of the Ebon Hand has left a power vacuum, he pondered, filing away the information for later. But who's bold enough to step into their shoes?
As he pressed on, Lucas noticed a subtle shift in the atmosphere. The buildings became more nondescript, the alleyways narrower and less inviting. The air grew thick with a sense of unease, and the crowds thinned, replaced by shadowy figures lurking in the periphery. This must be where the less savory elements operate, he thought, his senses on high alert.
He approached an elderly witch, her face lined with wisdom and her eyes sharp with cunning. She sat on a worn carpet, surrounded by an array of ancient magical artifacts and talismans. Lucas probed her mind, sifting through the layers of knowledge and secrets hidden within. A name surfaced: Nasim al-Aakhir, whispered in connection with a recent spate of high-profile assassinations.
Interesting, Lucas mused, his curiosity piqued. But I need more than just a name.
He moved on, his invisible form weaving through the labyrinthine alleys until he came upon a small, nondescript door set into the wall. A faint magical aura emanated from its surface, and Lucas could sense the presence of a concealment charm. There must be something of importance hidden here, he pondered, his mind already working on a way to bypass the enchantment.
Using a subtle unlocking spell, Lucas slipped inside, finding himself in a dimly lit room filled with various magical artifacts, ancient tomes, and scrolls. He quickly reinforced his invisibility, ensuring his presence remained undetected. As he explored the space, a large map of the Arabian Peninsula caught his eye, various locations marked in glowing Arabic script. Lucas studied the map intently, committing the locations to memory.
These could be key points of interest for the local underworld, he contemplated, his mind already formulating a plan to investigate further.
Suddenly, the door creaked open, and two men entered the room, their faces obscured by the hoods of their black abayas. Lucas held his breath, his invisibility keeping him hidden from view as he observed their interaction.
The men began to converse in hushed Arabic, their voices low and urgent. Lucas, having learnt the language after dispatching of the Ebon Hand, followed along, gleaning what information he could.
"The Nasim al-Aakhir is growing bolder by the day," the taller of the two men said, his tone clearly showing his concern. "They're taking on high-profile targets that even the Ebon Hand would have hesitated to pursue."
The other man nodded, his body language tense and alert. "Their leader, Zain Al-Abidin, is a force to be reckoned with. They say he has spies in every corner of the magical world, always one step ahead of his enemies."
Lucas listened closely. Zain Al-Abidin, he repeated mentally, committing the name to memory.
As the men continued their discussion, Lucas used Legilimency to probe their thoughts, carefully sifting through the images and memories that flooded his mind. He caught glimpses of clandestine meetings in opulent villas, whispered conversations about high-stakes contracts, and a growing sense of unease among the magical community.
The Nasim al-Aakhir is definitely a force to be reckoned with, Lucas concluded cautiously. But I need to dig deeper and know more about them.
The men eventually left the room, and Lucas emerged from the shadows, his mind already plotting his next move. He studied the map once more, noting the locations of several known magical black markets and underground meeting places.
I'll start there, he thought, a grim smile spreading across his face. I’ll surely be able to find out more information there.
Lucas slipped out of the room, his invisible form merging seamlessly with the shadows of the alleyway. He made his way to a nearby tea house, known for its discreet clientele and the valuable information that flowed as freely as the fragrant mint tea. He thanked the men he found just now for this valuable information.
As he settled into a corner, Lucas focused his mind, using Legilimency to skim the surface thoughts of the patrons around him. Snippets of conversations, whispered secrets, and veiled allusions to the Nasim al-Aakhir's growing influence filled his mind.
He honed in on a group of wizards huddled around a table, their faces etched with fear as they discussed the latest exploits of the mercenary group. Lucas delved deeper into their thoughts, sifting through the layers of information until he found what he was looking for: a name, whispered with reverence and terror in equal measure.
Tariq Al-Zahrani, Lucas repeated mentally. Zain Al-Abidin's right-hand man.
With this new information, Lucas began to formulate a multi-layered plan, his mind going over the possibilities. He already had a good plan in mind, but it wouldn’t be easy. It would require him to mentally manipulate more than one person, and would get numerous people killed. But to be honest, maybe it’s because of Voldemort’s lingering influence, but he doesn’t care that much. If it were innocent people it would be a different story, but assassins, mercenaries and oil magnates do not deserve his mercy.
As he rose from his seat, Lucas cast one last glance around the tea house, his invisible form slipping unnoticed through the crowd.


In the opulent confines of his Riyadh office, Saad Al-Qahtani sat lost in thought, his mind drifting to the unexpected death of his former rival, Khalid Al-Mansour, over a year ago. The news had come as a shock to the business world, with rumors swirling about the cause of Al-Mansour's untimely demise. Some whispered of foul play, while others speculated about hidden health issues or personal scandals.
Saad leaned back in his plush leather chair, his eyes drawn to the sprawling cityscape beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. The sun's rays cast a warm glow on the room, illuminating the Islamic calligraphy that adorned the walls, a nod to Saad's public persona as a devout Muslim. Yet, beneath this carefully crafted facade, Saad harbored a secret known only to a select few: he was a squib, born into the influential Al-Qahtani wizarding family.
As he contemplated Al-Mansour's death, Saad's thoughts turned to the information he had gleaned from his magical relatives. They had revealed that the Al-Mansour family, too, had ties to the wizarding world, though Khalid himself was believed to be a Muggle, likely unaware of his family's magical heritage. The irony of their shared circumstances was not lost on Saad, who had always felt like an outsider in both the magical and Muggle realms.
Saad's mind began to wander, recalling the fierce business rivalry he had shared with Al-Mansour. They had clashed repeatedly over oil contracts and market share, each seeking to outmaneuver the other in a high-stakes game of corporate chess. In the wake of Al-Mansour's death, Saad had seized the opportunity to expand his own empire, absorbing a significant portion of his late rival's assets and solidifying his position as a dominant force in the industry.
Suddenly, an icy presence invaded Saad's mind, its tendrils burrowing deep into his thoughts and memories. He gasped, his body tensing as a wave of fear and revulsion washed over him. It felt as though an invisible force was ripping through his psyche, tearing at the very fabric of his being.
No, please, Saad pleaded silently, his eyes squeezing shut as he gripped the armrests of his chair, his knuckles turning white from the pressure. This can't be happening. It's like my mind is being violated, my innermost thoughts and secrets laid bare.
The presence grew stronger, its icy touch spreading through Saad's mind like a malignant cancer. Memories began to surface, twisted and distorted, as though viewed through a cracked and tainted lens. He saw himself contacting his family, the Al-Qahtanis, and discussing the need to eliminate Khalid Al-Mansour and the Ebon Hand assassins, who had been a thorn in their side for far too long.
In this warped version of events, Saad watched as he hired the notorious Nasim al-Aakhir mercenary group to carry out the deed, promising them wealth and power in exchange for their loyalty. The scenes played out in excruciating detail, each moment seared into Saad's brain like a white-hot brand. He saw the blood, the violence, the sheer brutality of the attacks, and felt a sickening sense of satisfaction that made his stomach churn.
Yes, Saad, a sinister voice whispered, its tone dripping with malice. You orchestrated it all. You hired the Nasim al-Aakhir to take out your rivals, to clear the path for your own ascent to power. Al-Mansour's blood is on your hands, and you reveled in it.
Saad's body shook, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he fought against the insidious presence that had invaded his mind. He tried to cling to the truth, to the knowledge that he had not been involved in Al-Mansour's death, but the false memories continued to assault him, each one more vivid and convincing than the last.
But why stop there? the voice purred, its words like poison honey. You could hire the Nasim al-Aakhir to destroy oil refineries across the globe, plunging the world into chaos and making them dependent on your oil. Imagine the wealth, the power, the sheer domination you would wield...
Saad's mind recoiled in horror, a small part of him desperately trying to resist the vile suggestions that flooded his thoughts. He saw himself plotting the destruction of refineries, the sabotage of pipelines, and the manipulation of markets, all in the name of greed and power. The images were so real, so tangible, that he could almost feel the heat of the flames and smell the acrid smoke that choked the air.
No, this isn't me, Saad thought, his mental voice weak and fading. I'm not a monster. I couldn't do these things, no matter how much I might want to see my rivals fall.
But the presence only grew stronger, its icy tendrils tightening their grip on Saad's mind. It is your destiny, Saad, it whispered, its voice seductive and alluring. Embrace the darkness within you, and the world will be yours for the taking. You've already taken the first steps, and there's no turning back now.
Saad's hand moved of its own accord, reaching for a pen and paper. He watched in horror as he began to write, detailing the complex plot to eliminate Al-Mansour and seize control of the oil market. The words flowed onto the page like a poisonous river, each sentence a damning sign to his supposed guilt.
Yes, Saad thought, his mind now fully ensnared by the insidious presence. I did it. I hired the Nasim al-Aakhir to kill Al-Mansour and the Ebon Hand. And now, I'll use them to bring the world to its knees, to make them all bow before me as the undisputed king of oil.
With a shaking hand, Saad signed the document, his signature a final seal of his fate. He leaned back in his chair, a twisted triumphant look appearing on his features, even as a small, distant part of his mind screamed in silent agony.
And then, as abruptly as it had appeared, the presence vanished, leaving Saad alone with the shattered remnants of his psyche. He stared at the paper before him, the words he had written now seared into his mind, a permanent reminder of the atrocities he believed he had committed.
I did it, Saad thought once more, a manic gleam in his eyes. I killed Al-Mansour, and now I'll destroy anyone who stands in my way. The world will tremble before me, and I will rise from the ashes as the one true master of the oil industry.
With a heart filled with darkness and a mind twisted beyond recognition, Saad Al-Qahtani set forth to unleash a storm of chaos and destruction upon the world, unaware that he was nothing more than a pawn in a far more sinister game.


 
 

  
    Misdirection

    

        Chapter 35: Misdirection

 Tariq Al-Zahrani crouched low on his flying carpet, the wind whipping through his dark, unkempt hair as he surveyed the empty Yeosu Refinery below. The complex maze of pipes, tanks, and towers stretched out before him, a labyrinth of metal and concrete illuminated by the harsh glare of floodlights that cast long, eerie shadows across the ground. Tariq's eyes, once sharp and alert, now held a distant, glazed look, as if he were not entirely present in the moment.
The plan... the plan... The thought echoed in his mind, a fragmented mantra that he clung to like a drowning man to a lifeline. Zain's orders... strike hard, fast... leave no trace...
His grip tightened on his wand, his knuckles turning white with the force of his grasp. The smooth, polished wood felt strange in his hand, as if it belonged to someone else, someone he no longer recognized. He shook his head, trying to clear the fog that seemed to have settled over his thoughts, but it was like trying to grasp smoke with his bare hands.
Suddenly, the air beside him shimmered, and for a moment, Tariq thought he saw a flicker of movement, a ghostly silhouette that vanished as quickly as it had appeared. He blinked, unsure if his mind was playing tricks on him, but the unease that had been growing in the pit of his stomach intensified, a cold, creeping sensation that set his teeth on edge.
Something's wrong... not right... The thought skittered across the surface of his mind, a fleeting warning that he couldn't quite grasp. Too easy... too planned...
But before he could dwell on it further, the refinery below erupted in a series of earth-shattering explosions, the force of the blast hitting him like a physical blow. Massive spikes of earth, jagged and cruel, burst from the ground, impaling the storage tanks and sending geysers of oil and flames shooting into the night sky. The heat was intense, a searing wave that washed over Tariq like a furnace, making his skin prickle and his eyes water.
What... what's happening...? His mind reeled, trying to make sense of the chaos unfolding before him. This wasn't... wasn't part of the plan...
He watched, transfixed, as the flames consumed the refinery, turning the once-orderly complex into a raging inferno that painted the sky an ominous shade of orange. The smoke billowed upwards in thick, choking plumes, filling his lungs and making him cough and sputter.
Need to... need to act... The thought struggled to the surface of his mind, a moment of clarity amidst the confusion. Make the flames bigger... finish the job...
With a shaking hand, Tariq raised his wand, pointing it at the burning wreckage below. He took a deep breath, trying to focus his scattered thoughts, and began to chant the incantation for a fire-starting spell, his voice hoarse and strained.
"Incendio... Incendio..." The words felt strange on his tongue, as if he were speaking a language he didn't quite understand. But as he repeated the spell, over and over, the flames began to grow, feeding on the spilled oil and debris, until the entire refinery was engulfed in a raging inferno.
The heat was unbearable, a physical force that pressed against Tariq's skin like a tangible weight. He could feel the sweat pouring down his face, stinging his eyes and dripping onto his robes. The smoke was thick and acrid, filling his lungs and making him choke and gag. But still, he kept chanting, his voice rising and falling with the crackle of the flames, as if he were in a trance, a waking nightmare from which there was no escape.
It's done... it's done... The thought stuttered through his mind, a moment of grim satisfaction amidst the horror. Zain will be... will be pleased...
But even as he watched the flames dance and writhe, Tariq couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong, that he had missed something important. His head throbbed, a dull, pulsing ache that made it hard to think, hard to focus.
Need to... need to go... The thought surfaced slowly, like a bubble rising through molasses. Get out... before it's too late...
He raised his wand, preparing to disapparate, when suddenly the air around him crackled with the telltale signs of incoming apparition. Tariq's heart leapt into his throat, a surge of fear and adrenaline that cut through the haze of his thoughts like a knife.
ICW... they're here... The realization hit him like a punch to the gut, a cold, sinking feeling that settled in the pit of his stomach. Need to... need to go, now...
With a desperate, panicked urgency, Tariq focused his mind on the familiar image of the Nasim al-Aakhir base, the secret compound hidden deep in the mountains of Afghanistan. He could see it in his mind's eye, a sprawling complex of caves and tunnels, carved into the very rock of the mountain itself.
Safety... need to get to safety... The thought pounded in his head, a frantic drumbeat that drowned out all other considerations. Zain will know what to do... he always knows...
With a sharp crack, Tariq disapparated, his body twisting and contorting as he was pulled through the suffocating darkness of apparition. For a moment, he felt as if he were being torn apart, his very essence ripped and shredded by the forces of magic. But then, just as suddenly as it had begun, the sensation passed, and he found himself standing in the middle of the Nasim al-Aakhir base, his chest heaving and his heart pounding.
Made it... I made it... The thought flickered through his mind, a moment of relief amidst the chaos. Need to... need to find Zain...
But before he could take more than a few steps, he heard the unmistakable sound of apparition behind him, and he spun around, his wand at the ready, his heart pounding with dread.
No... no, it can't be... His mind reeled as he saw the ICW wizards materializing out of thin air, their wands drawn and their faces grim. They followed me... they tracked my apparition...
For a moment, Tariq stood frozen, his mind racing as he tried to think of a way out, a way to escape the trap that he had unwittingly led himself into. But before he could act, before he could even begin to formulate a plan, the air around him exploded in a shower of earth and rock, the ground beneath his feet erupting in a series of jagged spikes that shot out in every direction.
What... what's happening... His mind screamed as he felt the searing pain of the earth magic tearing through his body, ripping and shredding his flesh like paper. The vial... the fail-safe from Zain... it must have been triggered...
And then, with a horrifying clarity, he felt the flames begin to consume him, the vial igniting in a blaze of agony that engulfed him from head to toe. He screamed, a raw, animal sound that tore from his throat like a knife, as he felt his skin blacken and char, his bones cracking and splintering under the intense heat.
No... no, please... His mind begged, even as he felt his consciousness slipping away, his thoughts scattering like ashes on the wind. I don't... I don't want to die...
But it was too late. The flames consumed him utterly, melting his flesh and bone into a unrecognizable mass of charred and twisted remains. His wand, his robes, even the vial that had contained the deadly magic, all of it was reduced to ash and dust, scattered across the rocky ground of the mountain fortress.
And as Tariq Al-Zahrani drew his last, agonized breath, his mind filled with a final, fleeting image of Zain, his leader, his mentor, the man who had promised him power and glory beyond his wildest dreams.
Forgive me... forgive me, Zain... The thought echoed in his mind, a whisper of regret. I failed... I failed you...
And then, with a final, shuddering gasp, Tariq Al-Zahrani was gone, his body consumed by the flames.


ICW Investigator Hans Müller appeared on the scene with a sharp crack, his wand already drawn and his senses on high alert. He had been tracking the Dark Lord Desolus for weeks, following the trail of destruction and chaos that the madman had left in his wake, and now, finally, it seemed that they had him cornered.
These mountains... they're the perfect place for a dark wizard to hide, Hans thought to himself as he surveyed the rugged terrain that surrounded him. The jagged peaks and deep valleys were shrouded in a thick, clinging mist that seemed to swallow the light, creating an eerie, otherworldly atmosphere that set his teeth on edge. But no matter how well he thinks he's hidden, we'll find him. We have to.
Around him, his team of ICW wizards and Korean Magical Law Enforcement officers were already on the move, their bodies tense as they fanned out across the rocky landscape. Hans could feel the crackle of magic in the air, the hum of revealing charms and anti-apparition wards being cast, and he felt prideful in his team.
We've got some of the best wizards and witches in the world on this team, he thought, his eyes scanning the faces of his colleagues. If anyone can take down the Dark Lord, it's us.
But even as he raised his wand, preparing to lead the charge, the air around him exploded in a shower of earth and rock, the ground beneath his feet erupting in a series of jagged spikes that shot out in every direction. Hans threw himself to the ground, his wand flashing as he cast a hasty shield charm, barely managing to deflect the deadly projectiles that hurtled towards him.
What in the nine hells was that? He thought, his heart pounding as he struggled to make sense of the unexpected attack. Desolus must have ambushed us! But where is he?
And then, through the swirling mist and debris, he saw a figure emerge, a man engulfed in flames, his body writhing and twisting in agony as he burned alive. Hans felt his stomach clenching as he watched the man's flesh blacken and char, the stench of burning meat filling the air.
Bei Hexenmeisters Humpen! What is happening? He thought, his mind reeling as he tried to process the gruesome sight before him. Could it be... could that be the Dark Lord himself? Did he just... die?
For a moment, Hans dared to hope, to believe that they had finally caught their quarry, that the monster who had terrorized the Muggle world was finally dead and gone. But even as the thought crossed his mind, he heard the shouts and cries of alarm from his team, and he spun around, his wand at the ready, his heart pounding with sudden dread.
Scheiße, we're under attack! He realized, his eyes widening as he saw the horde of wizards and witches pouring out of the mountainside, their wands flashing and their faces twisted with rage and grief. They must be the Dark Lord's followers, his inner circle!
He cursed under his breath, his wand moving in a blur as he cast shield charms and counter-curses, trying desperately to hold back the onslaught of spells and hexes that rained down upon him and his team. He could hear the screams and shouts of his colleagues, the sizzle and crackle of magic as they fought for their lives, and he knew that they were in trouble, that they were outnumbered and outmatched.
We need reinforcements, he thought, his jaw clenching tightly as he sent a patronus message back to headquarters, calling for backup. We can't hold out much longer on our own.
But even as he fought, even as he poured every ounce of his skill and strength into the battle, Hans couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong, that there was more to this attack than met the eye. Why were they hiding out here, in the middle of nowhere? He wondered as he tried to piece together the clues. And why did Desolus just... explode like that? It doesn't make sense.
He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts and focus on the fight at hand. There will be time for questions later, he told himself, his wand flashing as he sent a volley of stunners and disarming charms towards the oncoming horde. Right now, we need to survive.
We can do this, Hans thought, his eyes narrowing as he sent a blast of fire towards a group of attackers, sending them scattering like leaves in the wind. We have to do this.
And with that thought ringing in his mind, Hans Müller threw himself back into the fray, his wand flashing and his heart pounding as he fought with every ounce of his being.


 
 

  
    Scapegoat

    

        Chapter 36: Scapegoat

 The acrid stench of smoke and charred flesh hung heavy in the air, a grim reminder of the intense battle that had just taken place. Hans Müller stood amidst the smoldering ruins, his robes billowing in the chill mountain breeze, his wand gripped tightly in his hand as his eyes scanned the surroundings with a critical gaze.
Bodies lay scattered across the rocky terrain, some stunned, others bound in magical restraints, their wands confiscated and lying in a haphazard pile nearby. A few had managed to flee, disappearing into the shadows of the mountains, but squads of ICW Aurors were already in pursuit, their footsteps echoing off the craggy walls like the thunderous hooves of some great beast.
Hans turned his attention to the smoldering pile of ashes that had once been a human figure, his brow furrowing in concentration. He knelt down, his muscles protesting after the exertion of the battle, and leaned in closer, his wand moving in a series of swishes as he cast a barrage of diagnostic spells.
"Gerhardt, Elise," he called out, his voice cutting through the eerie silence like a knife. "Come take a look at this."
The two investigators hurried over, their faces etched with curiosity. Gerhardt, a grizzled veteran with a thick beard and piercing blue eyes, crouched down beside Hans, his wand already in hand, the tip glowing softly in the dim light.
"What have you found?" he asked, his voice gruff and tinged with weariness.
Hans gestured towards the ashes, his expression grim. "There's definitely a wand signature here," he murmured, his brow furrowing. "A Serpentwood wand with a Horned Serpent Horn core."
Elise, a lithe woman with sharp features and a shock of fiery red hair, gasped, her eyes widening. "That's the same wand signature we've been tracking Desolus with!"
Hans gave a tight nod, his jaw set firm, neck muscles visibly strained. "Precisely. But why would Desolus just... explode like that? It doesn't make any sense."
He ran a hand through his sweat-soaked hair, his eyes scanning the surrounding area, as if searching for clues that might shed light on the mystery. The mountains loomed around them, their jagged peaks piercing the inky black sky like the jagged teeth of some great, slumbering beast, casting long, eerie shadows that seemed to stretch and writhe in the flickering light of the dying fires.
"Unless..." Hans murmured, his mind racing, his thoughts tumbling over one another like leaves caught in a gale. "Unless this was all a distraction, a smokescreen to throw us off his trail."
Gerhardt frowned, his brow furrowing as he turned to regard his long-time partner. "You think he's still out there, then? That this was all just a ruse?"
Hans shrugged, his expression grim, his shoulders sagging with fatigue. "I don't know what to think, Gerhardt. But something about this whole situation doesn't sit right with me." He gestured towards the dark openings of the tunnels that had been the source of Desolus's followers, the shadows seeming to pulse and writhe, as if alive, as if unseen eyes were watching, tracking their every move. "We need to investigate those tunnels. There might be clues, evidence that can shed some light on this whole mess."
With a flick of his wand, he summoned a team of junior investigators, their faces pale and drawn in the flickering light of the dying fires, their robes singed and torn from the battle.
"You lot, keep an eye on the prisoners," he barked, his voice sharp and commanding, brooking no argument. "Make sure they're secure and can't cause any more trouble."
The young witches and wizards nodded as they moved to follow his orders, their wands held at the ready.
Turning back to Gerhardt and Elise, Hans nodded somberly. "Let's go. We've got a lot of ground to cover."
The three investigators made their way towards the tunnel entrances, their wands held aloft, casting a soft, eerie glow that illuminated the rough-hewn walls. The ground beneath their feet was uneven and treacherous, littered with loose rocks and debris that crunched and shifted with every step, threatening to send them tumbling to the ground.
As they approached the first tunnel, a chill wind seemed to whisper through the darkness, carrying with it the faint, musky scent of damp earth and something else, something metallic and sour that set Hans's teeth on edge and made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end.
This is where the answers lie, he thought, his eyes scanning the shadows for any sign of movement, any hint of danger lurking in the inky blackness. Whatever game Desolus is playing, we'll solve it.
They split up, each taking a different tunnel, their footsteps echoing in the eerie silence, the sound reverberating off the walls and seeming to come from all directions at once, disorienting and unsettling.
Hans moved cautiously, his senses on high alert for any sign of danger, his wand held at the ready, his body tense and coiled like a spring. The walls seemed to press in around him, closing in like the jaws of some great beast, and he found himself straining to catch even the faintest sound, the slightest movement that might betray the presence of an unseen foe.
Stay focused, he reminded himself, his grip tightening on his wand until his knuckles turned white. Desolus is cunning, and he's proven that he's not afraid to play dirty.
As he delved deeper into the tunnel, the air grew thicker, heavier, as if the very atmosphere itself were trying to smother him. He could feel beads of sweat forming on his brow, trickling down his face and stinging his eyes, mingling with the grime and soot that clung to his skin like a second layer.
The tunnel seemed to stretch on forever, the walls twisting and turning in a dizzying labyrinth of stone and shadow. More than once, Hans found himself pausing, his wand held aloft as he cast a quick orientation charm, trying to keep his bearings in the maze-like depths, the soft blue light of the spell casting eerie shadows that danced and flickered across the rough-hewn walls.
After what seemed like an eternity, the tunnel opened up into a larger chamber, and Hans found himself in what appeared to be some sort of makeshift office. Papers and parchments were strewn about, as if whoever had been working here had left in a hurry, their chairs overturned and their desks in disarray, quills and inkwells scattered across the floor like the aftermath of some great battle.
Jackpot, he thought, his eyes narrowing as he began to sift through the documents, his wand casting a soft, golden glow that illuminated the chaos around him.
Most of it seemed to be mundane correspondence, supply lists, and logistical details, but as he delved deeper into the piles of parchment, a pattern began to emerge. Mission reports, contract agreements, detailed plans for attacks on various targets – all of it pointing to the existence of some sort of mercenary organization, a group of hired wands willing to carry out any task, no matter how nefarious, for the right price.
The Nasim al-Aakhir, he read, his brow furrowing as he committed the name to memory. Never heard of them before, but it looks like they've been busy.
Hans continued to sift through the documents, his eyes scanning the pages with a practiced eye, looking for any clue, any hint that might shed light on the true nature of this organization and their connection to Desolus.
Then, buried beneath a stack of parchments, he found a dossier, unremarkable at first glance. The name scrawled across the front in bold, black ink was unfamiliar – Saad Al-Qahtani.
As he flipped through the pages, his brow furrowed deeper with each revelation. Inside were detailed mission reports, contract agreements, and financial records, all pointing to a startling conclusion – this mercenary group, the Nasim al-Aakhir, had been hired to carry out a series of attacks on various targets, including the assassination of a prominent Muggle oil magnate named Khalid Al-Mansour.
A hit on a Muggle business rival, Hans contemplated. Certainly unethical, but not entirely unexpected in the cutthroat world of Muggle business.
But as he delved deeper into the dossier, his eyes widened in shock. The next mission detailed was one that sent a chill down his spine – the complete elimination of the Ebon Hand, a powerful and notorious organization of assassins that had branches across the globe.
Hans gasped audibly, realization dawning on him. The Ebon Hand... gone for a year now, and to think this Nasim al-Aakhir group was behind their disappearance? It seems unlikely, given the formidable reputation of the Ebon Hand.
His confusion only deepened as he turned the page, his eyes scanning the next set of documents. This time, the mission was one of staggering proportions – a series of coordinated attacks on oil refineries and tankers around the world, all with the goal of destabilizing the global oil market and paving the way for Saad Al-Qahtani's own oil empire to rise to dominance.
Nibelung's Hoard... Hans thought, his heart pounding in his chest as the pieces began to fall into place. This is exactly what Desolus has been doing... but to think it might be at the behest of this Saad Al-Qahtani?
He flipped through the dossier once more, his eyes narrowing as he searched for any information on this mysterious figure. Finally, he found what he was looking for – a brief biographical sketch that revealed Saad Al-Qahtani to be a squib from a well-known wizarding family in Saudi Arabia, a man who had amassed a vast fortune in the Muggle world through his oil interests.
A squib, hiring a mercenary group to carry out such audacious and far-reaching attacks? Hans shook his head dismissively. There must be more to this... perhaps his family is involved, pulling the strings from behind the scenes.
He quickly gathered up the documents, tucking them safely away in the folds of his robes, his pulse quickening as he pondered what it all meant.
We need to get these back to headquarters and start piecing this puzzle together, he thought, squaring his shoulders as he turned to head back towards the tunnel entrance.
If these documents are legitimate, then we're not just dealing with a rogue Dark Lord, he sighed, his grip tightening on his wand until his knuckles turned white. We're facing a much larger conspiracy, one that spans both the magical and Muggle worlds, one driven by greed and ambition and a complete disregard for the lives of innocents.
He shook his head slightly, a determined look in his eyes, his gaze sharpening as he thought about the next steps.
No matter what lies ahead, we'll get to the bottom of this. Desolus, the Nasim al-Aakhir, this Saad Al-Qahtani... whoever else is involved... They won't escape justice.
With that thought burning in his mind like a beacon, Hans rejoined Gerhardt and Elise, their expressions mirroring his own grim resolve as they emerged from the tunnels, their robes singed and tattered, their faces smudged with soot and grime.
"What did you find?" Elise asked, her voice hushed, her eyes searching his face for any hint of the truth that lay within the documents he carried.
Hans held up the dossier, his expression somber, his lips pressed into a thin, grim line. "Enough to know that this is bigger than any of us realized... and that we may be dealing with more than just a rogue Dark Lord."


Lucas sat on the edge of his bed, his emerald eyes fixed on the pouch that lay on his desk, its contents hidden from view. He let out a heavy sigh, his shoulders sagging under the weight of his thoughts. The plan had been executed, the pieces set in motion, and now all he could do was wait and see how it all unfolded.
Did I do the right thing? The question echoed in his mind, a nagging doubt that he couldn't quite shake. Luring the ICW into a battle, putting their lives at risk... it's not something I should take lightly.
He ran a hand through his messy black hair, his fingers catching on the tangles and knots that had formed during the long hours of planning and preparation. The guilt gnawed at him, a persistent ache in the pit of his stomach, but he knew that it was a necessary evil.
If it means redirecting attention away from myself, making them think that there are other players in this game... then it's a price I'm willing to pay. He thought, his hands gripping the frame of his bed. I just hope that they follow the trail, that they uncover the ‘truth’ about the magical families in the Middle East.
Lucas stood up, his muscles protesting after hours of sitting still. He paced the length of his room, his bare feet sinking into the plush carpet with each step. The walls seemed to close in around him, the air thick and heavy with the weight of his thoughts.
I need to lay low for a while, stay out of the magical world until things calm down. He mused, his eyes drifting to the window, where the sun was just beginning to peek over the horizon. But that doesn't mean I can't plan for the future.
His mind drifted back to his earlier thoughts, the ones that had been influenced by the Horcrux that had once resided in his scar. The idea of skipping Hogwarts, of finding another school or avoiding it entirely, seemed foolish now, a naive and rushed decision that he couldn't believe he had ever considered.
Yes, there are dangers at Hogwarts, but I can handle them. He thought, a small smile tugging at the corners of his lips. I'm not the same person I was when I first arrived in this world. I've become a lot stronger than I initially thought possible for someone my age in the Harry Potter world. 
Anyway, he knew that Dumbledore would never allow him to skip Hogwarts, that the old wizard would move heaven and earth to ensure that he attended the school that had been his home for so many years. And really, what would be the point of making an enemy out of the most powerful wizard in Britain, or the Ministry of Magic itself?
No, I'll go to Hogwarts, and I'll make the most of my time there. He decided. I can still practice my own magic, I'll just need to be careful, to find secluded places where I won't be disturbed.
The thought of the Marauder's Map flashed through his mind, a mischievous grin spreading across his face. He would need to steal it from Fred and George, of course, but that wouldn't be too difficult. With his sensory techniques, he would be able to sense them coming from a mile away, and with his invisibility, he could slip in and out of their dorm room undetected.
And the homework... well, it's not like I'm really interested in learning about the various ways wand movements for spells like Wingardium Leviosa could go wrong. He thought, rolling his eyes at the idea. But if I need to, I can always just lift the knowledge from a fellow student's mind. It's not like they'll ever know.
Socially, he knew that he would be just fine. He had spent years honing his skills at the Pense School and University, learning how to navigate the social scene and power plays that existed in any group of people. With his Legilimency, he could smooth over any rough patches, could read the thoughts and emotions of those around him and use that knowledge to his advantage.
And after seven years, I'll be free to do whatever I want. He thought, languidly stretching his hands behind his head. I'll have the knowledge and the power to do whatever I want. Whether that be pursuing real immortality, not the knock-off from the Philosopher’s Stone that forcibly extended your lifespan but had you looking like a decrepit old man, or researching things like the Death Veil. I am curious about that thing, what exactly is hiding behind it. Maybe it’ll be a dimensional portal like I so often read in the stories in my past life? Hah, most likely not. But who knows.
His thoughts turned to the Voldemort situation, to the horcruxes that he knew were scattered across the country. The memories of their locations had been blocked by the Scar Horcrux, but now that it was gone, now that his mind was clear and focused once more, he knew that he could track them down, could destroy them one by one.
But there's no rush, no need to put myself at risk by going after them too soon. He contemplated, his brow furrowing in thought. I'll wait until I'm stronger, until I've developed my powers even further. And then, when the time is right, I'll destroy them one by one.
Thinking of Voldemort, or rather Quirrelmort had a small smile tugging at the corners of his lips. He had a few ideas for how to handle that particular situation, but he knew that he would need to be careful, that he couldn't afford to draw too much attention to himself.
Touching Quirrel in the middle of the Great Hall, watching him burn to death as Voldemort's spirit emerges from his corpse... it would certainly make a statement. He thought, a dark chuckle escaping his lips. But it might not be the best move for my reputation.
No, he would need to be more subtle, more cunning in his approach. He had a year and a half before Hogwarts, a year and a half to plan and prepare, to develop the skills and the tools that he would need to succeed.
And when I'm ready, when I've developed something to hide my magic, just to be sure... then I'll return to Diagon Alley, I'll go through the Hogwarts textbooks and whatever else is there and commit them to memory.
He stood up from his bed, his bare feet padding softly across the carpeted floor as he made his way to the window. The sun was rising now, the first rays of golden light spilling across the horizon, painting the world in shades of pink and orange.
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        Chapter 37: Meeting with Dumbledore

 Albus Dumbledore walks through the streets of Cambridge, his mind heavy with the weight of recent events. The warm sunlight filtering through the leaves of the trees lining the sidewalk does little to lift his spirits as he considers the far-reaching consequences of the actions of Dark Lord Desolus and those behind him on the Muggle world.
The gentle breeze carries the scent of freshly baked bread from a nearby bakery, mingling with the distant hum of traffic. But even these simple pleasures seem muted, tainted by the knowledge of the suffering that has spread across the globe like a malignant shadow.
Dumbledore sighs, his shoulders slumping slightly as he turns a corner, his long robes swishing around his ankles. The streets of Cambridge are quieter than usual, a stark reminder of the impact of Desolus's machinations. Fewer cars pass by, and more people walk or ride bicycles, their faces etched with worry and fatigue.
It's a scene that has become all too familiar in recent months, as the Muggle world grapples with the economic fallout of Desolus's actions. The dark wizard's destruction of critical infrastructure has sent shockwaves through the Muggle economy, driving up prices for essential goods and services to unprecedented levels.
In the United Kingdom, the effects have been manageable, thanks in part to the government's efforts to stabilize prices and provide assistance to those in need. But even here, the strain is beginning to show. Businesses are closing, jobs are being lost, and families are struggling to make ends meet.
But it's the poorer countries that have been hit the hardest, Dumbledore knows. In nations where poverty and hunger were already rampant, the sudden spike in prices has been nothing short of catastrophic. Food has become unaffordable for millions, leading to widespread malnutrition and starvation. Transportation costs have skyrocketed, making it impossible for many to access essential services or to seek work. And medicine, already scarce in many areas, has become a luxury that few can afford.
The reports that have reached Dumbledore's ears are grim. Stories of families selling everything they own just to buy a single meal. Of children dying in the streets, their bodies wasted away to nothing. Of entire communities being wiped out by disease and despair.
It's a tragedy of unimaginable proportions, and one that weighs heavily on Dumbledore's heart. He knows that the Muggle governments are doing what they can to address the crisis, but their resources are limited, and the scale of the problem is vast. The International Confederation of Wizards has also stepped in, providing what aid and support they can without risking exposure of the magical world. But it's a delicate balance, and one that is becoming increasingly difficult to maintain.
Dumbledore shakes his head, trying to clear his mind of the dark thoughts that threaten to overwhelm him. He knows that dwelling on the suffering of others will do nothing to alleviate it, and that he must focus on the task at hand. And right now, that task is to meet with Harry Potter, the boy who survived Tom's attack all those years ago, and who has since become a prodigy in the Muggle world, one who’s work has already greatly helped in the aftermath of Dark Lord Desolus’s attacks.
He approaches Harry's house, a well-maintained two-story building guarded by two burly men in suits. They eye him warily as he approaches, their hands resting on the bulges beneath their jackets.
"Good afternoon, gentlemen," Dumbledore greets them with a friendly smile, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "I'm here to speak with Petunia Dursley. I believe she's expecting me."
The guards exchange a glance before one of them nods and speaks into a small device on his wrist. A moment later, the front door opens, and Petunia steps out, her lips pressed together and her hands clasped tightly in front of her.
"Dumbledore," she says, her voice tight. "Please, come in."
Dumbledore follows her inside, taking in the tasteful decor and the photographs lining the walls. Pictures of a smiling Harry at various ages, surrounded by his aunt, uncle, and cousin. At least he's had a happy childhood, Dumbledore thinks, his shoulders relaxing slightly.
They settle in the living room, Petunia perched on the edge of a plush armchair while Dumbledore sinks into the sofa. He begins to ask about Harry, gently probing her mind with Legilimency as they talk. Images of Harry flash through his mind - a toddler talking with eloquence, a young boy maturely confronting media reporters, a studious child poring over books, fondness of the boy who changed their lives so positively.
They've grown close, Dumbledore realizes, his eyes softening and his hands unclenching. Despite everything, they've become a family.
But then Petunia mentions something that gives him pause. "I've never seen Harry perform any magic," she says, her brow furrowed and her fingers twisting together in her lap. "Not once. I thought... maybe he's like me."
Dumbledore frowns, his eyebrows rising in surprise. No accidental magic? That's unusual for a child but I'm certain he has magic. I felt it when I first held him as a baby.
He assures Petunia that he will assess the situation himself and asks to speak with Harry. She nods and leaves the room, returning a few moments later with a young boy in tow.
Harry Potter stands before him, a picture of health and vitality. His black hair is tidy, his emerald eyes bright and curious. The lightning scar on his forehead, once so vivid, has faded to a thin, barely visible line.
Remarkable, Dumbledore thinks, his eyes widening slightly. The scar has healed far more than I expected. What could this mean?
He greets Harry warmly, explaining that he's a professor at a prestigious boarding school that wishes to accept him as a student. Harry listens politely, but there's a slight tilt to his head and a quirk to his lips that suggests skepticism.
"I've already almost completed university," he says, his voice calm. "What kind of boarding school could possibly accept me at this stage?"
Dumbledore smiles, recognizing the intelligence and curiosity in the boy's words. "This is no ordinary school, Harry," he says, leaning forward, his hands clasped together. "It's a school of magic. And you, my dear boy, are a wizard."
Harry's expression doesn't change, but there's a slight widening of his eyes and a quickening of his breath. Recognition, perhaps? Acceptance?
"Magic?" Harry asks, his eyebrows rising slightly. "Like in fairy tales and fantasy novels?"
Dumbledore chuckles, shaking his head. "Not quite, my boy. The magic we teach at Hogwarts is very real, and very powerful. It's a part of who you are, just as much as your intelligence or your curiosity."
Harry leans back in his chair, his eyes distant as he considers this. "And you're certain that I have this... magic?" he asks, his voice carefully neutral.
"Absolutely," Dumbledore replies, his voice firm. "I felt it the moment I first held you as a baby, and I can sense it in you now. You have a great potential, Harry. A potential that we can help you realize at Hogwarts."
Harry nods slowly, his brow furrowed in thought. "And what exactly would I learn at this school? How to pull rabbits out of hats and make things disappear?"
Dumbledore laughs, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "Oh, no, my dear boy. The magic we teach is far more complex and varied than mere parlor tricks. You'll study potions and charms, transfiguration, defense against the dark arts and more. It's a whole new world, Harry, and one that I think you'll find endlessly fascinating."
Harry's eyes light up at this, a spark of excitement kindling in their green depths. "It does sound interesting," he admits, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "But I'm still not entirely convinced. Prove to me that magic is real, and that I have it."
Dumbledore nods, expecting this response. With a wave of his hand, he levitates a teacup from the table, letting it hover in the air between them.
"Is this sufficient proof?" he asks, his eyes twinkling.
Harry smiles, a small, knowing curve of his lips. "Indeed it is," he says, his voice tinged with amusement. "But I'm afraid it's not necessary. You see, I've already experimented with magic myself."
And with that, he waves his own hand, summoning a book from across the room. It soars through the air, landing neatly in his palm. Then, with another gesture, it rises again, spinning around him in a dizzying dance before returning to its place on the shelf.
Dumbledore stares, his mouth falling open slightly. Wandless magic, he thinks, his mind reeling. At such a young age, and with such control. It's almost unheard of.
He composes himself, smiling at Harry with genuine warmth. "Well, then," he says, his voice laced with admiration. "It seems I don't need to convince you of the reality of magic. That's a relief, I must say."
Harry grins, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "I've been experimenting with it for a while now," he admits, leaning forward conspiratorially. "Ever since I first realized I could make things happen just by thinking about them. I've been trying to figure out how it works, what the limits are. But I've never met anyone else who could do it, until now."
Dumbledore nods, his expression serious. "It's a rare gift, Harry, and one that must be nurtured and developed with care. That's what we do at Hogwarts. We help young witches and wizards like yourself to understand and control their magic, to use it for good and not for ill."
Harry's expression sobers at this, his eyes searching Dumbledore's face. "And what about the dangers?" he asks, his voice low. "The potential for misuse, for harm? How do you ensure that the magic you teach doesn't fall into the wrong hands?"
Dumbledore sighs, his shoulders slumping slightly. "It's a constant struggle, Harry, and one that we take very seriously. We have strict rules and guidelines in place, and we do our best to instill a sense of responsibility and ethics in our students. But ultimately, it comes down to the choices that each individual makes. We can guide and advise, but we cannot control."
Harry nods slowly, his eyes distant as he absorbs this. "I understand," he says finally, his voice firm. "And I want to learn. I want to understand this power that I have, and how to use it wisely. When can I start?"
Dumbledore smiles, his eyes crinkling with warmth. "In about six months," he replies, his voice gentle. "We'll make all the necessary arrangements with your aunt and uncle, and with the Muggle authorities. In the meantime, I'll be happy to answer any other questions you might have, and to provide you with some introductory materials to study."
As he speaks, Dumbledore reaches out with his mind, attempting to gently probe Harry's thoughts with Legilimency. But instead of the expected stream of consciousness, he finds himself engulfed in a vast, churning sea.
What is this? he wonders, his eyebrows knitting together. It's like nothing I've ever encountered before.
He tries to push deeper, to navigate the swirling currents of Harry's mind, but he's met with a barrage of random, inconsequential memories that rush past him in a dizzying torrent.
It's like he's drowning me in the mundane details of his life, Dumbledore realizes, his eyes widening in amazement and unease. Shielding his true thoughts and feelings beneath a flood of trivialities. He must be a Natural Occlumens.
He withdraws quickly, not wanting to intrude further. But Harry's eyes are already on him, a flicker of annoyance in their green depths.
"I'd prefer if you didn't do that again," he says calmly, his voice polite but firm.
Dumbledore gives an embarrassed smile, his cheeks flushing slightly. "I apologize, Harry," he says sincerely. "I was merely curious about your state of mind, whether you were feeling overwhelmed by all of this. I assure you, I won't attempt it again without your permission."
Harry nods, accepting the apology with a small smile. "I understand the curiosity," he says, his voice thoughtful. "But I can assure you, I have no intention of exposing the magical world. I see no benefit in doing so, and I recognize the valid reasons for keeping it hidden."
He leans forward, his eyes intense and his hands clasped together. "I'm well aware that there are likely strict laws against revealing magic to the general population. The chaos and unreasonable demands that would follow... it would be detrimental to everyone involved, myself included."
Dumbledore nods, impressed by the boy's maturity and foresight. He's wise beyond his years, he thinks, his eyes crinkling with approval.
They talk for a while longer, Harry asking insightful questions about the nature of magic, the structure of the magical world, the location of key magical sites. Dumbledore answers as best he can, his hands gesturing animatedly as he speaks.
Finally, as the sun begins to dip towards the horizon, casting long shadows across the room, Dumbledore rises to take his leave. "I'll return in a few weeks to take you to Diagon Alley," he promises, his eyes twinkling. "It's the heart of the magical community in Britain. I think you'll find it quite fascinating."
Harry nods, a glint of excitement in his eyes and a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "I look forward to it," he says, his voice warm. "Thank you for coming, Professor. This has been... enlightening."
Dumbledore chuckles, sensing the understatement in the boy's words. "The pleasure was all mine, Harry," he says, extending his hand. "I have a feeling we'll be seeing a great deal of each other in the years to come."
Harry takes his hand, his grip firm and confident. "I don't doubt it," he says, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Until next time, then."
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        Chapter 38: First Appearance

 The warm morning sunlight filtered through the lace curtains, casting a soft glow over the living room. Lucas sat in a plush armchair, his back straight and his fingers steepled beneath his chin. Despite his small stature, he exuded an air of confidence and maturity that belied his ten years, his emerald eyes sharp and focused as he awaited Dumbledore's arrival.
A sharp crack echoed through the room, and the aged wizard appeared before him, his long robes swirling around his ankles. "Good morning, Harry," Dumbledore greeted, offering a warm smile that crinkled the corners of his eyes.
Lucas rose to his feet, inclining his head in a polite nod. "Professor Dumbledore," he replied, his voice calm but laced with a hint of excitement. He clasped his hands behind his back, rocking slightly on the balls of his feet.
Dumbledore's eyebrows rose slightly at the subtle display of eagerness, and he gestured towards the sofa with a sweep of his arm. "Please, have a seat, my dear boy."
Lucas sank back into the armchair, his movements fluid and graceful. He leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees as he regarded Dumbledore with a steady gaze. "I trust all is well, Professor?"
Dumbledore chuckled, settling into the sofa with a slight groan. "As well as can be expected," he said, his eyes twinkling behind his half-moon spectacles. "And yourself?"
"Quite well, thank you," Lucas responded, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
Dumbledore nodded, clasping his hands together as his expression grew more serious. "Before we venture into the wizarding world, Harry, I thought it best to give you a brief overview of your history."
Lucas inclined his head, his expression one of polite interest. "Of course, Professor. I'm all ears."
Dumbledore launched into the tale of Lucas's supposed past, his voice taking on a storyteller's cadence as he spoke of James and Lily Potter, their brave defiance against Lord Voldemort, and their ultimate sacrifice to save their infant son.
"Your parents were two of the bravest and most talented witches and wizards I've ever had the pleasure of knowing," Dumbledore said, his eyes growing distant with memories. "They fought against Voldemort's tyranny with every fiber of their being, and in the end, they gave their lives to protect you."
Lucas nodded solemnly, his brow furrowing slightly as he listened intently. He leaned back in his chair, his fingers drumming against the armrest as Dumbledore recounted the fateful night when Voldemort's killing curse rebounded, leaving Lucas with his lightning-bolt scar.
"So you see, Harry," Dumbledore concluded, his voice heavy with emotion, "you are a living symbol of your parents' love and sacrifice. And Voldemort, though stripped of his powers and his physical form, was ultimately defeated on that night."
Lucas's eyes widened fractionally, and he sat up straighter in his chair. "He's gone, then?" he asked, his voice tinged with relief. "Truly gone?"
Dumbledore nodded solemnly. "As far as we can tell, yes. The rebounding of his own killing curse seemed to have destroyed him, at least for the time being."
Lucas's brow furrowed as he considered this information. "But what if he finds a way to return?" he asked, his voice low and grave. "Is there a chance he could come back, seek revenge?"
Dumbledore sighed, shaking his head slowly. "I cannot say for certain, Harry," he admitted. "Voldemort was a master of the Dark Arts, and his knowledge of magic was vast and terrible. It is possible that he found a way to cling to life, to bide his time and regain his strength."
Lucas nodded slowly, his expression one of solemn determination. A small smile tugged at the corners of his mouth, and he sat up straighter in his chair, his eyes alight with resolve.
"Then I must be prepared," he said, his voice ringing with conviction. "I want to learn everything I can about magic, Professor.”
Dumbledore's eyes crinkled at the corners, and he rose to his feet, extending his arm towards Lucas. "Then let us go to Diagon Alley, my dear boy. The wizarding world awaits."
He grasped Dumbledore's proffered arm, and the world seemed to twist and contort around them, colors and shapes blurring together in a dizzying whirlwind. Lucas felt a familiar tug behind his navel, the sensation of Apparition no longer jarring or disorienting to him.
They found themselves standing in the dimly lit interior of the Leaky Cauldron, the air thick with the scent of stale beer and smoke. Lucas wrinkled his nose slightly, scanning the surroundings with curious eyes.
"It's him!" a wizened old witch exclaimed, her voice hushed with awe as she caught sight of Lucas. "Harry Potter!"
Murmurs rippled through the crowd like a wave, and suddenly, Lucas found himself the center of attention, dozens of eyes fixed upon him. The patrons surged forward, forming a tight circle around the young boy, their faces alight excitement
"Bless my soul, it really is you!" an elderly wizard cried, pushing his way through the throng. He grasped Lucas's hand, pumping it vigorously. "Harry Potter, in the flesh! What an honor, what an honor!"
Lucas offered a polite smile, his gaze sweeping over the gathered witches and wizards with a calm air. "Good day," he said, his voice clear and confident. "It's a pleasure to be here and meet you all."
A chorus of greetings and well-wishes echoed through the pub, and Lucas found himself surrounded by a sea of outstretched hands, all of them desperate to shake the hand of the Boy Who Lived.
"Harry, Harry, over here!" a plump witch cried, waving frantically. "Let me get a look at you, dear!"
Lucas turned towards her, his smile never faltering as she grasped his face between her hands, peering at him intently. "My, you've grown into such a handsome young lad," she cooed, pinching his cheek affectionately.
A burly wizard elbowed his way through the crowd, his face flushed with excitement. "Tell us, Mr. Potter," he boomed, his voice carrying over the din. "How did you do it? How did you survive the Killing Curse when you were just a babe?"
The questions came rapid-fire, a barrage of voices clamoring for Lucas's attention.
"Where have you been all these years?"
"Did you really slay a dragon when you were six years old?"
"What was it like, growing up with Muggles?"
Lucas endured the onslaught with practiced grace, his smile unwavering as he turned from one eager face to the next, offering polite nods and vague, noncommittal answers. Despite the overwhelming attention, he remained composed, his emerald eyes betraying not a hint of discomfort or irritation.
"My apologies, everyone," he said, his voice cutting through the clamor with a gentle firmness. "I'm afraid I don't have all the answers you seek. My memories of that night are... fragmented, at best." He paused, his gaze sweeping over the crowd. "But I'm sure we'll have plenty of time to get acquainted in the days and years to come."
The patrons seemed to deflate slightly at his words, but their excitement remained palpable.
"Of course, of course," the burly wizard said, nodding vigorously. "We're just thrilled to have you back in the wizarding world, Mr. Potter. Thrilled, I tell you!"
A young witch, her cheeks flushed with giddiness, reached out and tugged on the sleeve of Lucas's robe. "Could I... could I perhaps get an autograph, Harry?" she asked, her voice trembling with barely contained excitement.
Lucas's lips curved into a warm, indulgent smile, and he nodded. "Certainly," he replied, accepting the quill and parchment she thrust into his hands.
As he scrawled his signature with a flourish, more requests for autographs began to pour in, and Lucas found himself surrounded by a flurry of parchment and quills, his hand moving deftly from one piece to the next.
At last, Dumbledore ushered him towards the back of the pub, his hand resting lightly on Lucas's shoulder. "This way, Harry," he murmured, his voice low and tinged with a hint of amusement.
Lucas inclined his head, offering the crowd a final, gracious smile. "Thank you, everyone," he said, his voice carrying over the din. "It's been a pleasure meeting you all."
They stepped out into a small, walled courtyard, and Dumbledore tapped a series of bricks with his wand. The wall began to shift and rearrange itself, forming an archway that led onto a bustling street lined with shops and vendors.
"Welcome to Diagon Alley," Dumbledore proclaimed, his eyes twinkling as he took in Lucas's expression.
Lucas allowed appreciation to cross his features, his gaze sweeping over the colorful storefronts and the throngs of witches and wizards going about their business. In truth, he had already committed every inch of Diagon Alley to memory, having explored it extensively during his previous visits under the cover of concealment spells. But he maintained an air of polite curiosity, nodding along as Dumbledore pointed out various landmarks and establishments.
At last, they reached the towering marble edifice of Gringotts Wizarding Bank. "Your parents left you a considerable inheritance, Harry," Dumbledore explained, his voice taking on a more serious tone. "Which is kept in a vault deep within these walls."
Lucas inclined his head, his expression one of mild interest. In truth, he had already amassed a fortune far greater than anything the Potters could have left him, but he saw no reason to disabuse Dumbledore of his assumptions.
They ascended the steps and passed through the bronze doors, entering a vast marble hall lined with long counters. Goblins sat perched on high stools, their long fingers sorting through stacks of coins and parchments.
Dumbledore led Lucas to one of the counters, where a particularly surly-looking goblin eyed them with disdain. "We've come to visit Mr. Potter's vault," Dumbledore said, his tone respectful but firm.
The goblin's beady eyes flicked towards Lucas and sneered at him.
"Key?" the goblin grunted, holding out a gnarled hand.
Dumbledore produced a small, golden key and handed it over. The goblin inspected it closely before nodding and summoning another goblin with a sharp whistle.
"Take them to vault six-eight-seven," he barked, handing over the key.
The second goblin gestured for them to follow, and they made their way through a series of winding tunnels, their path illuminated by flickering torchlight. Lucas kept his senses alert, mapping out their route and taking note of any potential exits or hiding spots, his mind ever-vigilant for threats or opportunities.
They climbed into a rickety mine cart, and Lucas gripped the sides as it lurched forward, hurtling them deeper into the cavernous depths of Gringotts. They passed through a waterfall, the icy spray stinging Lucas's face, and he caught a glimpse of a massive, slumbering beast guarding one of the vaults.
A dragon, he realized, his eyes widening fractionally. Surprisingly, it’s the first time I’ve ever seen a dragon in this life. Impressive security measures indeed, but nothing I couldn't overcome if the need arose.
At last, the cart ground to a halt before a heavy, iron-bound door. The goblin stepped forward, inserting the key and turning it with a series of loud clicks and clanks.
The door swung open, revealing a modest-sized vault piled high with mounds of gold, silver, and bronze coins. Lucas stepped inside, his footsteps echoing on the stone floor as he surveyed the riches before him.
A modest sum, he thought, plucking a handful of galleons and depositing them in the small pouch he carried. But a mere drop in the ocean compared to my true wealth.
They returned to the surface, and Dumbledore led Lucas towards a narrow shop with a faded sign proclaiming it as "Ollivanders: Makers of Fine Wands since 382 B.C."
"This is where you'll acquire your wand, Harry," Dumbledore said, his eyes twinkling. "A deeply personal experience, one that I shall leave you to navigate on your own."
Lucas inclined his head, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Of course, Professor," he replied, his tone one of polite acquiescence.
Lucas stepped inside the dusty shop, the bell above the door tinkling to announce his arrival. An old man with pale, wide eyes emerged from the back, his gaze immediately fixing on the young boy.
"Ah, Mr. Potter," Ollivander said, his voice soft and whispery. "I've been expecting you."
Lucas met the wandmaker's gaze evenly, a flicker of interest in his emerald eyes. "Ollivander, I presume?" he said, his tone polite but laced with a hint of youthful curiosity.
The old man nodded, already pulling boxes from the shelves that lined the walls. "Indeed, indeed. Let's find you the perfect match, shall we?" He turned back to Lucas, a slight smile tugging at his thin lips. "I must admit, I've been looking forward to this moment. It's not every day that I have the privilege of matching the wand to Harry Potter himself."
A ghost of a smile played across Lucas's features. "I'm sure the experience will be a memorable one," he replied, his voice carrying a faint lilt of amusement.
For the next hour, Lucas tried wand after wand, each one feeling slightly off, slightly wrong in his grasp. He could feel that he could use them just fine, but they indeed weren’t a perfect match. That assassin’s wand or the wand he stole from that guy in Ukraine were much the same, though the assassin’s wand was more compatible than the rest.
Ollivander would present each wand with a flourish, his eyes alight with anticipation. "Maple and unicorn hair, ten inches, rigid," he would murmur, handing the wand to Lucas.
Lucas would give it a deliberate wave, his brow furrowing ever so slightly as he felt the wand resisting his command. He shook his head, handing the wand back to Ollivander. "No, not quite right."
Ollivander would nod, seemingly undeterred, and move on to the next option. "Perhaps this one – cherry and dragon heartstring, twelve and a half inches, swishy."
Again, Lucas would wave the wand only to purse his lips. "Still not a match, I'm afraid."
The process continued, with Ollivander growing increasingly intrigued by the challenge before him. "You're a tricky customer, Mr. Potter," he mused, his pale eyes gleaming with a hint of excitement. "But I relish a good puzzle."
At one point, Ollivander presented Lucas with a familiar wand – holly and phoenix feather, eleven inches, nice and supple. "The brother wand to the one that gave you that scar," the wandmaker murmured, his voice hushed with reverence.
Lucas took the wand, his fingers curling around the grip. But as he gave it a wave, he felt nothing unusual – just a normal wand. It was the same as any other wand in his hand. He quirked an eyebrow, handing the wand back to Ollivander with a slight shrug. "Not this one either, it seems."
Ollivander seemed taken aback, his eyebrows rising in surprise. "Curious, very curious," he murmured, his gaze thoughtful.
Lucas tilted his head, regarding the wandmaker with a hint of interest. "What makes a wand choose a wizard, Mr. Ollivander?" he asked, his tone genuinely inquisitive.
The wandmaker chuckled, a wheezy sound that seemed to rattle in his chest. "Ah, a most profound mystery, Mr. Potter," he replied, his voice taking on a hushed, conspiratorial tone. "It is not the wizard who chooses the wand, but the wand that chooses the wizard."
Lucas nodded, leaning forward slightly, his emerald eyes sharp and attentive. "And what determines that choice?" he pressed. "Is it a matter of compatibility, of aligning with the wizard's inherent self?"
Ollivander's eyes sparkled with a keen interest, and he nodded, an air of solemnity enveloping his words. "Indeed, you've got it right. The wand chooses the wizard based on a deep harmony between the magic it holds and the wizard's inherent nature. It's a union that goes beyond the physical elements of wood and core—it's the magic within that forms the true bond."
A small smile tugged at the corners of Lucas's mouth, and he nodded in understanding. "A fascinating concept," he pondered, his gaze drifting momentarily as his mind processed this new information.
Shaking himself from his reverie, he gestured towards the boxes that still littered the countertops. "Shall we continue our search, then?"
Ollivander's eyes regained their earlier spark, and he nodded eagerly. "Of course, of course," he said, scurrying towards the shelves once more.
Box after box was opened, wand after wand was presented, but still, none seemed to forge that elusive connection with Lucas.
At last, Ollivander paused, his brow furrowed in thought. "Perhaps..." he murmured, his voice trailing off as he reached for a dusty box tucked away in the corner.
He opened it tenderly, and withdrew a wand crafted from pine wood, its surface smooth and polished. "Dragon heartstring core, eleven and a half inches, reasonably supple," he said, his voice hushed with anticipation.
The moment Lucas's fingers curled around the grip, he felt a surge of warmth and energy coursing through him, as if the wand had been an extension of his own body all along. Sparks erupted from the tip, showering the room in a cascade of brilliant, golden light.
Lucas's lips curved into a small, satisfied smile as he gave the wand an experimental flick, observing the way it seemed to respond to his every intention. "It appears we have a winner, Mr. Ollivander," he said.
Though I don’t plan on making much use of it outside of the classroom…
The wandmaker nodded, a thoughtful expression on his weathered face. "Pine and dragon heartstring," he murmured. "A formidable combination, to be sure."
Lucas arched an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued. "Oh? How so?"
Ollivander's eyes seemed to light up, and he launched into an enthusiastic explanation. "Pine is a wood associated with independence, longevity, and a complex nature. It is also a hardy, enduring material that speaks to the strength of the wizard it has chosen."
He paused, his gaze growing distant and obsessive. "And the dragon heartstring core... ah, that is a core of power and intensity. It imbues the wand with a fierce, unwavering spirit, a capacity for raw, unbridled magic."
Lucas nodded, his expression one of polite interest as he absorbed this information. "I see," he murmured, giving the wand another speculative glance.
Ollivander chuckled, a wheezy sound that seemed to rattle in his chest. "Indeed, Mr. Potter, indeed. I sense great things in your future, and this wand shall be your faithful companion on that journey."
Lucas inclined his head, a small, enigmatic smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "I'm sure it will be," he said. "Thank you for your assistance, Mr. Ollivander."
He purchased the wand, along with a sturdy leather holster that he strapped to his forearm. As he emerged from the shop, Dumbledore greeted him with a warm smile.
"Well?" he prompted. "What sort of wand did you acquire?"
"Pine, with a dragon heartstring core," Lucas replied, his tone casual. "Eleven and a half inches, reasonably supple."
Dumbledore's eyebrows rose, and he nodded slowly. "A fine wand, to be sure," he mused. "Suitable for a wizard of your potential."
Lucas met the older wizard's gaze evenly, a glimmer of something indecipherable in his emerald eyes. "So I've been told," he said, his voice tinged with a hint of dry amusement.
They spent the rest of the day exploring the various shops and vendors that lined Diagon Alley, with Dumbledore pointing out places of interest and regaling Lucas with tales of the wizarding world. Lucas listened with polite attentiveness despite already knowing it all.
As the sun began to dip below the horizon, painting the sky in shades of orange and crimson, Dumbledore turned to Lucas with a warm smile.
"I believe that concludes our tour for today," he said, his eyes twinkling. "Are you ready to return home, Harry?"
Lucas nodded, offering his arm to the older wizard. "Whenever you are, Professor," he replied.
"One last thing,” Dumbledore said, his voice lowered. "I must remind you that the use of magic by underage witches and wizards is strictly forbidden outside of Hogwarts."
He paused, his gaze lingering meaningfully on Lucas. "Of course, this refers primarily to the use of wanded magic, which can be detected by the Ministry's sensors. However, any indiscriminate displays of magic, regardless of the method, could potentially draw unwanted attention."
Lucas met Dumbledore's eyes evenly, a ghost of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "I understand, Professor," he replied, his voice carrying a hint of quiet amusement. "You need not worry about me. I have no intention of causing a spectacle or drawing unnecessary scrutiny."


 
 

  
    Poisoned Ceremony

    

        Chapter 39: Poisoned Ceremony

 The Senate House stood tall and proud, its walls marked by centuries of scholarly pursuits. Soft, natural light poured through the tall, arched windows, filling the grand hall inside. Rows of wooden chairs, neatly arranged on the polished stone floor, were filled with graduates and their families, all dressed in their best clothes. The high ceiling and the quiet chatter created a feeling of serious anticipation.
Lucas, known to the world as Harry Potter, sat among his classmates, a picture of young achievement. He wore the traditional Cambridge academic dress, his black gown pristine and rustling slightly with each movement. The hood draped over his shoulders had the distinctive colors of the Physics Department. Under the gown, he wore a smart, dark suit that fit his small frame perfectly.
Professor Thompson, Lucas's advisor at Cambridge, sat down beside him. The old man's words were tinged with admiration as he said, "I must say, Mr. Potter, you've certainly made an impression on the faculty. The research you've done released during these trying times have had a great impact on the world."
Lucas tilted his head, a small smile tugging at the corners of his lips. "Thank you, Professor. I couldn't have done it without your guidance and support."
"Nonsense, nonsense," Professor Thompson chuckled, waving a hand. "Your brilliance is all your own. I just gave a bit of direction here and there."
Nearby, the Dursley family sat, their faces beaming with pride. They had long since gotten used to Lucas's extraordinary intelligence and treated him with the respect and admiration of an adult.
"Harry, we're so proud of you," Petunia said warmly, her eyes shining with pride. "Your parents would have been thrilled to see you today."
Vernon nodded in agreement, his usually gruff manner softened by the occasion. "Indeed, Harry. You've done us all proud."
Lucas acknowledged their praise with a grateful nod, his expression one of quiet satisfaction.
As the ceremony began, the university chancellor took to the podium, their voice ringing out clear and commanding. "Today, we celebrate the end of years of hard work, dedication, and academic excellence. Each of you has proven yourselves worthy of the highest honors given by this respected institution."
The chancellor paused, letting their words sink in before continuing. "The journey to this moment has not been an easy one. You have faced countless challenges, late nights of study, and the pressure of exams. But through it all, you have persevered. You have shown the strength of character and the depth of commitment that defines a true Cambridge graduate."
The audience nodded in agreement, the graduates sitting a little straighter in their seats, their faces glowing with pride.
"Each of you has left your mark on this institution," the chancellor went on, their voice filled with conviction. "Your research has pushed the boundaries of knowledge, your leadership has inspired your peers, and your passion for learning has enriched our community. You have not only met the high standards set by those who came before you – you have raised them higher still."
"As you leave these halls and venture out into the world, remember the lessons you have learned here. Remember the value of hard work, the power of curiosity, and the importance of integrity. These are the qualities that will guide you through the challenges and opportunities that lie ahead."
The chancellor's gaze swept over the assembled graduates, their expression one of deep respect and admiration.
"And now, it is my great pleasure to present a young man who embodies these qualities in every way. A student whose achievements have not only inspired his peers but have also captured the attention of the world beyond these walls."
The chancellor's gaze settled on Lucas, a note of reverence in their tone. "Among you sits a young man who has defied all expectations and shattered preconceptions. Harry Potter, at the young age of ten, has achieved what many strive for their entire lives. His exceptional intellect and unwavering commitment to the pursuit of knowledge have earned him a place among the ranks of Cambridge's most accomplished alumni."
A round of applause filled the hall, mixed with murmurs of awe. Lucas remained composed, his expression betraying none of the pride that might have swelled in others.
"Mr. Potter's groundbreaking work in the development of renewable energy technologies has already begun to illuminate our path towards a sustainable future," the chancellor continued, their voice imbued with respect and admiration. "His innovative approaches to harnessing solar and wind energy have not only showcased the untapped potential of these resources but have also offered practical solutions during a time when traditional energy infrastructures have shown their vulnerabilities."
"But Mr. Potter's contributions extend far beyond the technical realm," the chancellor added, a note of warmth in their voice. "His leadership within the academic community, his willingness to mentor fellow students, and his voluntary efforts in various humanitarian causes have set a new standard for what it means to be a scholar. His maturity, empathy, and wisdom stand as a beacon for peers and professors alike."
Nods of agreement filled the hall, the audience clearly impressed by the young boy’s accomplishments.
"It is students like Mr. Potter who embody the very essence of our mission here," the chancellor declared, their voice now a resonant echo in the chamber. "To empower the brightest minds to challenge the present and innovate for a better future. It is with immense pride and the highest honors that I present him with his degree today."
A moment of anticipatory silence enveloped the room, charged with the weight of the occasion.
"Harry Potter, please come forward."
Lucas rose from his seat, his movements graceful and self-assured. He walked to the stage, his footsteps echoing in the hushed hall. As he approached the chancellor, he extended his hand, a small smile playing on his lips.
"Congratulations, Mr. Potter," the chancellor said, shaking his hand warmly. "Your work is truly remarkable. We're proud to have you as one of our own."
"Thank you, Chancellor," Lucas responded, his voice sincere. "Studying here has been an incredible journey. I'm deeply thankful for all the support and opportunities I've received."
The chancellor nodded, a look of respect in their eyes. They handed Lucas his diploma, the parchment crisp and heavy in his hands.
"Ladies and gentlemen, please join me in congratulating Harry Potter, Bachelor of Science in Physics, with highest honors."
As those words rang out, the hall burst into applause. Everyone was on their feet, clapping thunderously. Lucas stood there, head held high, the very image of composure and grace.
As the applause died down, Lucas returned to his seat, and reached for the glass of water placed on the small table beside his chair. The ceremony had been long, and the warmth of the room had left him feeling parched. He lifted the glass to his lips, the cool liquid a welcome relief.
But as he swallowed, he felt a sudden, searing heat emanating from the ring on his finger. The Ring of Poison Absorption, created by him when he feared being poisoned by assassins, was imbued with protective magic, designed to detect and neutralize any harmful substances he drank. And in that moment, it had just saved his life.
He maintained his composure, his Occlumency skills allowing him to mask any hint of shock or concern. He discreetly cast multiple Legilimency probes, trying to detect any trace of the perpetrator, but found nothing. Whoever had done this was most likely not present any more.
If I find whoever was responsible, their end will not be pretty… Lucas thought, more than a little bit irritated.
The ceremony continued, each graduate receiving their diploma to the cheers and applause of their loved ones.
As the final graduate crossed the stage, the chancellor once again took to the podium, their voice filled with emotion.
"Graduates, today marks your place in the proud, ongoing story of this institution. You've shown yourselves to be deserving of not just the highest accolades but also profound respect. As you step out from here, take with you the lessons and insights you've gathered. Use them to shape the world, to forge a future that's brighter and fairer for everyone."
The chancellor paused, their eyes moving thoughtfully over the sea of new graduates.
"Remember, from this moment on, you're forever intertwined with the Cambridge legacy. You're part of a tradition that spans centuries, embodying excellence, innovation, and commitment to others. Hold this legacy high, let it inspire you in everything you undertake."
As the ceremony came to a close with those final words, Lucas joined his classmates in the jubilant cap toss, a timeless gesture of their shared success. Yet, even amid the celebration, his thoughts were still focused on whoever tried to poison him.


Agent Michael "Mike" Thompson sat in the nondescript van parked a few blocks away from the Senate House, his eyes fixed on the small monitor displaying the live feed from the hidden camera they had managed to place inside the grand hall. The van, a plain white Ford Econoline, was a common sight on the streets of Cambridge, allowing them to blend in seamlessly with the local traffic.
Inside, the van was equipped with the latest in surveillance technology. Compact LCD monitors lined one side, offering a crisp and clear live feed from a hidden camera inside the Senate House. Next to them, a series of digital video recorders sat ready to store hours of footage on digital tapes. Tucked into another corner was an advanced wireless transmission system, capable of sending encrypted, real-time updates securely back to headquarters. The space was tight, crammed with cutting-edge gear and a tangle of wires, all underscored by the lingering aroma of cigarette smoke and the staleness of cold coffee.
Mike, a seasoned operative in his early forties, had a rugged, chiseled face that spoke of countless hours in the field. His dark hair, peppered with gray at the temples, was cropped short in a military-style buzz cut. He wore a nondescript gray suit, chosen to allow him to move inconspicuously through crowds.
Beside him, Agent David "Dave" Wilson leaned forward, his eyes intent on the screen. Dave, in his mid-thirties, had a lean, athletic build honed by years of rigorous training. His sharp, angular features were complemented by keen, intelligent eyes that missed nothing. Like Mike, he wore a suit chosen for its blandness, a dark blue ensemble that would draw no unwanted attention.
On Mike's other side sat Agent Sarah "Sal" Johnson, her posture erect and alert. Sal, a few years younger than Dave, had a cool, professional demeanor that belied her youth. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a severe bun, and her blue eyes had a steely, determined gaze. She wore a conservative black pantsuit, the very image of a government agent.
"Status report on the poisoning attempt?" Sal asked, her voice crisp and businesslike.
Mike shook his head with a grim expression. "Negative effect," he reported. "The target consumed the liquid but showed no visible reaction. He maintained composure throughout."
Dave frowned, his fingers drumming on his thigh. "We had reliable intel that he would be drinking from that specific glass," he said, voice tight with frustration. "What went wrong?"
"It's possible the target has developed countermeasures," Sal suggested, thinking aloud. "Given his unprecedented intellect, we can't discount the possibility that he's anticipated such attempts."
Mike nodded, his jaw set. "Agreed. We need to reassess our approach. The target's age precludes many standard infiltration techniques, and his lack of a typical social structure limits our options for exploitation."
"What about a more direct method?" Dave proposed with a tense tone. "A targeted strike, something he wouldn't see coming."
Sal leaned forward with interest. "What did you have in mind?"
Dave pulled out a file, his fingers rifling through the papers. "A gas attack," he said, pulling out a schematic. "We've been developing a new nerve agent, odorless and deadly in minute doses. If we could introduce it into his environment somehow, maybe through the ventilation system at his residence..."
Mike studied the schematic with furrowed brows. "It's a viable option," he said slowly. "But the delivery system would need to be perfect. We can't risk any collateral damage or unintended exposure."
Sal narrowed her eyes and nodded. "We'd need to run simulations, test the dispersal patterns in a controlled environment. And we'd need to ensure we have a reliable way to confirm the target's elimination."
"I can work on that," Dave said eagerly. "I have contacts at Edgewood who can help us refine the formula, make sure it's undetectable."
Mike held up a hand with a serious expression. "Let's not get ahead of ourselves," he cautioned. "We need to present this plan to command, get the necessary approvals. An operation of this scale will require significant resources and planning."
Sal and Dave nodded sternly. They knew that eliminating Harry Potter was a top priority, that his research posed a significant threat to American economic dominance. But they also knew that any misstep, any hint of their involvement, could lead to disastrous consequences for not just their faction within the Agency, but to the diplomatic relationships of the country.
"In the meantime," Mike continued, "we maintain surveillance. We watch his every move, look for any patterns or vulnerabilities we can exploit. The target may be a genius, but he's still human. He'll make a mistake eventually, and when he does, we'll be ready."
As he spoke, the graduation ceremony on the screen came to a close, and the attendees began to disperse. The agents watched as Harry Potter exited the hall, his stride confident and purposeful.
"Look at him," Dave muttered. "Ten years old and he walks like he owns the world."
"That's what makes him dangerous," Sal replied, her eyes never leaving the screen. "That kind of confidence, that kind of intellect... in the wrong hands, it could be catastrophic."
Mike nodded grimly. "Which is why we need to stop him," he said, his voice low and intense. "No matter what it takes, no matter how long it takes, we will find a way to neutralize the threat he poses."
He reached forward and switched off the monitor, the screen going dark. In the sudden silence of the van, the weight of their mission seemed to press down on them, a tangible force that filled the cramped space.
But they were ready for it, they were the best of the best, the unseen guardians of American power, and they would not rest until Harry Potter was no longer a threat.
"Alright," Mike stated, adopting a tone of strict professionalism. "Let's get to work. Dave, start on those gas simulations. Sal, I want a full workup on the target's daily routines, every place he goes, every person he interacts with. We need to know him better than he knows himself."
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        Chapter 40: World Wide Web

 The sleek, white coupe glided smoothly into the visitor's parking lot of the Grunnings Corporate Office in Cambridge. Sal adjusted her cream-colored blazer, ensuring her appearance was impeccable before exiting the vehicle. Her blonde hair was styled in loose waves, framing her delicate features and bright blue eyes. With a confident stride, she made her way towards the entrance, her black pumps clicking against the pavement.
The lobby was spacious and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows allowing natural light to filter in. Sal approached the reception desk, greeted by a young woman wearing a polite smile. After exchanging pleasantries, Sal stated her purpose. "I have an appointment with Mr. Dursley. Jamie Harper, business consultant."
The receptionist's gaze flickered to the computer screen before she nodded. "Of course, Ms. Harper. Let me inform Mr. Dursley of your arrival. Please have a seat."
Sal gracefully lowered herself onto one of the plush chairs, crossing her legs as she waited. Her eyes scanned the lobby, taking in the minimalist decor and the occasional employee hurrying by. A faint scent of freshly brewed coffee wafted through the air, mingling with the subtle fragrance of her perfume.
After a few minutes, a portly man emerged from the hallway, his face flushed and his bushy mustache neatly trimmed. Vernon Dursley extended a meaty hand towards Sal, his grip firm as they shook hands. "Ms. Harper, a pleasure to meet you. Please, follow me to my office."
Sal returned the handshake with equal confidence, her lips curved into a polite smile. "The pleasure is all mine, Mr. Dursley. Thank you for taking the time to meet with me."
Vernon led the way down the corridor, his footsteps heavy against the plush carpet. Sal's gaze flickered to the various framed certificates and awards adorning the walls, taking note of the company's achievements.
Vernon ushered Sal into his spacious office, gesturing towards a pair of leather chairs positioned in front of his desk. "Please, have a seat, Ms. Harper."
Sal settled gracefully into one of the chairs, her posture exuding confidence. Vernon rounded his desk and lowered his bulky frame into the high-backed chair, his movements causing the piece of furniture to creak in protest.
"Now, Ms. Harper, you mentioned something about potential investment opportunities and innovative materials for our drill manufacturing business?" Vernon's beady eyes narrowed slightly as he regarded Sal with skepticism.
Sal nodded, her expression one of professional poise. "Indeed, Mr. Dursley. I represent a consortium of investors who are interested in diversifying their portfolio. Your company's reputation for quality and innovation caught our attention, particularly in light of your esteemed connection to your nephew, the renowned Harry Potter."
Vernon's chest puffed out, his ego visibly inflated by Sal's words. A hint of pride crept into his voice as he spoke. "Ah yes, my nephew is quite the prodigy, isn't he? Always had a keen mind, that one. Even at such a young age, he displays a remarkable thirst for knowledge and an insatiable curiosity."
Sal leaned forward slightly, her eyes locking with Vernon's. "Precisely, Mr. Dursley. And it is that very trait that our investors find so appealing. We believe in nurturing the minds of those who will shape the future, not just through financial means, but by providing them with opportunities to explore and expand their horizons."
Vernon's brow furrowed slightly, and he shifted in his chair. "I'm not sure I follow, Ms. Harper. What does this have to do with our business?"
A gentle smile played upon Sal's lips as she reached into her briefcase, retrieving a small, elegantly wrapped box. "You see, Mr. Dursley, we believe in investing in the future, not just financially, but in nurturing the minds of those who will shape it. This is a gift for your renowned nephew, Harry Potter. A rare stone known as Tanzanite."
Vernon eyed the box skeptically, his brow furrowing. "I appreciate the gesture, Ms. Harper, but Harry has already received countless gifts and accolades from admirers worldwide. He's become quite accustomed to such attention."
Sal's voice took on a warm, understanding tone, her words carefully crafted. "Of course, Mr. Dursley. Your nephew's accomplishments are truly remarkable, and it's only natural that he would be showered with admiration. However, this gift is meant to be more than a mere token of appreciation."
She leaned forward, her eyes locking with Vernon's. "It's an opportunity for you, as his esteemed uncle, to nurture his insatiable curiosity and thirst for knowledge on a personal level. A child's mind, no matter how brilliant, still craves guidance and mentorship from those they look up to."
Vernon's expression softened, his desire to be seen as a positive influence in his nephew's life evident. Sal seized the moment, her words flowing like honey.
"Imagine the pride you would feel, Mr. Dursley, knowing that you played a direct role in shaping the intellect of the brilliant Harry Potter. This stone could spark his imagination, fuel his desire to learn and explore the wonders of the world around him, with you as his trusted guide."
A flush crept up Vernon's neck, and he straightened his tie, puffing out his chest. The idea of being associated with his nephew's fame and success was too tempting to resist. "Well, when you put it that way, Ms. Harper, I suppose it couldn't hurt." He reached out and accepted the box, cradling it in his meaty hands. "I'll make sure Harry receives this gift. He'll appreciate the sentiment, I'm sure."
Sal beamed, her expression one of genuine warmth. "Excellent, Mr. Dursley. I'm certain your nephew will appreciate the gesture, and the thoughtfulness of his esteemed uncle."
As the meeting progressed, Sal expertly navigated the conversation, her words carefully crafted to appeal to Vernon's sensibilities and stroke his ego. By the time she departed, the seeds of their plan had been sown.


Lucas sat hunched over his computer, his fingers flying across the keyboard as he used the new World Wide Web. The soft glow of the monitor illuminated his face, casting shadows across the room. He paused for a moment, leaning back in his chair and stretching his arms above his head. A small smile played at the corners of his mouth as he thought about how far ahead of its time this technology was, by two years to be exact.
He leaned back in his chair, his mind wandering to the contributions he had been making to the development of the internet. As a software engineer in his past life, he had an intimate understanding of how the internet would evolve, and he was using that knowledge to accelerate its progress in this timeline.
He had been working closely with Tim Berners-Lee, the inventor of HTML, introducing him to concepts from HTML5. Lucas smiled as he remembered the look on Tim's face when he explained the potential of semantic elements, the <video> and <audio> tags, and the <canvas> element for graphics. These features would make the web more interactive and accessible, and he was kind of excited to see them implemented years ahead of schedule.
But his contributions didn't stop there. He had also been advocating for improvements to HTTP, the protocol that allows web browsers to communicate with servers. Drawing from his knowledge of HTTP/2 and HTTP/3, he had suggested changes that would make the protocol more efficient and secure. He had explained how multiplexing could allow multiple requests to be sent over a single connection, reducing latency. He had also emphasized the importance of header compression and server push, which would further optimize performance.
Lucas had spent countless hours writing detailed specifications for CSS, JavaScript, JSON, RESTful APIs, and SSL/TLS. He had drawn from his experience as a software engineer, outlining best practices and potential pitfalls. He had made sure to present these specifications at conferences and publish them in journals, knowing that widespread adoption would be crucial for their success.
A small chuckle escaped his lips at the thought of JavaScript—a language he had played a pivotal role in shaping from its very inception. In a world where JavaScript wasn’t even a concept in someone’s mind, he had been crucial in introducing concepts that would have seemed alien in the early-90s. Lucas had laid the groundwork for JavaScript to evolve beyond the limitations of its original design, integrating features like block-scoped variables, arrow functions, promises, async/await, and classes right from the start. These enhancements, borrowed from the future, were designed to equip the language with the robustness and expressiveness necessary for the complex web applications he foresaw. Lucas knew the impact these advancements would have on the web's interactivity and functionality, effectively leapfrogging years of gradual development and setting a new course for the digital world. His interventions were shaping JavaScript to be a cornerstone of web development, far ahead of its time, ensuring that the web would grow in ways more dynamic and interconnected than its original architects could have imagined.
And with the digital age accelerating, the Wizarding World will have to adapt, he contemplated. The Statute of Secrecy will become harder to maintain as technology advances. Cameras, sensors, and data analysis will make it increasingly difficult to hide magic from the Muggle World. But this would’ve happened with or without me, and I think it’s very possible for the Wizarding World to conceal itself even with technology advancing. There will be new spells and methods to conceal data in the future, I’m sure. In any case, it’s possible to use Swooping Evil venom to obliviate an entire city the size of New York, so there are a lot of options available.
His mind then turned to the future, to the concepts he had yet to introduce. Cloud computing, in particular, held immense potential. The idea of providing computing services over the internet, with resources that could scale on-demand, would revolutionize the way software was developed and deployed. Lucas was already planning how he would introduce these concepts, perhaps through a series of whitepapers or by founding a company that would pioneer the technology.
He thought about the companies he had invested in - Microsoft, Apple, IBM, and others. His growing influence with these budding tech giants gave him a platform to push his ideas forward. But he also knew that he couldn't rely on his reputation alone. His ideas had to stand on their own merits, to be genuinely useful and innovative. And they were indeed useful, since they were proven ideas from the future.
Sadly the implementation of all of his ideas would take time. He had written detailed specifications for everything he had introduced, but the world didn’t move that quickly and it would take time for everyone to grasp it all.
As he saved his work and sent off an email answering questions about JavaScript, Lucas leaned back in his chair, his thoughts turning to Hogwarts. He had just graduated from university at the end of June, and his eleventh birthday was approaching at the end of July. He would be getting his official letter soon and would need to shop for the remaining items on his list.
Suddenly, he felt a warmth against his wrist. His eyes narrowed as he stood up, his heart rate quickening. He focused his mind, visualizing the Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea and Glow of the Depths spells. Information flooded his senses, telling him of warmth and life around him. After a few tense seconds, he sighed, realizing he was likely being targeted by some organization.
They're more subtle than the Ebon Hand, he thought. They do their work when I'm not around and then disappear. Smart.
He was about to wave his hand and disperse the air, which was likely filled with a lethal gas, but he hesitated. There could be spy cameras in his study or his room. He had to be careful not to show overt signs of magic.
Cautiously, he opened the door to his study and cast a Muggle-Repelling Spell across the hallway to keep the Dursleys away. He also placed an invisible wall of air around his room, protecting Nyx and his snake scouts.
With great care and subtlety, he manipulated the air, guiding it out the window and into the sky. His wristband stopped heating up, indicating the threat was gone.
Back in his study, he meticulously searched for spy cameras but found none. However, he did discover a small box on his desk, hidden behind some books. He levitated it, encasing it in a barrier of earth, fire, air, and water. When nothing happened, he dissipated the barrier and found a small sapphire-like gemstone inside. His wristband heated up slightly as he brought his arm near it.
Frowning, he pulled out his Divination Orb and began scrying, searching for any suspicious activity within a steadily increasing radius. But after thirty minutes, he was drenched in sweat and no closer to an answer.
I need to improve my divination skills, he sighed internally, frustration bubbling up inside him. If I could divine the past of this gemstone, I could find who did this without all this effort.
But divining the past or future was not as straightforward as scrying the present. He suspected it had to do with his lack of an 'Inner Eye'. Perhaps Hogwarts would have books on the subject, or he could use Legilimency on Trelawney to uncover some hints.
For now, though, he needed to figure out how this gemstone had appeared in his study without alerting his snake scouts. He had a suspicion that someone had manipulated one of the Dursleys to bypass them.


 
 

  
    Hogwarts Letter

    

        Chapter 41: Hogwarts Letter

 The night enveloped the park in a velvety darkness, the silence broken only by the occasional rustle of leaves in the gentle breeze. Lucas stood motionless, his lean frame hidden beneath layers of black clothing. His dark hair melted into the shadows, and his green eyes, usually so vivid, were muted in the dim light. He had cast his spells of invisibility, silencing, and thermal masking with practiced ease, rendering himself little more than a specter in the night.
But his mind was very active, grappling with a problem that had been troubling him for days. Technology, with its ever-watchful cameras and sensors, posed a constant threat to his magical practices. Even in the privacy of his own room, he felt the weight of their potential gaze, not allowing him to use his magic.
He needed a way to detect electricity, to sense the presence of these electronic sentinels. His current sensory spells, while formidable, were not up to the task. They could discern warmth, movement, and life, but the cold, steady pulse of electrical current eluded them.
Lucas had delved into the lightning element before, crafting spells to create and manipulate electricity. But these were crude tools, designed for brute force, not the subtle art of detection.
Closing his eyes, he delved into his memories, seeking a spark of inspiration. He recalled his early forays into simultaneous spellcasting, how he had learned to balance the opposing forces of warmth and cold, creating a stable space for their coexistence. That breakthrough had been the cornerstone of so much of his later work.
Perhaps, he pondered, I can apply that principle to water and air. Create a new kind of sensory net.
Lucas extended his hands, his slender fingers splayed outward, and began to will his magic. He envisioned the air around him filled with whispering winds, each gust attuned to the faintest electrical charge. In his mind's eye, a delicate mist rose from a vast sea, blanketing the area, amplifying the wind's sensitivity.
But as he attempted to fuse these elements, to form the ethereal layer that would detect electricity, something felt amiss. The winds and mist remained distinct, separate, not quite syncing as he had anticipated. He could sense the electricity emanating from the nearby park lights, but it was distant, indistinct, like trying to make out a whisper in a noisy room.
Frowning, Lucas allowed the spell to fade. He needed a different tack. Perhaps if he concentrated more on the water element, using it as a conduit...
He tried again, this time picturing the mist as a web of minuscule, charged droplets, each one responding to the presence of electricity. But as he cast the spell, a sudden jolt coursed through his body, like a massive static shock. The mist flickered and vanished, leaving him momentarily stunned.
“Fuck!” Lucas grunted as pain lanced through his nerves as he fell to the ground while twitching from the electrical overload. For a minute, he lay there, his breathing ragged and his heart racing. The damp grass soaked through his clothes as the earthy scent filled his nostrils.
That hurt way too much, damn it. That was too much emphasis on the mist, there are too many drops of charged water in that visualization and they combined to shock me, he realized as his senses slowly returned. It's overwhelming the winds which should guide the charged droplets within the mist away from my person and towards my surroundings, destabilizing the spell.
With a groan, Lucas pushed himself up to a sitting position. He closed his eyes, focusing inward, and cast his Revitalization Spell. A soothing warmth spread through his body, easing the pain, mending the minor burns from the shock. As the healing energy did its work, he took a deep breath, the cool night air filling his lungs, clearing his mind.
I have to find the right balance, he pondered, the perfect harmony between the charged mist and winds.
His thoughts turned to his Frostfire spells, and the semi-permeable barrier he had created to facilitate the exchange of energy between warmth and cold. Perhaps therein lay the answer.
Rising to his feet, Lucas brushed off his black jeans and adjusted his dark hoodie. He rolled his shoulders, feeling the residual tension from the shock slowly dissipate.
Once more, he extended his hands with his fingers flexing slightly as he gathered his power. He visualized the whispering winds and the rising mist, but this time, he imagined a paper-thin, ethereal membrane between them. A barrier that allowed them to interact, to share their properties, without one overpowering the other.
As he concentrated, he felt a shift, a subtle click as the pieces fell into place. The winds and mist merged, creating a delicate, responsive network that draped over his surroundings like a second skin. Suddenly, he could feel the electricity in the air, the steady hum of the park lights, the faint static clinging to his clothes.
It was as if the world had gained a new dimension, a stratum of electrical energy that he could perceive as readily as the breeze on his skin. He could "see" the wiring beneath the ground, follow the flow of power from the lights to their source.
Good, that was an initial success. Static Etherweb, he thought as a small smile played on his lips. That's what I'll call it.
But as he was feeling happy, Lucas became aware of the spell's constraints. The sheer volume of electrical activity in the park was already starting to overwhelm his senses, the various signals blending into a discordant buzz.
He would need to practice, to learn to sift through the noise and isolate the specific signatures he was searching for. And he would need to maintain a constant state of calm, of unwavering focus, to keep the spell stable.
Gradually, Lucas allowed the Static Etherweb to dissipate, the ethereal network fading into the night air. He drew in a deep breath, tasting the crisp, clean air, feeling the lingering tingle of electricity on his skin.
It's a start, he thought as his gaze drifted over the darkened park. But I’ll have to refine the spell greatly if I want it to actually be usable on a regular basis and especially in areas with a lot of electricity. This park is relatively devoid of electricity and it still threatened to overwhelm me...
With a final glance at his surroundings, Lucas began to make his way back home with silent footsteps on the dew-damp grass.


Lucas descended the stairs, his bare feet making soft thumps against the worn carpet. As he reached the bottom step, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee wafted from the kitchen, mingling with the faint scent of Vernon's aftershave. He heard the quiet murmur of voices coming from the living room and followed the sound.
Petunia and Vernon sat on the floral-patterned couch, their postures stiff and uncomfortable. Petunia clutched a cream-colored envelope in her thin hands and her knuckles turning white from the tension. Vernon's bulky frame seemed to take up even more space than usual with his arms crossed tightly over his chest.
"Good morning," Lucas greeted calmly. He padded into the living room, the plush carpet muffling his footsteps. Sunlight streamed through the sheer curtains, casting a warm glow over the room and highlighting the dust motes dancing in the air.
Petunia's gaze darted to Lucas, her lips pursed into a thin line. "Your letter from..." she paused, her face twisting as if the words left a bitter taste in her mouth, "Hogwarts has arrived." She held out the envelope, while her arm was stiff and her fingers trembling slightly.
Lucas took the envelope, the heavy parchment rough against his fingertips. He glanced at Petunia and Vernon, their surface thoughts confirming his suspicions about the letter's contents. A smile tugged at the corners of his mouth as he turned the envelope over in his hands, examining the emerald green ink that glittered in the sunlight.
Vernon cleared his throat with a sound that was harsh and grating. "Why can't you just decline Hogwarts?" he asked hesitantly. "You've already finished university and you're doing well for yourself. You don't need this..." he waved his hand dismissively with a reddening face, "freaky magic stuff."
Lucas suppressed a sigh and sank into the armchair across from them, the leather cool and smooth against his skin. He crossed his legs as his fingers tapped lightly against the armrest. "I need to learn to control my magic," he explained patiently. "If I don't go to a place like Hogwarts, who knows what could happen? My magic could spiral out of control without proper training."
Petunia and Vernon exchanged a look, worry etched into the lines of their faces. Petunia's hands twisted in her lap, her wedding ring catching the light and throwing tiny rainbows across the room. Vernon's jaw clenched as a vein throbbed in his temple.
The room fell silent for a moment, the only sound the ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece. Lucas used the pause to open the envelope with the parchment rustling softly as he pulled out the first page. The Hogwarts crest stood out in bold relief at the top of the letter, the four houses represented by their animal symbols.
HOGWARTS SCHOOL of WITCHCRAFT and WIZARDRY
Headmaster: Albus Dumbledore (Order of Merlin, First Class, Grand Sorc., Chf. Warlock)
Dear Mr Potter,
We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Please find enclosed a list of all necessary books and equipment.
Term begins on 1 September. We await your owl by no later than 31 July.
Yours sincerely,
Minerva McGonagall
Deputy Headmistress
Lucas set the letter down on the coffee table, the paper rustling softly. "I have to go," he said, his voice cutting through the silence. He leaned forward with his elbows resting on his knees as he met Petunia's gaze. "It's the only way to ensure my magic doesn't become a danger to myself or others.”
Petunia's eyes glistened with unshed tears as her lower lip trembled. "But what about your life here?" she asked in a voice that was barely above a whisper. "Your studies, your investments..."
Lucas shook his head, a few strands of his black hair falling into his eyes. "I've already arranged everything," he assured her gently. "This is something I need to do for myself."
Vernon's face had turned an alarming shade of purple with his fists clenched so tightly that his knuckles were white. "I don't like it," he ground out through gritted teeth. "But I suppose if you have to go, you have to go."
A ‘genuine’ smile spread across Lucas's face. "Thank you for understanding," he said softly. "I know this isn't easy for either of you."
Petunia sniffed, blinking back her tears. "Just be careful," she pleaded as her voice cracked. "And write to us, let us know how you're doing."
Lucas rose from the armchair and crossed the room as he placed a comforting hand on Petunia's shoulder. "I will," he promised, giving her shoulder a gentle squeeze. "I'll be fine, don't worry."
He picked up the letter once more, scanning the list of required supplies. His brow furrowed as he reached the end of the list, a realization striking him. "I'll need to visit London," he said with a hint of amusement in his voice. "It seems they forgot that we don't have an owl here to send an acceptance letter back. I'll have to visit Diagon Alley and purchase one." He glanced at Petunia and Vernon, a wry smile tugging at his lips. "I'd appreciate it if one of you came with me. The bodyguards will be alarmed if they suddenly can't find me anywhere."
Petunia nodded, her face still pale but a glimmer of acceptance in her eyes. Vernon grunted, his posture relaxing slightly.
As the conversation lulled, Lucas's thoughts turned inward. I’d prefer if I could catch whoever is trying to kill me before I go to Hogwarts, but sadly it all depends on them making a move first…
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        Chapter 42: Blackbriar Informant

 Lucas's eyes snapped open, his practice session with the Static Etherweb Visualization abruptly interrupted by a sudden realization. A smirk tugged at the corners of his mouth as he rose from his seated position on the floor of his room. Without hesitation, he cast an invisibility spell over himself, the familiar tingle of magic enveloping his body as he faded from view.
He moved swiftly to the window, his steps silent against the hardwood floor. Peering through the glass, he spotted a white van creeping along the street below, its exterior unmarked and nondescript. But Lucas knew better. The van was filled to the brim with electronic devices, a fact he had gleaned moments ago through his Visualization. This was no ordinary vehicle; it had to be connected to the recent attempts on his life.
Lucas's hands dropped to his sides, the Static Etherweb no longer necessary. His focus shifted entirely to the suspicious van. With a quick mental visualization, he cast Wind's Gale and Water's Swell, feeling the rush of power surge through his body. His speed enhanced, he darted out of an open window, moving so fast that the window closed on its own because of the disturbance in the air.
The pavement felt solid beneath his feet as he raced towards the van, the wind whipping past his face. He quickly overtook the slow-moving vehicle, running backwards to maintain visual contact. His enhanced speed allowed him to keep pace effortlessly with his breathing steady despite the physical exertion.
As he drew alongside the van, Lucas peered through the windows, trying to get a glimpse of the interior. The back of the van was sealed off, obscuring his view, but the front seats were clearly visible. Behind the wheel sat a man who looked to be in his mid-thirties, with an athletic build and chiseled features that suggested regular gym visits. Lucas's eyes narrowed with growing suspicion.
Slowing his pace slightly, Lucas positioned himself directly in front of the van. He reached out, his hands making contact with the cool metal of the hood. At the same moment, he cast a Sticky Spell, ensuring that he remained firmly attached to the vehicle even as it continued to move.
With his physical connection established, Lucas turned his attention to the driver's mind. He sent out a Legilimency Probe, invisible tendrils of magic seeking out the man's thoughts and memories. To Lucas's surprise, the man's mind was unusually organized for an ordinary person. But rather than hindering his Legilimency, this mental structure provided a clear pathway for Lucas to follow.
Images and information flooded into Lucas's mind as he delved deeper into the driver's psyche. The man's name was David Wilson, born and raised in Boston. A graduate of MIT with a degree in Electrical Engineering, David had joined the Navy after college, drawn to the promise of serving his country and working in Naval Intelligence.
Lucas watched as memories of David's time in the Navy played out like a movie reel. He saw David hunched over sophisticated equipment, intercepting and deciphering foreign communications as part of the SIGINT division. He witnessed David's transition from ships to submarines, his skills in electronic surveillance growing with each mission.
The memories shifted, and he found himself observing David's recruitment into the CIA. The agency had taken notice of David's talents, recognizing his potential as an asset in the world of espionage. Lucas saw that David underwent rigorous training, learning the arts of field operations and global politics.
But it was the most recent memories that caught his attention. David had become involved with a secret faction within the CIA, a group formed in response to the global attacks on the oil industry. This faction believed that eliminating key individuals, like Lucas himself, was necessary to maintain America's dominance in the face of technological advancements that threatened the status quo.
Lucas emerged from David's mind, a sneer twisting his features as he processed the information he had gleaned. They want to kill me over something like this? The thought invoked both anger and disbelief. His first instinct was to eliminate all three agents on the spot, to make an example of those who dared to threaten him.
But as quickly as the murderous impulse arose, Lucas quelled it. A better idea took shape, a plan that would not only protect him but also expose the rogue CIA faction. Why kill them when I can use them to my advantage?
With a plan in mind, Lucas delved back into David's memories, scouring every corner for additional details about the assassination plot. He needed to know everything – the identities of the other agents, their planned methods, the extent of their resources. Armed with this knowledge, he could turn the tables on his would-be killers and ensure his own safety.
As the white van continued its journey through the streets, Lucas remained attached to its front, invisible to the world but fully in control.


The secure conference room within MI6 headquarters was a flurry of activity, the early morning light filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows and casting a soft glow on the state-of-the-art equipment that lined the walls. The room was indicative to the agency's commitment to staying at the forefront of technology, with sleek black monitors displaying real-time data feeds and high-resolution satellite imagery. The central table, a massive slab of polished marble, was surrounded by ergonomic chairs, each one occupied by a member of the elite analytical team.
At the head of the table stood Alex Reid, his posture exuding authority. He was dressed impeccably in a tailored charcoal suit, the crisp white shirt beneath it a stark contrast to his olive complexion. Alex's dark hair was cropped short, the style efficient and practical, much like his approach to his work. His eyes, a piercing blue, scanned the room as the team members filed in, each one a specialist in their respective field.
The atmosphere was electric with anticipation and trepidation as they prepared to delve into the anonymous tip that had landed on their desks mere hours ago. The tension was palpable, with some team members fidgeting in their seats, their fingers tapping nervously on the marble tabletop. Others sat with a stillness that belied their inner turmoil, their gazes fixed on the screens before them.
As the last of the team members took their seats, Alex cleared his throat, the sound cutting through the low murmur of conversation. "Thank you all for coming on such short notice," he began measuredly. "As you know, we received an anonymous tip late last night that requires our immediate attention and utmost discretion."
With a tap on the digital display embedded in the table, Alex brought up the details of the tip, the text filling the screens around the room. "The tip alleges that a rogue faction within the CIA is currently operating on UK soil, with the intention of neutralizing Harry Potter."
A murmur of surprise and disbelief spread through the room at the mention of the name. Harry Potter, the eleven-year-old prodigy who had taken the world by storm with his unprecedented advancements in multiple scientific fields, was a household name. His genius had catapulted him to international fame, his young face gracing the covers of magazines and newspapers around the globe. His groundbreaking work, despite his young age, had the potential to reshape the future, and the thought of him being targeted by a foreign intelligence agency was deeply unsettling.
"I know we're all aware of Mr. Potter's reputation," Alex continued gravely. "But what concerns us is the alleged threat to his life and the implications of a foreign intelligence agency operating within our borders without our knowledge or consent."
Olivia Turner, a senior analyst with a keen eye for detail, leaned forward in her seat. She was a woman in her early forties, with shoulder-length blonde hair and a face that seemed to have been carved from marble. Her green eyes were sharp and analytical, missing nothing as she studied the information on the screens. "The tip seems to provide a wealth of information," she said crisply. "But how confident are we in its credibility? We need to be certain before we proceed."
Alex nodded, his fingers flying over the touchscreen controls. A series of images appeared on the monitors, the faces of three individuals staring back at the team. "The tip names three CIA operatives allegedly involved in this plot," Alex explained, gesturing to the first image. "Michael Thompson, alias 'Mike,' a seasoned operative in his early forties with extensive field experience."
The man in the photograph had a rugged, weathered face, with piercing gray eyes and a jaw that seemed to be made of granite. His dark hair was peppered with silver at the temples, and his expression was one of intense focus.
"Next, we have David Wilson, alias 'Dave,'" Alex continued, moving to the second image. "Mid-thirties, with a lean, athletic build and sharp features."
Wilson's photograph showed a man with a face that looked as though it had been chiseled from stone, his high cheekbones and angular jawline giving him an almost aristocratic air. His eyes, a deep, cool blue, seemed to hold a hint of calculation, as though he were always planning his next move.
"And finally, Sarah Johnson, alias 'Sal,'" Alex said, bringing up the third image. "Late twenties, described as strikingly beautiful and potentially used for undercover work or infiltration."
Johnson's photograph was a stark contrast to the others, her delicate features and golden hair giving her an almost ethereal quality. But there was a hardness in her eyes, a steely determination that suggested she was far more than just a pretty face.
The team studied the images, each member committing the faces to memory. Ethan Moore, the technical specialist, leaned back in his chair, his brow furrowed. He was a young man, no more than thirty, with a mop of unruly dark hair and intelligent brown eyes that seemed to be constantly darting from one screen to another.
"I've been running background checks on these individuals," he said, his fingers flying over his keyboard. "And while their official records are clean, there are some discrepancies that suggest a history of covert operations. Thompson, in particular, has a series of gaps in his record that coincide with known CIA black ops."
Alex nodded grimly. He brought up a new set of images, this time of a white Ford Econoline van, its exterior nondescript and unremarkable. "The tip also provides granular details on this vehicle, allegedly filled with surveillance equipment and used by the operatives. I've tasked our surveillance teams with tracking its movements, and we've already identified several instances where it was in close proximity to Mr. Potter's residence and known frequented locations."
Tom Harris, a veteran field agent with decades of experience, leaned forward, his weathered face creased with concern. He was a bear of a man, with broad shoulders and a thick neck, his once-dark hair now a steely gray. His blue eyes, set deep in his lined face, were sharp and analytical, missing nothing.
"If this is a legitimate threat," he said, his voice a low rumble, "we need to consider the potential motives behind it. Why would the CIA be targeting an eleven-year-old boy, even one as brilliant as Mr. Potter?"
The room fell silent for a moment, each team member considering the question. Alex spoke up thoughtfully. "It's possible that Mr. Potter's work has caught the attention of certain factions within the CIA. His advancements in fields like physics, chemistry and math could have significant implications for national security and global power dynamics. If these operatives believe that Mr. Potter's work could threaten U.S. interests, they may see him as a target."
The team nodded, the pieces starting to fall into place. Olivia spoke up again, her voice clear and confident. "We need to consider the possibility that this goes beyond a simple assassination attempt. If the CIA is willing to violate international law and operate on foreign soil, they may have larger plans in motion. We need to explore every angle."
Alex turned his attention back to the screen, the anonymous tip glowing on the display. "The tip provides an unprecedented level of detail on this rogue CIA faction, codenamed 'Blackbriar.' It claims that Blackbriar operates independently from official CIA channels, with a mandate to protect U.S. interests by any means necessary."
The team exchanged glances with scepticism and intrigue written on their faces. Tom Harris spoke up, his voice gruff with experience. "I've heard whispers of off-the-reservation CIA ops, but nothing on this scale. If this tip is on the money, we're looking at a highly organized, well-funded group with a reach that extends far beyond what we've seen before."
Alex nodded, bringing up a series of documents on the screen. "The tip outlines Blackbriar's command structure, with a shadowy figure known as 'The Conductor' at the helm. This spook is said to be a master of compartmentalization, ensuring that each operative knows only what they need to know to carry out their specific tasks."
Ethan leaned forward, his eyes scanning the documents, his fingers tapping restlessly on the table. "The level of detail here is off the charts," he said apprehensively. "Safe house locations, crypto protocols, even psych profiles of key players. It's hard to believe that someone could have access to all of this intel without being on the inside."
Olivia furrowed her brow, her green eyes narrowing as she considered the implications. "That's what worries me," she said, tension evident in her tone. "The tip feels almost too good to be true. We need to consider the possibility that this could be a setup, or an attempt to drive a wedge between agencies."
Alex acknowledged the concern with a nod, his blue eyes thoughtful. "It's a valid point, and one we can't afford to ignore. But, the specificity of the intel and the potential threat to Harry Potter's life means we have to run this down. We'll proceed with caution, verifying what we can and keeping our eyes peeled for any signs of deception."
The team delved deeper into the tip's contents, each member focusing on their area of expertise. Tom Harris studied the psychological profiles of the Blackbriar operatives, looking for any weaknesses or pressure points that could be exploited. His eyes moved rapidly over the text, his mind working to construct a picture of the individuals behind the aliases.
Olivia cross-referenced the provided locations with known CIA assets, searching for patterns or discrepancies. Her fingers flew over her keyboard, pulling up satellite imagery and cross-referencing it with the information in the tip.
As the hours ticked by, the conference room became a hive of activity. Analysts pored over satellite imagery, tracking the movements of the white Ford Econoline van. Technical specialists worked to decrypt the intercepted communications, hoping to glean additional insights into Blackbriar's plans.
Amidst the analysis, Alex remained a calm presence, guiding the team's efforts and ensuring that no stone was left unturned. He moved from one workstation to another, his eyes scanning the screens, his mind processing the information at a rapid pace.
As the sun began to set outside the windows of MI6 headquarters, Alex called the team back together. "We've made significant progress," he said with exhaustion clear in his voice. "But there's still much work to be done. The picture that's emerging is one of a highly sophisticated, well-connected group with a single-minded focus on their objectives."
Tom nodded grimly, his eyes hardened by years of experience. "Based on the psych profiles, these operatives are true believers. They see themselves as patriots, willing to do whatever it takes to protect American interests. That kind of zealotry makes them all the more dangerous."
Olivia chimed in as she crossed her arms. "And with the resources at their disposal, they have the means to execute their plans. We need to move fast if we're going to have any chance of shutting them down."
Alex stood, his gaze sweeping over the team. "We have a duty to protect Harry Potter and to ensure that Blackbriar's actions do not jeopardize the stability of our nation or our alliances. We'll continue to work around the clock, coordinating with our counterparts in law enforcement and intelligence to neutralize this threat."
The team members nodded, each one understanding the gravity of the situation. They knew that they were facing an adversary with which they had to act very carefully.
As the meeting adjourned, Alex lingered in the conference room, his eyes fixed on the anonymous tip that had set everything in motion. Though the question still remains… Where did this tip come from? It’s very detailed, too detailed, and might speak of internal conflict within Blackbriar…


The early morning light filtered through the elegant, floor-to-ceiling windows of the wood-paneled room within 10 Downing Street, casting a soft glow on the rich, green leather chairs surrounding the expansive mahogany table. The room, steeped in history and tradition, had witnessed countless meetings of national importance, and today was no exception. The grandfather clock in the corner, an antique that had stood sentinel over the room for generations, ticked away the seconds, its steady rhythm a counterpoint to the tense atmosphere that hung in the air.
As the officials began to arrive, the room slowly came to life. John Major, the Prime Minister, stood by the fireplace, his hands clasped behind his back as he stared pensively at the portrait of Winston Churchill that hung above the mantelpiece. His tailored, navy-blue suit and red tie were immaculate, a reflection of his meticulous attention to detail and his respect for the office he held.
Sir Colin McColl, the MI6 Director, was the first to enter, his wiry frame exuding a quiet intensity. His salt-and-pepper hair was neatly combed, and his sharp, blue eyes darted around the room, taking in every detail. He carried a thick, red folder marked "Top Secret" under his arm, a testament to the gravity of the situation they were about to discuss.
"Morning, Colin," John Major greeted him warmly. "I trust you've brought us some light reading?"
Sir Colin chuckled dryly, the lines around his eyes crinkling with a hint of mirth. "I'm afraid not, Prime Minister. This one's a real page-turner, but not in the way we'd like."
As they exchanged pleasantries, Foreign Secretary Douglas Hurd and Home Secretary Kenneth Baker entered the room, deep in conversation. Hurd, a tall, distinguished man with a shock of white hair, gestured animatedly as he spoke, his voice low and urgent. Baker, shorter and stockier, nodded along, his brow furrowed in concentration.
"Ah, Douglas, Kenneth," John Major called out, interrupting their discussion. "Glad you could join us. I trust you've been briefed on the situation?"
"Indeed, Prime Minister," Douglas Hurd replied, his cultured accent concealing his years in the Foreign Office. "It's a right sticky wicket we've found ourselves in, isn't it?"
Kenneth Baker gave a solemn nod, his face etched with seriousness. "That's putting it mildly, Douglas. This Blackbriar business has the potential to blow up in our faces like a bloody Guy Fawkes Night firework."
As they took their seats, Defence Secretary Tom King strode into the room, his military bearing evident in his ramrod-straight posture and clipped, precise movements. His dark suit was adorned with a regimental tie, a subtle nod to his years of service in the armed forces.
"Tom, good to see you," John Major greeted him, shaking his hand firmly. "I hope you've come armed with some strategic insights for us today."
Tom King smiled tightly, his eyes glinting with a hint of steel. "You know me, Prime Minister. I always come prepared for battle, even if it's in the corridors of power rather than the theater of war."
As they settled into their seats, John Major took his place at the head of the table, his expression somber. He surveyed the room, taking in the faces of his most trusted advisors, each one a pillar of the British government. The weight of the moment settled heavily on his shoulders, but he knew that he could not afford to show any weakness, not when the safety and security of the nation hung in the balance.
He cleared his throat, the sound cutting through the low murmur of conversation. "Thank you all for coming on such short notice," he began steadily. "I know you're all busy chaps, but I'm afraid this matter couldn't wait. Sir Colin, if you'd be so kind as to bring us up to speed?"
Sir Colin McColl nodded, rising from his seat and moving to the front of the room. He opened the red folder, his hands steady despite the gravity of the information contained within. "Thank you, Prime Minister. As you're all aware, MI6 has been closely monitoring the activities of a rogue CIA faction known as Blackbriar. What we've uncovered is deeply troubling, to say the least."
He paused, his gaze sweeping the room, ensuring that he had everyone's undivided attention. "Our intelligence indicates that Blackbriar is operating on British soil without our consent or knowledge, and their actions pose a direct threat to our national security. They've been conducting covert surveillance, infiltrating our institutions, and even targeting British citizens."
A wave of disbelief and outrage swept through the officials, each one trying to grasp the full meaning of Sir Colin's announcement. Douglas Hurd leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table with his fingers steepled in front of him. "This is bloody outrageous," he said, anger constricting his voice. "The Americans are supposed to be our closest allies, not a pack of rogue spooks running amok on our turf."
Kenneth Baker nodded in agreement, his face flushed with indignation. "It's a clear violation of our sovereignty, and a slap in the face to the Special Relationship. We can't let this stand, Prime Minister."
John Major held up a hand, silencing the room. "I understand your concerns, gentlemen, and I share them. But we must approach this matter with a clear head and a steady hand. Sir Colin, please continue."
Sir Colin nodded while flipping to the next page in his folder. "Of particular concern is Blackbriar's interest in a young British citizen named Harry Potter. Our intelligence indicates that he's become a primary target of their operation, though the detailed specifics of their interest in him remain unclear."
Tom King frowned as his brow furrowed in concentration. "Potter? Isn’t he just a child? What possible threat could he pose to the Americans?"
"That's the million-pound question, Tom," Sir Colin replied grimly. "But whatever their reasons, we can't allow a foreign intelligence agency to target our citizens with impunity. It sets a dangerous precedent and undermines the very foundations of our national security."
Throughout the briefing, the atmosphere grew lively with participation, each official contributing their perspective and apprehensions. Douglas Hurd, ever the diplomat, cautioned against a knee-jerk response that could jeopardize the delicate balance of international relations. Kenneth Baker, his focus on domestic security, argued for a robust response that would send a clear message to the Americans that such actions would not be tolerated.
Tom King, his military background informing his perspective, emphasized the need for a measured and proportional response, one that would protect British interests without escalating the situation into a full-blown crisis. "We must be prepared for all eventualities," he said intensely in a low voice. "But we must also be mindful of the potential for unintended consequences. A misstep here could have far-reaching implications, not just for our relationship with the Americans, but for the stability of the entire Western alliance."
As the conversation flowed, John Major paid close attention, considering the consequences of the different strategies being laid out. He understood well that the choices made here would have a lasting impact on the country. This knowledge, though heavy, did not burden him; instead, it sharpened his focus, reminding him of the importance of thoughtful, informed decision-making.
But as he looked around the room, taking in the faces of his most trusted advisors, he felt reassured. These were some of the finest minds in the country, each one committed to the safety and security of the British people. Together, they would find a way through this crisis, just as they had navigated so many others before.
Finally, after hours of intense deliberation, John Major called the room to order. "Gentlemen," he said firmly. "We have a clear course of action before us. Sir Colin, I want MI6 to continue their investigation into Blackbriar, but with the utmost discretion. We cannot afford to tip our hand too soon."
He turned to Douglas Hurd, his expression serious. "Douglas, I need you to engage with your counterparts in the State Department, but quietly. We must make our concerns known, but in a way that doesn't jeopardize our broader relationship with the Americans."
To Kenneth Baker and Tom King, he said, "Kenneth, Tom, I want a full review of our domestic security posture and our military readiness. We must be prepared for any eventuality, but without unduly alarming the public or our allies."
As the meeting drew to a close, John Major stood, his presence commanding the room. "Gentlemen, we face a grave threat, but one that I have every confidence we shall overcome. The British people have faced many challenges throughout our history, and we have always emerged stronger and more united. This time shall be no different."
He paused, his gaze sweeping the room, his eyes locking with each of his advisors in turn. "But we must act with wisdom, with courage, and with the utmost dedication to the principles that have made our nation great. The road ahead will be difficult, but I know that each of you will rise to the challenge. Our nation's future depends on it."
As the officials filed out of the room, each lost in their own thoughts, John Major and the MI6 Director, Sir Colin McColl, remained in the room.
The Prime Minister walked slowly to the window, his hands clasped behind his back, his gaze fixed on the bustling streets of London below. Sir Colin, his red folder tucked under his arm, approached the Prime Minister with a grave expression.
"Prime Minister, if I may have a moment more of your time," Sir Colin said quietly, his voice cutting through the silence of the room. "There's an urgent matter that requires our immediate attention—the potential threat to Harry Potter."
John Major turned with his brow furrowed with concern. He nodded, indicating for Sir Colin to continue, his own demeanor reflecting the gravity of the situation. "Of course, Colin. What have you got?"
Sir Colin opened his folder as his fingers traced the lines of text while he spoke. "Our surveillance indicates that the CIA operatives are preparing to move against Potter imminently. Given the potential for public harm and the breach of our sovereignty, I recommend we authorize a targeted operation to detain these individuals before they can act."
John Major walked slowly around the room, his footsteps muffled by the thick carpet. He paused by the fireplace with his hand resting on the mantelpiece as he pondered Sir Colin's recommendation. "An operation of this nature, especially involving American agents, could have significant diplomatic repercussions," he said thoughtfully, his eyes fixed on the flickering flames. "Are we prepared to manage the fallout?"
Sir Colin nodded, his expression understanding. "Indeed, Prime Minister. It's a delicate balance, but I believe the immediate risk to a British citizen—and potentially broader public safety—necessitates decisive action." He paused, choosing his words carefully. "We can manage the diplomatic aspects by engaging with our American counterparts post-operation, emphasizing our commitment to protecting all individuals within our jurisdiction."
John Major turned, his gaze locking with Sir Colin's. The weight of the decision hung between them, a tangible presence in the room. Finally, the Prime Minister spoke with resolve. "Your point is well taken, Colin. The safety of our citizens must be our paramount concern." He straightened, his posture that of a man accustomed to command. "How soon can we mobilize the joint task force?"
Sir Colin responded with quiet confidence, his eyes glinting with determination. "We can have them ready within the hour, Prime Minister. Every precaution will be taken to ensure the operation is executed with minimal fuss and maximum efficiency."
John Major gave a firm nod as his decision was made. "Proceed, Colin. But keep me informed of every development. We must handle this with the utmost care, for the sake of our nation and our relations abroad."
"Absolutely, Prime Minister," Sir Colin said, his tone respectful as he inclined his head. He turned sharply, his footsteps echoing on the hardwood floor as he exited the room, ready to initiate the operation.
Alone now, John Major walked slowly back to the window, his gaze drawn once more to the portrait of Churchill that hung on the wall. The great wartime leader's eyes seemed to bore into him, a silent reminder of the heavy burden of leadership in times of crisis. John Major stood there for a long moment, his thoughts turning to the challenges that lay ahead, and the decisions he would have to make to keep his country safe.
Finally, with a deep breath, he turned and strode purposefully from the room, his shoulders squared and his head held high.
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        Chapter 43: Hogwarts Express

 The early morning sun cast a warm glow over the quiet suburban street in Cambridge, its rays filtering through the leaves of the well-manicured trees that lined the sidewalks. The neighborhood was a picture of tranquility, with neatly trimmed lawns and picturesque houses that seemed to embody the very essence of suburban living.
Inside one of the houses, which served as a base of operations for a group of CIA agents, the atmosphere was tense.
Michael stood by the window with his broad shoulders filling out his plain white t-shirt. His close-cropped hair and chiseled jaw gave him a rugged, no-nonsense appearance. He stared out at the street with his brow furrowed as he watched a jogger pass by, the rhythmic pounding of their feet on the pavement the only sound breaking the morning stillness.
"I don't get it, Dave," Michael said gruffly as he turned to face his teammate. "How could both the poisoned water and the nerve gas fail? This Harry Potter kid is like a damn cockroach."
David looked up from the files he had been studying at the kitchen table with his sharp, angular features set in a thoughtful expression. He ran a hand through his short, dark hair as his piercing blue eyes met Michael's gaze. "I wish I knew, Mike. It's like he's invulnerable. I can’t explain it at all…"
Sarah emerged from the bathroom, as her long, blonde hair glistened damply from her shower. She moved with the grace of a dancer, a lithe and athletic figure wrapped in a form-fitting black tank top paired with cargo pants. "Maybe he has experimental tech?" she voiced. "I see no other way he could’ve survived otherwise."
Michael snorted as his lip curled in a dismissive sneer. "What kind of experimental tech could neutralize poison and nerve gas?"
Sarah opened her mouth to respond, but before she could speak, the stillness of the morning was shattered by the sound of shattering glass. The agents froze as their bodies tensed when they instinctively reached for weapons that weren't there.
"What the hell?" whispered Michael in astonishment as he spotted a seamlessly coordinated assault team, their dark gear fusing with the shadows, storming the house.
The agents barely had time to react before the attackers were upon them. The door exploded inward with wood fragments flying through the air as it succumbed to a forceful ram. The assault team poured into the room with their weapons trained on the agents.
"On your knees, immediately!" the voice of an attacker boomed, distorted slightly by the mask he wore.
A swift exchange of glances between Michael, David, and Sarah spoke louder than words, instantly revealing their mutual understanding of the dangerous situation. With a resigned slowness, they lifted their hands and gently lowered themselves to the cold, hard surface beneath them.
The attackers moved quickly and efficiently. They zip-tied the agents' hands behind their backs as the plastic bit into their skin. Michael gritted his teeth as he tried to figure out who these people were and how they had found the safe house.
As the agents were hauled to their feet, the very fabric of the scene seemed to waver and distort, the hard edges of reality giving way to something more ethereal and strange. The vivid details of the ambush—the shattered glass glittering on the floor and the rough hands of the attackers—began to pixelate and break down, as though the scene itself were nothing more than a construct, a mere projection of light and shadow.
And then, with a sudden shift in perspective, the true nature of the scene was revealed. The ambush, the safe house, the agents themselves—all of it was contained within a glowing orb that rested in the hands of Lucas.
He sat cross-legged in a dimly lit room with his eyes fixed on the swirling images within the Divination Orb. A smirk tugged at his lips as he watched the agents' futile struggle. This is the price you pay for trying to kill me, he thought coldly. If the diplomatic talks between the UK and USA do not resolve things, I’ll pay a visit to America to do it myself.
With a flick of his wrist he banished the image, the orb going dark in his palms.


The car rolled to a stop at King's Cross Station as its tires crunched against the asphalt. Lucas emerged from the vehicle, straightening his crisp, white button-down shirt and adjusting the collar of his navy blazer. He turned to face his aunt, uncle, and cousin, who remained seated in the car.
"I'll take it from here," he said, offering them a polite smile. "Non-magical people can't pass through the barrier anyway. But thank you for driving me."
Petunia's thin lips pressed together as her bony fingers gripped the steering wheel. "Well, we hope you'll be back soon," She said in a strained voice.
Vernon grunted while his bulbous nose wrinkled as if he'd caught a whiff of something unpleasant. "The sooner you're back, the better."
Dudley had his round face scrunched in a pout, looking as if he wanted to protest but thought better of it. Instead, he leaned forward as his seatbelt strained against his body, and engulfed Lucas in a clumsy hug. "I wish I could go with you," he mumbled with his voice muffled against Lucas's shoulder.
Lucas returned the hug, patting his cousin's back. "I'll be back for the Christmas holidays and summer break, don't worry." He pulled away, waving at his relatives as he turned to face the station. "Goodbye!"
With a subtle flick of his wrist, Lucas cast a Muggle-Repelling Spell on himself, ensuring that the passing crowds would pay him no mind. He double-checked his invisible magical shield, reinforcing it as a precautionary measure. In public spaces like this, where concealing himself entirely with magic was not an option, he had to be vigilant about his safety. A single well-aimed bullet could end his life if he let his guard down.
Lucas navigated the crowded station with the ease of familiarity as his keen eyes scanned the platforms for any sign of the Weasleys. The pungent aroma of diesel fuel mingled with the rich, earthy scent of freshly ground coffee beans from a nearby café. Snippets of conversation floated through the air, punctuated by the occasional whistle of a departing train.
As he approached the barrier between Platforms Nine and Ten, a smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth. The solid brick wall seemed to mock him, daring him to attempt passage. Lucas shook his head, amused by the irony of starting his formal magical education after already having attained considerable power. He glanced around, noting the distinct absence of red hair and hand-me-down robes. It appeared he had arrived earlier than the Weasleys.
A thought niggled at the back of his mind, a theory about the Weasleys' behavior in the original timeline. Their boisterous discussions about Muggles while they were seemingly oblivious to the potential risks had always struck him as odd. Perhaps they had employed a Muggle-Repelling Charm, allowing them to converse freely without fear of drawing unwanted attention. He was curious, and with time to spare, he decided to put his hypothesis to the test.
Lucas melted back into the crowd, finding a spot near a weathered pillar that afforded him an unobstructed view of the platform entrance. He leaned against the cool stone with a relaxed posture, and settled in to wait.
Nearly half an hour passed before a loud family of redheads emerged from the throng of commuters. Molly Weasley who had her flaming hair tied back in a messy bun, herded her brood towards the platform. Ron, his face still round with the softness of youth, trailed behind with his hands on his heavy cart. Skipping with joy, Ginny’s braided fiery locks swayed behind her as she stayed close to her mother’s side. Percy, Fred, and George brought up the rear with their trunks rattling as they jostled each other good-naturedly.
Their conversation carried over the din of the station, the words echoing those Lucas remembered from the books.
"It's packed with Muggles, of course," Molly said with her voice carrying a hint of exasperation.
Lucas observed the surrounding Muggles, noting how their gazes seemed to slide right over the Weasley family, never quite focusing on them. A satisfied smile played on his lips; his suspicions had been correct. The Weasleys were not foolish enough to discuss magical matters openly without some form of concealment.
"Now, what's the platform number?" Molly asked, and her question was met with an eager response from young Ginny.
"Nine and three-quarters! Mom, can't I go—"
"You're not old enough, Ginny, now be quiet," Molly chided gently. "All right, Percy, you go first."
As the Weasleys disappeared through the barrier one by one, the sight of the siblings struggling with their heavy trunks made him shake his head in exasperation. Perhaps they didn’t have the skill or knowledge to cast Extension Charms. Though Hermione had managed it in her sixth year, maybe she was simply more gifted in regards to magic. I will have to confirm it with Legilimency sometime in the future.
Once the last of the Weasleys had vanished through the barrier, Lucas pushed off from the pillar and made his way towards the platform entrance. He passed through the solid wall as if it were nothing more than a wisp of smoke, emerging onto a bustling platform teeming with witches and wizards.
The gleaming scarlet steam engine of the Hogwarts Express dominated the scene, its polished exterior reflecting the excited faces of the gathered students and their families. A wrought-iron archway bearing the words "Platform Nine and Three-Quarters" stood behind him where the barrier had been.
Cats of every color darted between the legs of the crowd as their meows mingled with the hooting of owls perched in cages overhead. The air buzzed with the chatter of friends reuniting after a summer apart while their laughter rang out above the hiss of steam from the engine.
Lucas walked through the crowd as his eyes scanned the platform for an empty compartment. He caught the occasional double-take from passing adults with their gazes drawn to the faint lightning scar on his forehead. He paid them no mind, focused on his destination.
As he stepped onto the train, the rich scent of polished wood and well-worn upholstery enveloped him. He found an unoccupied compartment near the rear of the carriage and settled himself near the window. Resting his chin on his hand, he gazed out at the families on the platform as their tearful goodbyes and fierce hugs stirred a bittersweet ache in his chest.
Memories of his own family from his previous life drifted through his mind. He had long since accepted the reality of his situation, the knowledge that he might never see them again. But, he still had hope.
As a wizard, he possessed power beyond the wildest dreams of his former self. The very existence of time turners hinted at the possibility of mastering time magic. And his very presence in this world confirmed it was possible to move between dimensions/universes. If he could achieve such feats, perhaps he could find a way back to his loved ones, slipping into their lives as if he had never been gone.
For now, it was a distant fantasy, a goal that shimmered like a mirage on the horizon.
A knock at the compartment door jolted Lucas from his musings. A boy with curly dark brown hair and a slightly upturned nose stood in the doorway as his hands fidgeted with the hem of his sweater.
"Sorry to bother you, but would you mind if I sit here?" the boy asked with a posh accent clear in his voice.
Lucas nodded, gesturing to the empty seats. "Sure, come on in."
The boy entered, dragging his trunk behind him. As he closed the door, he did a double-take with his eyes widening as he took a closer look at Lucas.
"Wait, you're Harry Potter, aren't you? I thought you were off doing some sort of research or something."
A smirk played on Lucas's lips. "I needed a cover story for coming to Hogwarts. And you are?"
The boy stammered, still in awe of being in the presence of the famous Harry Potter. "I'm Justin Finch-Fletchley. It's just... I can't believe you're a wizard like me."
Justin then turned his attention to his trunk, trying to lift it into the storage space above the seats. The heavy luggage proved too much for him, and he struggled to hoist it up.
"Need a hand?" Lucas offered.
Justin nodded gratefully, and with a casual wave of his hand, Lucas levitated the trunk effortlessly into the storage compartment. Justin's jaw dropped as his eyes widened with amazement.
"Is that... is that normal? I thought you needed a wand for magic," Justin’s voice trembled slightly as he asked.
Lucas smiled reassuringly. "It's easier with a wand, but with practice, you can do magic without one."
Justin nodded, taking a seat across from Lucas. He fidgeted nervously as he tried to find the right words. "So, which Hogwarts house are you interested in? I've read about them, but I'm not sure where I want to be sorted."
Lucas leaned back to mull over the question thoughtfully. "I've given it a lot of thought. All the houses have their merits, but I've heard about the rivalry between Gryffindor and Slytherin. I'd rather avoid that drama. And while I'm confident in my academic abilities, Ravenclaw's intense focus on grades doesn't appeal to me. Hufflepuff seems like the best fit—a quiet house that values hard work and fair play."
Justin listened intently, nodding along with Lucas's reasoning. "That makes sense. I don't want to get caught up in any house drama either. I was supposed to go to Eton, you know, but then my Hogwarts letter arrived. I couldn't pass up the chance to learn magic. Who would?"
"Exactly," Lucas agreed with a smile on his face. "That's why I delayed my plans for a Ph.D. Magic is too important to ignore."
Justin beamed, relieved to find someone who understood his perspective. "My mother was a bit disappointed at first. She didn't see the practical use for magic in the real world. But I think it could be so convenient, don't you?"
Lucas nodded. "Absolutely. In our seventh year, we'll learn to Apparate—basically teleportation. That's useful no matter where you are. Plus, magic makes everyday tasks so much easier. We'll be less dependent on the Muggle world."
Just as Justin was about to respond, another knock echoed at the compartment door. A girl with bushy brown hair peeked in, a look of curiosity on her face.
"Excuse me, but have either of you seen a toad? A boy named Neville seems to have misplaced his," she said in a breathless rush.
Lucas and Justin exchanged a glance, shaking their heads in unison. "Can't say that we have," Lucas replied, an apologetic smile on his face.
The girl paused at the threshold of the compartment as her gaze settled on Lucas with awe and recognition. As the realization fully dawned on her, her expression shifted to one of unabashed admiration.
"You're Harry Potter!" she exclaimed, her eyes wide with excitement. "I've read all about you! Not just in the magical world, but in the Muggle world too. You're a genius! Your work in science and technology is amazing. And here, you're the Boy-Who-Lived. I've read about you in 'Modern Magical History,' 'The Rise and Fall of the Dark Arts,' and 'Great Wizarding Events of the Twentieth Century.' I can't believe you're a wizard too!"
Lucas chuckled, raising a hand to gently interrupt her enthusiastic rambling. "Thanks, but those books and articles don't tell the whole story. There's a lot more to it than what's been written."
The girl blushed, but quickly composed herself. "I'm sorry, I got carried away. I'm Hermione Granger. And you are?" She turned to Justin, offering a friendly smile.
"Justin Finch-Fletchley," he replied, returning the smile. "Nice to meet you."
Hermione beamed at them both. "I'm ever so excited to be here, aren't you? I mean, it's not every day one discovers they're a witch! I've been practicing some simple spells, just to get a head start, you know. I do hope it's enough. I'd hate to be at a disadvantage, being from a non-magical family and all."
Lucas shook his head. "Don't worry, Hermione. Everyone starts at the beginning here. You'll do great."
Hermione's smile widened at his reassurance. Then, she remembered her original reason for coming to their compartment. "Oh! I almost forgot. Have either of you seen a toad? A boy named Neville's lost one."
Lucas and Justin exchanged a glance and shook their heads. "No, sorry," Justin said.
But Lucas had an idea. "I could help find it, if you'd like."
Hermione's eyes lit up. "Really? That would be wonderful! But how?"
Lucas smiled mysteriously. He lifted his hand, and after a few seconds of concentration, a toad came zooming through the air and landed gently in his palm.
Hermione gasped, her jaw dropping in astonishment. "How did you do that?"
"The Accio spell," Lucas said simply. "It's something you'll learn in your fourth year."
Hermione stared at him with her mouth agape. "But... but that's such an advanced spell! And you did it without a wand! How is that possible?"
Lucas shrugged with a nonchalant expression clear on his face. "I've been doing magic without a wand since I was a baby. I've had a lot of practice and it just comes naturally to me now."
Hermione looked at him admiration. "That's incredible. You must be a really powerful wizard."
Lucas handed the toad to Hermione, the creature nestling comfortably in her cupped hands. "Here, you should return this to Neville."
Hermione took the toad, still in shock at Lucas's magical display. "Thank you so much, Harry. I'll make sure Neville gets his toad back." She paused, hesitating for a moment. "Would you mind if I came back later? I'd love to talk more about magic and your experiences."
Lucas nodded with a warm smile on his face. "Sure, feel free to come back anytime."
With a final grateful smile, Hermione left the compartment, cradling the toad carefully in her hands.
Justin turned to Lucas with eyes widened in amazement. "That was brilliant, Harry! I can't wait to learn how to do that."
Lucas smiled gently. "You’ll no doubt learn it sooner or later."
As the train whistled and began to pull out of the station, Lucas settled back into his seat and continued discussing Hogwarts with Justin.
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 The compartment door flew open with a bang, making Neville jump so violently that Trevor the toad slipped from his sweaty grasp and landed on the floor with a dull thud. Three boys swaggered in, the one in the lead with an arrogant tilt to his pointed chin and his sleek blonde hair slicked back from his pale, pointed face.
"Well, well," the blonde boy drawled in a lazy drawl that struck Lucas as trying too hard to sound sophisticated. "If it isn't the famous Harry Potter himself."
His grey eyes lingered on Lucas for a moment, sizing him up, before flicking disdainfully over the others. Neville was already flushing crimson as he fumbled to scoop up Trevor, while Hermione sat up ramrod straight as her bushy hair seemed to crackle with indignation. Justin simply looked bemused by the whole situation.
"The rumors on the train seem to be true for once," the blonde continued with a smirk. He rocked back on his polished loafers as his gaze settled on Neville again. "And you must be the Longbottom squib I've heard such lamentable things about. Do tell me, do you actually possess any magic? Or did you simply get extraordinarily lucky with that toad?"
Neville's round face burned even brighter as he opened and closed his mouth, looking every bit like a gasping fish out of water. Hermione bristled visibly.
"There's no need for insults," she said in a trembling voice, trying and failing to keep her tone even. "We're all students here to learn."
The blonde boy's smirk widened as he turned his attention back to Lucas, giving him an appraising look that Lucas found almost comically exaggerated.
"Harry Potter. The Boy Who Lived," he intoned in a tone of mock reverence. He made a show of looking Lucas up and down while his gaze lingered on the crisp white shirt and navy blazer. "I must say, you clean up rather nicely for a...half-blood."
One of the larger, thicker boys flanking him sniggered dully at the jibe, his piggy eyes crinkling with cruel amusement. Lucas had to resist the urge to roll his eyes at the childish display.
"You'll soon find out, Potter, that some wizarding families are better than others," the blonde continued, puffing out his narrow chest so the family crest on his robes was prominently displayed. "You don't want to go making friends with the wrong sort."
He thrust out a pale, unblemished hand. "I can help you there. I'm Malfoy. Draco Malfoy."
Lucas regarded the proffered hand for a moment, fighting back a smirk of his own at the blatant attempt to establish superiority. When he lifted his gaze to meet Draco's, his expression was one of polite disinterest.
"And I don't need your help, Malfoy," he said evenly. "I'm quite capable of judging people's character for myself."
Draco's hand wavered for a fraction of a second before dropping back to his side. A dull flush crept up the back of his neck as his lips thinned into a tight line, like a petulant child who'd been denied a treat.
"You're making a mistake, Potter," he said in a low voice that Lucas assumed was meant to sound threatening. "My family is one of the most influential in the wizarding world. We could open doors for you that you can't even imagine."
"I'll take my chances, thanks," Lucas replied coolly. "Now if you don't mind, we'd like to enjoy the rest of the journey without any more unpleasantness."
Draco's pale eyes flashed with anger and embarrassment as his nostrils flared. For a moment, Lucas thought the boy might actually stomp his foot like a toddler throwing a tantrum. But then, with a visible effort, Draco reined in his temper and settled for a sneer that looked more petulant than intimidating.
"Have it your way, Potter," he spat. "But mark my words, you'll regret spurning me. Come on."
Turning sharply with robes billowing dramatically, the exit from the compartment was as grand as a spurned suitor's departure in a play. His two hulking companions trundled after him as their heavy footfalls echoed dully in the corridor.
The moment the door slammed shut, Hermione let out a shaky breath. "That was brilliant, Harry! I can't believe you kept your cool like that in the face of such arrogance."
"Yes, that Malfoy is really unpleasant, isn't he?" Justin chimed in with a nervous chuckle.
Neville simply nodded mutely, still looking rather shell-shocked by the whole encounter. Lucas had to resist the urge to shake his head at how easily they'd all been riled up by the blonde boy's childish posturing.
"No need to let bullies like that get under your skin," he said mildly. "That's exactly what they want - a reaction to feed their egos."
Hermione nodded and turned to Neville with a sympathetic look. "Are you alright? Don't pay any mind to that horrid boy's words."
Neville managed a weak smile, still looking rather shaken. "I'm okay. Just...wasn't expecting that, is all."
A timid knock at the compartment door interrupted their conversation. An elderly woman poked her head in with her face wreathed in a warm smile.
"Anything off the trolley, dears?" she asked in a kindly voice.
Lucas's looked at the others thoughtfully and dug into his pocket and pulled out a generous handful of Galleons.
"I'll take an assortment, please," he said, rising from his seat.
The trolley witch beamed and began loading his arms with Pumpkin Pasties, Cauldron Cakes, Chocolate Frogs, and various other whimsically-named confections. Once his arms were full, Lucas turned back to his new friends with a grin.
"Shall we have a proper English tea with these?" he asked lightly.
Hermione giggled at his joke as Neville and Justin eagerly reached for the treats, their earlier discomfort seemingly forgotten in the face of such sugary temptations. Lucas settled back into his seat, tearing open a package of Bertie Bott's Every Flavor Beans.
"Go on, have one," he urged, proffering the package. "They really do mean every flavor."
Justin plucked out a green bean and popped it into his mouth. His brow furrowed for a moment before his expression morphed into one of delighted surprise.
"Amazing! This one tastes just like minted peas!"
Hermione looked torn between fascination and trepidation as she cautiously selected a brown bean.
"Well? What's the verdict?" Lucas prompted with an amused smile.
Hermione chewed thoughtfully before her face puckered in an expression of utmost disgust. "Ugh! Dirt flavor, I think."
Hermione swallowed hard, grimacing as she forced herself to keep the dirt-flavored bean down. "Ugh, that's dreadful! Who would want candy that tastes like dirt?"
"I know, right?" Justin chimed in, slowly recovering from his brush with a fiery pepper bean. "Wizards have a really weird sense of what makes good sweets."
Neville, who had been eyeing the remaining beans apprehensively, perked up at the chance to change the subject. "Did...did any of you ever experience accidental magic before getting your Hogwarts letters?"
Hermione's expression brightened instantly at the question. "Oh yes! All the time, though I didn't realize what it was at first, of course." She launched into an animated retelling. "Like this one time when I was about eight, I was desperate to keep reading this book after bedtime but my mum had turned off my light. And then, all of a sudden, this sort of glowing orb appeared out of nowhere, illuminating the pages perfectly!"
Justin's eyes widened with interest. "Wow, that's brilliant! For me, I remember this snowman I built when I was little. I'd spent ages on it, making sure every detail was just right. And then the next morning, I looked out the window and saw it had moved a few feet over and was waving at me!"
He let out a peal of delighted laughter at the memory. "My dad thought I was taking the mickey out of him when I told him about it."
Neville hunched his shoulders, suddenly looking rather sheepish. "Well, er, you see...I'm what they call a late bloomer. Didn't really show any signs of magic until just before my Hogwarts letter arrived."
His chubby cheeks flushed pink as he avoided meeting their curious gazes. "My uncle...well, he was convinced I was a Squib for the longest time. Kept trying to force some magic out of me in rather extreme ways. It wasn't until he, er, dropped me out of an upstairs window that I finally bounced..."
An uncomfortable silence fell over the compartment as Hermione and Justin exchanged horrified looks. Lucas arched an eyebrow while shaking his head in disapproval.
"How dreadfully irresponsible of your uncle," he said at last. “I hope you understand that nobody should ever do that to you. If someone tries to do that again, please feel free to tell me about it.”
Neville gave a nervous sort of half-shrug, hunching even further into himself. Hermione's eyes filled with pity for Neville as she leaned across to pat his arm reassuringly.
"Well, you're here now, aren't you?" she said in a kind voice. "That's what matters. Oh, I can't wait to start learning everything! There's just so much to take in."
Her eyes shone with an eager, almost fevered light. "Say, Harry...you mentioned being able to control your magic from a very young age. Could you show us a bit more? If it's not too much trouble, that is?"
Justin adjusted his posture, sitting up more formally as he too attempted to steer the conversation in a new direction. "Indeed, that would be splendid!"
Lucas regarded them both with an inscrutable expression for a moment before the ghost of a smile curved his lips. "Very well, if you insist."
With a casual flick of his fingers, the bottle of pumpkin juice on the refreshment tray rose into the air and began to slowly spin in a spiral. Another twitch of his hand, and droplets of the amber liquid streamed out to orbit the whirling bottle in a shimmering ring.
Neville watched with eyes wide as saucers, forgetting his previous discomfort. Hermione had her hands clasped over her mouth, but her eyes were alight with wonder. Justin too looked impressed by the casual display of magic.
With a final flourish of his fingers, Lucas guided the pumpkin juice back into the bottle before setting it down on the tray once more, not a single drop spilled.
"Goodness, Harry!" Justin said with an impressed smile. "That was fantastic! You've got to show us how you did that."
Hermione was nodding fervently in agreement. "Yes, please! I read that wandless magic is one of the highest disciplines, requiring immense skill and focus..."
Lucas nodded thoughtfully. "I'd be happy to share some insights about wandless magic," he said. "But you have to understand, it's really difficult stuff."
He met each of their gazes seriously. "It takes years and years of constant practice, with total focus. If you don't give it your full attention, you'll probably only ever manage little tricks."
Neville's round face fell a bit at Lucas's blunt assessment, but Hermione looked undeterred as her eyes shined with determination.
"We'll be having classes and homework and all that at Hogwarts," Lucas went on. "Finding enough time and energy to really master wandless magic...it won't be easy."
Justin's earlier eagerness dimmed somewhat, though he still looked interested. Hermione, however, didn't seem fazed at all.
"But you'll teach us, won't you, Harry?" she pressed. "Even if it's just little tricks at first? Just imagine being able to summon a pen or book without your wand!"
Neville and Justin looked at Lucas hopefully as well.
Lucas couldn't help but smile at their endearing enthusiasm. "Alright, I can give you all some pointers once we're settled at Hogwarts," he relented. "But you have to approach it patiently and understand true mastery may never happen."
"We will, we promise!" they chorused.
Justin straightened up, suddenly looking interested.
"Oh, that's right, we never did discuss the houses with Hermione and Neville, did we?" he said. "You mentioned earlier you thought Hufflepuff might suit you best, Harry?"
Lucas nodded. "Yes, from what I know, it seems the most drama-free option. I'd like to avoid any house rivalries if possible."
"I've been reading about the houses too," Hermione piped up. "I think I might like Gryffindor, since that was Albus Dumbledore's house. Though I suppose Ravenclaw could be good for academics..."
She trailed off as she noticed the boys exchanging looks. "What? Did I miss something?"
"Well..." Justin hedged. "From what I've heard from Harry, there's a pretty intense rivalry between Gryffindor and Slytherin. Apparently it goes back centuries."
Hermione frowned. "A rivalry? Between the houses? But...that seems rather silly, doesn't it?"
She looked towards Lucas for confirmation and her expression turned crestfallen when he gave a nod.
"Unfortunately, it's quite real," he said while shaking his head in disappointment. "The rivalry between Gryffindors and Slytherins is deeply entrenched in the Wizarding culture. You'll have to decide for yourself if you want to get caught up in all that."
An uneasy silence fell over the compartment as Hermione mulled this over, the implications sinking in. The carefree atmosphere from just moments ago had taken on a more pensive tone.
Finally, Neville spoke up in a small voice. "W-well, I suppose we'll just have to wait and see, yeah?"
He managed a tremulous smile at his new friends. "No sense worrying over it until then."
The momentary tension in the compartment quickly faded as Neville's words seemed to reset the tone. Hermione took a deep, steadying breath and mustered up a smile.
"You're absolutely right, Neville," she said, sounding more like her usual self. "No sense fretting over the houses until we actually get sorted."
Justin nodded vigorously. "Precisely! For now, we ought to just enjoy the journey and prepare for whatever comes next."
He reached into the pocket of his robes and pulled out a paperback book. "Say, any of you read the Hogwarts handbook? It's got loads of fascinating history and details about the castle itself."
As Justin eagerly launched into recounting some of the more colorful tales from its pages, the conversation drifted to lighter topics more befitting an energetic group of eleven-year-olds about to attend a school of magic. Neville, seeming to overcome his earlier shyness, even piped up to share a few interesting facts about magical plants - a passion of his back home.
Before long, the golden summer sun began its descent towards the horizon, painting the rolling hills and quaint villages in rich swathes of orange and deep purple. Hermione glanced out the window and gave a little start.
"Oh gosh, look how late it's getting!" she exclaimed, rising anxiously to her feet. "We'll be arriving at Hogwarts before too long. I'd better get changed into my robes."
She began gathering her belongings, carefully stacking her books and supplies, when a small crease furrowed her brow. Pausing, she looked around the compartment with a puzzled expression.
"Um...Harry? I don't see your trunk anywhere. Where are you keeping your school things?"
Lucas offered her a mild smile and pulled aside his crisp blazer to reveal a small, unassuming pouch affixed there. "No need to worry, Hermione. I've got everything I need right here."
At her confused look, he went on with a casual shrug. "It's an expanded bag - enchanted to have far more space on the inside than it appears from the outside. Cost me a fair number of Galleons, but well worth the investment in my opinion."
Hermione's eyes widened with amazement and just the barest hint of envy crept into her voice. "A expanded bag? That sounds utterly amazing! I wonder if I might be able to get my parents to purchase one for me next time..."
She trailed off, giving a sheepish look as she gathered her robes in her arms. "Um, would you all mind...stepping out for just a moment while I get changed?"
"Of course, of course," Lucas replied with an easy smile. He rose fluidly to his feet and the others quickly followed suit.
Justin shot Hermione a small grin as he stepped past her into the corridor. "We'll just be right outside, yeah?"
Neville gave her an awkward little wave before shuffling out after Justin. Lucas was the last to leave, pausing in the doorway to sweep his gaze around the compartment one final time, as though committing every detail to his eidetic memory.
"Take your time," he said simply. "We've got some time still before our arrival."
Then, with a casual flick of his fingers, the door slid closed behind him.
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        Chapter 45: Hogwarts Sorting

 The steady rumble of the Hogwarts Express slowed to a gentle crawl as the iconic scarlet engine pulled into the tiny station of Hogsmeade. Plumes of steam billowed out, swirling in the crisp evening air scented with woodsmoke and heather. Through the compartment windows, the twinkling lights of the village beckoned invitingly.
"Finally! We've arrived!" Hermione squeaked, practically vibrating with excitement as she peered out at the quaint platform. She smoothed down the folds of her newly donned Hogwarts robes, the thick black fabric still crisp and stiff.
Lucas couldn't help but smile at her infectious enthusiasm, feeling his own sense of eager anticipation stir within his chest. While he had prepared extensively for this moment, nothing could quite match the thrill of experiencing it firsthand.
Justin, already changed into his uniform, came closer to the window for a better view. "Wow, would you look at that?" He let out an impressed whistle. "It's just like the pictures, but better!"
The platform swarmed with students old and new, a churning sea of black robes interrupted by splashes of colored house ties and crests. Prefects shouted hoarse instructions over the din, trying to herd the younger pupils towards the exits.
Neville shifted his weight anxiously from foot to foot with a flushed face. "I can't believe we're actually here. At Hogwarts." His voice dropped to an awed murmur as his eyes widened with wonder. "Where my parents went to school."
Lucas felt a pang of wistful melancholy at those words. While he had studied all he could about this world, actually being present was something else entirely. He found himself oddly moved by the weight of history surrounding them.
"It's rather overwhelming, isn't it?" he murmured, more to himself than his friends. With a look, the compartment door slid open as if of its own accord. "Shall we go and experience it for ourselves?"
Hermione beamed at him, looking rather proud of her pristine appearance with her shiny black shoes and neatly pleated skirt. "I'm ready!"
She stepped out into the corridor with Justin following close behind, his tie already slightly askew. Neville hesitated for just a moment before squaring his shoulders and trailing after them, clutching Trevor the toad securely to his chest.
The busy crowd on the platform swelled as more and more students disembarked, the din of chatter and laughter intermingled with the raucous squawking of caged owls. Lucas brought up the rear of their little group as his gaze swept over the assembled students.
"Firs' years! Firs' years this way!" a booming voice called out, cutting through the cacophony.
There, towering over even the tallest of students, stood the unmistakable bulk of Rubeus Hagrid. His shaggy mane of hair and beard were impressively unkempt, framing a broad ruddy face creased with a welcoming smile. He cupped his massive hands around his mouth to amplify his voice.
"Any more firs' years? Follow me, this way now!"
Hermione's eyes went comically wide at the sight of the imposing groundskeeper. She leaned in close to whisper urgently to the boys.
"That man is enormous! Do you suppose he might be...a giant?"
Justin looked equally gobsmacked as his mouth hanged open. "Well, I wouldn't be surprised! Just look at the size of him!"
Neville merely gulped audibly with his chubby hands trembling as he clutched Trevor even tighter to his chest.
"I'm not sure," Lucas replied, keeping his tone light. "But I suppose we'll find out soon enough."
With that, he fell into step behind Hagrid as the groundskeeper began to lead the gaggle of first years away from the train station and down a gently sloping path.
Hermione frowned, seeming torn between curiosity and uncertainty as she hurried to keep pace. "If you say so. He's just...well, rather large, isn't he?"
"Aye, tha's righ', you lot!" Hagrid's gruff voice boomed out again. "Jus' stick close behind me now. Don' want any stragglers wanderin' off inter the Forbidden Forest!"
His words had the desired effect - the cluster of students huddled closer together, their eyes darting apprehensively towards the looming treeline just visible in the gathering dusk. Justin swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing nervously.
"The...Forbidden Forest?" he echoed in a thin voice. "What do you think lives in there?"
Neville let out a pitiful whimper as his face went pale. "N-n-nothing good, if it's called the F-Forbidden Forest."
Lucas frowned, considering Hagrid's warning. While he knew the forest housed many magical creatures, some quite dangerous, he didn't want to unnecessarily frighten his new friends.
"I'm sure it's perfectly safe so long as we stick to the edges," he said in a reassuring tone. "Hagrid and the professors won't let any harm come to students."
Justin seemed to relax somewhat at that, though Neville still looked unconvinced, clutching Trevor so tightly the toad was in danger of being squashed.
Before anyone could say more, they crested a small rise - and the path opened up to reveal a breathtaking vista of the castle itself. Turrets and towers soared majestically against the velvet backdrop of the night sky, their windows winking like a thousand golden eyes. The very air seemed to hum with tangible magic.
A collective gasp of awe spread through the assembled first years. Even Lucas found himself struck speechless for a moment with his previous thoughts forgotten in the face of such splendor. Hermione's eyes shone with unshed tears of wonderment as she drank in every detail.
"Oh, it's...it's just like the pictures," she whispered reverently. "Only a million times better!"
Lucas could only nod mutely in agreement, utterly transfixed. No book or film could possibly do justice to the sight before them.
Hagrid's rumbling chuckle drew their attention back to the massive groundskeeper. "Aye, she's a beaut', alrigh'. Yeh'll get plenty o' time ter admire her once we arrive."
He gestured towards the edge of a vast, glassy lake that stretched out before them, its inky black surface reflecting the twinkling stars above and the warm golden glow from the castle's many windows.
"But firs', we cross the lake the traditional way. Four to a boat, mind yeh! Don' want any mishaps this year!"
With that, Hagrid strode down the embankment towards a small fleet of wooden rowboats bobbing gently in the shallows. The first years hastened to follow, jostling eagerly to claim their places in the weathered crafts.
"Come on, then!" Hagrid boomed cheerfully. "Inter the boats with yeh! Don' be shy, now!"
Neville hesitated, looking rather green around the gills as he eyed the rippling waters dubiously. "Er...is it really safe to cross the lake like this?"
Lucas shot the other boy what he hoped was a reassuring look as he stepped lightly into one of the unoccupied boats. The wooden slats creaked faintly under his weight.
"I'm sure it will be fine, Neville," he said while giving him a smile. "Hagrid seems trustworthy enough, doesn't he?"
Hermione was already settling into the boat next to him as her eyes went alight with fresh excitement. "Oh, this is so delightfully atmospheric! Can you imagine, we're about to approach the castle just like the founders did all those centuries ago!"
Justin clambered in next, nearly overbalancing the small craft before Lucas steadied it with a subtle magical nudge. Neville remained rooted to the bank with his hands twisting anxiously.
"I dunno..." the plump boy wavered. "What if the boat capsizes? Or...or something comes up from the water to get us?"
Lucas opened his mouth to offer another reassuring reply, but then paused. While he was certain nothing too dangerous would befall them, he realized his usual nonchalant confidence might only increase Neville's fears.
So instead, he settled for a small, understanding smile as he extended his hand in a wordless invitation.
"Have a little faith, Neville. We'll be just fine, I promise."
After a moment's hesitation, Neville finally relented with a tremulous nod. Steeling his courage, he climbed gingerly into the boat and settled onto one of the wooden benches with a relieved exhalation.
"There, was that so bad?" Lucas said gently. "Just sit back and enjoy the approach. This is a night we'll never forget."
True to his word, the little fleet of boats began to glide smoothly across the mirrored surface of the lake, propelled by some unseen magic. The looming silhouette of the castle grew ever larger, its many windows glittering like a thousand jewels scattered across black velvet.
Hermione sighed happily, hugging her arms around herself as the chill evening breeze ruffled her bushy hair. "It's all just so...magical."
Justin looked equally captivated. "You know, I don't think any of the books did this place justice."
Neville remained completely silent, simply staring at the approaching castle with wide, unblinking eyes. His earlier fears seemed to have melted away entirely in the face of such wondrous enchantment.
Lucas leaned back, letting the gentle rocking of the boat lull him into a sense of contented peace as he too took in the majesty of Hogwarts for the first time.
The little boats continued their gentle glide across the glassy surface of the Black Lake, carrying the awestruck first years ever closer to the towering silhouette of Hogwarts Castle. A hushed silence had fallen over the students, broken only by the soft lapping of water against the wooden hulls.
The quiet was suddenly shattered by a tremendous splashing sound, causing everyone to start violently. Hermione yelped in surprise and clung to Lucas' arm with both hands, while Justin’s grip on the sides of the boat made his knuckles turn white.
"Wh-what was that?" Neville's voice trembled, eyes widening in fear as he swiftly turned his head, searching for the source.
A gigantic tentacle as thick around as a tree trunk broke through the inky surface just meters away from their boat. It hung suspended for a breathless moment before sliding back beneath the dark depths with a sullen plop.
"The giant squid!" Hermione exclaimed in a high-pitched voice tinged with equal parts fear and excitement. "I read about it in Hogwarts: A History but I never imagined..."
Another tremendous splash erupted further out in the lake as more massive tentacles thrashed through the water. Then, with a final heave, an enormous bulbous head crested above the waves - its saucer-sized eyes blinking slowly as its parted beak revealed rows of tooth-lined suckers.
"Aaah!" Justin screamed, scrambling backwards on the bench until his back was pressed against Lucas. "That thing could swallow us whole!"
Neville whimpered pitifully with his entire body trembling as he sat frozen in fear. Lucas remained utterly still, watching the giant squid with a look of rapt fascination.
"It's alright," he said in a low, calming tone. "The squid is perfectly harmless to humans. It's just curious about all the new arrivals."
As if to prove his point, the leviathan slowly swiveled one unblinking eye towards their boat. Its great bulbous head dipped in what could almost be interpreted as a cordial nod before it slipped back beneath the inky surface, the tentacles trailing behind with a final mighty splash.
The other first years all let out a collective sigh of relief as the regular rhythm of the lake's gentle lapping returned. Hermione pushed her wild curls back from her face and let go of Lucas’ arms, looking rather flushed.
"Well! That was...certainly an experience, wasn't it?"
Justin let out a shaky laugh, beginning to regain his composure. "You can say that again! I don't think any book could properly prepare you for something like that."
Neville remained frozen, still visibly shaken. "I'll say," he mumbled weakly. "I thought we were done for, I really did."
Lucas gave the other boy's shoulder a reassuring squeeze before replying in an easy tone. "Not to worry, Neville. Like I said, the squid is quite harmless. It was merely being curious."
He angled his body slightly so he could look Neville in the eye, offering him a warm smile. "Nothing at Hogwarts is going to hurt you so long as you use basic common sense and follow the rules, alright? You're perfectly safe here."
Neville seemed to draw some comfort from Lucas's words, managing a shaky nod as some of the tension bled from his shoulders. "If...if you say so, Harry."
Further conversation was halted as their boat slid smoothly onto the pebbly beach that served as the small pier for the Hogwarts boats. The looming silhouette of the castle rose before them, its many turrets and towers casting long, spindly shadows in the moonlight.
Hagrid's booming voice rang out once more as the massive gamekeeper strode from boat to boat, making sure all the students disembarked safely.
"Righ' then! Everyone out an' mind yer step. Don't go wanderin' off just yet!"
Lucas climbed out first, steadying the rocking boat with a pointed finger as he offered the other to Hermione. The bushy-haired girl accepted with a grateful smile, allowing him to assist her onto the solid ground.
"Thank you, Harry," she murmured politely before turning to watch as Hagrid helped Neville clamber out with far less grace.
The rest of the first years slowly congregated on the pebbly shore, a cluster of wide-eyed faces all turned expectantly towards the towering castle awaiting them. Even Lucas couldn't quite keep the sense of wonder from his expression as he drank in the sight before them.
Hogwarts was everything the books and films had promised...and so much more. The sheer weight of its magic and history seemed to fill the very air, charging it with an almost electric crackle of power.
"Righ' then!" Hagrid's gruff voice boomed out once more as the last student joined them on the beach. "Let's be off, shall we? Welcome to Hogwarts!"
With that, the massive gamekeeper turned and led the way up the sloping path towards the castle's main entrance. The first years hastened to follow with their earlier fears and apprehensions forgotten in the thrill of finally reaching their destination.
The group of first years followed along behind Hagrid as their footsteps crunched on the gravel path leading up to the castle's imposing oak doors. Hushed whispers and excited murmurs sounded as they drank in the sight of Hogwarts' ancient stone façade.
"Just look at the size of those doors," Justin said in an awed voice. "You could fit someone thrice the size of Hagrid!"
Hermione gave the heavy wooden doors an appraising look. "I wonder what kind of security enchantments are in place? There must be powerful magic at work to keep the castle safe…"
Lucas listened to their speculation with an indulgent smile, though he kept his own counsel for the moment. Despite all his preparations, he felt a little bit excited at finally experiencing Hogwarts for himself.
"Jus' a bit further now," Hagrid called over his shoulder in his gruff brogue. "Keep up, all o' yeh!"
The great oak doors swung open as they approached, seemingly of their own accord. A tall, black-haired witch in emerald green robes stood framed in the entrance with her hair pulled back into a severe bun. Lucas instantly recognized her as Professor McGonagall, the Transfiguration teacher and Deputy Headmistress. She looks much younger compared to the movies, though it’s only natural considering the actor was older than the character and magicals age slower to begin with…
"The firs' years, Professor McGonagall," Hagrid said with a respectful nod.
"Thank you, Hagrid. I will take them from here."
With a curt gesture, Professor McGonagall ushered the students inside and into a small antechamber just off the main entrance hall. The first years crowded in, their excited whispering echoing off the stone walls as they craned their necks to look around.
Lucas took the opportunity to study the stern witch, noting the proud tilt of her chin and her impeccable posture. McGonagall seemed to be the very picture of crisp competence and no-nonsense discipline.
"Welcome to Hogwarts," she began in a clear, precisely enunciated voice that instantly commanded attention. "The start-of-term banquet will begin shortly, but before you take your seats in the Great Hall, you will be sorted into your houses."
Neville fidgeted anxiously beside Lucas as his round face scrunched in worry. "How exactly do they sort us into the houses?" he whispered.
Before Lucas could respond, McGonagall continued her prepared speech. "The Sorting is a very important ceremony because, while you are here, your house will be something like your family within Hogwarts..."
As the professor launched into an explanation of the four Hogwarts houses, Lucas half-listened with one ear while he surveyed his fellow first years. Many of them, like Neville, looked increasingly nervous at the prospect of being sorted. Others, such as Hermione, practically vibrated with eagerness.
Scattered whispers began to circulate through the group as eyes were drawn to the distinctive, but faint, lightning bolt scar on Lucas's forehead.
"Blimey, d'you reckon that's him?" a red-haired boy murmured to the person next to him. "Harry Potter himself?"
"It has to be!" his companion responded in a hushed voice. "Just look at that scar!"
A small girl with pigtails was hopping up and down, craning her neck for a better view. "I can't believe it! The Harry Potter!"
Lucas suppressed a smirk, ignoring the scrutiny and whispers for the moment. Let them have their look - soon enough, he would command far more than just idle curiosity.
"The Sorting Ceremony will take place in a few minutes in front of the rest of the school," McGonagall informed them, oblivious to the quiet buzz. "I suggest you all smarten yourselves up as much as you can while you are waiting."
Her sharp eyes lingered for a moment on the red-headed boy’s smudged nose and Justin's untidy tie. The two boys squirmed self-consciously under her scrutinizing gaze.
"I shall return when we are ready for you," McGonagall stated. "Please wait quietly."
With a swish of emerald robes, she swept back through the doors and out of the antechamber, leaving the cluster of first years to wait with bated breath.
The moment she had gone, hushed whispers broke out as the students began to speculate about the mysterious sorting ceremony. Hermione turned to Lucas with wide, anxious eyes.
"Do you have any idea how they'll sort us, Harry?" she asked in a trembling voice. "I've read all about the four houses, of course, but nothing about the actual mechanics of the sorting..."
Lucas offered her a reassuring smile. "Don't worry, Hermione. It's just a test of some kind to see which house best suits your personality and talents. Nothing too difficult, and I'm sure you will have a choice in the end."
He refrained from revealing the true nature of the Sorting Hat. While he wanted to put his friends at ease, he also didn't want to ruin the surprise of the occasion.
Several tense minutes ticked by with the first years shuffling anxiously and stealing sidelong glances at Lucas. At last, the doors opened once more and Professor McGonagall reappeared.
"We are ready for you now," she announced crisply. "Form a line and follow me."
Exchanging nervous looks, the first years hastened to obey, arranging themselves into a ragged queue behind the stern professor. As McGonagall led them through the doors and into the entrance hall, a sudden hush fell over the gathered students.
The double doors to the Great Hall swung open at a wave of McGonagall's wand, allowing the line of first years to stream inside. Lucas couldn't help but gaze around in open wonderment. The Great Hall was even more magnificent than he had imagined - the enchanted ceiling glittering with a cosmic array of stars while thousands of floating candles bathed the room in warm, flickering light. Four long tables stretched out before them, each filled with students wearing robes emblazoned with the crests of their house.
This is much more impressive than Diagon Alley, that’s for sure.
At the far end of the hall, the staff table was arrayed on a raised dais with Dumbledore's throne-like chair in the center. The wizened headmaster surveyed the proceedings with a serene expression as his eyes twinkled merrily behind his half-moon spectacles.
Professor McGonagall came to a halt before a rickety three-legged stool, upon which rested an ancient, battered wizard's hat. Lucas hid a smile - at last, the famous Sorting Hat was about to make its appearance.
The first years clustered around the stool as their eyes became fixed upon the tattered headpiece. After a few moments of breathless silence, a long tear near the brim opened wide like a mouth - and the hat burst into song!
As its merry tune filled the Great Hall, animating the fabric with a jaunty sway, Lucas allowed his eyes to roam over the assembled students once more. A fresh wave of murmurs and pointing fingers rippled through the crowd as those nearest the first years got a glimpse of his distinctive scar.
"There, did you see?"
"It's him, Harry Potter!"
"The Boy Who Lived!"
Lucas caught Hermione shooting him a worried sidelong glance. He responded with a subtle wink and an easy smile, hoping to set her at ease.
The song reached its crescendo, the final notes fading into expectant silence once more. Professor McGonagall stepped forward, a long roll of parchment clutched in one hand.
"When I call your name, you will come forth to be sorted," she announced, her clear voice carrying through the hall. "Abbot, Hannah!"
A rosy-cheeked blonde girl stumbled forward trembingly. McGonagall placed the Sorting Hat upon her head, where it promptly slipped down to cover her eyes.
A tense few seconds passed before the hat's brim opened wide once more.
"HUFFLEPUFF!" it bellowed, and the table on the far right exploded into loud cheers and applause.
Hannah Abbot shuffled over to the Hufflepuff table, looking dazed but relieved as she was welcomed with vigorous back slaps and handshakes. The sorting continued without pause.
"Bones, Susan!"
A pink-cheeked redhead walked towards the stool and sat down. The hat had barely touched her head before it cried out "HUFFLEPUFF!" sending her scurrying towards the cheering table with obvious relief.
"Boot, Terry!"
A stringy boy with mousy hair and an upturned nose was next, shuffling forward with his hands wringing together anxiously. The hat took far longer to deliberate over him before finally announcing "RAVENCLAW!"
Terry Boot let out a shaky sigh and made his way to the second table from the left, receiving a few polite handshakes from his new housemates.
"Brocklehurst, Mandy!"
Another Ravenclaw. Then "Brown, Lavender!" who was the first new Gryffindor, dashing over to raucous cheers and applause.
"Bulstrode, Millicent!"
A large, surly-looking girl lumbered up to the stool. The hat took almost a minute before declaring her a "SLYTHERIN!"
Millicent grunted and joined the raucous Slytherin table with a distinct air of someone who expected nothing less.
Several more names trickled by until at last, McGonagall reached the F section of her scroll.
"Finch-Fletchley, Justin!"
The curly-haired boy took a deep, steadying breath before striding forward with more confidence than most of his peers had mustered. The hat slipped over his head, pondering for almost a full minute before finally calling out "HUFFLEPUFF!"
Justin beamed as he hurried over to join the cheering Hufflepuffs, looking immensely relieved. He shot Lucas a thumbs up as he settled onto the bench beside Hannah Abbot.
A few more names were called before McGonagall finally reached the G section.
"Goldstein, Anthony!"
A slight boy with artfully tousled brown hair stepped up to the stool with an expression of haughty indifference. The hat had scarcely brushed his head before bellowing "RAVENCLAW!"
Anthony Goldstein rolled his eyes as he slid off the stool and ambled over to join the polite applause of his new house.
Then, finally, a name Lucas had been waiting for.
"Granger, Hermione!"
The bushy-haired girl startled, then scurried forward with her head held high. As the hat slipped over her eyes, she shot Lucas one final, anxious glance.
There was a lengthy pause during which Hermione seemed to be holding her breath. The hat furrowed and twitched, seemingly engaged in intense deliberation. A full four minutes ticked by in tense silence before, at last...
"HUFFLEPUFF!"
Hermione's eyes went wide with shock for the barest instant before a brilliant smile bloomed across her face. She all but ran to join the cheering Hufflepuffs as she slid onto the bench beside them before looking at Lucas with wide hopeful eyes.
The sorting continued at a steady clip, with "Longbottom, Neville!" being called shortly after.
The plump, round-faced boy stumbled his way up to the stool with his face blushing furiously under the weight of the stares and whispers. The hat took almost a full minute to decide, furrowing contemplatively, before it finally shouted:
"HUFFLEPUFF!"
Neville froze for a split second with his mouth hanging open in stunned surprise. Then he seemed to shake himself and hurried over to the Hufflepuff table, greeted with cheers. He slid in beside Justin, looking utterly gobsmacked but relieved.
Lucas paid little attention to the rest of the names before finally it was his turn.
"Potter, Harry!"
A deafening silence fell over the Great Hall, broken only by the shuffle of countless craning necks trying to catch a glimpse of the famous Boy Who Lived.
Lucas ignored the stares and gossip as he walked forward with unhurried steps until he stood before the three-legged stool. Turning with deliberate grace, he met the sea of curious faces with a polite smile before lowering himself onto the stool.
As McGonagall placed the Sorting Hat over his head, the ancient fabric slipped down to cover his eyes, plunging his vision into blessed darkness. Lucas closed his eyes and turned his focus inward, allowing the world to fade away as he sank into the depths of his mindscape.
The vast, tranquil sea stretched out before him, its glassy surface reflecting the brilliant azure sky above. A few wispy clouds drifted lazily across the endless expanse as the golden sun cast its warm rays over the gentle swells.
Lucas inhaled deeply, drawing in the familiar, bracing scent of salt and brine. This was his sanctuary, his inner world where he held dominion. The representation of the Sorting Hat materialized in the sky above, bobbing and spinning as it strained to take in its unfamiliar surroundings.
"Well now, this is rather unexpected," a dry, reedy voice whispered inside his mind. The hat seemed to twist and turn, straining its awareness against the formidable barriers of Lucas's occlumency shields.
"I've sorted many students over the centuries," it muttered, sounding almost affronted. "But never have I encountered such a clear mind!"
The hat gave a ponderous little shrug, its tattered folds rippling faintly. "No matter. I shall simply have to apply myself with greater focus."
With that, the hat surged downwards like a falcon folding its wings, aiming to pierce the placid surface of Lucas's mental ocean. But the moment it made contact, a series of powerful ripples exploded outwards in concentrated rings.
The hat retreated hastily as the waves battered against its metaphysical form. "Remarkable!" it exclaimed with bewilderment. "To have honed your mind to such an impregnable degree at so tender an age..."
Lucas allowed his visualization to show him lounging upon the swells of the sea, his chin propped on one hand as he regarded the hat with an air of faint amusement. An inward chuckle, barely more than an exhalation, escaped his lips.
"You'll find my defenses difficult to penetrate, I'm afraid," he said mildly. "The usual manner of sorting seems...unwise to attempt."
The hat bobbed in a grudging nod of acknowledgment. "Indeed, indeed. Sadly, I wasn’t made with a skilled Occlumens in mind."
It drifted closer, peering at Lucas with an intense sort of scrutiny despite lacking any discernible eyes. "If you would permit me a glimpse of your memories, however brief? Just enough to get a sense of your fundamental nature. You have my solemn vow not to pry deeper than you wish."
Lucas arched one dark brow as he considered the request. After a moment, he inclined his head in a slight nod. "Very well. But only what I choose to show you."
With a subtle exertion of his will, Lucas projected a series of meticulously constructed scenes across the vast mental ocean. They showed tender moments of him assisting younger students, offering patient guidance with a warm, encouraging manner. Flashes of him burning the midnight oil over daunting academic books flickered past, alongside images of him selflessly investing in companies to help his uncle monetarily and calming his blustery cousin's infamous tantrums.
Throughout the memories, an aura of steadfast loyalty, diligence and nurturing compassion shone through Lucas's actions like a brilliant flame.
The hat watched in silence as the final memory faded, seeming almost dazed by the display. When at last it spoke, its reedy voice rang with clear conviction.
"My word...I have rarely encountered such noble virtues in one so young. Yes, I can see the truth of you now, clear as day."
The hat straightened itself with an air of finality as the tear in its brim widened like a opening.
"Better be...HUFFLEPUFF!"
With those words, Lucas allowed his visualization to dissipate like a receding tide. He opened his eyes to find the hat being lifted from his head, the hushed Great Hall holding its collective breath.
A small, enigmatic smile played about Lucas's lips as he rose to his feet. Giving the hat a respectful nod of acknowledgment, he turned and strode towards the Hufflepuff table with easy strides.
The Hufflepuffs exploded into thunderous cheers and applause as Lucas approached their table. The older students leapt to their feet, pounding the tabletops with their fists as they bellowed his name over and over.
"Potter! Potter! Potter!"
Lucas found himself engulfed in a crush of yellow-and-black robed well-wishers, being ushered along the bench amidst a whirlwind of enthusiastic back-slapping and jostling. Cedric Diggory, a third year, seized Lucas's hand and pumped it vigorously.
"Welcome to Hufflepuff, Harry!" he cried over the din with a broad grin. "We're honored to have you join us!"
Lucas managed a polite nod of thanks before being passed along to the next overexcited badger. A pair of fifth year girls tittered excitedly as they made room for him on the bench with their faces flushed with giddy smiles.
"Oh Harry, we can't believe it!"
"Our house, the Boy-Who-Lived!"
Lucas found himself squashed between Hermione and Justin, both beaming at him with unrestrained delight. Hermione threw her arms around him in a fierce hug that drove the air from his lungs.
"Isn't this wonderful?" she exclaimed as her bushy hair tickled his nose. "We're in the same house!"
"I knew you'd be a Hufflepuff!" Justin added with a hearty clap on Lucas's shoulder.
All around the Great Hall, the cheers of the puffed-up Hufflepuffs echoed off the enchanted ceiling. But the other house tables weren't quite so enthusiastic about the news.
Over at the Gryffindor table, the Weasley twins were booing loudly with their thumbs stuck in their ears. Ron joined in from where the unsorted first years were still standing as his freckled face scrunched up petulantly while he jeered and hissed at the Hufflepuffs.
"Oi, you lot of duffers!" one of the twins shouted derisively. "How'd you con the great Harry Potter into your rubbish house, eh?"
"Should've been a lion like his parents!" Ron hollered, prompting a fresh wave of boos from the disgruntled Gryffindors.
Even the Ravenclaws, normally a more reserved and studious lot, looked decidedly put out. Their polite applause was strained at best, with murmurs of disappointment clear along their table.
"Did you see that? Potter's just been sorted into Hufflepuff!"
"But all his academic achievements! What a waste in that house..."
Up at the staff table, the professors' reactions were far more muted - though no less intriguing to observe. Dumbledore's eyes twinkled merrily as always with his hands steepled before him in a posture of serene approval.
Professor Sprout, the plump little Herbology instructor and Head of Hufflepuff, was quite literally quivering with delight as she beamed at her newest badger. Her batty colleague, Professor Trelawney, seemed utterly oblivious to the proceedings with her eyes unfocused behind her trademark glasses.
Professor Snape, however, wore a distinct sneer as his black eyes bored into Lucas from across the hall. The dour Potions Master looked utterly revolted by the very notion of Harry Potter, the son of his hated schoolboy rival, being cheered on by anyone.
Minerva McGonagall maintained her usual stern composure, though her lips were pursed just a touch tighter than normal. As Deputy Headmistress, she likely expected the famous Boy Who Lived to have been sorted into her own house of Gryffindor.
But Lucas paid no mind to the grumblings and jeers from the other tables, nor the reactions of the professors. He warmly returned the greetings from his overjoyed housemates, exchanging smiles and handshakes with the various students crowded around him.
As the cheers from the Hufflepuff table gradually died down, Professor McGonagall cleared her throat and called out the next name for sorting. A few more students were called up - "Parkinson, Pansy!" became a Slytherin while "Patil, Padma!" joined Ravenclaw.
Finally, with "Zabini, Blaise!" being the last new student sorted into Slytherin, the ceremony came to a close. Dumbledore rose from his throne-like chair at the staff table with his arms spread wide in a welcoming gesture.
"Welcome, welcome to another year at Hogwarts!" His magically-enhanced voice rang out. "Before we begin our start-of-term feast, I'd like to take a moment for a few words. And here they are: Nitwit! Blubber! Oddment! Tweak!"
Laughter spread through the students at the headmaster's nonsensical utterances. Dumbledore smiled gently as he surveyed them all over the top of his half-moon spectacles.
"Ah, such simple joys in life," he said with an indulgent smile. "And now, a tradition as ancient as the founding of this very school - the singing of the Hogwarts song!"
With a casual flick of his wand, a long ribbon streamed from the tip to form the lyrics hovering in midair. Dumbledore flicked his wand like a conductor's baton as the ribbon began to twist itself into a bouncing musical score.
"Everyone, pick your favorite tune and sing along!"
At once, the Great Hall was filled with singing voices. The Weasley twins opted for a slow, funereal march while other students went for upbeat, jaunty melodies. The Hufflepuffs around Lucas launched into a hearty, rousing shanty.
Lucas just leaned back, letting the wild singing surround him, a small smile moving across his lips. He observed the various antics - Draco Malfoy mouthing wordlessly like a gasping fish, Neville's off-key bellow, the rude gestures exchanged between Slytherins and Gryffindors.
When the last straggling voices finally trailed off, Dumbledore's eyes crinkled behind his spectacles. "Ah, music," he sighed contentedly. "A magic beyond all we do here! And now, I'm sure we're all quite famished. Let the feast...begin!"
He clapped his hands sharply, and at once the gleaming golden plates and platters arrayed along the tables filled with a sumptuous array of delicacies. Tureens of thick stew and pots of buttered peas appeared, their scents wafting through the air. Plump roast chickens, succulent hams studded with cloves, and tender beef ribs materialized as if conjured.
A collective "Ooooh!" of delight went up from the first years, including Hermione. She gazed around at the groaning tables with wide-eyed wonder.
"This is amazing!" she breathed. "How does all this food just appear like that?"
Justin looked equally amazed as his eyes roved over the bounty before them. "I've no idea," he admitted with a bemused shake of his head. "I didn't know magic could do something like this!"
Lucas hid a small smile as he began filling his plate, taking a bit of everything to sample. While not quite the cuisine he'd experienced at world-class restaurants, it was still excellent food.
All around them, the Great Hall had descended into a cheerful din of clattering plates and animated conversation. Ghosts drifted serenely between the tables while older students greeted old friends from across the houses. Up at the staff table, Dumbledore and the other professors looked on with benign indulgence as their charges dug into the feast.


 
 

  
    Feast to Remember

    

        Chapter 46: Feast to Remember

 As the welcome feast was underway, Lucas found himself immersed in the warm, inviting atmosphere of the Hufflepuff table. The long wooden bench was slightly worn but comfortable, and the golden plates and goblets gleamed invitingly in the candlelight. The air was filled with the mouthwatering aroma of roast chicken, buttered vegetables, and freshly baked bread.
Lucas's fellow first-years were a lively bunch with their faces alight with excitement. Hermione, her bushy hair even more unruly in the humidity of the Great Hall, was peppering an older student with questions about the curriculum. Her brown eyes sparkled with an insatiable thirst for knowledge.
"I've read all about the different classes in Hogwarts: A History," she said eagerly, leaning forward on her elbows. "But I'm especially looking forward to Transfiguration. Is it true that Professor McGonagall can turn into a cat?"
The older student, a friendly-looking girl with a yellow and black prefect badge pinned to her robes, chuckled warmly. "Oh yes, she's an Animagus. It's quite a sight to see her transform. But don't let that fool you - she's as strict as they come."
Justin, his curly hair neatly combed and his tie now perfectly knotted, looked up from his plate with interest. "What about Potions?"
The prefect grimaced slightly as her nose wrinkled. "Professor Snape can be...difficult," she admitted, lowering her voice conspiratorially. "Especially if you're not in Slytherin. But as long as you follow instructions and don't cause trouble, you should be fine."
While the conversation flowed around him, Lucas took a moment to subtly survey the staff table. The professors were a varied bunch, from the diminutive Professor Flitwick perched on a stack of cushions to the sallow-faced Professor Snape glowering at his plate. In the center, Dumbledore presided over the feast like a benevolent monarch as his silver beard gleamed in the candlelight.
With a small surge of intent, Lucas sent a small pebble skittering across the flagstone floor behind the staff table. It clattered and bounced, but none of the professors seemed to take any notice, too engrossed in their own conversations. Even Dumbledore merely took a sip from his goblet while talking with Professor Sprout about something.
Satisfied that his little test had gone unobserved, Lucas turned his attention back to his housemates just as a new figure glided up to the table. It was a ghost, plump and jolly-looking in his monk's robes, with a beaming smile on his translucent face.
"Welcome, welcome, new Hufflepuffs!" he boomed, spreading his arms wide in greeting. "I am the Fat Friar, ghost of Hufflepuff House. It's a pleasure to make your acquaintance!"
Several first-years gasped at the sight of the spectral monk, but the Fat Friar seemed quite used to such reactions. He merely chuckled as his belly jiggled like a bowl full of jelly.
"No need to be alarmed, my dear children," he said kindly with his eyes crinkling at the corners. "We ghosts are quite harmless, I assure you. In fact, we rather enjoy the company of the living!"
He turned to Lucas with a knowing smile. "Ah, and you must be Mr. Potter! I've heard much about you, of course. We're all quite excited to see what you'll make of your time here at Hogwarts."
Lucas inclined his head politely, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "The pleasure is mine, Friar. I'm looking forward to my time in Hufflepuff."
As the Fat Friar launched into a spirited retelling of a particularly amusing incident involving a group of mischievous badgers and a barrel of mead, Lucas took the opportunity to put his plan into motion.
Hidden beneath the table, a small drop of spell-infused blood no larger than a tear rose from a vial concealed in his robes. With a subtle gesture, Lucas sent it floating across the Great Hall, guiding it between the legs of chattering students and narrowly avoiding any obstacles.
It zipped beneath the staff table, hovering for a moment behind Professor Quirrell's chair before darting forward and sinking into the skin at the base of his neck.
For a moment, nothing happened. Quirrell continued to spoon roast potatoes onto his plate, nodding absently at something Professor Sprout was saying. But then, without warning, he stiffened while his fork clattered to the floor.
A hush fell over the Great Hall as every eye turned to the staff table. Quirrell was on his feet, his hands scrabbling frantically at his neck as his face contorted in agony. Angry red boils erupted across his skin, sizzling and popping as they spread.
"No!" he screamed hoarsely. "Master, please! It burns!"
With a sickening ripping sound, Quirrell's turban burst apart, shreds of purple cloth fluttering to the ground. There, protruding from the back of his head like a grotesque second face, was a chalk-white visage with glaring red eyes and slits for nostrils.
Chaos erupted in the Great Hall. Students screamed and scrambled away from the staff table, overturning plates and goblets in their haste. Some of the younger ones began to cry, clutching at each other in terror.
The professors leapt to their feet with wands drawn and faces grim. Dumbledore moved to the front of the table, his eyes hard and his wand trained on Quirrell's writhing form.
"Tom," he said calmly. "I suggest you surrender quietly. You cannot hope to escape."
The face on the back of Quirrell's head let out a high, cold laugh that caused multiple young students to burst into terrified tears. "You old fool," it hissed, its voice dripping with venom. "You think you can hold me? I am Lord Voldemort! I am immortal!"
Quirrell's body burst into flames, the stench of burning flesh filling the air. Several students retched, and even some of the professors looked queasy. But Dumbledore stood firm while his wand never wavered.
"NOW!" the old headmaster roared, and a blinding flash of light erupted from the tip of his wand.
When the spots cleared from Lucas's vision, he saw that Quirrell's body had crumpled to the ground, nothing more than a smoking husk. But hovering above it, trapped in a shimmering sphere of light, was a writhing mass of black smoke. It thrashed and howled, its red eyes burning with hatred as it glared at Dumbledore.
"This isn't over, Dumbledore," it snarled as its voice echoed strangely in the sudden silence of the Great Hall. "I will return, and you will all pay for this indignity!"
Dumbledore merely smiled, but there was no warmth in it. "I think not, Tom," he said softly. "Your time is over."
With a flick of his wand, the sphere of light containing the smoke began to shrink, compressing the dark mass tighter and tighter until it was no larger than a snitch. Another flick, and it vanished entirely, sealed away in some unseen prison.
For a long moment, nobody moved. The only sound was the soft sobbing of the younger students and the ragged breathing of those who had been closest to Quirrell. Then, slowly, the whispers began.
"Was that really You-Know-Who?"
"I thought he was dead!"
"Did you see what happened to Quirrell? That was horrible!"
Lucas glanced around at his fellow Hufflepuffs, taking in their ashen faces and trembling hands. Hermione had tears streaming down her cheeks, and Justin looked like he might be throw up at any moment.
"It's alright," Lucas said softly, reaching out to lay a comforting hand on Hermione's shoulder. "It's over now. Dumbledore's taken care of it."
But even as he spoke the words, Lucas knew that the fallout from this night was only just beginning. The wizarding world would be in an uproar once news of Voldemort's return got out. There would be questions, accusations, and a whole lot of fear.
When the prefects began to herd the shell-shocked students out of the Great Hall and back to their dormitories, Lucas couldn't help but feel grimly satisfied. His plan had worked perfectly. Voldemort was captured and his cover as Quirrell exposed.
Why should I waste my time and risk anything when I can just expose him straight away?


The Hufflepuff common room was a stark contrast to its usual warm and welcoming atmosphere. The round, low-ceilinged space, located near the kitchens, was filled with a somber silence that hung heavy in the air. The normally cozy armchairs and overstuffed sofas seemed to offer little comfort as the terrified students huddled together.
The first-years, who had arrived at the castle just hours earlier with hearts full of excitement and wonder, now found themselves thrust into a waking nightmare. The innocence and joy of their first feast at Hogwarts had been shattered by the horrifying death of a professor and the knowledge that He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named was not as gone as they had believed.
Sobbing quietly into a handkerchief, Hannah Abbott's shoulders shook with each hiccuping breath. "I-I can't believe it," she managed between gasps. "This isn't how it was supposed to be. Hogwarts is supposed to be safe."
Next to her, Susan Bones sat with a comforting arm around her shoulders, nodding solemnly. "My auntie always said that Dumbledore was the only one You-Know-Who ever feared," she whispered. "But now, seeing him here, on our first night..." Her voice trailed off, the thought unfinished.
Disbelief was clear in Wayne Hopkins' voice as he shook his head, the tall, thin boy with sandy hair struggling to accept what had happened. "I didn't even know that professor's name," he said with a crack in his voice. "And now he's dead, just like that. Burned alive right in front of us."
In one of the plush armchairs, Megan Jones curled up, her small, dark-haired form trembling. "That face," she murmured, eyes haunted. "That horrible face on the back of his head. It's going to give me nightmares for weeks."
Looking around at his fellow first-years, Ernest Macmillan's expression was grave. "My father always said that You-Know-Who was the worst dark wizard in history," the stout boy stated. "But I never thought I'd see him in person, let alone on my first night at Hogwarts."
The prefects and older students were doing their best to comfort and reassure the younger ones, but it was clear that they were just as shaken by the night's events. Gabriel Truman, a tall, broad-shouldered seventh-year with a kind face, was moving from group to group, offering words of encouragement and support.
"I know it's scary," he said with a deep voice. "But you have to remember, Dumbledore and the other professors are here to protect us. They won't let anything happen to any of you."
A pretty fifth-year prefect with curly brown hair was sitting with a group of sniffling second-years, her arm around a particularly distraught girl. "It's okay to be upset," she said gently. "What happened tonight was terrifying. But we Hufflepuffs are strong, and we stick together. We'll get through this as a house."
Lucas, who was sitting with Hermione, Justin, and Neville, couldn't help but feel a pang of sympathy for his housemates. He knew that they were all struggling to process what they had witnessed, but he didn’t regret doing what he did.
"They’re both right," he said quietly. "We're all in this together."
Hermione, who had been leaning against Lucas for support, nodded in agreement. "I read in Hogwarts: A History that the castle has all sorts of protective enchantments," she said. "And with Dumbledore here, I'm sure we'll be alright."
Justin managed a small smile, though it didn't quite reach his eyes. "We're lucky to be in Hufflepuff," he said, looking around at their little group. "I can't imagine going through this without you all."
Neville, who had been quiet up until now, spoke up softly. "I was so scared," he admitted with a pale face and red-rimmed eyes. "But being here, with all of you...it makes me feel a little better."
Lucas reached out and gave Neville's shoulder a comforting squeeze. "We'll look out for each other," he promised, meeting each of their gazes in turn. "No matter what happens, we'll face it together, as Hufflepuffs."
Across the room, a group of older students were engaged in a hushed but heated discussion. Adrian Speke, a fifth-year with a prefect badge pinned to his robes, was leaning forward with concern clear on his face.
"Do you really think it was Him?" he asked. "You-Know-Who, back again?"
Tamsin Applebee, a seventh-year with a sharp, angular face, nodded grimly. "Who else could it have been? You heard what it said." she replied. "That face, those eyes...I'll never forget them as long as I live."
A burly sixth-year named Maximus Pritchard shook his head. "But how is it possible? Everyone knows Harry Potter defeated him when he was a baby. He's supposed to be gone for good."
Adrian sighed, running a hand through his tousled hair. "I don't know, but if it is him, we're all in grave danger," he said. "We need to be prepared for anything."
Nearby, a group of fourth-years were engaged in a heated debate of their own with animated expressions.
"Did you see the way Dumbledore took him down?" one girl whispered with her eyes wide with awe. "Just like that, he had him trapped in that glowing sphere!"
A boy with dark curly hair nodded vigorously. "Merlin’s beard, I've never seen anything like it," he breathed. "Dumbledore must indeed be the most powerful wizard alive."
Another girl, hands trembling, shook her head and voiced her concerns. "But what if he fails to keep You-Know-Who trapped?" she questioned. "What if Dumbledore isn't strong enough to hold him back?"
The curly-haired boy opened his mouth to respond, but before he could, a voice cut through the murmurs like a knife.
"Let's calm our minds," suggested Professor Sprout, the warm-hearted Herbology teacher and Head of Hufflepuff House, as she stepped into the common room. Her face showed her concern clearly. "I understand everyone's very rattled by tonight's events, but we don't need to lose ourselves in wild guesses and hearsay."
She looked over the students as her eyes softened even more when she saw their worried expressions. "I need you to hear me out," she spoke with a soothing firmness. "Hogwarts is the most secure place in our magical community, and Albus Dumbledore is the most exceptional wizard of our time. With him around, you all are under the safest watch."
After a brief pause, allowing her comforting words to resonate, she continued. "I get it, what you've seen tonight was unsettling," she acknowledged. "However, giving into fear and rumors will only amplify our worries. Us Hufflepuffs? We're celebrated for our dedication, our perseverance, and our strong hearts. Now, more than ever, is the time to come together and lift each other up."
She swept her gaze across the room, making an effort to connect with each student. "Find solace in your housemates, in your friends," she encouraged. "Support each other, and remember, you're never alone in this. Together, we've got the strength to get through this storm."
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        Chapter 47: Judgement of the Wizengamot

 In the dimly lit chambers of the Wizengamot, tension hung thick in the air as witches and wizards from all echelons of magical society gathered to address the explosive revelation from Hogwarts. The ancient hall echoed with the murmurs and hushed whispers of the members as they took their seats upon the rigid, time-worn benches.
At the center of the room stood a solitary chair, unoccupied until Albus Dumbledore stepped forward. His vibrant robes, adorned with shimmering celestial patterns, swirled around him as he moved with a serene grace that defied his advanced age. As he took his place, he surveyed the assembled lords and ladies, the trademark twinkle noticeably absent from his piercing blue eyes.
"Esteemed members of the Wizengamot," Dumbledore began as his magically-amplified voice resonated through the chamber, "this emergency session has been convened to address the dire events that transpired last evening at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. As many of you have undoubtedly heard, Lord Voldemort was discovered possessing the body of Professor Quirinus Quirrell."
Gasps and frantic whispers erupted from the crowd at this revelation. Several members looked aghast, their faces drained of color, while others shook their heads vehemently in denial.
"Preposterous!" exclaimed Tiberius Ogden, a wizened old warlock, as he slammed his gnarled fist upon the bench. "Surely you don't expect us to believe that You-Know-Who has returned? After his defeat a decade ago?"
Dumbledore raised a placating hand. "I assure you, Tiberius, I would not make such a claim lightly."
With a subtle wave of his wand, a glowing spectral form shimmered into existence before the Wizengamot - the unmistakable visage of Voldemort's twisted, serpentine face hovering in the air. A collective shudder spread through the assembled witches and wizards.
"This ethereal representation," Dumbledore explained, levitating a small, pulsing crystal orb, "was captured from Quirrell's body and imprisoned within this enchanted sphere. Make no mistake, this is the very essence of Lord Voldemort himself, held in stasis but undeniably present."
As the truth sank in, a deathly silence fell over the chambers. Even the most ardent skeptics found themselves robbed of their bravado in the face of such irrefutable evidence.
Lady Griselda Marchbanks, a stately witch with iron-grey hair twisted into an elegant chignon, raised her hand, drawing all eyes to her. "While this news is deeply disturbing," she said in a clipped tone, "we must carefully consider our course of action. If the Dark Lord has indeed found a means to linger beyond the grave, we cannot allow this opportunity to permanently neutralize his threat to slip through our fingers."
Murmurs of foreboding agreement came from the crowd. Dumbledore inclined his head respectfully towards Lady Marchbanks. "Your wisdom is, as always, unparalleled, my lady," he intoned solemnly. "I implore all present to approach this matter with clear minds and resolute hearts. Voldemort's continued existence is an abomination that cannot be tolerated."
A heavyset wizard near the front heaved himself to his feet while his walrus-like mustache quivered with indignation. "The Dementor's Kiss!" he bellowed gruffly. "That's what the soulless wretch deserves! It's an affront to all we hold sacred to allow him even a sliver of continued existence!"
"Hear, hear!" chorused a contingent of like-minded hardliners scattered throughout the Wizengamot. However, an equal number seemed to recoil at the notion of such a swift and harsh sentence.
A wizened old medi-wizard interjected with a reedy voice, "Let's not be hasty, now. This could be the greatest breakthrough in our understanding of soul magic in centuries. Surely there's much we could learn from studying this unprecedented situation..."
The walrus-mustached wizard scoffed derisively. "Learn? What more is there to learn about that monster? He's snuffed out countless lives and plunged our society into darkness!"
When the chamber devolved into chaos, Lady Marchbanks rapped her knuckles sharply on the bench, calling for order. When the clamor had subsided, she fixed Dumbledore with a penetrating gaze.
"Albus," she said while her voice cut through the tension like a razor, "you have been at the forefront of this situation from the beginning. What is your counsel on the matter? You, more than anyone, understand the grave implications of allowing such evil to persist."
A deathly hush fell over the Wizengamot as all eyes turned to the legendary wizard. Dumbledore took a moment to gather his thoughts before rising to his full, imposing height.
"My friends," he began as his rich, sonorous voice commanded attention, "in my many years, I have witnessed both the most awe-inspiring triumphs and the most soul-crushing atrocities of which our kind is capable. Time and time again, I have seen how ambition, when twisted by hatred and fear, can transform into something truly monstrous."
He paused while his piercing blue eyes seemed to bore into the very essence of each witch and wizard present.
"Lord Voldemort," Dumbledore continued, "is the ultimate embodiment of that corruption. He is a being so utterly consumed by his own obsession with immortality and supremacy that his actions have led to unspeakable outcomes. What you see before you is merely a shadow of a man, clinging to this world through the most unnatural of means."
The spectral form of Voldemort's face contorted in a silent snarl as its crimson eyes blazed with unfettered hatred. Dumbledore, however, remained unflinching.
"In my judgment," he pressed on, "attempting to 'study' or interrogate this abomination would be as futile as trying to find meaning in a starless void. It knows nothing of truth, wisdom, or mercy. It is a perversion of the highest order, and like all things so fundamentally tainted, it must be excised from existence."
The weight of Dumbledore's words seemed to hang in the very air of the chamber. He allowed them to sink in for a moment before delivering his final verdict.
"The Dementor's Kiss," he declared. "Let what remains of Lord Voldemort be utterly consumed, his corruption purged from this world. Only then can we begin to truly heal from the blight he has wrought."
A profound stillness greeted Dumbledore's pronouncement, broken only by the faint rattling of the enchanted sphere that contained Voldemort's raging form.
Suddenly, a voice thundered through the hall, belonging to an aged wizard whose eyes burned with decades of pent-up fury. "The Kiss is too merciful for that vile monster!" he roared. "He deserves an eternity of unrelenting agony for his heinous crimes against wizardkind!"
A chorus of solemn agreement rippled through the crowded chamber, made clear by nods and grim-set jaws. Yet, a smaller faction raised dissenting voices, tempering the thirst for vengeance with reason.
Augusta Longbottom, her monocle glinting in the flickering torchlight, swept the assembly with a sharp gaze. "Calm yourself, Wilbert," she cautioned. "We mustn't allow our pursuit of justice to be tainted by blind retribution. The Kiss would effectively neutralize the threat he poses, reducing him to a mere husk."
As Longbottom's words hung in the air, a figure cloaked in shadow rose from the back of the chamber. As they stepped into the dim light, the assembly turned to face the newcomer - an Unspeakable from the Department of Mysteries, their features obscured by enchanted robes.
"Honored Wizengamot," the Unspeakable began with their voice magically distorted to preserve their anonymity, "while the Dementor's Kiss would indeed destroy Lord Voldemort's spirit, we must consider the potential ramifications of leaving even a shred of his essence adrift."
A hush fell over the chamber as the gathered witches and wizards leaned forward. The Unspeakable allowed the gravity of their words to sink in before continuing.
"There are forces at play, ancient powers beyond our complete understanding, that could conceivably allow a being of such malevolence to reconstitute itself given enough time. The probability is infinitesimal, but it cannot be discounted entirely."
Dumbledore watched the Unspeakable intently, a glimmer of realization flickering in his bright blue eyes. The other members of the Wizengamot shifted uneasily, disquieted by the ominous implications.
From the upper tiers, a thin, old voice cut through the tension. "And what solution would you propose, Unspeakable?" inquired Arcturus Black, the aging patriarch of the once-noble house, known for his subtle sympathies towards the pureblood agenda.
The Unspeakable met Black's gaze levelly with an inscrutable expression beneath their enchanted hood. "There exists an option that would ensure Lord Voldemort's absolute and irrevocable eradication," they said carefully. "A path of such finality that there could be no return, no possibility of reconstitution, not in a thousand lifetimes or a million eons."
Uneasy murmurs spread through the Wizengamot at the dire implications of the Unspeakable's words. Even the most hawkish members seemed taken aback by the notion of an oblivion so complete.
Augusta Longbottom pursed her lips. "Speak plainly, Unspeakable. If you have a specific proposal, let us hear it."
The Unspeakable's posture stiffened almost imperceptibly before they responded while their distorted voice took on a somber timbre. "There is an ancient gateway, a threshold beyond which none can return," they said gravely. "A permanence unwitnessed since the days of the Founders themselves."
Dumbledore remained silent with a grave expression. The other members of the Wizengamot reacted with shock and bewilderment - for beyond the inner sanctum of the Department of Mysteries, knowledge of this gateway was virtually nonexistent.
"This... threshold?" rasped Arcturus Black. "What assurances have you that it can achieve what you claim?"
A tense silence stretched out as the Unspeakable seemed to weigh their response carefully.
"There can be no assurances, Lord Black," they said at last. "For any who have crossed that boundary are forever severed from our plane of existence. That is the nature of the path beyond the Veil - a point of no return, surpassing even the finality of death itself."
A profound hush fell over the Wizengamot as the true gravity of the Unspeakable's words sank in. Even the most ardent of Voldemort's sympathizers seemed chilled by the implications of what was being proposed.
Finally, Dumbledore stood up tall, his robes swirling around him like a colorful storm. His voice, amplified by magic, sounded deep and solemn, reaching everyone listening.
"My friends, colleagues," he began as his bright blue eyes swept over the assembled lords and ladies, "the matter before us is one of utmost gravity. The decision we make today will echo through the ages, shaping the very foundations upon which our society is built."
The elderly wizard seemed to draw himself up even taller.
"Lord Voldemort's crimes against wizardkind are beyond forgiveness," Dumbledore continued. "His obsession with immortality at any cost, his perversion of the natural order, his merciless slaughter of the innocent - these acts have marked him as a blight upon not only our world but upon the very fabric of existence itself."
Dumbledore's gaze bored into each and every witch and wizard as his voice took on the cadence of a solemn judgment.
"In my long years, I have borne witness to the most awe-inspiring triumphs of the soul and its most devastating corruptions. And I can say, without hesitation, that Voldemort embodies the latter in its most absolute form."
He paused, allowing the weight of his words to hang heavy in the torchlit gloom.
"Thus, while the path presented to us by our esteemed Unspeakable fills me with deep unease, I cannot deny that it represents our surest course to utterly and irrevocably extinguishing this great evil from our world."
A deep silence fell over the room as Dumbledore's words echoed in the minds of everyone there. One by one, the Wizengamot members began to nod their heads in serious agreement with the legendary wizard's advice.
From the uppermost tiers, Lord Arcturus Black watched the proceedings with an inscrutable expression as his gnarled hands gripped his cane until his knuckles turned white. Yet, he made no further protest as the somber consensus solidified.
At last, Lady Marchbanks rose from her seat, smoothing the folds of her plum-colored robes with an air of terrible finality.
"The Wizengamot has deliberated at great length," she proclaimed with her iron-grey bun held rigid and unmoving, "and we have reached a most grave verdict."
Her piercing gaze swept over the assembled lords and ladies as her eyes burned with unwavering conviction.
"In light of the unfathomable depths of his transgressions against wizardkind, in acknowledgment of the perverse imbalance his very existence has wrought upon our world, we find Lord Voldemort unfit to walk any plane of existence henceforth."
She lifted her chin, seeming to draw strength from some untapped well of fortitude.
"By the ancient rites and authorities vested in this august body, we hereby condemn the entity known as Lord Voldemort to oblivion. Let his fractured spirit be cast into the void beyond the Veil, there to be unmade and forever denied the possibility of return or reconstitution."
A heavy, breathless silence descended over the Wizengamot. Even the most hardline of Voldemort's detractors appeared shaken by the sheer, cosmic finality of Lady Marchbanks' proclamation.
From the corner of Dumbledore's eye, he noticed Lord Arcturus Black's face had turned an ashen grey while his thin lips pressed into a bloodless line. But the ancient wizard made no move to protest further as the gravity of the ruling settled over the chamber like a leaden shroud.
The matter, it seemed, had been decided - Lord Voldemort was to be utterly erased from the very fabric of existence.


 
 

  
    Memorable Second Feast

    

        Chapter 48: Memorable Second Feast

 Narcissa Malfoy's fingers tightened around the stem of her wine glass as she looked over the faces assembled in the opulent drawing room of Malfoy Manor. The air was thick with tension, the flickering light from the fireplace casting ominous shadows on the walls. Her husband, Lucius, sat at the head of the long table.
To his right, Corban Yaxley lounged in his chair as his cold eyes glittered with anger. The Carrow siblings, Alecto and Amycus, huddled together with their expressions a mirror of cruel eagerness. Thorfinn Rowle's massive frame seemed to fill the space while his arms crossed over his broad chest. And Walden Macnair, his face twisted in a perpetual sneer, toyed with his short wand.
These were the Dark Lord's most loyal followers. The remnants of his inner circle. And yet, as Narcissa's gaze flitted from face to face, she couldn't help but wonder how deep that loyalty truly ran. With their master reduced to a mere wraith and his power diminished, how many would stand firm in the face of adversity? How many would risk their lives, their fortunes, for a cause that seemed increasingly hopeless?
Lucius cleared his throat, drawing the attention of the room. "My friends," he began with his voice smooth as silk, "we find ourselves in a most precarious situation. The Dark Lord has suffered a setback, one that threatens the very foundation of our cause."
Yaxley leaned forward with furrowed brows. "Setback? That's putting it mildly, Lucius. The Dark Lord was exposed and captured. And all before the eyes of witnesses at Hogwarts itself."
Alecto Carrow let out a hiss of contempt. "The Potter boy was there. We all know it was his doing, one way or another."
Narcissa suppressed a shudder at the mention of the child's name. Harry Potter, the Boy-Who-lived. The person who had somehow been present both times the Dark Lord had faced defeat. It was unthinkable. A boy, barely old enough to hold a wand, being the common denominator in the Dark Lord's downfall.
Lucius held up a hand, silencing the muttering that had begun. "Yes, the Potter boy's involvement is...concerning, to say the least. But we must not jump to conclusions without proof. The Dark Lord will rise again, and we must be ready to stand at his side when he does."
Rowle slammed a meaty fist on the table, rattling the crystal glasses. "And how do you propose we do that, Lucius? The Ministry is already moving to permanently destroy what's left of the Dark Lord. We're running out of time."
Macnair's eyes glinted with malice. "I say we take the fight to them. Show them what happens when you cross the Death Eaters."
Amycus Carrow nodded eagerly, a cruel smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Yes, let's find out what the boy knows. Make him talk, by any means necessary."
Narcissa's stomach churned at the thought. She was no stranger to violence, to the brutal realities of their world. But the idea of interrogating a child, of using force to extract information... it made her skin crawl.
Lucius, ever the pragmatist, shook his head. "We cannot afford to be reckless. Attacking the boy now, without understanding the truth behind his involvement, would be foolish. We need more information."
Yaxley's lip curled in a sneer. "And how do you suggest we get it? The boy is under constant protection. Dumbledore's forces watch him like hawks."
Alecto leaned forward, her eyes glittering with a hungry light. "There are ways around that. We have people who can get close to him, learn what he knows."
Narcissa's heart skipped a beat. Her mind flashed to Draco, her beloved son. He was nearly the same age as Potter, and already caught up in the machinations of their world. The thought of him being used as a pawn in their deadly game made her blood run cold.
Lucius must have sensed her unease, for he shot her a warning glance before turning back to the group. "We will explore all options. But we must be cautious. The last thing we need is to draw unwanted attention to ourselves."
Rowle snorted. "Caution? The Dark Lord is out there, weak and vulnerable. We should be taking action, not cowering in the shadows."
Macnair nodded as his eyes glinted with a feverish light. "Rowle is right. We are the Dark Lord's chosen. His most loyal servants. It is our duty to restore him to power, no matter the cost."
Narcissa's grip tightened on her glass, the delicate stem threatening to snap under the pressure. The cost. It was a word that haunted her, a specter that loomed over every decision, every action. What price would they pay for their loyalty? Their lives? Their souls?
Yaxley's voice cut through the growing tension. "We cannot afford to be divided. Not now. The Dark Lord's survival depends on our unity, our strength. We must put aside our differences and focus on the task at hand."
Lucius nodded, his gray eyes hard as flint. "Yaxley is right. We must present a united front. The Ministry, the Order, they will seek to exploit any weakness, any fracture in our ranks. We cannot give them that opportunity."
Alecto's lips twisted in a mocking smile. "Pretty words, Lucius. But what of action? What is our plan?"
Lucius leaned forward with his elbows resting on the polished wood of the table. "We will gather intelligence. Learn all we can about the Potter boy and his connection to these events. We will reach out to our allies, both within the Ministry and without. And when the time is right, we will strike."
Amycus's eyes glittered with anticipation. "And the boy? What of him?"
Lucius's expression hardened as his voice dropped to a low, dangerous whisper. "When the time comes, we will deal with Harry Potter. One way or another, we will discover the truth behind his involvement with the Dark Lord's downfall."
Narcissa's heart clenched, a cold dread settling in the pit of her stomach. She knew that tone, knew the dark promise it held. Her husband was a man of many faces, many masks. But beneath the veneer of civility, the polished charm, lurked a ruthless, calculating mind. A mind that would stop at nothing to achieve its goals.
The room fell silent, each of the assembled Death Eaters lost in their own thoughts. Narcissa's mind raced, images of the past, of the dark days of the war, flashing behind her eyes. The screams of the dying, the acrid smell of dark magic, the terror that had gripped their world like a vice.
Could they really go back to that? Could they plunge their society once more into the abyss, all for the sake of a master who had fallen twice at the hands of an unknown power?
She looked to Lucius, searching his face for some sign of doubt, of hesitation. But she saw nothing but certainty in his eyes. He had made his choice, cast his lot with the Dark Lord. And she, as his wife, his partner, was bound to follow.
Rowle broke the silence as his deep voice rumbled through the room. "What of Snape? Can he be trusted?"
Lucius's lips thinned and annoyance showed subtly on his face. "Severus has always been loyal to the Dark Lord. He will do what is necessary."
Yaxley's eyes narrowed and his tone became skeptical. "But he's close to Dumbledore. Too close, some might say."
Alecto sniffed, her nose wrinkling in disdain. "Snape is a half-blood. His loyalty will always be in question."
Narcissa bristled at the insult, a spark of anger flaring in her chest. Severus was a friend, the godfather to her son and a trusted ally. To question his devotion was to question the very foundation of their cause.
Finally, Lucius spoke again. "Enough. We will not waste our energy on baseless speculation. Severus has proven himself time and again. We will not entertain doubts about his loyalty."
The Carrows exchanged mutinous looks but remained silent, unwilling to challenge Lucius directly.
Macnair leaned back in his chair as his fingers drummed restlessly on the table. "So we just wait? While the Ministry prepares to destroy the Dark Lord once and for all?"
Lucius's expression hardened. "I did not say that. We will watch, and we will act. But we must be smart about it. We cannot afford any missteps, any rash actions that could jeopardize our plans."
The room fell silent once more, each of the assembled Death Eaters weighing Lucius's words. Narcissa could feel the tension in the air, the crackle of barely restrained energy. They were like coiled serpents, ready to strike at a moment's notice.
Finally, Yaxley spoke. "And what of Dumbledore? He will not sit idly by while we make our move."
Lucius's lips twitched, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Dumbledore is a formidable adversary, it's true. But he is not invincible. He has weaknesses, blind spots. And we will exploit them."
Alecto leaned forward with her eyes glinting in a hungry light. "The old fool has always had a soft spot for the Mudbloods. Perhaps we could use that against him."
Narcissa's heart skipped a beat, a chill running down her spine. The thought of using innocents, of putting them in harm's way... it made her skin crawl. But she knew, with a sinking certainty, that her objections would fall on deaf ears. In this room, in this company, the ends always justified the means.
Lucius leaned back in his chair with his fingers steepled beneath his chin. "An interesting proposal. One that bears further consideration. But we must be careful. If we overplay our hand, if we push Dumbledore too far... it could backfire on us."
Yaxley's eyes narrowed with a skeptical tone in his voice. "You think the old man would risk open war? Over a few Mudbloods?"
Lucius's expression hardened and his voice dropped to a low, dangerous whisper. "Dumbledore is many things. A fool is not one of them. He knows the stakes, knows the price of failure. And he will do whatever it takes to protect his interests. Even if it means sacrificing others along the way."
The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. Narcissa felt a shiver run down her spine, a sense of foreboding settling over her like a shroud.
They were treading on dangerous ground, she knew. Playing a game with very high stakes. And yet, what choice did they have? To turn back, to abandon the cause entirely now that Voldemort has appeared once more... it was unthinkable.
Lucius rose from his seat. "We will continue this discussion at a later time. For now, we have work to do. Each of you knows your role, knows what is expected of you. Do not fail the Dark Lord."
The others muttered their assent. One by one, they filed out of the room, until only Narcissa and Lucius remained.
For a long moment, they simply stared at each other, the weight of all that had been said, all that had been left unsaid, hanging between them like a physical thing.
Finally, Lucius spoke, his voice soft, almost gentle. "I know this is not easy for you, Narcissa. I know the sacrifices we have made, the sacrifices we will continue to make. But you must be strong. For Draco. For our family."
Narcissa swallowed hard. "I am strong, Lucius. I have always been strong. But this... this path grows darker by the day. We are talking about risking war once more. The Dark Lord has already been thwarted by a child not just once, but twice now. Even if we don’t know for certain whether Potter was involved, this cannot be a coincidence."
Lucius's eyes flashed, a hint of anger creeping into his tone. "You think I don't know that? You think I relish the thought of more bloodshed? But we have no choice. The Dark Lord is our master. We’ve already not put in the effort we should have done to locate him when he disappeared eleven years ago, but now that he has appeared once more, we cannot abandon him. We cannot risk it."
Narcissa closed her eyes, a single tear slipping down her cheek. She knew he was right. Knew that they were bound to this path, for better or for worse.
But as she sat there, in the flickering light of the dying fire, she couldn't help but wonder... at what cost? How much more would they have to sacrifice, how many more lives would be lost, before it was all over?
And in the end, would it even matter? Would their loyalty, their devotion, be enough to save them from the coming storm?
Only time would tell. And Narcissa feared that time was running out.


The morning light filtered through the high windows of the Gryffindor dormitory, casting a warm glow over the scarlet hangings and polished wood floors. Peter Pettigrew, in his Animagus form as a rat, peeked out from the safety of Ron Weasley's pocket, his whiskers twitching nervously.
He could hear the hushed voices of the first-year boys as they dressed. "Did you see the way Quirrell's face just...melted off?" Dean Thomas whispered with wide eyes. "It was like something out of a horror story."
Seamus Finnigan's sandy hair was messy as he nodded with enthusiasm. "And that smoke thing..." He shuddered. "I've never seen anything like it."
"Whatever it was, I'm sure Harry Potter must’ve done it somehow. Can you imagine what You-Know-Who might have done if he had remained in Quirrell's head? " Ron Weasley remarked.
A chill ran down Peter's spine at the mention of his former master. He had been there, in the Great Hall, when Quirrell's body had erupted into flames, when that chilling, high-pitched voice had echoed through the room. He had seen the dark, writhing smoke that had emerged, heard Voldemort's vow of vengeance before Dumbledore had trapped him in that weird sphere.
And now, whispers were spreading like wildfire through the castle, rumors and speculation about what had truly happened, about the role Harry Potter had played in Voldemort's downfall once again. Peter knew the truth, of course – he had been there, all those years ago, when the Dark Lord had fallen at the hands of an infant. But even he couldn't deny the strangeness of it all, the way Potter has been present both times the Dark Lord faced defeat.
A sharp rap on the door startled Peter from his thoughts. "First-years, let's move it!" a voice called out. "Prefect's orders – we're all to assemble in the Great Hall for further instructions."
The boys exchanged uneasy glances, but they knew better than to argue. As they filed out of the dormitory and into the winding corridors of Gryffindor Tower, Peter caught glimpses of other students with haunted eyes from the events of the previous night.
A group of fourth-year girls huddled together with hushed voices. "I can't believe Quirrell's really gone," one of them whispered. "He always seemed so...harmless."
Another girl shook her head with trembling shoulders. "But did you hear what that...thing said? About being You-Know-Who? What if it was telling the truth?"
As they descended the staircases and made their way towards the Great Hall, the whispers grew louder, the speculation more frenzied. Peter could feel the tension in the air, thick and cloying, like a heavy fog.
When they finally reached the Great Hall, the scene that greeted them was one of controlled chaos. Students from all four houses were gathered in tight clusters with fear clear on their expressions. At the staff table, the professors stood in grim silence with unreadable expressions.
And there, in the center of it all, stood Albus Dumbledore with his robes billowing around him. As the students took their seats, he raised a hand, and a silence fell over the hall.
"My dear students," he began. "I know you are all shaken by the events of last night. What you witnessed was...beyond anything you could have imagined."
Peter felt a shiver run down his spine as Dumbledore's gaze swept over the assembled students, his eyes lingering for the briefest of moments on Harry Potter, who sat at the Hufflepuff table with his friends.
"Lord Voldemort," Dumbledore continued, and a collective gasp spread through the hall, "has returned, in a form more terrible than any of us could have foreseen. He had taken possession of our own Professor Quirrell, using him as a vessel for his dark purposes."
Mutterings of disbelief and horror rose from the students, but Dumbledore raised his hand once more, and the hall fell silent.
"I know this is a heavy burden for you all to bear, especially those of you who are just beginning your magical education. But you must know this: Hogwarts is the safest place in the wizarding world, and as long as I draw breath, no harm shall come to you within these walls."
Peter could feel the weight of Dumbledore's words, the power behind them. He had always been in awe of the headmaster, even during his days as a student, when he had followed James, Sirius, and Remus like a lost puppy.
But now, as he listened to Dumbledore's reassurances, he couldn't help but feel doubtful. For he knew the depths of Voldemort's horror, the lengths to which he would go to achieve his goals.
And if the Dark Lord had indeed returned, as Dumbledore claimed, then no one was truly safe. Regardless of the fact that he was being contained by Dumbledore.
While the students began to murmur amongst themselves once more, Peter felt a strange sensation. A dull ache began to throb in the back of his mind, growing steadily more intense with each passing moment.
At first, he tried to ignore it, chalking it up to the stress of the situation. But then, a voice echoed through his thoughts, loud and insistent.
Transform. Transform now.
Peter's eyes widened in alarm as the voice reverberated through his skull, sending shockwaves of pain spiking through his tiny rat body. He tried to resist, to push the voice away, but it only grew louder, more insistent.
TRANSFORM. TRANSFORM NOW.
The words pounded against the inside of his skull, relentless and unyielding. Peter could feel his resolve crumbling, his resistance fading with each deafening shout.
And then, without warning, he felt his body begin to shift and contort, bones cracking and muscles stretching as he expanded outward, his rat form giving way to that of a full-grown man.
Ron let out a startled yelp as Peter's sudden transformation sent him and Dean tumbling to the floor, their limbs tangled together in a heap. Seamus stumbled backward with eyes wide with shock and fear.
For a moment, the Great Hall fell utterly silent, every eye fixed on the strange man who had seemingly materialized out of thin air. Then, a collective gasp rose from the students, and chaos erupted once more.
Dumbledore, his wand already in hand, stepped forward with narrowed eyes. "Who are you?" he demanded.
Peter opened his mouth to respond, but before he could utter a word, the voice echoed through his mind once more, louder and more insistent than ever before.
POINT YOUR WAND AT HARRY POTTER. SAY THE WORDS: AVADA KEDAVRA.
Peter's heart pounded in his chest as he felt his arm begin to move of its own accord, his hand reaching into the folds of his tattered robes for his wand. He tried to fight it, to regain control, but the voice was relentless, battering against his mind like a battering ram.
AVADA KEDAVRA. AVADA KEDAVRA.
The words pierced through his skull, growing louder and more insistent with each repetition. Peter could feel his resolve slipping, his grip on reality growing thin.
And then, just as his lips began to form the second syllable of the Killing Curse, a force unlike anything he had ever felt slammed into him, knocking him backwards and sending his wand spinning across the stone floor.
Dumbledore stood before him, wand outstretched, his eyes ablaze with a fury emanating from his very soul. "Enough," he intoned sternly, and his voice was infused with a commanding power that sent shivers down Peter's spine.
Around them, the students screamed and scattered, their voices mingling into shouts of terror. But Peter barely registered their cries, because his entire being was focused on the man – no, the force of nature – that stood before him.
"You will speak," Dumbledore commanded. "You will tell us who you are, and why you have come here with such malicious intent."
Peter opened his mouth, but no words came out. He was trapped, caught in the inescapable gaze of the greatest wizard of the age, his mind laid bare for all to see.


 
 

  
    Two-Faced Men

    

        Chapter 49: Two-Faced Men

 Percy Weasley felt like the ground had been ripped out from under his feet as he stood frozen, his gaze locked on the disheveled, rat-like man sprawled before Dumbledore. He struggled to make sense of the impossible sight that had happened right before his very own eyes.
Scabbers – the very same mangy rat he had doted on and cared for since he was a young lad – had transformed into a full-grown human being, shedding his furry exterior like a second skin. The creature Percy had cuddled, fed, and even allowed to share his bed had been an Animagus all along, a wizard with the incredible ability to take on an animal form.
A sour taste flooded Percy's mouth, the weight of this knowledge hitting him like a bludger to the gut. He doubled over, retching violently as the contents of his stomach spewed forth in a wet, gurgling torrent, splattering onto the cold stone floor of the Great Hall.
Through the haze of his distress, he felt a steadying hand grip his shoulder – Oliver Wood, his friend and fellow Gryffindor, offering what little comfort he could muster. "Easy there, Perce," Oliver murmured with concern as he gave Percy's shoulder a gentle squeeze. "Just breathe, mate. Nice and slow."
Percy shook his head while his body continued trembling as another surge of bile threatened to escape. "Scabbers..." he choked out. "That man...he was my pet rat..."
Oliver's eyes widened, realization dawning across his features as the implication of Percy's words sank in. A look of revulsion became clear on his face, and for a moment, Percy feared his friend might join him in emptying the contents of his stomach onto the floor.
But Oliver simply tightened his grip, grounding Percy amidst the distress that threatened to overwhelm him. "Blimey," he breathed in disgust. "An Animagus? And you've had him since you were a nipper?"
Percy could only nod as his gaze was drawn back to the man – the Animagus – who lay prone before Dumbledore. The headmaster's wand remained steadily leveled, his expression unreadable as he regarded the intruder with a steely, unblinking stare.
Whispers spread from the Gryffindor table to the rest of the Great Hall as the news reached all of the students and staff. Percy caught snatches of their hushed conversations, revulsion clear in their voices.
"...a bloody rat, all this time..."
"...how in Merlin's name is that even possible..."
"...could have been living among us for years, the slimy git..."
The tremors wracking Percy's frame intensified as the full weight of the situation crashed down upon him like a Manticore sat straight down on his body. He had shared his home, his bed, with this stranger – this imposter – for over a decade, never once suspecting the truth that had been lurking beneath his very nose, concealed in the guise of a beloved pet.
A fresh wave of nausea threatened to overwhelm him, but he fought it back with every ounce of his willpower, gritting his teeth as he struggled to regain his composure. He was a Prefect, a leader among his peers, and he would not allow himself to fall apart, not here, not in front of the entire school.
Across the hall, Severus Snape's voice cut through the din like a well-honed blade, cold and sneering as he regarded the cowering figure on the floor with undisguised contempt. "Pettigrew," the Potions Master spat, his lip curling in a sneer that exposed a hint of yellowed teeth. "So, the rumors of your demise were greatly exaggerated."
Percy's brow furrowed as he processed Snape's words as his mind dredged up long-buried memories from the depths of his childhood. Pettigrew...the name rang a distant bell, conjuring half-forgotten whispers of a man, a friend of his parents, who had been killed during the war against You-Know-Who.
But even as the pieces began to fall into place, a thousand new questions bloomed in their wake, each more confounding than the last. How could this man, this Pettigrew, be the same person who had supposedly perished all those years ago? And what dark secret had he been hiding, concealed in the form of a simple rat for over a decade, burrowing his way into the heart of the Weasley family?
Snape's harsh words quickly spread through the crowd, causing a stir among both students and staff. Everyone was shocked and worried, and the atmosphere grew tense as fear and rumors started to spread. Percy felt the growing unease in the air, which felt thick and suffocating.
Dumbledore, on the other hand, stayed calm amid the chaos. His demeanor exuded a natural authority that demanded respect and attention. With a simple hand gesture, he brought the entire Great Hall to silence. Now, every gaze was locked on the drama.
"Peter Pettigrew," the headmaster intoned as he regarded the cowering man with a piercing gaze. "You were believed to have died when Sirius Black attacked you. Now I wonder if something else was going on..."
Pettigrew flinched while his eyes darted wildly as he sought an escape, a way to flee from Dumbledore's penetrating stare. But the headmaster was relentless, his wand never wavering as he pinned the man in place with the sheer force of his presence.
"You will speak, Peter," Dumbledore commanded, his tone brooking no argument. "You will tell us how you came to be here, and what dark purpose has driven you to infiltrate these hallowed halls."
For a long moment, Pettigrew remained silent with a heaving chest as he fought against the invisible bonds that held him captive. But then, as if compelled by some unseen force, his lips parted, and the words began to tumble forth in a rush, spilling from his mouth like water from a burst dam.
"The Dark Lord..." he rasped while trembling in fear. "He...he commanded me...to kill the boy..."
"Harry Potter," the headmaster whispered, and Percy felt a chill run down his spine at the weight of those two simple words. "Voldemort sought to finish what he began all those years ago, when he failed to snuff out the life of an innocent child."
Dumbledore looked down at the quivering man. "Tell us, Peter," he said coldly. "Tell us what happened the night the Potters died, and how you were involved in betraying them."
Pettigrew cringed back, shaking his head frantically. "No..." he croaked, his voice barely a whisper. "Please...I didn't...I couldn't..."
But Dumbledore wouldn't let up. He kept his wand pointed straight at Pettigrew while his eyes saw through every lie the man tried to tell.
"No more lies, Peter," the headmaster said firmly. "No more hiding from the truth. You've been a coward for far too long. But today, you will face what you've done, and everyone will know how you betrayed your friends."
Pettigrew seemed to shrink under Dumbledore's gaze. He glanced around wildly as if looking for an escape, but there was none to be found. Every eye in the Great Hall was fixed upon him, waiting with bated breath for his confession.
"I...I didn't mean for it to happen," he whimpered. "The Dark Lord...he promised me power, glory. He said I would be rewarded beyond my wildest dreams if I helped him."
A collective gasp erupted through the room at his words. Percy felt his cheeks growing red from anger. How could anyone betray their friends like that, and for what? Empty promises from a madman?
Dumbledore's expression hardened. "And so you told him where the Potters were hiding," he shook his head disappointedly. "You betrayed their trust, and in doing so, condemned them to death."
Pettigrew let out a choked sob as his shoulders shook. "I didn't know!" he cried. "I swear, I didn't know he would kill them! I thought...I thought he just wanted the boy..."
At the mention of Harry, Percy's gaze snapped to the Hufflepuff table where the young boy sat with green eyes wide with shock and confusion. He couldn't even begin to imagine what must be going through Harry's mind right now, learning that the man responsible for his parents' deaths was in front of him.
Dumbledore shook his head sadly. "Your ignorance does not absolve you of guilt, Peter," he said. "You chose to align yourself with Voldemort, and in doing so, you share in the blame for every life he took, every family he destroyed."
Pettigrew seemed to crumple under the weight of Dumbledore's words. He slumped to the floor with his face buried in his hands as he wept openly. "I'm sorry," he moaned. "I'm so sorry...I was weak...I was afraid..."
But his apologies fell on deaf ears. The damage had been done, the truth revealed for all to see. Peter Pettigrew, the man they had all believed to be a hero, a martyr, was nothing more than a sniveling coward who had betrayed his closest friends for the promise of power.
While the teachers moved to take Pettigrew into custody, Percy felt completely exhausted. The events of the past few minutes had left him drained, both physically and emotionally. He slumped over the table with his hands on his head.
"I can't believe it," he muttered hoarsely. "All this time...he was right there, under our noses..."
Oliver nodded grimly. "It's like something out of a nightmare," he agreed. "To think, we've been living with a traitor, a murderer..."
Percy shuddered at the thought. He knew he would never be able to look at a rat the same way again, not after this. The very idea of having one as a pet now filled him with revulsion.
When Pettigrew was led away, his head bowed and his shoulders shaking with sobs, Percy couldn't help but wonder what would happen next. With You-Know-Who's return on the first day and now this on the second day, it felt like the disturbing events at Hogwarts would never end….
The students began to disperse, talking in hushed, fearful whispers, but Percy caught sight of Harry Potter once more. The boy seemed composed, but Percy knew that that must be because of the shock of the events. His friends were comforting him, so he hoped that he didn’t take this too badly.


Lucius Malfoy apparated into the Atrium of the Ministry of Magic as his dragonhide boots clicked against the polished dark wood floor. He straightened his black velvet cloak, embroidered with silver thread, and adjusted the silver snake head of his cane. Around him, witches and wizards hurried to and fro, their robes swishing, memos zooming overhead like paper airplanes.
He strode past the golden fountain, statues of a wizard, witch, centaur, goblin, and house-elf spouting water into the pool. The peacock blue ceiling was inlaid with gleaming golden symbols that kept moving and changing. Lucius approached the security desk, where a badly-shaven wizard in peacock blue robes looked up.
"Wand," grunted the security wizard, holding out his hand.
Lucius handed over his wand. The security wizard dropped it onto a brass instrument, which vibrated and spit out a narrow strip of parchment.
"Eleven inches, elm, dragon heartstring core, been in use twenty-four years. That correct?"
Lucius nodded curtly, taking back his wand and tucking it into his snake-headed cane. He stepped into a lift and the golden grilles slid shut with a crash. The lift clattered upwards, chains rattling, as a cool female voice announced each level.
"Level Seven, Department of Magical Games and Sports..."
Memos fluttered around the lamp in the ceiling as the lift juddered upward again.
"Level Six, Department of Magical Transport..."
The lift doors opened, and Lucius stepped off into a long hallway with rough stone walls and torches in brackets. Passing by heavy wooden doors, he reached a polished mahogany door at the end, a golden plaque reading "Minister of Magic."
He knocked twice, and the door swung open. Cornelius Fudge was sitting at his large, claw-footed desk, wearing a pinstriped suit, scarlet tie, long black cloak, and lime-green bowler hat. Portraits of former Ministers adorned the walls.
"Lucius, my dear man! Do come in," Fudge said jovially, getting to his feet and extending his hand.
Lucius shook it, his lips curling into a smile that didn't reach his cold gray eyes. "Minister Fudge, a pleasure as always."
He settled into a leather chair in front of the desk as Fudge poured two glasses of oak-matured mead from a crystal decanter.
"I must say, Lucius, your support has been invaluable," Fudge said, handing him a glass. "The Ministry is lucky to have friends like you."
Lucius inclined his head, taking a sip of the sweet, heady liquid. "I merely do my duty, Minister. We all want what's best for the wizarding world, after all."
Fudge nodded vigorously as his lime-green bowler hat wobbled. "Yes, yes, quite right. And speaking of that, I have some rather exciting news."
Lucius raised a pale eyebrow, setting down his glass. "Oh? Do tell, Minister. You know how I love to be kept in the loop."
Fudge leaned forward with his small eyes gleaming. "It's about You-Know-Who. The Wizengamot has found a solution, a way to get rid of him for good."
Lucius felt his heart quicken, but his face remained impassive. "Indeed? That is quite the feat, Minister. I'm impressed."
Fudge puffed out his chest, looking immensely pleased with himself. "Yes, well, it's all thanks to the Unspeakables, really. They have this artifact, you see, called the Veil. Apparently, anything that goes through it never comes back."
Lucius leaned forward with glinting eyes. "And when is this momentous event set to occur?"
Fudge glanced around, as though checking for eavesdroppers, then lowered his voice. "Tomorrow night. And then, the day after, we'll tell the world. Show them that the Ministry, under my leadership, has vanquished the Dark Lord once and for all."
Lucius sat back. Tomorrow night. He had to act fast, to ensure everything went according to plan. But he couldn't let Fudge see the cogs turning in his head.
"A toast, then," Lucius said smoothly, raising his glass, "to the Ministry, and to your bold leadership in these troubled times."
Fudge beamed, clinking his glass against Lucius's. "To the Ministry!"
As they drank, Lucius was already planning his next move. He had to keep the other Death Eaters in the dark, to prevent them from interfering. Even Narcissa couldn't know the full extent of his plans. It was a delicate game, but one he was determined to win.
For his family. For his future. Lucius Malfoy would ensure the Dark Lord's destruction, no matter the cost.
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        Chapter 50: Anchored Burden

 Albus Dumbledore walked through the gloomy corridors of the Department of Mysteries, his vibrant purple robes with silver stars standing out against the drab gray walls.
Beside him, four Unspeakables glided silently with their black robes making them appear as shadows given form. Hoods concealed their faces, leaving only a dark void where features should be. Their muted footfalls seemed to amplify in the deathly stillness, every whisper of fabric over stone cutting through the tense silence like a knife.
As they approached the entrance to the Death Chamber, a trio of crimson-robed Aurors stood at the ready, wands gripped tightly. They nodded curtly to Dumbledore, eyes hard and faces set in grim lines.
Dumbledore returned the nod as his long silver beard swayed with the motion. He could feel the tension radiating from the Aurors, see the tightness around their eyes and the white-knuckled grip on their wands. They knew the stakes, understood the danger that lurked just beyond the heavy wooden door.
With a wave of his hand, Dumbledore pushed the door open, revealing the circular room beyond. Benches descended in tiers towards the sunken center, where on a raised dais stood a small glass sphere pulsing with sickly green light containing a wispy tendril of the Dark Lord’s fractured soul twisting and writhing like smoke.
Voldemort.
A chill permeated the chamber, as if the very walls were leaching the warmth from the air itself. Dumbledore felt it creep along his skin as he approached the dais, the hairs on the back of his neck prickling. He could feel the weight of Voldemort's gaze upon him, the hatred and the malice that poured forth from those glowing red eyes.
"Dumbledore," Voldemort hissed, his voice high and cold, echoing strangely from within his prison. "Come to gloat, have you? To revel in your victory?"
Dumbledore shook his head with sadness etched into the lines of his face. "No, Tom," he said softly. "There is no victory here. Only tragedy, and the bitter fruit of the choices you made."
Voldemort's form swirled as his ethereal visage contorted in rage. "Spare me your lectures, old man," he spat. "I have achieved what no other wizard dared dream. I have conquered death itself!"
Dumbledore sighed, the sound heavy with regret. "And yet, here you are, Tom. Reduced to a mere shade, a fragment of your former self. Was it worth it, in the end? All the pain, all the suffering you caused?"
Voldemort's mocking laughter filled the chamber. "You understand nothing, Dumbledore. I have gone further than any wizard before me. I am immortal, eternal. And soon, I shall rise again, more powerful than ever before!"
Dumbledore turned to the Unspeakables, who stood silently behind him, their faces hidden in the shadows of their hoods. "Is everything prepared?" he asked gravely.
The tallest of the Unspeakables stepped forward with his black robes swirling around him like liquid shadow. "Yes, Chief Warlock," he said in an unrecognizable voice. "The Veil awaits."
Dumbledore nodded as his gaze drifted to the far side of the room. There, hanging between two crumbling stone pillars, fluttered a tattered black curtain. It seemed to ripple and sway hypnotically, the tattered folds whispering as if beckoning them toward the untold mysteries beyond that sinister, darkened plane.
The Veil. A gateway to the realm beyond, to the mysteries that lay past the boundary of life and death. Even he did not truly understand it, did not know what fate awaited those who passed through its whispering folds.
But if it could hold Voldemort, if it could keep his malevolent spirit trapped and powerless...then it was a chance they had to take.
He turned back to Voldemort. "It's time, Tom," he said. "The Veil awaits you."
Voldemort's laughter filled the chamber once more, bouncing off the stone walls and echoing in the darkness. "You think the Veil can hold me, Dumbledore? Me, the greatest wizard who has ever lived? I, who have delved into magics you can scarcely imagine?"
Dumbledore's grip tightened on his wand, the knuckles of his aged hand turning white. "We shall see, Tom," he said grimly. "We shall see."
With a nod to the Unspeakables, Dumbledore raised his wand. The sphere containing Voldemort's essence rose into the air, drifting slowly towards the fluttering Veil. Voldemort's screams of rage and defiance filled the chamber as his ethereal form thrashed and writhed within his prison.
"No!" he howled, his voice raw with fury. "You cannot do this, Dumbledore! I am Lord Voldemort! I am immortal! I am-"
His words cut off abruptly as the sphere passed through the Veil, vanishing into its whispering depths. For a moment, a stunned silence filled the chamber, broken only by the soft rustling of the Veil.
And then, to the shock of all present, the ghostly visage of Voldemort bounced off the tattered black curtain, rebounding back into the room. One of the Unspeakables gave a startled gasp that was quickly stifled. Another took an involuntary step back, the hem of his robe brushing the stone floor.
Immediately, the smoky contortions of the Dark Lord’s fractured soul thrashed as he tried to rush away, howling in defiance as he sought to escape the chamber. Several Unspeakables flinched, raising their hands as if to cast defensive spells.
But quick as a flash, Dumbledore's wand was in motion, a new sphere forming around Voldemort, trapping him once more. The Dark Lord's screams of frustration filled the air with his spectral face exuding pure hatred.
Dumbledore stared down at the sphere with furrowed brows. This was...unexpected. He had hoped, had believed, that the Veil would be enough to defeat Voldemort, to end his threat once and for all.
But it seemed that even the mysteries of death were not enough to hold the Dark Lord. Something else was probably at work here, some dark magic that allowed Voldemort to cling to this world, even in his diminished state. But who knew what kind of dark magic Voldemort had enacted to anchor himself to this world?
And there was another factor to consider. The prophecy, spoken so long ago by Sybill Trelawney, that named Harry Potter as the one with the power to vanquish the Dark Lord.
Could it be that only Harry could truly end Voldemort, that only he had the power to send the Dark Lord's spirit through the Veil, never to return? It seemed almost too much to ask, to place such a burden on the shoulders of a mere child.
And yet...Harry already shown a strength and mentality beyond his years. If Voldemort could be defeated in this way, it was almost irresponsible to not try…
Dumbledore turned to the Unspeakables. "It seems," he said slowly, "that we may need to consider another approach."
The tallest Unspeakable tilted his head, a question in the gesture. "What do you suggest, Chief Warlock?" he asked cautiously.
Dumbledore hesitated, weighing his words carefully. He could not reveal the prophecy, could not speak of the role that Harry was destined to play. But perhaps...perhaps there was a way to hint at it, to plant the seed of the idea.
"There is one," he said slowly, "who has faced Voldemort before, and emerged victorious. One who seems to be...uniquely suited to opposing him."
The Unspeakables exchanged glances, confusion evident even beneath their hoods. "Who?" the tall one asked curiously.
Dumbledore's eyes twinkled, a hint of his usual mischief shining through. "Why, Harry Potter, of course," he said lightly. "The Boy-Who-Lived, the one who vanquished the Dark Lord as a mere infant. Perhaps...perhaps he could try his hand at it once more."
There was a moment of stunned silence, broken only by the soft rustling of the Unspeakables' robes. Then, the tall one spoke again, his voice hesitant. "The Potter boy?" he asked. "But...he's just a child. Surely you don't mean to bring him here, to face...that?"
He gestured towards the sphere that held Voldemort, still pulsing with malevolent energy. Dumbledore sighed as his shoulders slumped slightly. "I understand your concerns," he said softly. "And believe me, I share them. But we must consider every option, every possibility. If Harry Potter is the key to ending this threat...then we must at least try."
The Unspeakables exchanged another glance, uncertainty written in every line of their hidden faces. But finally, slowly, they nodded, accepting Dumbledore's words.
"Very well," the tall one said. "We will...consider this option. But the final decision must be yours, and yours alone."
Dumbledore nodded with his eyes distant. "I understand," he said softly. "And I will bear that responsibility, no matter the cost."
With that, he turned and strode from the chamber with his robes billowing behind him. The Unspeakables followed, their footsteps echoing.
And in the center of the room, trapped within its sphere of glowing energy, the spirit of Voldemort raged and howled, its fury and hatred echoing through the halls of the Department of Mysteries.


The crackling flames in the fireplace cast a warm, dancing glow across Dumbledore's office as he made his way inside. Fawkes, his faithful phoenix companion, was perched serenely on his stand, preening his brilliant scarlet feathers.
Dumbledore settled himself behind his large oak desk, fingers steepled as he gazed at the ornate silver instrument that sat before him. With a wave of his wand, the device sprung to life, emitting a series of soft chimes that resonated through the circular room.
Moments later, there was a soft knock at the door, and Dumbledore called out, "Enter."
The door swung open to reveal Harry Potter, the young boy standing with his shoulders squared and his head held high. His Hogwarts robes were neatly pressed, the Hufflepuff crest emblazoned proudly on the chest. Emerald eyes, sharp and attentive, met Dumbledore's gaze without a trace of hesitation.
"You wished to see me, Professor?" Harry said.
Dumbledore nodded, gesturing towards the plush armchair opposite his desk. "Indeed, Harry. Please, have a seat."
As the boy crossed the room, Dumbledore couldn't help but note once more the fluid grace of his movements, the way he carried himself with a poise and confidence that was very unusual for young children his age. It was...unsettling, in a way, to see such maturity in one so young.
Once Harry was settled, Dumbledore regarded him for a long moment with his bright blue eyes studying the boy intently. "How are you faring, my dear boy?" he asked gently. "After yesterday night and this morning, I can only imagine the turmoil you must be feeling."
To his surprise, Harry didn't flinch or avert his gaze. Instead, he met Dumbledore's gaze head-on with calm acceptance on his features.
"I won't lie, Professor," he said evenly. "It has been...overwhelming." A slight furrow creased his brow as he seemed to consider his words carefully. "To go from knowing very little of the wizarding world to being faced with Voldemort's return and the man who betrayed my parents..." He trailed off as his jaw tightened ever so slightly.
Dumbledore nodded solemnly, his heart heavy with the weight of the burden he had placed upon this child. "I understand, Harry. It is indeed a great deal to process, especially for one so young."
Harry's eyes flashed, and he straightened in his chair, shoulders squaring. "But I can handle it. In the ways that truly matter, I’m not a child." he stated firmly with certainty in his voice.
Once again, Dumbledore found himself taken aback by the boy's composure and self-assurance. He had seen grown wizards crumble under far less strain than Harry had endured in these past few days. And yet, here he sat, unshaken and resolute.
Clearing his throat, Dumbledore leaned forward, steepling his fingers once more. "I believe you, Harry," he said softly. "And it is precisely that strength, that remarkable maturity, that has led me to seek you out tonight."
He paused, drawing in a deep breath as he steeled himself for what he was about to reveal. "There is something you must know, Harry. Something that lies at the very heart of the events that have transpired."
Harry's brow furrowed slightly, but he gave a short nod with his entire being seeming to shift into a state of rapt attention. "I'm listening, Professor."
And so, with a heavy heart, Dumbledore began to speak the words that had haunted him for so long, reciting the prophecy that had set these events in motion.
As the prophecy's words fell from Dumbledore's lips, he studied Harry intently, searching the boy's features for any flicker of emotion, any crack in his composure that might betray the turmoil such a revelation should provoke. Yet Harry's expression remained utterly impassive, his green eyes reflecting only calm acceptance of the burden now placed upon his shoulders.
When Dumbledore's voice finally trailed off, Harry's knuckles whitened as his fists clenched involuntarily, the fleeting gesture the sole outward indicator of the storm surely raging beneath that unruffled facade. Then, after a moment's pause that stretched eternal, he gave a slight incline of his head and spoke.
"I see," he said. "So this prophecy is the reason Voldemort came after me and my parents all those years ago."
It wasn't a question, but a statement of fact, delivered with a surety that sent a shiver down Dumbledore's spine.
"Indeed," he confirmed gravely. "Voldemort believed the prophecy referred to you, and sought to eliminate the threat you posed before it could fully manifest."
Harry looked at the mirror to the side and his gaze drifted to the faint lightning bolt scar that marred his forehead as his fingers traced the raised line absently. "And this...this is the mark you spoke of? The one that made me his equal?"
Dumbledore nodded solemnly. "Yes, Harry. Though the precise nature of that equality, the power you possess that Voldemort knows not, remains a mystery to me."
Harry slowly nodded, very clearly deep in thought.
"And you believe this prophecy to be true, Professor?" Harry asked. "That it holds real weight, real power?"
Dumbledore considered his words carefully, stroking his long silver beard as he gathered his thoughts. "Whether the prophecy itself is true or not is almost irrelevant, Harry," he said at last. "For Voldemort believes it to be true, and has shaped his actions around that belief. In doing so, he has given the prophecy power, has set events in motion that cannot be undone."
A slight crease appeared between Harry's brows as he processed this as his lips pursed ever so slightly. Then, after a moment, he gave a slow nod of understanding.
"A self-fulfilling prophecy," he murmured. "By believing in it, Voldemort has made it real."
Dumbledore couldn't help but smile, a flicker of pride blooming in his chest at the boy's keen insight. "Precisely, my boy," he said softly.
Harry's gaze grew distant, his eyes unfocusing slightly as he seemed to turn inward, processing this new information.
Finally, after what felt like an eternity, he spoke again.
"If this prophecy is real," he said slowly, "if it holds true power...then what does it mean for me, Professor? For us?"
Dumbledore sighed, the weight of his years seeming to settle upon his shoulders like a heavy cloak. He regarded the boy before him, this child who had already endured so much, and felt a pang of regret for what he was about to ask of him.
"It means, Harry," he said, "that you are the only one who can truly defeat Voldemort. The only one with the power to end his threat once and for all."
He watched as realization dawned in those emerald depths, saw the understanding of the burden he now carried settle upon Harry's shoulders. But to Dumbledore's amazement, the boy did not falter, did not shy away from the enormity of the task before him.
Instead, he simply straightened in his chair as he met Dumbledore's gaze head-on.
"Then I will do what must be done, Professor," he said with conviction. "If I am the only one who can stop Voldemort, then I will not shrink from that responsibility."
"I know you will, Harry," Dumbledore said softly as his eyes shone with admiration and regret. "And know that you will not face this challenge alone. I will be with you every step of the way."
Harry met his gaze unflinchingly, giving a single, resolute nod. "Then let's get started, Professor," he said. "Tell me what I need to do."
And so Dumbledore began to explain, laying out the situation with Voldemort's captured essence and the possibility that only Harry could send him through the Veil, could sever his tie to this world once and for all.
As he spoke, he watched Harry carefully, searching for any sign of doubt or hesitation in the boy's expression. But there was none to be found. Only a calm acceptance, a willingness to do whatever was necessary to defeat one of the greatest threats the wizarding world had ever known.
When Dumbledore fell silent, Harry simply regarded him for a long moment as he processed the information. Finally, he gave a short nod and his shoulders squared as he met Dumbledore's gaze once more.
"Very well, Professor," he said steadily. "Let's do this. I'm ready."
With a somber nod, Dumbledore rose from his chair. "Then we must make haste. Even contained, Voldemort remains dangerous."
He then fixed Harry with an intense stare as his bright blue eyes seemed to bore into the boy's very soul. "Are you certain of this path, Harry? For once we begin, there will be no turning back."
Harry met the headmaster's gaze calmly. "I'm certain, Professor. It's time to end this."
A ghost of a smile flitted across Dumbledore's lips. With a wave of his wand, he conjured his Patronus - a brilliant, silvery phoenix that glowed with radiant energy.
"Very well. Send word to the Unspeakables. The hour is upon us."
As the phoenix spread its wings and took flight, disappearing through the walls of the office, Dumbledore turned back to Harry.
"Come, Harry," Dumbledore said solemnly. "Your destiny awaits."
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        Chapter 51: Guided Speculation

 The chill of the Death Chamber seeped into Lucas's bones as he stood before the Veil, the tattered black curtain fluttering in an unseen breeze. The room was dimly lit, with towering stone walls and a sunken pit in the center, where a raised dais supported the ancient archway. Eerie whispers seemed to emanate from the Veil, the voices of the dead beckoning to those who dared to listen.
Dumbledore and the Unspeakables surrounded Lucas, their wands held at the ready. The Unspeakables wore long, black robes with hoods obscuring their faces, giving them an air of mystery and anonymity. Dumbledore, in contrast, was clad in his usual vibrant robes, today a deep purple with silver stars. His long, white beard and half-moon spectacles were unmistakable, but his usual twinkle was absent, replaced by a serious look.
In Lucas's hands, the pulsing glass sphere containing Voldemort's fractured soul emitted an eerie, sickly green light. When his fingers brushed the sphere's cool surface, Voldemort's agonized scream pierced the air, the sacrificial magic of Lily Potter repelling the dark wizard's essence.
"It seems the protection your mother left upon you is still strong, Harry," Dumbledore remarked as his voice echoed in the cavernous chamber.
Lucas nodded. He knew what had to be done, even if it was just a façade and wasn’t going to work. "Let's end this, Professor."
With a resolute stride, Lucas approached the Veil. He drew back his arm, the sphere clutched tightly in his hand. "Goodbye, Voldemort," he whispered, before hurling the sphere toward the rippling curtain.
The sphere sailed through the air, Voldemort's enraged screams trailing in its wake. It passed smoothly through the Veil, and for a moment, a heavy silence descended upon the chamber.
But the reprieve was short-lived. Suddenly, Voldemort's essence burst back through the Veil, a roiling mass of dark mist and malevolent energy. It rushed straight at Lucas, seeking to possess the boy who had once been its downfall.
Voldemort's spirit collided with Lucas, but the young wizard stood firm, knowing that Voldemort was very weak right now. The sacrificial magic within him fought to repel the invader, and Voldemort's agonized screams filled the air once more. But the protection seemed weakened, unable to completely repel the dark lord. The wraith’s dark essence wormed its way into the edges of Lucas's consciousness, probing for a way to take control.
Even as the confrontation raged in the Death Chamber, an echo of its implications spread through another mysterious room within the Department of Mysteries...
The Love Chamber lay silent and empty, but was bathed in a soft, pulsing pink glow that emanated from the heart-shaped patterns adorning the walls and floor. In the center stood a raised dais, upon which rested a shallow, circular basin filled with a swirling pink-red liquid.
As Voldemort's essence collided with Lucas in the Death Chamber, the Love Chamber reacted subtly. The gentle illumination dimmed ever so slightly, as if sensing an incompleteness in the love magic that had once protected the soul, mind and body of Harry Potter from the dark lord. The surface of the liquid within the basin rippled, tiny concentric circles spreading outwards from the center.
For a fleeting moment, indistinct images seemed to form within the depths of the swirling liquid. A busy street materialized, towering skyscrapers stretching upwards as people strolled along the sidewalks, many with phones pressed to their ears or eyes glued to the small, glowing screens before them.
Then, as quickly as it had appeared, the vision faded, leaving only the softly glowing liquid. The dim pink light pulsed steadily once more, as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred.
Within the vast sea of his mindscape, Lucas sneered at Voldemort's intrusion. The dark wizard was a mere shadow of his former power, weakened by his own folly. Lucas had the advantage here, in the realm of his own mind.
Voldemort's spectral form appeared in the sky above the endless sea of tranquil waters, a twisted, serpentine face with glowing red eyes. The wraith lunged forward, attempting to pierce through the surface of the vast sea, but the water surged up in an instantaneous defensive wall, blocking Voldemort's attempt to pierce through.
Focusing his intent and will, Lucas summoned the Elemental Tornado directly within his own mind. Four powerful currents began to take shape, each representing an elemental force: air, water, earth, and fire. The air current manifested as a swirling storm, gathering strength above the vast sea. The water current surged alongside it, a mighty swell ready to carry his spell forward. Beneath the sea, the earth current stirred, sand and rock swirling in a controlled vortex. And finally, the fire current ignited, a pulsating core of heat and light emerging from the sun.
Lucas merged the four currents into one and with a decisive will, he unleashed the spell. The gale burst forth, infused with the momentum of water, the solidity of earth, and the searing heat of fire. The tornado engulfed Voldemort's wraith-like form, tearing at his essence with unbridled power.
Voldemort's screams filled the sky of Lucas's mindscape as his spectral body remained trapped within the raging tornado. Seconds ticked by—five, ten, thirty—but despite the dark lord's agony, he remained unbroken.
An unamused exhalation came from Lucas. This wasn't working, the horcruxes would maintain Voldemort no matter what. Maintaining the tornado's fury, he opened his eyes to the Death Chamber once more.
"I am Harry Potter, not Voldemort," Lucas declared with a steady voice despite the battle raging within. "Voldemort tried to possess me, but I have him contained within my Occlumency shields."
Dumbledore's shoulders relaxed slightly, but his wand remained raised. "Mr. Potter is a natural Occlumens," he explained to the wary Unspeakables. "This is indeed possible."
Lucas met Dumbledore's gaze. "I can repel Voldemort at any time. Please be prepared to contain him."
Dumbledore nodded as he cast an unknown spell with his wand. A new sphere was conjured, ready to imprison the dark lord once more. "If it's possible, Harry, try to direct Voldemort toward this sphere."
Within his mindscape, Lucas focused on the Elemental Tornado, constricting it tighter and tighter around Voldemort's writhing form. The pressure built, the elemental forces straining against their bonds. With a final, decisive release, Lucas expelled Voldemort from his mind, hurling the dark wizard directly toward Dumbledore's waiting trap.
Voldemort's spectral body, dazed and screaming, flew from Lucas's body and into the sphere. The containment snapped shut, trapping the dark lord once more.
Dumbledore's shoulders slumped, the usual twinkle absent from Dumbledore's eyes as the blue orbs clouded with weariness and disappointment. The sound of his regretful sigh filled the chamber. "My dear boy..." His voice trailed off, cracking ever so slightly with remorse. "I'm so sorry you had to experience such an awful thing."
Sighing once more, he then turned to the Unspeakables. "It seems we must keep Voldemort contained until we can find a more permanent solution."
The tense silence in the Death Chamber was broken when Lucas spoke up as his voice disturbed the eerie whispers coming from the Veil. "Headmaster, I've read stories in the Muggle world about dark wizards, specifically skeletal liches, who use something called a phylactery to house their souls. It keeps them protected from true death, no matter what happens to their physical forms."
One of the Unspeakables recoiled, the sneer audible in their muffled rasp. "Muggle fairy tales?" They gave a derisive snort, head shaking beneath the concealing cowl. "Filled with nothing but nonsense and inaccuracies about our world, boy."
Lucas held up a hand with a serious expression. "I understand, but consider this: Voldemort was supposed to have died ten years ago when the Killing Curse rebounded on him. Yet, here he is, his essence repelled by the Veil, which you told me is meant to be a gateway to the afterlife. It makes me wonder if he has something akin to a phylactery, housing his soul, or at least part of it considering he’s here now, to anchor him to this world."
Dumbledore, who had been deep in thought, stilled at Lucas's words. A flicker of realization crossed the aged wizard's face as the pieces fell into place. His eyes widened in horror as he muttered a single word: "Horcrux..."
At the utterance of that cursed term, Voldemort's raging form within the sphere froze for the briefest of moments before resuming its manic thrashing. But Dumbledore had noticed, and he shook his head in disgust.
"Horcruxes are among the foulest perversions of soul magic," Dumbledore said with revulsion clear in his voice. "Even the darkest of wizards would never create a Horcrux, for it would pervert and weaken your soul. To split one’s soul through the act of cold-blooded murder…" He trailed off.
The Unspeakables shifted uneasily as their hooded faces turned toward Dumbledore. The implication hung in the air and the horrible realization dawned on them all. If Voldemort had created such a Horcrux, it would explain his unnatural tether to life, his ability to linger on as a mere wraith when his body had been destroyed.
"If Voldemort has made a Horcrux," Lucas said carefully, "then it stands to reason he may have made more than one. A precaution, in case the first was discovered and destroyed."
Dumbledore nodded gravely. "You are wise beyond your years, Harry. And I fear you may be correct. If Voldemort has sundered his soul, he may have done so multiple times, creating numerous anchors to this world."
One of the Unspeakables, their face still obscured by the deep cowl, spoke up in a raspy voice. "The implications are...disturbing, to say the least. If the Dark Lord has really anchored his soul, it could make him unkillable by conventional means."
"Precisely," Dumbledore replied grimly. "And if Harry is correct that Voldemort created multiple Horcruxes as safeguards..." He trailed off, leaving the dire consequences unspoken but understood by all.
Lucas's features remained an inscrutable mask as he watched his plan take effect, not a sign of the satisfaction he felt betrayed on his stoic face. The reincarnated man knew Dumbledore would eventually deduce the existence of Horcruxes—it was simply a matter of providing the right nudge at the opportune moment.
"What's to be done then?" another Unspeakable asked. "If the Dark Lord cannot be killed, how are we to stop him should he return to power?"
Dumbledore's gaze turned resolute. "We must uncover Voldemort's Horcruxes and destroy them, though he would have concealed them cunningly." His eyes swept the assembled Unspeakables, letting the weight of those words sink in before adding, "I will pursue any leads. We cannot allow his tainted soul to endure."
A heavy sigh escaped Dumbledore's lips. “I would’ve suggested we attempt the Dementor’s Kiss, but I do not feel comfortable suggesting that course of action now. It’s very probable that Voldemort built at least one Horcrux, and I do not know how a Horcrux will react if Voldemort is given the Dementor’s Kiss. Will it revive him? Or will it forcibly drag his spirit away once inside of the Dementor? I do not know, so we cannot risk it.”
Lucas, however, remained outwardly composed. He had known this would come, had planned for it, even. And now, with Dumbledore and the Ministry fully aware of the Horcrux threat, the game could truly begin.
"If I may, Headmaster," Lucas spoke up. "Perhaps we should consider the possibility that Voldemort may have chosen objects of significant value or meaning to house his Horcruxes."
Dumbledore's piercing gaze fixed on the young wizard, curiosity clear in his eyes. "Go on, Harry."
Lucas nodded, choosing his words carefully. "From what I understand from the history books I read, Voldemort has an obsession with pure-blood supremacy and a deep reverence for Salazar Slytherin." He paused, letting the implication sink in. "It stands to reason that he may have chosen artifacts or relics connected to Slytherin, or to his own twisted ideology, as vessels for his Horcruxes."
"A valid hypothesis, Harry," Dumbledore said after stroking his long beard while deep in thought. "Voldemort's arrogance and sense of self-importance would indeed lead him to choose objects of great significance, both personal and historical, to house fragments of his soul." His gaze sharpened. "If this is true, then we must begin our search among the relics and artifacts associated with the founders, as well as any items or locations that hold particular meaning to Voldemort himself."
"But how?" One Unspeakable's muffled voice gave voice to the daunting reality. "Voldemort's life is a mystery, the founders' relics scattered. Locating every potential Horcrux could consume decades."
Dumbledore raised a hand. "I understand your concerns. This task will not be easy, nor will it be swift. But we must try. For if we do not, we risk allowing Voldemort's dark legacy to endure, his twisted soul forever anchored to this world."
The Unspeakables fell silent, their hooded heads bowing in acknowledgment of the gravity of the situation.
Dumbledore turned to address the group once more. "We must bring in the Aurors to aid in this investigation. Prepare all resources and historical records we have on artifacts tied to the Hogwarts founders and Voldemort himself. I will convene with Amelia Bones to assemble an elite team focused solely on uncovering these Horcruxes."
The old wizard glanced at Lucas. "As for you, you have had quite an ordeal this evening. We shall return to Hogwarts so you can rest. You have your first classes tomorrow after all."
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        Chapter 52: Transfiguration Basics

 A hush fell over the corridor as Hermione approached the Transfiguration classroom door. She could hear the muffled sounds of students already inside - the scraping of chairs, hushed whispers, and a strange chittering noise she couldn't quite place. Taking a deep breath, she grasped the iron ring handle and let herself in.
The spacious room was warmly lit by a series of high, arched windows. Dust motes danced in the shafts of morning sunlight that bathed the polished wooden desks in a soft glow. The walls were lined with towering bookshelves that seemed to groan under the weight of thousands of tomes. But it was the strange objects that really caught Hermione's eye - a spinning top that defied gravity, a quill that appeared to write by itself, and a beat-up leather shoe that twitched and hopped as if alive.
She felt like she was about to burst with anticipation, she couldn't believe she was actually at Hogwarts, about to learn magic from real professors. The classroom was filled with excited whispers from the Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw students as they waited for the lesson to start.
Hermione took her seat next to none other than Harry Potter, the famous prodigy and Boy Who Lived. She had to pinch herself to make sure she wasn't dreaming. Here she was, sitting next to a living legend, someone she had seen on the telly before even setting foot in the wizarding world.
Harry seemed so composed as his emerald eyes scanned the classroom with a calm, almost detached interest. Hermione couldn't help but feel a bit intimidated by his presence, knowing that he was surely so far ahead of her.
At the front of the classroom stood Professor McGonagall, a tall, imposing figure in emerald green robes. Her black hair was pulled back into a tight bun, and her sharp eyes surveyed the room with a piercing intensity. Hermione had heard rumours of McGonagall's stern demeanour and high expectations, but seeing her in person was another matter entirely.
"Good morning, class," she began. "Welcome to Transfiguration, one of the most complex and dangerous branches of magic you will learn at Hogwarts. In this class, you will learn how to change the form and appearance of objects and living beings, but I must warn you that Transfiguration is not to be taken lightly. It requires great concentration, precision, and a thorough understanding of the underlying principles."
Hermione straightened up eagerly, gripping her quill tightly as she prepared to take copious notes.
Further ahead, Terry Boot was scribbling so intently that his quill seemed a blur across the parchment. On the opposite side, Neville was nervously shredding the corner of a blank piece of parchment into small strips.
"Transfiguration is divided into four main branches," Professor McGonagall explained, her voice echoing slightly in the classroom. With a sharp flick of her wand, she transformed her wooden desk into a pig. Hermione's eyes widened as the desk sprouted a snout and trotted in place, grunting softly.
"As you can see," McGonagall continued, "transformation, the first and perhaps most fundamental branch, involves altering the physical form of an object or being." With another wave of her wand, the pig morphed back into the desk amidst gasps of amazement from the students. Hermione noticed several Ravenclaws sitting up straighter, their eyes full of awe at McGonagall's casual display of advanced magic. Even Harry's eyes flickered with interest. "This branch of Transfiguration requires an understanding of the object's original composition and the intended outcome. When performing a transformation, it is essential to visualize the desired result clearly in your mind while executing the proper wand movements and incantations."
She paused as her sharp gaze swept over the class. "The second branch is Vanishment, which causes objects to disappear entirely, ceasing to exist. This is a more advanced form of Transfiguration and will not be covered in depth until your later years at Hogwarts."
Hermione's hand shot up once again. When McGonagall nodded at her, she asked, “But professor, what actually happens to the vanished object? Where does it go? Does it simply cease to exist, or is it transported somewhere else?"
"An excellent question, Miss Granger," Professor McGonagall replied, a hint of approval in her voice. "When an object is vanished, it does indeed cease to exist entirely. It is not transported or hidden somewhere else; it is simply gone. This is why Vanishment is considered one of the most difficult forms of Transfiguration, as it requires the caster to manipulate reality itself."
Hermione nodded, scribbling furiously on her parchment. She glanced over at Harry, who seemed to be listening intently but not taking any notes. She wondered how he could possibly remember everything without writing it down.
"The third branch," Professor McGonagall went on, "is Conjuration, which involves creating objects out of thin air. This is an extremely advanced form of Transfiguration that requires immense skill, concentration, and mental discipline. When conjuring an object, the caster must have a perfect mental image of the intended creation and be able to manipulate reality to bring it into existence."
She fixed the class with a stern look. "Conjuration is not to be attempted by novice witches and wizards, as the consequences of a miscast Conjuration spell can be severe. It is not uncommon for inexperienced casters to accidentally create malformed or dangerous objects."
A shiver ran down Hermione's spine as she imagined the potential dangers of a miscast Conjuration spell. Her quill hovered over her parchment, a reminder to thoroughly study the subject before putting it into practice.
"The fourth and final branch of Transfiguration is Untransfiguration," Professor McGonagall said. "This involves reversing a previous Transformation, returning an object or being to its original state. Untransfiguration is essential for correcting mistakes and preventing permanent damage caused by poorly executed Transformations."
McGonagall seemed to sense the unease in the room, and she paused to address the class directly. "Transfiguration is not a toy or a game," she said and her eyes flashed with intensity. "It is a powerful tool that must be wielded with great care and responsibility. I expect each and every one of you to approach this subject with the utmost seriousness and dedication."
Hermione let her eyes quickly wander the classroom, taking in her rapt classmates. Terry Boot leaned so far over his desk she feared he might topple forward, his wide eyes unblinking as he hung on McGonagall's every word. Beside him, Anthony Goldstein matched his intensity, quill hovering as he soaked in the lesson. In contrast, Neville and Hannah looked apprehensive with their trembling hands gripping their wands tightly.
Next to him, Anthony Goldstein mirrored his rapture, quill frozen above his parchment as he soaked in every word. Others, like Neville Longbottom and Hannah Abbott, looked a bit more apprehensive and their hands were trembling slightly as they gripped their wands.
McGonagall fell silent, giving the students a moment to process what she'd covered so far.
"But Professor," Padma Patil spoke up, "even with all these Transformation methods, there must be limits to Transfiguration magic, right?"
McGonagall nodded. "Yes, Miss Patil. Indeed, there are limitations, known as the five Principal Exceptions to Gamp's Law of Elemental Transfiguration..."
McGonagall paused and turned to the high windows. "For example, you cannot simply conjure food from nothing." She waved her wand, and a plump chicken appeared with a pop, clucking confused. "However, you can summon food that already exists."
With another wave, the chicken vanished. "This is known as the first Exception to Gamp's Law of Elemental Transfiguration - that food cannot be created from nothing, only summoned or multiplied if it already exists. This is why the food served at Hogwarts is prepared by house-elves in the kitchens and not simply conjured by the staff.""
House-elves? I’d have to look into that – I haven’t heard that term before. Hermione thought to herself.
"The second exception is rare elements, such as gold or diamonds. Transfiguration cannot be used to create these precious materials, as they are too complex and magically resistant to be conjured or transformed."
Kevin Entwhistle furrowed his brow in confusion as McGonagall listed off the first two exceptions. Sensing this, she paused and gave him an encouraging look. “Yes, Mr. Entwhistle? Did you have a question?”
Kevin hesitated for a moment before asking, "Professor, I'm a bit unclear on why we can't transfigure food from nothing. If we can transform objects, why can't we just transform air or something else into food?"
McGonagall nodded in understanding. "An insightful question, Mr. Entwhistle. The reason food cannot be conjured from nothing is that it is inherently tied to life forces. Conjuring it ex nihilo, or from nothing, would go against the fundamental laws of nature and life energy. However, existing food can certainly be transformed or multiplied through transfiguration."
Kevin seemed satisfied with the explanation and made a note in his parchment as McGonagall continued.
"The third exception is sentient life. It is not possible to create a thinking, feeling being through Transfiguration. While it is possible to transform a living creature into another form, such as turning a mouse into a dog, the transformed creature will not permanently gain sentience or intelligence beyond its original state."
Hermione's hand shot up again, and Professor McGonagall nodded in her direction. "Yes, Miss Granger?"
"Professor, what about Animagi? They can transform into animals, but they retain their human intelligence and sentience."
"Indeed, Miss Granger," Professor McGonagall replied, a rare smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "Animagi are a special case, as they are not truly transforming into animals, but rather taking on an animal form that is an extension of their own being. The process of becoming an Animagus is long, arduous, and highly regulated by the Ministry of Magic, and it is not a form of Transfiguration in the traditional sense."
Hermione nodded and she quickly scribbled everything down on her parchment.
"The fourth exception," Professor McGonagall continued, "is magical creatures. While it is possible to transfigure non-magical creatures, such as turning a hedgehog into a pincushion, it is not possible to create magical beasts through Transfiguration. Creatures such as dragons, phoenixes, and unicorns are too magically complex to be conjured or transformed."
She paused, letting the information sink in before moving on to the final exception. "The fifth and final exception to Gamp's Law is magical power itself. Transfiguration cannot be used to alter a witch or wizard's inherent magical abilities. It is not possible to transfigure a Squib into a powerful sorcerer or to strip a witch or wizard of their magical power through Transfiguration."
"Now," Professor McGonagall said, drawing her wand, "let us move on to the practical portion of the lesson. The key to successful Transfiguration lies in three essential elements: wand technique, concentration, and visualization."
She demonstrated a simple wand movement, a sharp flick of the wrist followed by a gentle tap. "When performing a Transfiguration spell, it is crucial to maintain a clear mental image of the intended outcome while executing the proper wand movements. The incantation must be spoken clearly and with conviction, and the caster must focus their entire being on the task at hand."
Hermione watched, eyes wide, as Professor McGonagall transformed her desk into a lion and back again with a wave of her wand. She glanced over at Harry, who seemed unsurprised by the display of advanced magic.
"Now, I want you all to practice the wand movement I just demonstrated," Professor McGonagall said. "Remember, a sharp flick followed by a gentle tap. Focus on the movement and try to visualize the object you wish to transfigure."
Hermione gripped her wand tightly, determined to master the technique. She watched as Harry performed the movement flawlessly on his first attempt, earning a nod of approval from Professor McGonagall.
"Well done, Mr. Potter," she said, a hint of pride in her voice. "Five points to Hufflepuff."
Hermione watched as Harry effortlessly flicked his wand, each motion smooth and confident. She clenched her own wand tighter, her knuckles whitening as her movements felt clumsy in comparison.
Resolutely, she pushed aside her self-doubt and turned her attention back to her wandwork. After several attempts, she managed a sharp flick followed by a gentle tap, but only feeble sparks erupted from her wand tip. A soft sigh escaped her lips as she reminded herself that Harry had the benefit of more experience.
Next to her, Harry glanced over at Neville, who was struggling with the precise movements. "Try relaxing your wrists more," Harry murmured, demonstrating the loose flick slowly, "then a sharper tap at the end."
Neville nodded gratefully and tried to mimic Harry's subtle adjustments. His wand movement was still a bit stiff, but a faint wisp of smoke emerged from the tip.
"Good start," Harry encouraged with a smile. "Just keep practicing that smooth transition between the flick and tap. You've got this."
Neville smiled shyly. "Thanks for the help, Harry."
Across the room, the Ravenclaws were deep in concentration, the scratching of quills on parchment filling the air. Terry Boot and Anthony Goldstein seemed to be grasping the concept quickly and their wand movements were quickly becoming more precise. A shaft of sunlight filtered through the high windows, illuminating the thin cloud of smoke drifting from the tip of Padma Patil's wand as she and Sue Li engaged in a quiet discussion, comparing notes and practicing together.
Professor McGonagall moved through the classroom, offering guidance and corrections where needed. She paused beside Zacharias Smith, a Hufflepuff with a rather haughty expression, and adjusted his grip on his wand.
"Remember, Mr. Smith," she noted firmly, "confidence is important, but so is humility. Transfiguration requires a delicate balance of both."
Zacharias quickly nodded, his cheeks flushing slightly as he resumed his practice.
Hermione looked at the room’s Hufflepuffs, taking in the varied expressions of her classmates. Hannah Abbott and Susan Bones, two friendly Hufflepuff girls, were giggling as they practiced with exaggerated but enthusiastic wand movements. Megan Jones, another Hufflepuff, had a look of intense concentration on her face, her tongue poking out slightly as she focused on the task at hand.
As the lesson drew to a close, Professor McGonagall called the class to attention. "Excellent work today, everyone," she said with a small smile on her face. "Remember, Transfiguration is a difficult and complex branch of magic, and it will take time and practice to master. Do not be discouraged if you do not see immediate results; with perseverance and dedication, you will all be capable of great things."
She waved her wand, and a stack of parchment appeared on each student's desk. "For homework, I want you to read chapters one through three of 'A Beginner's Guide to Transfiguration' and write a twelve-inch essay on the practical applications of the Transformation branch of Transfiguration. The essay is due next week, and I expect thorough, well-researched work from each of you."
The class groaned collectively at the prospect of such a lengthy essay, prompting an eye roll from Zacharias Smith.
"Twelve inches?" Zacharias muttered under his breath to his neighbour. "You'd think we'd get a bit of a break after what’s happened before the enslavement begins."
The students began packing up their bags and slowly started to file out of the classroom.
"That was brilliant, Harry," Hermione said, unable to keep the admiration out of her voice as he slid his wand back into its holster with casual grace. "You made it look so easy."
Harry shrugged, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "I've had a bit of practice," he said cryptically. "But you were doing really well, too, Hermione. I can tell you're going to be a top student."
Hermione flushed with pleasure at the praise, feeling a warm glow of pride in her chest.
Harry turned to the rest of their housemates and said with a smile, “I’ll be going to the restroom, so don’t wait for me. I’ll catch up with you all at the library soon.”
Hermione nodded and waved to him, saying, "See you there, Harry!"
"Did you see Professor McGonagall’s demonstration?" she asked, turning to Justin. "How effortlessly she handled the wand movements—I wonder if it’s purely skill, or if there's a knack to it that comes with experience."
Justin nodded with curiosity in his eyes. "It’s got to be a bit of both, I reckon. Practice makes perfect, they say, but there's definitely a flair to it that seems to come naturally to her."
They caught up with Neville and Sally-Anne Perks, who were discussing their attempts at the wand movement. "I’m just worried about getting it wrong in front of everyone," Neville confessed.
"Don’t worry, Neville," Hermione reassured him with a warm smile. "Everyone starts somewhere. It's all about persistence and practice. Perhaps we can practice together later?"
"That would be great, Hermione," Sally-Anne chimed in. "I could use the extra practice too. It's fascinating how much control you need over your thoughts and movements."
As they approached the library, Lily Moon joined them with a thoughtful expression. "I’m curious about the limits of Transfiguration, especially with the exceptions to Gamp’s Law," she said.
"Yes, and that’s what makes it so complex and interesting," Hermione responded, her enthusiasm evident. "For instance, the fact that you can’t conjure food from nothing—it really shows that magic, while powerful, has its boundaries."
Upon entering the library, their group made their way to a large, welcoming table near the stacks of books relevant to their studies. They settled in, each student pulling out their Transfiguration textbooks, quills, and parchment. The library's quiet atmosphere, filled with the soft murmur of other students, the scratching of quills, and the scent of old parchment and leather bindings, created the perfect environment for learning.
Hermione organized her notes and opened her textbook to the chapter on Transformation. "Let’s start by summarizing the key points from today's lecture on Transformation, and then we can discuss the exceptions," she suggested, looking around at her classmates.
Justin nodded, flipping through his textbook to find the right page. "I'll outline the basic principles of Transformation, then we can each take turns explaining different concepts. It’ll help reinforce what we've learned."
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        Chapter 53: Charting Influence

 The heavy oak door groaned softly as Lucas slipped into the deserted bathroom, his emerald eyes scanning every corner with a calculating gaze. The room was brightly lit, with a row of ceramic sinks lining one wall and a series of wooden stalls on the other. The air hung thick with the faint scent of mildew and the lingering traces of harsh cleaning potions. Satisfied there wasn’t anybody even though it was already confirmed by his sensory spells, he focused his intent, channeling his magic as in the blink of an eye, his body faded from sight, the very air seeming to bend and distort as the invisibility spell took hold.
Moving with silent strides, the invisible Lucas emerged back into the busy corridor beyond. The hallway was alive with students walking next to each other as they chattered animatedly. Portraits lining the walls whispered to each other and pointed at the various students. Paying them no mind, Lucas broke into a sprint as he cast the Wind's Gale and Water's Swell support visualization.
An unseen force instantly propelled him forward, his strides lengthening as the elemental currents of wind and water gathered around him. His black robes creased with the sudden burst of speed, the Hufflepuff crest on his chest glinting in the torchlight. The stone floor seemed to blur beneath his feet as he harnessed the combined momentum, blurring past unknowing students. His dark hair whipped about his face as he moved with unnatural speed.
The moving staircases proved little obstacle as Lucas ascended them with ease with quickened yet silenced footsteps. His progress was quick, carrying him ever closer to the looming silhouette of Gryffindor Tower in the distance.
He neared the portrait hole and slowed his pace, every sense attuned to potential witnesses or eavesdroppers. The Fat Lady, clad in her pink silk dress, sat in her frame as she eyed the empty corridor with boredom. With a deft manipulation of the air around him, his voice emerged as a distorted murmur, "Caput Draconis."
The Fat Lady's portrait swung open obediently, and Lucas slipped through the entrance while leaving the Gryffindor students gaping at the mysteriously opening door. The common room was warm and inviting, with plush armchairs scattered about and a roaring fire crackling in the hearth. Students lounged about, some studying, others engaged in lively games of Exploding Snap or Wizard's Chess. Lucas walked past them, and ascended the stairs toward the third-year boys’ dormitory.
The room was blessedly empty when Lucas arrived, the four-poster beds neatly made and the trunks sitting at their feet. He made a beeline for the one belonging to the Weasley twins, its battered exterior covered in an array of colorful stickers and scorch marks. A wandless Unlocking Spell saw the lid popping open with a muted click, and he quickly rifled through the contents - a jumble of prank items, spare quills, and crumpled parchments - until his fingers closed around the folded map he sought.
A small, triumphant smirk tugged at the corners of Lucas's mouth as he carefully stowed the Marauder's Map away in the expanded pouch secured in his robes. He couldn't risk leaving such a valuable asset in the hands of the twins, not when he wasn't certain his support visualization spells could conceal his movements from its all-seeing gaze within Hogwarts. Especially not when there was a big risk he could suddenly disappear from the map if his spells did work as intended.
Retracing his steps, Lucas descended from the dormitory and passed through the common room once more. This time, the bewildered Gryffindors were even more confused when the portrait hole opened and closed, seemingly of its own accord. A group of first-years huddled together and their eyes were wide as saucers as they whispered excitedly about the strange occurrence.
By the time Lucas reached the deserted bathroom once more, he lifted the invisibility spell and he emerged into the open as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. He straightened his robes, running a hand through his tousled hair as he glanced at his reflection in the mirror. His cheeks were slightly flushed from the exertion, but other than that everything looked fine.
He slowly made his way toward the library, and Lucas's smirk deepened into a self-satisfied grin. The Marauder's Map was now safely in his possession, eliminating any potential vulnerabilities or prying eyes that could compromise his activities within the castle walls. Soon it will be time for me to go pay a visit to the Chamber of Secrets and deal with the Basilisk. My “Glow of the Depths” and “Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea” sensory spells will ensure I do not need to use my eyes to view the snake’s deadly gaze, though I hope I do not need to fight it. If I could communicate with it, that would be the best case scenario. Either way, I require the venom to proceed with the next step in the Room of Requirement so I can deal with the Horcrux… I do wonder if the Chamber of Secrets still has any other secrets than just a Basilisk, or if they’ve already been taken away by the descendants of Slytherin or Voldemort himself. I’ll have to see.
The towering shelves of the library soon appeared before him, the musty scent of aged parchment and leather bindings filling his nostrils as he stepped inside. The room was a haven of quiet study, with long tables scattered about and towering windows that let in shafts of golden sunlight. He spotted the cluster of Hufflepuff first-years already hard at work on their Transfiguration homework with their heads bent over books and parchments as quills scratched furiously against the vellum.
Hermione was the first to look up as he approached as she waved him over with an eager smile. Her robes were immaculate, the Hufflepuff crest proudly displayed on her chest as she sat surrounded by a small mountain of books. Justin and Neville flanked her, and Neville in particular looked a bit overwhelmed by the sheer volume of information before him.
"Harry!" Hermione exclaimed, her voice a bit too loud in the quiet library. She flushed slightly as Madam Pince shot her a stern look from behind her desk. "We were just discussing the key principles of Transformation and the exceptions to Gamp's Law. It's all so fascinating, isn't it?"
Lucas chuckled softly as he slid into an empty seat at their table. "Indeed it is, Hermione. I'm glad to see you're all taking the subject so seriously." He leaned back in his chair, and his shoulders relaxed as he looked over the group.
Justin grinned at him and his blond hair fell into his eyes as he tapped his quill against his parchment. "We figured we'd get a head start on the homework," he said with a shrug. "No sense in putting it off, right?"
Neville nodded in agreement, though his round face was slightly pale as he glanced down at his own notes. "I just hope I can keep up," he whispered. "Transfiguration seems really tough."
Lucas reached over and gave Neville's shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "You'll do fine, Neville," he said with a smile. "We're all here to help each other out. I’m sure you’ll figure it out with all of us here to help.”
Neville looked up at him, a grateful smile spreading across his face. "Thanks, Harry," he said softly. "That means a lot."
Sally-Anne and Lily, who had been quietly working on their own assignments, looked up at Lucas's words. Sally-Anne's red hair was pulled back in a neat braid and her freckled face broke into a grin as she nodded in agreement. "Absolutely," she said firmly. "We're all in this together."
Lily, her dark hair falling in waves around her shoulders, smiled shyly at Lucas. "It's nice of you to join us, Harry," she said softly. "I know you probably have a lot of other things you could be doing."
Lucas waved off her concern with a chuckle. "Nonsense," he said firmly. "There's nothing more important than helping out my fellow Hufflepuffs. Now, let's see what you've got so far."
The group settled into their study session, but Justin let out a frustrated sigh, drawing everyone's attention. He held up his quill, a splotch of ink staining his fingers. "Is it just me, or is writing with these quills incredibly difficult?" he asked with a frown on his face. "I keep smudging the ink and making a mess of my parchment."
Hermione glanced up from her own work with her quill moving smoothly across the page. "It takes some getting used to," she admitted with a sympathetic smile. "But I practiced a lot with a quill in the months before coming to Hogwarts. I noticed that they always use quills in the wizarding world, so I wanted to be prepared."
Lucas nodded in agreement. "Same here," he said with a shrug. "I figured it would be good to get a head start on some of the basics."
The others exchanged curious looks, and Neville spoke up hesitantly. "We've been using quills our whole lives," he said, gesturing to himself and the other wizard-raised students. "It's just normal for us."
Lily, however, tilted her head in confusion. "But if you don't use quills," she asked softly, and her dark eyes were wide with curiosity, "what do you write with?"
The three Muggle-raised students shared a knowing look, and Hermione jumped in to explain. "In the Muggle world, we use pens," she said, pulling a sleek ballpoint pen from her bag. "They have their own ink supply inside, so you don't have to keep dipping them like you do with quills. And the ink dries much faster, so there's less smudging. But sadly we are required to use quills, so it’s useless for essays."
The wizard-raised students leaned in to examine the strange writing implement with bewilderment. Justin grinned at their reactions. "They come in all sorts of colors and styles, too," he added. "Much more convenient than quills and inkwells, if you ask me."
Lucas, sensing that the conversation was veering off-topic, gently steered the group back to their homework. "As interesting as this is," he said with a chuckle, "perhaps we should focus on our Transfiguration assignment. I was thinking it might be helpful to quiz each other on possible practical applications for the Transformation branch. It could help us generate ideas for our essays."
The others nodded in agreement, and Lucas took the lead. "For example," he said thoughtfully, "Transformation could be incredibly useful in construction and architecture. Imagine being able to temporarily modify materials or structure layouts for visualization and testing, allowing architects and builders to experiment with designs before committing to the final construction. It could save a lot of time and resources, and improve safety and efficiency in building projects. Even if the structure is built with magical materials, Transformation could still be valuable for design experimentation."
The group murmured in appreciation, jotting down notes as they considered Lucas's suggestion. Hermione's hand shot up. "Oh, I've got one!" she blurted out. "What if we used Transformation for packing or cleaning up? Like, turning your clothes into tiny squares to fit more in your suitcase, or making a messy room tidy by turning everything into neat little stacks.
Justin grinned, nodding along with Hermione's idea. "That's brilliant," he said. "And imagine using it in the kitchen! You could change a big block of chocolate into little pieces for cookies, or make a whole pumpkin into slices all ready for baking!"
Neville, usually quiet, raised his hand a bit shyly. When everyone looked his way, he blushed but continued, "I was thinking about using it for gardening. Like changing hard soil into good dirt for plants, or making a tiny seed grow into a little plant right away."
Sally-Anne clapped her hands, smiling at Neville. "That's awesome, Neville!" she exclaimed. "And think about using it in medicine! Like making a yucky herb taste sweet, or changing a dangerous plant into something we can use to get better."
Lily, who had been deep in thought, finally spoke up with a gentle smile. "And for art and music too," she suggested softly. "We could transform a simple paintbrush into one with bristles that paint different patterns, or turn a plain piece of wood into a fancy flute."
Lucas smiled warmly at his classmates and nodded his head. "These are all fantastic ideas," he said. "It's clear that Transformation has a wide range of practical applications across various fields. I think we've got more than enough material to work with for our essays now."
The group finished up their essay and began packing up their belongings, quills scratching out the last few lines on their parchments. Lucas casually waved his hand and in a subtle display of wandless magic, his quill and roll of parchment rose smoothly into the air before gliding towards him and tucking themselves neatly into the folds of his robe.
Lily Moon's eyes went wide and her mouth formed a small 'o' of surprise as she witnessed the effortless feat of magic. Next to her, Sally-Anne Perks let out a soft gasp with her hand flying up to cover her parted lips as she gaped openly at Lucas.
In contrast, Hermione, Justin, and Neville barely reacted at all, clearly more accustomed to Lucas's casual displays of skill. Hermione's eyes flicked briefly towards the hovering quill before she continued packing her bag, while Justin simply grinned and shook his head in amusement.
Their muted reactions, however, stood in stark contrast to the whispers that spread through the library like wildfire. Older students scattered among the towering shelves turned to gawk openly when their eyes followed the path of Lucas's levitating writing implements. Madam Pince, the hawkish librarian, peered over the rims of her glasses with a scandalized expression with her lips pressed into a thin line.
"Did you see that?" a Ravenclaw girl at the next table over hissed to her friend. "Potter just did wandless magic!"
"Merlin’s Beard, he's good," a burly Gryffindor boy muttered as his eyebrows were raised high on his forehead. "I thought only elderly wizards could do that sort of thing."
The whispers grew louder and filled the once-quiet library. Heads swiveled, fingers pointed, and books were momentarily forgotten as the students craned their necks to catch another glimpse of the Boy-Who-Lived.
Lucas, seemingly oblivious to the stir he had caused, simply gathered his belongings and rose smoothly to his feet. He flashed a warm smile at Lily and Sally-Anne, whose mouths were still agape.
"Shall we head to our first Potions class, then?" he asked casually, as if he hadn't just performed a feat of magic that most adult wizards struggled with.
Sally-Anne was the first to recover, blinking rapidly before nodding and hastily shoving her books into her bag. "Yes, of course," she said, her voice only slightly higher than usual. "We don't want to be late for Professor Snape's class."
The mention of the infamously strict Potions Master seemed to jolt the others back to reality. Neville paled slightly as he scrambled to his feet. Justin and Hermione exchanged a wide-eyed look before hurriedly gathering their things, while Lily simply nodded mutely, her eyes still fixed on Lucas with awe.
When the group made their way out of the library, the whispers followed them like a wave, ebbing and flowing with each step they took. Lucas walked calmly in the center of the small cluster with a serene expression that made it clear he was unbothered by the attention.
It was only when they had rounded the corner and were safely out of sight of the library that he allowed a small, satisfied smirk to tug at the corners of his mouth. The whispers and stares were exactly what he had intended, a way to reinforce his reputation and cultivate an air of mystery and intrigue.
After all, a little bit of awe and speculation never hurt, especially when it came to securing his place in the minds and hearts of his peers.


 
 

  
    Snakes and Cauldrons

    

        Chapter 54: Snakes and Cauldrons

 The oak door creaked open and the shuffling first-years entered the gloomy Potions classroom. Torchlight flickered across dusty jars lining the shelves, their contents casting eerie shadows.
Lucas was glad for his Wristband of Air Purification - it blocked the various scents from infiltrating his nostrils. He made his way to an empty table, sleeves of his robe brushing the scarred wooden surface. Next to him, Justin grimaced, pinching his freckled nose shut as he dropped his satchel onto the floor with a dull thud.
"What on earth is that smell?" the blond boy muttered, his blue eyes watering.
Across the aisle, Hermione and Neville claimed a table, the latter looking slightly green. Behind them, Lily Moon's delicate features were pinched with disgust as her dark eyes darted around the shadowy room. Sally-Anne scurried to join her as copper hair swung in its plait.
Silence fell over the classroom as the heavy door banged open once more, the sound echoing harshly. Professor Snape stalked in, his billowing obsidian robes kicking up a faint breeze that carried the musty scent of potion fumes. Greasy black hair framed Snape's sallow face as his eyes roved over the students. He picked up the roster, studying it with thin pressed lips.
"Abbott, Hannah," he drawled.
"Present," a pink-faced girl with blonde pigtails squeaked.
Snape's lip curled in disdain. "Bones, Susan." His tone dripped condescension. A redheaded girl with an upturned nose offered a silent nod.
After some time, Snape's beady gaze flicked across the room before settling on Lucas. "Potter... Harry.”
"Present, sir." Lucas said.
Snape's eyes narrowed slightly, likely realizing Lucas's prodigy status meant trying to humiliate him publicly would be unwise if he answered all his questions correctly. Not that it mattered - Lucas met the professor's stare evenly.
The Potions Master held Lucas's gaze for a heartbeat, something unreadable flickering across his sallow features. Then, he continued with the roll-call and tossed the roster aside when he was finished.
"There will be little foolish wand-waving or silly incantations in this class," Snape began in a soft, dangerous voice that seemed to slither through the air like a serpent. "As such, I don't expect many of you to truly appreciate the subtle science and exact art that is potion-making."
He stalked between the rows of tables, boots clicking on the stone floor. "However, for those select few who possess the… predisposition, I can teach you how to bewitch the mind and ensnare the senses. I can tell you how to bottle fame, brew glory, and even put a stopper in death — if you aren’t as big a bunch of dunderheads as I usually have to teach."
A heavy silence hung over the room, the students enraptured by Snape's soft, silky tones. With an economical wave of his wand, Snape flicked it again, and spidery writing bloomed across the ancient blackboard.
"Today, you will attempt to brew a simple Cure for Boils potion," he said, and his voice was laced with boredom. "The instructions are on the board. You have two hours. Begin."
Instantly, the class erupted into chaos. Stools scraped against stone as students scrambled for their supplies. The clink of glass vials and jars filled the air, along with murmurs and hushed whispers as partners conferred over bubbling cauldrons.
Lucas reached into his bag, withdrawing a new potions kit with practiced ease. Beside him, Justin was already struggling with flushed cheeks as he fumbled with the ancient scales.
"Need a hand?" Lucas asked, sliding his kit closer.
"Thanks, mate," Justin said gratefully, using Lucas's polished marble mortar to grind the snake fangs into a fine powder.
Across the aisle, Hermione's hand shot up. "Professor Snape?"
Snape turned on her with a sneer. "What is it, Miss Granger?"
"The instructions say to heat the mixture for precisely ten seconds," she said, and her voice wavered only slightly. "But why ten seconds specifically? Wouldn't a few more or less make a difference?"
For a moment, Snape's gaze lingered on Hermione, expression unreadable. Then one corner of his mouth twitched upward fleetingly. "Because, Miss Granger, potion-making is an exact science. One second too long or too short, and your entire brew could be rendered useless. Or worse..." His voice dropped to a menacing whisper. "...explosive."
Hermione paled, but gave a shaky nod. Beside her, Neville gulped audibly, his hands trembling as he reached for the porcupine quills. Instantly, Hermione's hand shot out to still his.
"Neville, wait!" she hissed. "The quills don't go in until after the slugs!"
Flushing, Neville pulled his hand back, offering her a grateful look. "R-right, thanks Hermione."
Snape, having witnessed the exchange, scowled darkly before sweeping away to criticize another student's work.
This is just shoddy teaching, Lucas thought. No wonder so many struggle with potions. We've had no instruction on proper techniques - how to handle ingredients, prepare a workspace, use the equipment safely. Snape just expects us to know, or learn through inevitable mistakes.
He shook his head minutely, concentrating on the task at hand. With deft motions, he decanted the crushed snake fangs into their pewter cauldron and set it simmering over a low flame. The acrid scent of sulfur filled his nostrils as he tended the bubbling mixture with careful prods of his wand.
"Looking good, Harry," Justin murmured approvingly as the steam began to rise from their cauldron.
Lucas gave a curt nod as he focused intently on the shimmering surface as he tracked the seconds. Precisely at the ten second mark, he lifted his wand and gave it a flick over the bubbling mixture.
Instantly, the potion's surface shimmered with an iridescent glow as the latent magical properties within the ingredients were activated by the infusion of magic. Several students nearby turned to watch with wide eyes at how quickly they were making the potion.
Ignoring their stares, Lucas slid the cauldron smoothly off the burner with a subtle wave of his hand, the heavy iron vessel levitating effortlessly through the air before settling gently on the tabletop. He made a mental note of the time as the potion would need to brew untouched for the next 33 to 45 minutes.
Justin waved a hand in front of his nose, grimacing at the pungent fumes wafting from their cauldron.
"Wow, that's ripe," he muttered. "I don't know how you can just breathe that in like it's nothing, Harry."
Lucas shrugged, unconcerned by the unpleasant smells thanks to his Wristband of Air Purification. "I’m sure you’ll get used to it," he said simply.
As the minutes ticked by, he divided his attention between monitoring their potion's progress and observing the rest of the class. Hermione and Neville seemed to be following the instructions carefully, if a bit slowly. Lily and Sally-Anne were whispering intently as they worked, occasionally glancing over at Lucas and Justin's table.
When the optimal brewing time had elapsed, Lucas gave Justin a nudge. "Let's finish it up, shall we?"
Justin nodded eagerly, already reaching for the jar of horned slugs as Lucas removed the cauldron from the tabletop and returned it to the burner's low flames. Following the instructions precisely, Justin decanted four of the plump, wriggling slugs into the shimmering brew.
Lucas waited for Justin to withdraw his hand before taking the cauldron off the heat once more. He added two porcupine quills, grimacing slightly at the way they caused the potion to hiss and froth alarmingly. Quickly, he stirred the mixture exactly five times in a clockwise motion as the quills dissolved.
On the final turn, he gave his wand another wave over the surface. The frothing immediately stilled, and the potion settled into a glossy, turquoise shade. Fragrant tendrils of steam wafted up, carrying the crisp scent of peppermint across the room.
Emerald eyes glinting, Lucas carefully decanted the turquoise potion into a glass phial. Justin let out a low whistle. "Brilliant, mate."
"Snape will have to give us top marks for that, for sure," the blond Hufflepuff said with a grin.
Justin's grin faded as a looming shadow fell across their worktable. Professor Snape had materialized beside them, his sallow face impassive as he stared down his hooked nose at their cauldron.
"Well, well," the Potions Master drawled silkily. "It seems someone has managed to produce a passable attempt at brewing a simple curative."
His cold, dark eyes flicked over the shimmering turquoise surface before settling on Lucas. "You, Potter. Explain the process you used to arrive at this..." He wrinkled his nose as he caught a whiff of the peppermint steam. "...result."
All eyes turned towards Lucas, but the young prodigy did not seem cowed in the slightest by Snape's piercing gaze. He met the professor's stare evenly with an expression of polite attentiveness.
"Certainly, sir," Lucas replied respectfully. "Justin and I began by crushing six snake fangs into a fine powder using the mortar and pestle. We then measured out precisely four portions and added them to the cauldron before heating the mixture to 250 degrees for ten seconds."
Snape's eyes narrowed fractionally at the precise details, but he said nothing as Lucas continued.
"After allowing the base to simmer for the allotted time of 33 to 45 minutes, we added four horned slugs directly to the heated solution," Lucas went on calmly. "We then removed the cauldron from the heat before adding two porcupine quills with five clockwise stirs to encourage full integration."
He gestured towards the shimmering turquoise liquid. "A final wave of the wand over the surface completely activated the latent magical properties and completed the brewing process per the instructions."
For a long moment, Snape stared at Lucas appraisingly. The rest of the class had fallen utterly silent, hanging on the exchange between student and teacher.
"And what, pray tell, is the precise function of porcupine quills in this particular potion, Mr. Potter?" Snape asked at last in a deceptively mild voice.
Lucas didn't even hesitate. "The quills act like magical lances, puncturing through the protective barriers erected by boils and infections," he replied with a neutral expression. "Their magically-imbued tips create openings, allowing the potion's other curative elements to penetrate and neutralize the noxious compounds causing the swelling and pus formation. The clockwise stirs are crucial for guiding the quills' piercing action in a harmonious, spiraling flow that maximizes their barrier-breaching potential."
The students around them looked mostly lost now as they absorbed this detailed response. Even Hermione looked impressed with her eyes wide.
Snape's lip curled ever so slightly, but it was impossible to tell if the expression was one of derision or grudging respect. "One point to Hufflepuff, Potter," he said at last, his voice flat. "For...adequately regurgitating the textbook."
With a dramatic swirl of his robes, Snape turned and moved on to the next table as his eyes roved over the other students' efforts with disdain.
Justin let out a low whistle as soon as the dour professor was out of earshot. "Harry, You made that look effortless." he whispered in an undertone, grinning at his friend. "I thought for sure Snape was going to take points like the older Hufflepuffs said he’d do."
Lucas allowed himself a small, casual shrug.
So much for Snape trying to make a fool of me like he did Harry in the books, he mused. He clearly wasn't prepared for me to actually understand the subject matter. Though I can't say I'm impressed with his teaching methods so far - simply reading instructions off a board is hardly a robust curriculum.
No matter. I've already read ahead in all the textbooks for the next seven years. Potions may prove a useful avenue to explore...perhaps I can devise new applications, improved recipes, or even original creations. Might be worth investing some time into mastering it properly.
Aloud, he simply said, "Thanks, Justin. But it's going to take more than that to rattle me."


The door thudded shut behind the cluster of Hufflepuff first-years as they spilled out of the gloomy Potions classroom. A collective sigh of relief escaped their lips, the dank chill of the dungeons quickly replaced by the warm, torchlit corridors of the upper castle.
"Finally, some fresh air!" Justin exclaimed, taking an exaggerated gulp of the pleasantly scented air wafting from the nearby gardens. He grinned at Lucas, falling into step beside his friend as they made their way towards the Grand Staircase. "I thought I was going to suffocate down there with all those nasty potion fumes."
"Ugh, wretched!" Lily's delicate features contorted in revulsion, and her soft voice took on a whining quality. "How does one breathe that foulness?"
"Aw, c'mon, you two!" Sally-Anne chimed in with a mischievous grin as her coppery braid swung merrily behind her. "I thought it added a nice...pungent sort of authenticity to the whole experience."
She nudged Neville playfully with her elbow, nearly overbalancing the round-faced boy. "Didn't it, Neville? Put you right in the potioneering spirit and all that?"
A deep crimson crept up Neville's round cheeks. He averted his gaze to the scuffed toes of his well-worn shoes, shuffling them against the stone floor. "I-I don't know," he mumbled. "I was just worried about mixing everything up and melting the cauldron..."
An indignant huff sounded from Hermione's direction as she pushed a wayward chestnut curl out of her eyes. "Well, of course you were nervous, Neville!" she exclaimed. "Professor Snape gave us absolutely no safety briefing or instructions whatsoever. He just expected us to know how to handle all those ingredients and equipment right off the bat!"
The curly-haired girl shook her head, her eyes flashing with a spark of frustration. "It's a wonder none of the cauldrons melted right through their bases with how little guidance he provided."
Lucas chuckled, the sound seeming to fill the corridor around them. "Now, now, Hermione, let's not be too hard on Professor Snape," he said mildly. "I'm sure he has his reasons for the...hands-off approach to teaching."
Hermione opened her mouth - likely to launch into a spirited debate - but Justin beat her to it with a derisive snort.
"Reasons?" the blond Hufflepuff repeated with a roll of his eyes. "More like he couldn't be bothered. Did you see how he critiqued everyone's work? Didn't seem interested in actually teaching us anything useful at all."
The five friends meandered down the sun-dappled corridor, their voices echoing off the ancient stone walls. Portraits lining the halls craned their necks curiously as the cluster of first-years passed by in a flurry of black robes and animated chatter.
"Perhaps that's just his way of weeding out the students who don't have a natural knack for it," Lucas suggested with a casual shrug of his shoulders.
He flashed his friends a sly smile, eyes glinting mischievously. "After all, Snape did say that potions is an 'exact art and subtle science'. Maybe he figures you need to have a certain...innate sense for it before any formal instruction can really begin?"
Neville made a small, uncertain noise in the back of his throat. "You mean like...like an inborn magical ability specifically for potions?" he asked hesitantly. "Because if that's the case, I'm really not sure I've got what it takes..."
A thoughtful furrow appeared between Hermione's brows as she mulled over Lucas's words. "A natural predisposition for the art of potion-making..." she mused, nibbling her lower lip. "I don't recall reading anything about that in our texts. Do you think it's even possible to be born with an innate skill like that?"
Lucas met each of their gazes, emerald eyes flickering with nonchalance. A heartbeat passed. "Take metamorphmagi, for instance - witches and wizards born with the power to change their physical appearance at will. Or Seers, with their inborn talents for divination and prophecy." Lucas ticked them off on his fingers as he spoke. "And then there are Animagi like Professor McGonagall, who can transform into animal forms. Though that can be gained through practice."
The others were nodding along, their initial confusion slowly giving way to understanding and interest. Even Neville looked intrigued despite his earlier uncertainty.
Sensing he had their undivided attention, Lucas lowered his voice conspiratorially as they approached the broad staircase that would take them up to the Entrance Hall.
"Those are just the well-known examples," Lucas said as his voice lowered conspiratorially. "But there are rarer abilities...stigmatized ones that have been pushed into obscurity over time."
A heavy silence fell over the group, broken only by the sound of their shoes scuffing against the stone underfoot. Lily leaned closer to Sally-Anne, her small hands gripping the other girl's sleeve as her dark eyes widened.
"You...you don't mean like dark magic or anything, do you Harry?" the petite girl asked in a small, slightly shaky voice.
Lucas was quick to shake his head, offering her a reassuring smile. "Nothing so sinister as outright curses or hexes, Lily," he assured her gently. "I'm referring more to innate traits or tendencies that have been unfairly misunderstood or demonized due to lack of information."
He allowed another pause, letting the weight of his words sink in as they began to climb the stairs towards the Entrance Hall. Just ahead, a group of older Slytherin students was descending with their heads bent together in hushed conversation.
"In fact," Lucas continued, and his voice dropped to just above a whisper, "I happen to possess one such ability myself."
The effect was instantaneous. Neville stumbled. Sally-Anne's hand flew to her mouth, stifling a small gasp of surprise. Even Hermione's shoulders tensed visibly as she whipped around to fix Lucas with an intense, searching look.
"You...you do?" she breathed, sounding almost breathless with curiosity.
A group of older Slytherins passed by, their conversation trailing off as curious looks were cast towards Lucas's group.
Lucas simply nodded with an expression of perfect calm and ease - the picture of childish innocence.
"I do," he confirmed with a small, lopsided smile. "Though it's honestly not that incredible, all things considered. Just a...unique little quirk, I suppose you could say."
He paused, letting his words hang tantalizingly in the air for a beat before continuing.
"You see, I have reason to believe that when Voldemort's killing curse rebounded off me all those years ago, it did more than simply leave me with this scar." One slim finger traced the faint, lightning-shaped line on his forehead. "I think...a piece of his power was transferred to me as well."
Neville paled at the mention of You-Know-Who's name. Lily's eyes widened, her hand gripping Sally-Anne's sleeve.
Even Justin and Hermione - the two unflappable Muggle-borns of the group - exchanged apprehensive looks at Lucas's revelation.
"His...power?" Hermione repeated in confusion.
The words seemed to suck all sound from the corridor around them, even the portraits going eerily still and silent. Somewhere behind them, one of the Slytherins let out a muffled gasp of shock.
Lucas, however, simply shrugged one shoulder in an easy, unbothered gesture - the picture of childlike nonchalance.
"So it would seem," he replied calmly. "Though I can't say I'm too fussed about it, honestly. After all..."
A slow, almost playful smile curved his lips.
"It did grant me a rather unique advantage. You see, I'm what's known as a Parselmouth - I have the ability to speak and understand the language of serpents."
The silence that followed was practically deafening, the weight of his words seeming to press down on them like a physical force. Neville looked utterly poleaxed and his mouth worked soundlessly as he stared at Lucas with something akin to horrified awe. Sally-Anne’s face drained of color, and her freckles stood out even more.
As for Hermione and Justin, the two Muggle-borns were baffled as to why the wizard-raised were so shocked.
Finally, Lily found her voice, and her words were a little bit fearful.
"Parseltongue," she repeated, as if tasting the word on her tongue. "You...you can actually converse with snakes?"
Lucas's playful smile softened into something warm and reassuring as he met each of his friend's gazes in turn.
"I can," he confirmed with a small nod. "It's honestly not that incredible, I promise. Just a...unique little quirk, as I said."
Hermione's brow furrowed as she processed Lucas's reveal about being a Parselmouth. She opened her mouth, no doubt to ask one of her usual barrage of follow-up questions, but Justin once more beat her to it with a confused look.
"Hang on," the blond Hufflepuff said slowly. "I'm not sure I understand what the big deal is here. You can talk to snakes...so what?"
He shrugged and his blue eyes flicked between the pale, shaken faces of their wizard-raised friends. "It's a bit odd, sure, but why is everyone acting like Harry just admitted to being evil or something?"
"Because that's exactly what Parseltongue is associated with!" Neville burst out with an ashen face. "It's...it's an ability linked to Salazar Slytherin himself - one of the foulest, most twisted wizards to have ever lived!"
Sally-Anne was nodding fervently in agreement. "It's true," she said in a hushed voice. "Slytherin was a Parselmouth, and he could use snakes as weapons against people. It's why so many dark wizards have tried to learn it over the centuries."
Lily reached out, gripping Hermione's arm tightly as she stared at Lucas with wide, anxious eyes. "Harry...you can't really think you're...you know..." She swallowed hard, seeming unable to give voice to her fears.
But Lucas was already shaking his head, with his expression one of calm reassurance as he held up a placating hand.
"Now, now, let's not get ahead of ourselves," he said soothingly. "I know Parseltongue has...unfortunate connotations in our world, but I hardly think that makes me a dark wizard in the making."
He smiled then, the expression warm and genuine as he met each of their gazes in turn.
"After all, it's not as if I chose this ability, or went looking for a way to obtain it through nefarious means. No, this was simply...an unexpected consequence of my encounter with Voldemort all those years ago."
Neville flinched violently at the use of the Dark Lord's name, but Lucas pressed on, undeterred.
"From what I understand, Voldemort himself was a Parselmouth - one of the most accomplished ones in centuries, if the stories are to be believed. So perhaps when his curse backfired and struck me as an infant, some...essence of that rare ability was transferred to me as well."
Hermione was nodding quickly now, the furrow in her brow easing somewhat as understanding dawned across her features.
"That...does make a certain sort of sense, I suppose," she said carefully. "If You-Know-Who possessed this Parseltongue ability and then his curse rebounded, it could be that you could have inadvertently inherited it during that magical backlash."
She gnawed her lower lip thoughtfully. "Though I'll admit, I've never read anything about magical abilities being...transferable like that. I’d love to do some research into it to understand how it’s possible..."
Lucas shot her an appreciative look. "An excellent suggestion, Hermione," he said warmly. "I would welcome the chance to understand this ability better myself. For now, though..."
He trailed off, emerald eyes sparkling with a hint of mischief as he caught the curious looks from Justin and Hermione.
"For now, I think a small demonstration might be in order - just to put any lingering doubts or fears to rest, yes?"
Without waiting for a response, Lucas fished his wand from the depths of his robe pocket and leveled it at the floor just ahead of their little group. The Slytherin students who had been not-so-subtly eavesdropping scrambled backwards as their eyes went wide with alarm.
Concentrating, Lucas focused his intent on conjuring a harmless serpent - but not just any snake. No, this one would be...special. Adorable, even.
In his mind's eye, he envisioned the creature taking shape, its scales a shimmering, iridescent rainbow of jewel-bright hues. He imagined its slender body no thicker than his thumb, its bright black eyes glinting with a curious sort of intelligence as its tiny forked tongue flicked out to taste the air.
"Serpensortia!" Lucas murmured, giving his wand a sharp flick.
At once, the air wavered before gathering into the serpentine form he had so vividly imagined. The slender snake materialized on the floor before them, its rainbow scales glittering like a kaleidoscope of gemstones in the torchlight.
Hermione actually gasped with her eyes going wide in wonder as she took in the diminutive creature. Even Neville seemed taken aback by the snake's almost...cute appearance as his shoulders lost a bit of their tension.
Lily's eyes went wide, a fearful reverence replacing her earlier nervousness. "It's...beautiful," she breathed, hand unconsciously gripping Sally-Anne's sleeve.
Lucas simply smiled, crouching down so that he was eye-level with the shimmering serpent. When he opened his mouth, a series of soft hisses and sibilant tones spilled from his lips in that strange, arcane language.
"Wrap around my arm, and then a couple of seconds later around my shoulders." he commanded the magical snake construct.
The tiny snake seemed to consider his words for a moment, and its bright black eyes flickered open and closed deliberately. With a flick of its jewel-toned scales, it slithered forward in a rippling, undulating motion. Once close enough, it began winding its way up Lucas's outstretched arm.
The first-years watched, utterly transfixed, as the iridescent serpent looped itself around Lucas's forearm in a series of loose coils. Its small head emerged from the center of the spiral to taste the air once more with its forked tongue, and Lucas couldn't help but chuckle at the sight.
"Well?" he asked, turning his arm to show off the snake to his friends. "Still think I'm destined for the path of a dark wizard?"
Hermione was the first to shake her head in wonder once more. "That was...incredible, Harry," she breathed. "I had no idea you could actually communicate with them like that!"
Justin nodded in fervent agreement.
Sally-Anne and Lily exchanged a look, the former seeming to wrestle with her instinctive fear and misgivings about the ability. Finally, the redhead managed a small smile.
"I have to admit," she said slowly, "it is...rather adorable when you put it that way."
A sheen of sweat glistened on Neville's brow as he stared at the snake, his adam's apple bobbing with each nervous swallow. But even he couldn't seem to tear his eyes away from the hypnotic, shimmering coils currently draped over Lucas's arm.
"I...I suppose it's not quite as...ominous as I imagined," he conceded in a small voice.
As if sensing the shift in the atmosphere, the rainbow serpent lifted its head higher, flicking its tongue out once more in an almost curious manner. Lucas chuckled again, the sound warm and reassuring as he straightened to his full height once more.
"See?" he said with a fond smile. "Nothing to be afraid of at all. Just a...unique little quirk, like I said."
The serpent chose that moment to uncurl itself from Lucas's arm and begin slithering up towards his shoulders. Within moments, it had looped itself loosely around the back of his neck, its tiny head emerging to blink placidly at the cluster of first-years.
"Now then," Lucas continued brightly, "I don't know about the rest of you, but I've definitely worked up an appetite after that little display. Who's hungry?"
With that, he spun on his heel and walked purposefully towards the open doors of the Great Hall, the iridescent snake bobbing gently with each step. His friends had no choice but to hurry after him as their earlier fears and apprehensions slowly went away while they admired the cute snake.
What almost none of them noticed, however, were the open-mouthed stares and frantic whispers now spreading through the group of Slytherin students they had passed. Nor did they see the way those whispers started to spread through the already-assembled clusters of students scattered throughout the Great Hall.
By the time Lucas reached the long table and slid onto the bench, a hush had fallen over the hall. Hundreds of eyes were fixed upon the young Hufflepuff, drinking in the sight of the small rainbow serpent currently draped over his shoulders.
At the Head Table, Professor McGonagall had gone rigid in her seat with her lips pressed into a thin, severe line. Beside her, Dumbledore too had frozen in shock for a moment before relaxing greatly, though his eyes were still curious. He shook his head after a moment and leaned over to murmur something in Mcgonagall’s ear.
But Lucas paid none of it any mind. He simply helped himself to a platter of roast beef and potatoes, all the while chatting animatedly with his friends as the rainbow serpent tasted the air with a lazy flick of its forked tongue.
Good… Now the future reputational damage is greatly reduced. Even if this might cause a little bit of a conflict with some of the Gryffindors or Hufflepuffs, that can easily be managed through Legilimency to diffuse any situations.


 
 

  
    Ghostly History

    

        Chapter 55: Ghostly History

 The door to the History of Magic classroom creaked open as a gaggle of first-year students filed in, and their excited chatter filled the air. Shafts of pale sunlight filtered through the arched windows, illuminating the swirling motes of dust that danced lazily above the rows of ancient wooden desks.
Lucas followed his fellow Hufflepuffs into the room, the rainbow serpent still draped languidly around his shoulders. He made his way towards an empty seat near the front, and he couldn't help but notice the furtive glances and whispers that seemed to follow in his wake.
"Did you see him earlier? He was actually talking to that snake..."
"I heard he's a Parselmouth. You know, like Salazar Slytherin himself!"
"But he's Harry Potter! Surely he can't be... a dark wizard?"
Lucas kept his expression carefully neutral as he slid into his seat, the ancient wood groaning slightly beneath his weight. While the news of his rare ability had caused quite a stir, he was confident that most of his classmates would quickly get used it and come to see it as simply a quirk of his past encounter with Voldemort.
Beside him, Justin fidgeted nervously with the edge of his robes. "Wow, Harry," he muttered under his breath. "Everyone's staring at you like you've grown a second head or something."
Lucas offered his friend a reassuring smile, keeping his voice low. "Just ignore them, Justin. They're only curious. Give it a few days and they'll find something else to gossip about."
As if on cue, the classroom fell silent as a pearly-white figure glided straight through the blackboard at the front of the room. Several students gasped in shock with their eyes going wide as they took in the translucent form of their ghostly professor.
Professor Binns was an elderly man with a wispy beard and a pair of spectacles perched precariously on the end of his nose. He wore an old-fashioned suit and tie that seemed to shimmer faintly in the sunlight streaming through the windows.
Without so much as a glance at his startled students, the ghostly professor drifted over to the lectern and began rifling through a stack of ancient parchment. His movements were slow and deliberate, as if he were moving through water rather than air.
"Abercrombie, Euan," he intoned in a dull, droning voice that seemed to suck the very life out of the room. "Ackerley, Stewart. Baddock, Malcolm..."
As Professor Binns continued to read off names that were most certainly not on their class roster, Lucas leaned back in his seat with a small smirk playing at the corners of his lips. Beside him, Hermione's hand shot into the air, her face scrunched up in confusion and frustration.
"Professor Binns?" she called out, her voice cutting through the ghostly professor's monotonous litany of names. "Excuse me, sir, but I think there's been a mistake. None of us are named Euan or Stewart or Malcolm."
For a long moment, Professor Binns simply continued to read off names as if he hadn't heard her. Then, with a slow, almost reluctant turn of his head, he fixed Hermione with a blank, uncomprehending stare.
"I'm sorry, Miss...Bells, was it?" he asked in that same dull, droning voice. "Did you have a question?"
Hermione's cheeks flushed pink with embarrassment and frustration. "It's Granger, sir," she said through gritted teeth. "Hermione Granger. And yes, I was just trying to point out that you seem to be using the wrong class roster. None of those names belong to anyone in this room."
Professor Binns blinked slowly and his translucent eyes seemed to stare right through Hermione as if she weren't even there. "The wrong roster, you say?" he repeated in a tone of mild confusion. "I'm quite certain this is the correct one, Miss...Brocklehurst. Now, if there are no further interruptions..."
He turned back to his parchment and resumed his monotonous recitation of names, leaving Hermione sputtering indignantly in her seat. Lucas couldn't help but chuckle under his breath at the look of utter disbelief on his friend's face.
Professor Binns droned on, seemingly oblivious to the fact that none of the names he was calling belonged to any of the students in the room, and the students began growing restless. Some students exchanged confused glances, while others simply shrugged and began to doodle idly in the margins of their parchment.
Lucas, for his part, simply leaned back in his seat and listened with half an ear as Professor Binns finally finished his roll call and launched into his lecture. The ghostly professor's voice was as dry and dusty as the ancient tomes that lined the shelves of the classroom, but Lucas found himself oddly fascinated by the subject matter nonetheless.
"Welcome to the study of magical history," Professor Binns began in his dry, dusty tone that seemed to suck the very air from the room. His pale, translucent form hovered before the class, drifting slightly with each word.
The ghostly professor's milky gaze swept over the sea of young faces, taking in their slouched postures and glazed expressions. A few students jolted upright under his scrutiny, but most simply blinked owlishly, already struggling to stay focused.
"We will explore a rich history spanning millennia," Binns continued in a low, monotonous drone. "From the dawn of civilization itself to the era we find ourselves in now."
He paused, perhaps expecting a reaction from his captive audience. When none came, the ghostly professor simply pressed on, undeterred.
"The great sorcerer Zamolxis, who walked this earth over six thousand years ago, believed magic to be an innate gift from the gods themselves. A sacred flame burning within the souls of a chosen few, igniting their abilities to shape the world around them through sheer force of will."
Lucas shook his head slightly. I already think this isn't true. I'm pretty certain my soul wasn't capable of magic before my transmigration into Harry Potter. I do believe my soul is now innately capable of magic, though it would probably be almost impossible to manipulate without a magic-capable body. My soul being inserted into this body must have imbued me with it somehow. Besides, magic is far more prevalent among children born to magic-capable beings. This must mean that magic is tied in some way to bloodlines.
"Zamolxis taught that only those born with this divine spark could ever hope to wield true magic," Binns went on, his voice taking on the faintest hint of animation as he delved deeper into his subject. "No amount of study or practice could imbue the gift upon those deemed unworthy by the gods. To the sorcerers of that era, magic was a sacred trust, not to be trifled with or abused by the uninitiated."
"Of course, there have always been those who challenged such restrictive beliefs. Fringe mystics and self-proclaimed warlocks who dared to suggest that magic could be...learned. Mastered through sheer dedication and force of will, regardless of one's bloodline or spiritual worthiness."
He shook his head slowly, the ghost of a sneer flickering across his insubstantial features. "Preposterous notions, to be sure. But such radical ideas have persisted throughout the ages, taking root in secret covens and heretical sects scattered across the globe."
Professor Binns drifted slightly to the side and his translucent form wavered like a candle flame in an errant breeze.
"The ancient druids who dwelled in the shadowed hollows of the great oak forests believed magic to be an intrinsic part of nature itself," he intoned. "To them, the very earth pulsed with an unseen power - the lifeblood of the world given corporeal form."
He lifted one wispy hand, gesturing vaguely towards the arched windows where dappled sunlight filtered through. "They saw magic all around them - in the turning of the seasons, the ebb and flow of the tides, the delicate unfurling of new leaves in springtime. It was a force to be revered, channeled through ancient rites and rituals designed to maintain harmony and balance."
Binns paused then, his milky eyes sweeping over the classroom as if gauging his students' comprehension
"The druids were not alone in their reverence for the natural world," the ghostly professor continued after a moment. "Across the vast steppes of Ancient Russia, the pagan shamans of the Kievan Rus' believed themselves to be conduits for the primal spirits - intermediaries between the seen and unseen realms."
Beside Lucas, Hermione's hand shot into the air with curiosity alight in her eyes. Professor Binns seemed not to notice her at first, simply continuing on with his lecture.
"Through drumming, ritual dance, and the consumption of sacred herbs and fungi, these shamans sought to commune with the spirit world. To draw upon the ethereal energies and channel them into tangible magic."
"Excuse me, Professor?" Hermione's voice piped up, clear and insistent despite the professor's obliviousness. "I'm curious - if these ancient cultures all believed magic stemmed from nature or spiritual realms, how did the idea of an inborn ability come about?"
Professor Binns turned his translucent gaze towards Hermione, blinking slowly as if just registering her presence. "Ah, yes...an insightful question, Miss...?"
"Granger, sir. Hermione Granger," she supplied, cheeks flushing slightly at having to say her name again.
Binns gave a small nod. "Well, Miss Granger, the belief in an innate magical ability can be traced back to the ancient civilizations of the Mediterranean and Middle East. The great sorcerers of Greece, Egypt, and Mesopotamia were the first to posit that magic flowed through the blood itself."
The ghostly professor drifted a few inches to the left. "They observed that the children of powerful wizards and witches often showed stronger talent from a very young age. Feats of magic that could not be attributed solely to study or training."
"In time, these early mages came to believe that magic was a hereditary gift," Binns went on in that dry, dusty tone. "Passed down through ancient bloodlines imbued with mystical potential by the gods themselves. The murkier one's lineage, the weaker the magical inheritance."
A slight frown creased Hermione's brow as she processed this. Beside her, Neville shifted uncomfortably in his seat.
"So you're saying only those born to wizarding families can truly master magic?" Justin spoke up, sounding slightly affronted. "What about Muggle-borns then? Where does their magic come from?"
Binns regarded the blond Hufflepuff for a moment before responding. "An interesting philosophical quandary, to be sure. One that has vexed scholars for centuries." He lifted one ghostly hand in a placating gesture. "The ancient texts offer few clear answers, I'm afraid. Though some early wizards have speculated that Muggle-borns may represent blessings from the gods - new magical bloodlines emerging."
Lucas couldn't help but shake his head minutely at that. Highly unlikely. More probable that magic is simply a heritable trait, like eye color or height. Muggle-borns must have a wizard somewhere in their ancestry, even if that link has been obscured over many generations.
"In any case," Binns pressed on, "the debate over the precise origins of magic raged across the ancient world. In India, the Hindu mystics believed the cosmos itself was constructed of pure magic, created by the dance of Shakti and Shiva. While in China, the sorcerers of the Han Dynasty sought to master the flow of chi - the invisible life force that permeated all things, believing it was closely tied to the origins of magic."
His voice took on a wistful quality then. "Alas, much knowledge has been lost to the ravages of time. Sacred texts and grimoires incinerated, ancient traditions snuffed out by the tides of war and conquest." He sighed, the sound little more than a soft rattle. "We can only speculate as to the truths these ancient mystics may have uncovered."
The ghostly professor drifted a few inches closer to the class, his pale form wavering like a candle flame in the still classroom air.
"But let us not dwell too long in the distant past," Binns went on in that dry, dusty rasp. "For the origins of modern wizardry can be traced to the great magical renaissance of medieval Europe."
He lifted one ethereal hand, gesturing vaguely towards the arched windows. "As the Dark Ages gave way to an era of enlightenment and learning, the mystic arts underwent a transformation unlike any before witnessed."
Binns' milky gaze swept over the assembled students. "The wise men and scholars of that time rejected the old pagan beliefs as superstitious folly. They sought instead to codify magic into a defined system of rules and principles to be studied and mastered through diligent scholarship."
The ghostly professor drifted a few feet to the right. "The ancient wizarding universities were founded during this period. Sanctuaries of knowledge where the secrets of spellcasting and potion-brewing could be preserved and expanded upon by the intellectual elite."
He paused then, perhaps for dramatic effect. When he spoke again, his voice took on a faint tone of reverence.
"It was at these hallowed institutions that the first wands were crafted from carefully harvested woods imbued with mystical properties. These conduits were designed to focus a wizard's inborn abilities, allowing for ever more precise spellcasting. Through these new wands, magic became greatly accessible to many. To cast magic without a wand meant needing a great deal of time to master just one spell, which would likely be much cruder than a spell cast with a wand. In the time a wizard with a wand could learn twenty spells, one without a wand would struggle to learn even one at the most basic level."
At that remark, many in the classroom glanced at 'Harry Potter.' They all knew he could cast a couple of spells without a wand with ease. Soon, one student raised his hand to ask a question.
The ghostly professor paused in his lecture, his milky gaze drifting over to where Anthony Goldstein had raised his hand. The young Ravenclaw shifted in his seat, looking slightly abashed at having interrupted.
"Yes, Mr...?" Binns prompted in that dry, dusty rasp.
"Goldstein, sir," Anthony supplied quickly. "I was just wondering..." He waved his hand towards Lucas before pressing on. "If wandless magic is so difficult and imprecise, how is it that Harry Potter, who is our age, can do it?"
A low murmur spread through the classroom at the question. Heads swiveled to look at Lucas, eyes wide with curiosity. Beside him, Justin shot his friend a sidelong glance, brows raised.
Lucas simply met the stares levelly with an expression of polite attentiveness.
Professor Binns regarded Anthony for a long moment, as if weighing how best to address the query. At last, the ghostly professor gave a slow nod.
"Yes… Mr. Twinkle," he said. "You are quite correct that the ability to cast magic without the aid of a wand is...highly uncommon, to say the least."
"Throughout history, there have been only a rare few who have demonstrated such a affinity for wandless magic," Binns went on. "The ancient records speak of mystics and shamans capable of conjuring the elements with but a thought and a gesture. Though their magic was often crude and unfocused by today's standards."
"In more recent times, tales of wandless feats have become even rarer," he continued in that dry, dusty rasp. "The wand has become an integral part of modern spellcasting, a conduit through which a witch or wizard can channel their magic with precision and control."
The ghostly professor lifted one wispy hand, gesturing vaguely towards Lucas.
"That a student so young as Mr...Barter here has displayed such an innate talent is, indeed, quite extraordinary," Binns went on. "Though the history tomes offer few insights into how one might cultivate such an ability."
"In any case," Binns pressed on. "While wandless magic was not unheard of in ancient times, it was the development of the wand that truly ushered in the modern era of witchcraft and wizardry."
He drifted closer to the blackboard, pale form shimmering faintly in the dusty air.
"The first wands were little more than carved sticks or twisted branches plucked from sacred trees," the ghostly professor intoned. "Imbued with mystical properties by the druids and shamans who crafted them. Crude tools, to be sure, but ones that allowed witches and wizards to focus their magic like never before."
Binns lifted one ethereal hand, gesturing towards the paintings and books lining the classroom walls.
"Over the centuries, wandlore evolved into a highly refined art," he continued. "The great wandmakers experimented with different woods, cores, and crafting techniques to produce ever more powerful and specialized conduits."
"Each wand became as unique as the witch or wizard who wielded it," Binns said. "A living extension of their magic, shaped by their bloodlines and inherited talents. To master the wand was to master one's magic."
Hermione's hand shot up once more. Binns regarded her for a moment before giving a slight nod.
"Yes, Miss...Caprine, was it?" he prompted.
Hermione's cheeks flushed slightly, but she pressed on undeterred. "I was just wondering, Professor - if a wand is so important to controlling one's magic, and wandless magic was so difficult, how did wizards and witches manage before they were invented? Surely they didn't simply go without using magic at all?"
A faint smile seemed to tug at the corners of Binns' insubstantial mouth.
"A good question, young lady," he said with a slow nod of approval. "Indeed, magic has existed since long before the advent of wands. Our ancestors found other means of channeling and focusing their abilities."
"In ancient Egypt, the priestly caste would carve intricate hieroglyphs and symbols into stone tablets," Binns explained. "Imbuing them with powerful enchantments through weeks of ritual chanting and precise geometric patterns. These 'Word-Spells,' as they were known, allowed the Egyptians to work mighty feats of magic - from conjuring ravenous swarms of locusts to parting the very waters of the Nile itself."
A few students shuddered at the thought, no doubt imagining vast clouds of biting insects or raging walls of water crashing down upon them.
Binns paid their discomfort no mind, simply pressing on in that same dry, dusty rasp.
"In the wild forests of the Germanic tribes, druids would carve sacred runes into the trunks of ancient oaks," he continued. "Magically-infused symbols of immense power that allowed them to call upon the primal forces of nature itself."
The ghostly professor drifted a few inches to the left, gesturing vaguely with one wispy hand.
"By tracing these runes and chanting the proper incantations, the druids could summon roaring winds to scatter their enemies. Or conjure lightning to blast apart the thickest castle walls."
A few students exchanged awed looks at that, no doubt imagining such raw, elemental power unleashed.
"Of course, such magics were wild and unpredictable by today's standards," Binns went on, his tone taking on a slightly dismissive edge. "Crude expressions of magic at best, wielded by shamans and mystics who understood little of the true art."
Professor Binns continued to lecture in that dry, dusty rasp, seemingly oblivious to the glazed expressions and drooping eyelids of his students as the class period wore on. He waxed poetic about the evolution of magic from its primal, unrefined roots to the sophisticated system of wands and incantations used by modern witches and wizards.
"...and so we arrive at last in our present era," Binns concluded. "An age of unparalleled knowledge and understanding of the mystic arts. Where the very fundamentals of magic have been meticulously catalogued and preserved for future generations to study and expand upon."
The ghostly professor paused then. A few students jolted upright, blinking owlishly as if just realizing the lecture had ended.
"We stand upon the shoulders of giants, my young pupils," Binns intoned solemnly. "The great wizards and witches who came before us, unlocking the secrets of magic through tireless scholarship and dedication. It is our sacred duty to honor their legacy by continuing that noble pursuit of understanding."
With those final words seeming to hang in the dusty air, the ghostly professor gave a small nod of his head and simply...drifted back through the blackboard from whence he came. A few startled gasps echoed through the chamber as Binns vanished from sight, but Lucas simply shook his head with a faint smile playing at the corners of his mouth.
Beside them, Hermione was gathering her notes into a neat stack with her brow furrowed slightly. "I can't believe he just ended the lecture like that," she muttered, sounding somewhat put out. "I had so many other questions about the different historical theories on magic."
Lucas chuckled, rising from his seat with a languid stretch. The rainbow serpent suddenly dispersing as he no longer bothered maintaining its conjured form.
"Don't worry, Hermione," he said easily. "I have a feeling we're going to get plenty more opportunities to ask Professor Binns about magical history. For now, though..." He gestured towards the door where students were already spilling out into the corridor. “We have some time for ourselves until dinner.”
With that, Lucas slung his bag over his shoulder and made his way towards the exit.
History of Magic… he pondered silently. The lesson was hardly as boring as I had expected. The way Binns spoke was indeed very dry and slow, so I can understand not liking that, but the content itself was fine and most of it wasn’t in the books, so it was pretty interesting to learn. The way Harry Potter complained about it in the canon timeline, I had expected to listen to Goblin Rebellions from day one. Anyway, tonight it will be time to go and leave the castle to find some roosters…


 
 

  
    Lifespan Exhaustion

    

        Chapter 56: Lifespan Exhaustion

 With a soft pop, Albus Dumbledore apparated away from Hogwarts' ancient stone walls. The Scottish highlands faded, replaced by the rolling hills and vineyards of the French countryside.
A quaint, ivy-covered cottage stood nestled in a secluded valley. As Dumbledore approached, the engraved door swung open, and he stepped inside. The air was thick with scents of aged parchment and simmering potions.
A reedy voice called out, "Albus, my friend!" Nicolas's voice carried warmth. "We've been expecting you."
Dumbledore followed the sound into a cozy sitting room dominated by a massive stone fireplace. Flames crackled merrily in the hearth, casting a warm, flickering glow over the room's occupants.
Nicolas Flamel sat hunched in an armchair, swathed in blankets. His face was deeply creased, skin papery thin, and tufts of white hair clung to his spotted head. His sunken eyes spoke of centuries of weariness, and even wrapped in layers, he looked frailer than a dried leaf.
Beside him sat Perenelle, Nicolas's wife of over six centuries. She too was wrapped in blankets, her silver hair hanging in lank strands around her wizened face. Though her eyes burned with an inner fire, the lines etched into her features spoke of a profound weariness.
"Nicolas, Perenelle," Dumbledore greeted them warmly, settling into a squashy armchair opposite the ancient couple. "You're looking well."
Nicolas gave a wheezy chuckle that quickly devolved into a rattling cough. "Ever the diplomat, Albus," he rasped once the spasm had passed. "We are breathing, at least. For now."
Perenelle tutted softly, reaching out to pat her husband's gnarled hand. "Don't mind him, Albus," she said in a voice little more than a croak. "You know how dramatic he can be in his old age."
Despite her teasing tone, Dumbledore could see the tiredness etched into the lines of her face. The Elixir of Life may have sustained the Flamels for centuries, but even its power had limits against the ravages of true old age.
"I trust your journey was an easy one?" Nicolas asked as his milky eyes fixed on Dumbledore. "The wards around our home are strong, but they cannot totally conceal us from those who know where to look."
Dumbledore nodded, reaching into the folds of his robe to withdraw a small cloth bundle. "The journey was swift and untroubled, my friend," he assured the ancient alchemist. "Though I did take certain...precautions to ensure my arrival went unnoticed."
With deft fingers, he unwrapped the bundle to reveal the glittering ruby surface of the Philosopher's Stone nestled within. Its multifaceted planes seemed to glow from some inner light source, pulsing faintly in the firelight.
Nicolas's eyes widened at the sight of the Philosopher's Stone. His tongue darted out, wetting his cracked lips. "You have it, then," he breathed, sounding almost reverent. "The culmination of centuries of study and labour, finally returned to its creators."
Carefully, Dumbledore lifted the priceless artifact and held it out to the withered alchemist. Nicolas's fingers, twisted and gnarled like ancient tree roots, traced the facets of the Philosopher's Stone, and his clouded eyes lowered.
"I cannot thank you enough, Nicolas," Dumbledore said softly, "for entrusting me with the Stone's safekeeping these past months. I know full well the sacrifices you have made to aid me in this endeavour."
"Think nothing of it, Albus," Nicolas waved away his pupil’s gratitude with a skeletal hand, his voice growing stronger as if drawing vitality from the Stone's presence. "You and I both know there are greater forces at work than mere immortality."
His cloudy gaze sharpened, boring into Dumbledore with an intensity that contradicted his frail appearance. "You would not have asked for the Stone if the situation were not dire. Voldemort stirs once more, does he not?"
At the utterance of the Dark Lord's name, Perenelle flinched, her grip on Nicolas's arm tightening. The flames guttered, casting deeper shadows that accentuated the lines etched into their ancient faces. Woodsmoke stung Dumbledore's eyes, and he blinked rapidly as embers danced in the air.
At last, Dumbledore nodded and his expression grew somber. "I fear it is so, Nicolas," he said heavily. "We have...contained what remains of Voldemort's spirit for the time being. But it is only a temporary solution."
Perenelle made a soft noise of dismay, clutching her husband's arm. Nicolas simply stared at Dumbledore, his gaze sharpening. "Tell me everything."
Shadows seemed to elongate as he recounted that fateful night in Godric's Hollow - the ruined cottage, the slaughtered Potters, and the inexplicable rebounding of the Killing Curse that rent Voldemort from his physical form. Of the Dark Lord's containment within the hallowed halls of the Ministry itself, the subsequent attempts to toss him into the Veil of Death, and the discovery that he has made an Horcrux.
"A Horcrux," Nicolas breathed when Dumbledore had finished. "He created a Horcrux..."
Perenelle crossed herself, muttering a brief prayer under her breath. Even in their centuries of studying the magic arts, the very concept of a Horcrux was considered an abomination - a perversion of nature itself.
"We know he succeeded in creating at least one," Dumbledore confirmed grimly. "Though given Voldemort's obsession with immortality, I fear there may be more."
Nicolas shook his head slowly in revulsion. "To rend one's soul in such a manner..." His voice was thick with disgust. "Voldemort has damned himself in the pursuit of power."
Perenelle stirred beside him. "Such a vile act..." She shuddered, pulling her shawl tighter. "To think of the depravity one must embrace..."
"Which is why I have come to you, my friend," Dumbledore pressed on. "The Ministry has Voldemort's spirit contained for now, but we both know such measures will not hold him forever. Not with the anchors his Horcruxes provide."
He leaned forward, his blue eyes intense behind his half-moon spectacles. "I was hoping, Nicolas, that in your many centuries of study, you may have uncovered some lore or knowledge that could aid us. A way to utterly destroy Voldemort's soul, Horcruxes or no, so that he can never threaten the world again."
Nicolas's gnarled fingers traced the Stone's facets as a weary sigh escaped his cracked lips. The cottage filled with the soft crunch of parchment as Nicolas shifted in his chair, the sound mingling with the crackle of the fire. "I'm afraid I have no easy answers, Albus." His rheumy eyes met Dumbledore's gaze. "The path you seek is dark and twisted, little-trod by even the most learned."
The ancient alchemist lifted his head, and his old eyes bored into Dumbledore's. "A Horcrux, by its very nature, anchors the soul to the mortal plane through the darkest of rituals. So long as even a single one remains intact, Voldemort's spirit can never truly be destroyed or banished."
Perenelle stirred, her own voice a reedy whisper. "Perhaps...entrapment?" Perenelle's voice was tinged with uncertainty as she offered the suggestion. "If his spirit could be bound to an object, or a living host..."
But Nicolas was already shaking his head. "A temporary solution at best," he said with certainty. "You know as well as I that no prison can hold one as powerful and determined as Voldemort forever. He would find a way to escape eventually, and when he did..."
The unspoken horror of that possibility hung in the air, thick and suffocating. The thought of the Dark Lord returning after centuries of confinement with his power amplified to terrifying heights sent a shiver down Dumbledore's spine.
Nicolas paused as his gaze drifted to the flickering flames. "As loathe as I am to admit it..." His voice took on a weary tone. "I fear the path before you is clear, Albus. If you wish to ensure Voldemort's permanent destruction..." He met Dumbledore's gaze with intense eyes. "You must first find and destroy every last fragment of his shattered soul."
A log shifted, sending up a swirl of embers that danced in the air currents. Perenelle stirred beside him as her hand tightened on his arm.
He held up the Philosopher's Stone, letting it catch the firelight. "Only then, when he is left utterly unmoored, can his spirit be banished or destroyed for good. It is a monumental task, one that may take decades or even centuries to complete. But I fear it is the only way."
Nicolas fell silent, his rheumy eyes growing distant as he stared into the dancing flames. Perenelle reached out with her age-spotted hand trembling as she placed it over her husband's gnarled fingers.
"The path before you is grave indeed, Albus," she said, the firelight casting her face in an almost skull-like relief. A brittle chuckle escaped her thin lips. "Though I suppose grave matters are all an old woman like myself can expect at this age."
"But, you have our support," she croaked. "For as long as these weary bones still draw breath."
A heavy silence descended upon the ancient cottage, broken only by the crackling flames in the hearth. Nicolas nodded his head slowly, the firelight glinting off the gossamer strands of white hair clinging to his scalp. He opened his mouth to speak, but was seized by a rattling cough that racked his frail body. Perenelle leaned forward, concern etching her features as she gripped his arm.
Dumbledore's gaze lingered on the Philosopher's Stone, its ruby facets glinting in the firelight. Nicolas followed his line of sight, a flicker of uncertainty passing over his weathered features before he gave an almost imperceptible nod.
At last, Dumbledore spoke with grim resignation. "Then that is the path I must walk," he said solemnly. "No matter how long or arduous, I will not rest until every last anchor holding Voldemort to this world is severed. Only then can we truly be free of his evil."
The crackling flames cast flickering shadows across Nicolas's wizened face, accentuating the deep grooves etched by time. The scent of burning oak mingled with the aroma of ancient books, enveloping the cottage in a comforting embrace.
Nicolas regarded his old friend with eyes that had seen centuries of joy, sorrow, and everything in between. Slowly, he nodded in silent understanding and respect.
Dumbledore's eyes shone with warmth as he regarded the ancient couple. He clasped Nicolas's hand tightly, swallowing hard against the tightness in his throat. "Thank you, my friends," he said affectionately. "Your counsel means more to me than I can say. I must return to Hogwarts...the weight of this task is immense, but your wisdom gives me strength."
Nicolas and Perenelle nodded solemnly. As Dumbledore made his way to the door, the ancient alchemist called out one final time.
"Albus!" His voice was strong, the rasp gone. "When the time comes...do what must be done. Show no mercy, for Voldemort has long forsaken any claim to such human decency."


The soft glow of the enchanted lanterns cast flickering shadows across the Hufflepuff dormitory, illuminating the peaceful slumber of Lucas's dorm-mates. Their steady breathing filled the air, punctuated by the occasional snore or sleepy murmur as they dreamed.
Lucas lay motionless in his four-poster bed, emerald eyes open and alert as he listened intently to the quiet sounds of the night. Beside him, Justin's blond head was barely visible beneath the tangled mess of blankets. Across the room, Neville's round cheeks twitched slightly while his brow was furrowed as if lost in some fitful dream.
Satisfied that his dorm-mates were truly asleep, Lucas made himself invisible, thermally camouflaged and silent, and slipped out from beneath his covers. His bare feet ghosted across the cool stone floor, not even a whisper of sound betraying his movements, and he paused for a heartbeat, straining his senses for any sign of disturbance.
When none came, and clad in nothing but his pyjamas, Lucas crept towards the dormitory door with light, soundless steps. A flicker of magic deadened any ambient noise that might give him away, ensuring his passage remained utterly silent.
The weighty wooden door swung open silently, revealing the darkened stairwell beyond its threshold. Lucas slipped through the gap, pulling the door shut behind him with a mere thought.
Down in the Hufflepuff common room, the dying embers of the fireplace cast a soft, ruddy glow across the overstuffed armchairs and squashy poufs. Delicate shadows danced across the walls, thrown into stark relief by the stained-glass windows that looked out over the grounds.
Lucas drifted through the deserted space like a wraith with muffled footfalls because of the plush carpet. He paused in the center of the room, allowing the thermal currents to flow towards him to ensure the coast was clear.
Reaching into the pocket of his pajama bottoms, Lucas withdrew a slender length of polished pine wood – his wand. With a deft twirl, he levitated it up and out of sight, stowing it safely in the shadowed rafters overhead for later retrieval.
Next, Lucas pulled open the flap of his pouch, retrieving a neatly folded bundle of clothes. The garments floated in the air and unfurled themselves, ready for him to slip into with practiced ease.
Moments later, Lucas was dressed in a pair of black jeans, sturdy boots, and a plain grey shirt that hung loose on his slender frame. A hooded jumper completed the ensemble, the dark fabric helping him blend into the shadows as he moved towards the barrel-shaped entrance to the Hufflepuff common room.
With a distorted and whispered command, the lid swung open, granting Lucas access to the darkened corridor beyond. He slipped through the gap, pulling it shut behind him with a thought that sealed it tight once more.
The castle was utterly still at this late hour, the torches burning low in their sconces as Lucas made his way through the winding passages and down multiple moving stairs. The various paintings were vast asleep in their portraits.
At last, he reached the broad staircase that would take him up to the Entrance Hall and out onto the grounds. Lucas paused at the base of the steps, leaning back against the cool stone wall as he withdrew a piece of parchment from his pocket.
"I solemnly swear that I am up to no good," he murmured, tapping the aged paper with one magic-imbued finger.
At once, spidery lines began to bleed across the surface, spreading and intersecting in a dizzying array of pathways. Within moments, the entire expanse of Hogwarts Castle had been meticulously mapped out in glowing ink – every corridor, every classroom, every hidden alcove rendered in perfect detail.
Hundreds of tiny footprints appeared next, scattered across the map and labeled with a seemingly endless litany of names. Lucas's eyes roved over the parchment, searching...
There. No sign of Albus Dumbledore anywhere on the grounds. Even more perfect than anticipated.
Tucking the Marauder's Map safely away once more, Lucas turned his attention towards the grounds. Through the high windows, he could just make out the twisted silhouette of the Whomping Willow thrashing in the darkness.
A faint smile tugged at the corners of Lucas's mouth as he contemplated the path ahead. Slipping through the shadows, he made his way outside with the silent grace of a prowling cat with his senses alert for any potential threats.
The grounds were bathed in inky blackness, the moon obscured by thick banks of cloud that scudded across the night sky. A chill wind whipped at Lucas's jumper as he approached the violent tree, but he paid it no mind as his gaze fixed upon the gnarled roots with an intense focus.
Lucas conjured a dozen smooth stones and banished them towards the trunk in rapid succession. Each one struck a different knot with pinpoint accuracy, freezing the Willow's thrashing branches in an instant.
Not wasting a second, Lucas darted forward and slipped through the gap, disappearing into the narrow tunnel that burrowed beneath the tree's grasping roots.
The passage was pitch-black, the dank air thick with the musty scent of earth and mold. Lucas moved forward cautiously, one hand trailing along the rough stone wall as he navigated the winding path.
At last, a faint glow appeared up ahead – the first signs of the Shrieking Shack's dilapidated interior. Lucas emerged into the dusty sitting room as his gaze roved over the shredded furniture and deep gouges that scored the walls.
Pulling a slender wand that came from the Ukrainian wizard from his pocket, Lucas focused his intent, picturing his desired destination with crystal clarity. There was a loud CRACK as the air was violently displaced, and suddenly he found himself standing in the shadowed streets of a small rural town on the outskirts of London.
Rusty farm equipment lay strewn about the overgrown fields, their paint peeling and faded with neglect. Lucas moved with purpose now, striding across the uneven ground towards a ramshackle wooden structure. Despite the late hour, the soft clucking of slumbering hens drifted from within.
With a subtle wave of his hand, the rotting door swung inward on creaky hinges, granting Lucas entry. He slipped inside, and was once more glad for his Wristband of Air Purification, as he could imagine the stench of chicken drippings that must be infused within this place. The dim interior was illuminated only by a few errant shafts of moonlight filtering through the cracks in the weathered walls.
Dozens of feathered forms huddled together in the shadowy nests that lined the coop with their beady eyes closed in peaceful sleep. Only the occasional sleepy ruffle of feathers or soft coo broke the stillness as Lucas moved deeper into the musty confines.
His emerald gaze roved over the drowsing flock, searching... There. In one of the larger nests, a pair of proud roosters slumbered amidst their harem of hens. Their crimson combs lay flat against their heads, no longer standing tall with bravado in the quiet of night.
Lucas's eyes narrowed as he lashed out with his magic, plucking one of the roosters from the nest and drawing it towards him in a swirl of straw and ruffled feathers. The hapless bird startled awake with a muffled squawk, beating its wings furiously as it found itself suspended in midair before the young wizard.
Another pulse of magic stilled the rooster's struggles, a band of force clamping its beak shut as a potent Silencing Spell was applied to the creature at the same time. The rest of the flock stirred fitfully at the disturbance, but didn't fully rouse from their slumber.
Satisfied, Lucas turned on his heel once more, twisting space itself as he pictured the Shrieking Shack in his mind's eye. There was a final, resonant CRACK of displaced air, and suddenly he found himself back amidst the shack's dusty confines, rooster in tow.
Not wasting a moment, Lucas retraced his steps through the narrow tunnel, emerging out onto the grounds once more. The Whomping Willow still stood frozen, its branches locked in an unnatural stillness.
Casting his gaze upwards, Lucas took in the stark silhouette of Hogwarts castle looming against the night sky. The path ahead was clear with his prize secured.
It was time to face the monster that lurked within the Chamber of Secrets.
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        Chapter 57: Anticlimactic Demise

 The castle lay silent and still with its ancient stones cloaked in the inky darkness of the night. Lucas moved through the shadowed corridors while the rooster floated behind him, invisible and mute, its frantic struggles quelled by the grip of Lucas's magic.
As he walked, his expanded pouch drifted away from his body, and a cascade of items began to pour forth, hovering in the air around him like a bizarre constellation. Small vials clinked softly as they attached themselves to his body, their glass cool against his skin. Each one held a measure of blood, imbued with an array of spells—some for healing, others for makeshift elemental grenades.
A set of plain clothes drifted before him, the fabric whispering softly as it moved. To the untrained eye, they appeared ordinary, but Lucas knew better. Threads of spell-infused blood ran through the garments like veins, ready to blunt the force of any blow.
Ducking into an abandoned classroom near Moaning Myrtle's bathroom, Lucas quickly changed into the enchanted clothes. The fabric was soft against his skin, the fit perfect, as the garments had been tailored specifically for him. He tugged on the boots, feeling the magic within them stir to life, ready to swallow any sound his feet might make. The gloves came next, sliding over his fingers like a second skin. With a thought, he could make them cling to any surface, defying gravity with ease.
Around his neck, he clasped the Necklace of Protection, the metal warm against his skin. It would be his shield against any projectiles, a silent guardian always watching his back. The Wristband of Air Purification encircled his wrist, a slender band of silver that would ensure the air he breathed remained pure, no matter how foul the depths of the Chamber might be. On his finger, the Ring of Poison Absorption glinted in the dim light, a last line of defense against the Basilisk's lethal venom. Lucas hoped he wouldn't need to test its limits, but it was better to have it and not need it than the other way around.
Finally, the Elemental Sphere floated from his pouch, settling into his waiting palm like a loyal pet.
Lucas cast a critical eye over his preparations, running through a mental checklist. He was as ready as he could be, armed and armored against the beast that lurked below. But there was one final precaution to take.
With a flick of his wrist, he conjured a bubble of air around the captive rooster, sealing away any scent that might betray its presence to the Basilisk's keen senses. The bird's beady eyes stared at him, wide and uncomprehending, as it hung suspended in its invisible prison.
Satisfied, Lucas turned and strode towards Moaning Myrtle's bathroom. The entrance to the Chamber of Secrets lay within.
The bathroom was empty, Myrtle's mournful presence absent for once. Lucas approached the sinks as his eyes roved over the porcelain until they snagged on the tiny snake etched into the tap. A hiss escaped his lips, the sibilant words of Parseltongue strange and alien in the stillness.
"Open."
The tap shuddered, then began to glow with an eerie white light. The sink shuddered, then sank out of sight, revealing a wide, gaping pipe. It was easily wide enough for a man, a dark, dank throat waiting to swallow him whole.
Lucas eyed the opening, a wry twist to his lips. He remembered reading something online, back in his old life, about a hidden staircase. Supposedly, all you had to do was say "stairs" in Parseltongue, and a set of steps would appear, leading you down into the depths in comfort and safety.
"Stairs," he hissed.
Nothing happened. The pipe remained, dark and foreboding, waiting for him to take the plunge.
Lucas sighed, shaking his head. It had been a long shot, anyway. He'd have to do this the hard way.
But first, a few precautions. He reached out with his magic, casting the Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea and Glow of the Depths, his sensory visualization spells. They would allow him to sense life through the heat it gave off and the way it disturbed the light. If anything was waiting for him down there, he'd know about it.
Next, he raised the Elemental Sphere, focusing his will. A jet of water blasted from the orb, surging into the pipe with the force of a firehose. Grime and filth were scoured away, leaving the stone clean and slick.
Balls of light followed, dozens of them, pouring from Lucas's hands like a swarm of fireflies. They zipped down the pipe, their glow banishing the darkness and illuminating every crack and crevice.
Nodding to himself, Lucas took a deep breath. He wrapped himself in a paper-thin shield of air, a second skin to keep the damp and the dirt at bay. Then, with a final glance around the bathroom, he leapt into the pipe.
The descent was dizzying, a twisting, turning plunge into the bowels of the castle. Smaller pipes branched off in all directions, a labyrinth of stone and metal. Lucas kept his eyes fixed ahead, his breath steady and even within his cocoon of air.
At last, the pipe leveled out, and he was spat out onto a damp stone floor. The rooster tumbled after him, still trapped in its bubble of silence.
Lucas rose to his feet, brushing himself off more out of habit than necessity. His clothes were pristine, protected by his magic. With a casual wave of his hand, he boiled the moisture from the floor, filling the tunnel with a thin, wispy mist.
More balls of light burst from his body, shooting off down the tunnel like comets. They lit up the darkness, revealing a passage of rough-hewn stone, the floor littered with the bones of small animals.
Lucas started forward and the crunch of bones beneath his feet was muffled by his enchanted boots.
As he rounded a bend, a glint of color caught his eye. There, lying in a twisted coil, was a massive snake skin. It shimmered a poisonous green in the magical light, the scales still bright and glossy despite the passage of time.
Lucas eyed the skin curiously. Twenty feet long, at least. Impressive, but not the gargantuan monster of the movies. The Basilisk of the Chamber was smaller, more compact. But no less deadly for it.
With a flick of his wrist, he levitated the skin, guiding it into his expanded pouch. It moved easily, offering no resistance. Perhaps the magic that had once suffused it had faded with the passing years. Or maybe it was tied to the life of the creature itself. Either way, it was his now.
Lucas pressed on and the tunnel stretched out before him, seeming to go on forever. But at last, he found himself standing before a solid wall. Two serpents were carved into the stone with their emerald eyes glinting in the light of his hovering spheres.
Lucas hissed the command, the Parseltongue flowing from his lips like a snake's whisper. "Open."
With a grating sound of stone on stone, the wall cracked down the middle. The two halves slid apart, revealing a long, dimly lit chamber beyond.
Lucas stepped through the opening and his eyes widened slightly as he took in the sight. Towering pillars lined the room, carved with entwined serpents that seemed to writhe in the flickering light. The ceiling was lost in shadow, vaulted and vast.
At the far end of the Chamber stood a statue, ancient and monkeyish. It depicted an aged wizard, his beard long and thin, his stone robes flowing about him. Salazar Slytherin, ‘greatest’ of the Hogwarts Four.
Lucas paused and his heart hammered a little bit in his chest. This was it. The moment of truth.
He sent forth his light balls, a veritable army of them. They soared through the Chamber, banishing the gloom and throwing every detail into sharp relief.
Then, steeling himself, Lucas closed his eyes. The words came to his lips, the Parseltongue rasping and sibilant.
"Speak to me, Slytherin, greatest of the Hogwarts Four."
The sound of grinding stone filled the Chamber, loud and grating. Lucas could sense the Basilisk stirring as its heat signature bloomed to life behind the statue. It was moving, slithering up from some hidden depth, making its way towards the statue's gaping mouth.
Lucas took a deep breath and centered himself. He cast his Wind's Gale and Water's Swell, feeling the elemental magic surrounding him and enhancing his speed.
Then, opening a tiny tunnel in his air shield, he called out to the Basilisk as his voice echoed in the cavernous space.
"Great serpent of Slytherin, I come to talk. I mean you no harm."
There was a pause, a moment of stillness. Then, a hissing voice filled the Chamber, ancient and cold.
"You are not my master. You are not of Slytherin's blood. Why should I not kill you where you stand, little human?"
Lucas shook his head in resignation. "I am a Speaker, like your master. I seek only to learn, to understand. Surely we can come to an arrangement."
A low, rasping sound filled the air, like the scrape of scales on stone. Laughter, cold and mirthless.
"You are bold, little Speaker. But boldness alone will not save you. My master left me here to guard his secrets, to purge this school of those he deemed unworthy. And that is what I shall do."
Lucas felt a surge of movement as he sensed the Basilisk lunging towards him. He leapt aside and his magically-enhanced speed carried him to safety just as the massive serpent struck the spot where he'd been standing.
The Basilisk reared back as its head weaved from side to side while it tried to locate its prey. But Lucas was invisible, wrapped in his spells, hidden from sight, sound, and scent.
"Where are you, little Speaker?" the Basilisk hissed, its voice dripping with malice.
Lucas didn't respond. Instead, he began to climb, scaling one of the carved pillars with the aid of his enchanted gloves. Higher and higher he went, until he was perched atop the pillar, looking down at the Basilisk below.
He opened another hole in his air shield that was connected with a wind tunnel that exited near the serpent, just big enough to let his voice through. "I do not wish to fight you, great serpent. Is there nothing I can do to prove my good intentions?"
The Basilisk whipped around as its eyes fixed on the source of the sound. It lunged, its massive body uncoiling like a spring. But once again, it found only empty air.
Lucas sighed, shaking his head. The Basilisk was beyond reason, beyond negotiation. There was only one way this could end.
He reached out with his magic, molding one of his light balls into the shape of a man. The glowing figure stepped out from behind a pillar with its luminous hand extended in a gesture of peace.
The Basilisk struck, its fangs sinking deep into the construct's chest. But it was only light, insubstantial and immaterial. The serpent's momentum carried it forward, and its head smashed into the stone pillar with a sickening crunch.
Lucas seized his chance. The Elemental Sphere pulsed in his hand, and a volley of sharp stone spikes erupted from its surface. They hurtled through the air, finding their mark in the Basilisk's open maw.
The great serpent convulsed as its body thrashed in its death throes. Lucas waited, his face grim, as the heat began to fade from the Basilisk's form.
Minutes passed, the Chamber silent save for the rasp of the serpent's final breaths. At last, Lucas descended from his perch, floating gently to the ground on a cushion of air.
He approached the fallen Basilisk cautiously while his pouch opened at his command. Containers floated out and arranged themselves in a neat row.
With a flick of his wrist, Lucas conjured a razor-sharp blade of earth. Carefully, almost gently, he began to carve out the Basilisk's eyes, placing each one in a separate container. The deadly gaze was potentially still potent, even in death. He couldn't risk exposure.
Task complete, he banished the containers back into his pouch. Only then did he allow himself to look upon his vanquished foe.
It was a magnificent creature, even in death. Sleek and powerful as its scales shimmered in the magical light. Lucas ran a hand along its flank, slightly surprised at the smoothness of the scales.
On a whim, he sent a beam of pure cold at the Basilisk's tail, expecting to see the scales frost over, to crack and shatter under the onslaught.
But nothing happened. The scales remained pristine, unblemished.
Frowning, Lucas tried again, this time with a Frostfire Beam, a spell capable of piercing magical resistance slightly. Still, the scales held firm, unscathed by the attack.
It was only when he channeled the spell through the Elemental Sphere, pouring all his power into the strike, that he saw a result. A single scale cracked, a hairline fracture marring its surface.
Lucas stepped back with his brow furrowed in thought. The Basilisk's hide was resistant to magic, incredibly so. Even in death, it retained its power. Though whether this resistance would last as it bled out was still a question. Regardless, he would have to harvest this Basilisk pretty soon, otherwise it could spoil.
His gaze then drifted to the statue of Salazar Slytherin, looming over the Chamber like a watchful sentinel. The Basilisk had slithered out from its mouth, and he wondered if there was anything useful back there.
Well, he had enough time tonight to go through everything…
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        Chapter 58: Harvested

 Brilliant radiance bathed the ancient stones of the Chamber of Secrets, the countless orbs of light casting long, dramatic shadows that danced across the cavernous space. Draped over the floor like a serpentine sculpture, the fallen Basilisk's massive coils lay at the centre of this illuminated stage.
Harvesting this specimen posed an immense challenge, for the Basilisk's scales, imbued with a powerful resistance to magic, remained an impenetrable defence - unyielding even in death's grip. Brute force? Destructive spells? Such tactics were out of the question. No, what was required here was cleverness, resourcefulness; he had to find a way to bypass the serpent's formidable defences without compromising the integrity of its invaluable components.
Lucas's piercing green eyes settled upon the creature's gaping maw - that cavernous opening still impaled by the sharp spikes of earth from the killing blow he had delivered. Within, the soft tissues lay vulnerable, unprotected by the magic-resistant properties of the scales. Here was a weakness, a chink in the Basilisk's formidable armour, and Lucas intended to exploit it.
A wave of his hand summoned a large, flat stone slab from the Chamber floor. It levitated until it was hovering parallel to the Basilisk's body. Another flick of fingers, and from the Elemental Sphere poured a thin, serpentine stream of water winding across the slab's surface.
Lucas watched the water's flow intently, calculating the principles of capillary action and surface tension that governed its movement. With slow, careful movements, he began manipulating the liquid's path - coaxing it into branching channels across the slab's surface.
The water moved, leaving behind a thin, glistening film, clinging to the stone in a branching network. Lucas continued to guide its path with minute gestures with his will growing more and more precise until the entire slab was covered in a complex, crystalline tracery.
Satisfied, he turned attention back to the Basilisk. A subtle twist of his fingers made the ground carry forward the massive serpent, carefully positioning its open maw to hover just above the patterned slab.
Sweat appeared on Lucas's brow as he commanded the air currents around the Basilisk's head. With deliberate slowness, he began to increase the pressure, compressing the air until it formed a tight, invisible seal around the creature's gaping jaws.
The effect was immediate and dramatic. As the pressure built, the Basilisk's mouth was forced open even wider, its jaws stretched to their limits. And then, with a sudden, sharp crack that echoed through the Chamber, the delicate tissues inside ruptured and teared.
Lucas's face was a mask of intense focus as he watched the Basilisk's inner flesh begin to separate from the bones of its skull. Thin, crimson rivulets of blood trickled forth, flowing down the serpent's fangs and dripping onto the patterned slab below.
But the blood did not pool or spread haphazardly. Instead, it followed the pathways that Lucas had laid out, the capillary action drawing it along in a thousand tiny streams. Like the veins of a circulatory system, the channels carried the Basilisk's lifeblood across the slab's surface, guiding it into a series of shallow depressions that Lucas had carved into the stone.
The blood filled the depressions, and he exerted his will over the air around the slab, creating a gentle, circulating current that flowed over the collected fluid.
The air grew warmer, the heat gradually increasing until the blood began to steam and thicken. Lucas carefully controlled the temperature, reducing the liquid to a thick, viscous sludge.
Only then did he allow the air to cool, the sludge hardening and solidifying into many deep crimson discs. With a casual flick of his fingers, the discs rose from the slab, and drifted into a waiting jar.
He had harvested the Basilisk's blood, the first step in a long process. But he was far from done.
With the blood safely stored, his focus shifted to harvesting the rest of the creature's valuable components. He knew that each part would require a unique approach, a different strategy to extract them intact and undamaged.
First, the fangs. Those deadly ivory daggers, each one longer than Lucas's forearm and dripping with potent venom. He couldn't risk handling them directly, not until the venom had been properly contained.
Summoning some small glass vials, Lucas levitated them one by one into the Basilisk's mouth. With delicate precision, he used a thin blade of compressed air to sever the muscle and tissue connecting each fang to the jawbone. As they came free, he guided them into the waiting vials, the glass containers sealing themselves around the deadly cargo.
The venom sacs were next, those pulsating reservoirs that held the Basilisk's lethal toxin. Lucas could sense their heat, the faint thermal signature that betrayed their location deep within the serpent's skull.
Once more, he controlled the air surrounding the Basilisk’s head. But this time, instead of heating the air, he cooled it rapidly, dropping the temperature until it hovered just above freezing.
Natural frost began to form on the Basilisk's scales, creeping inward like a slowly advancing glacier. Lucas guided the cold front, directing it deeper and deeper until it enveloped the venom sacs themselves.
As the sacs froze solid, locking their toxic contents in an icy stasis, Lucas carefully removed them from the Basilisk's body and stored them in one of the floating containers.
Then Lucas summoned a large, shallow basin from the items surrounding him in the air, and filled it with conjured water. The air around the basin slowly spun, creating a gentle, swirling vortex that caused the water to spin in a lazy spiral.
As the water moved, Lucas gradually increased the speed of the vortex, the liquid picking up momentum until it formed a concave depression in the centre. He maintained the precise shape and speed with deft control, the water behaving like a miniature cyclone, its surface perfectly level despite the rapid rotation.
With the vortex stabilized, he turned his attention back to the Basilisk. This time, the air around the creature's chest started to heat up, focusing the warmth on the area surrounding the heart.
Maintaining rigid control, he increased the temperature, the Basilisk's scales taking on a dull, reddish glow as the heat penetrated their magic-resistant surface. Softening tissues signalled the heart's growing pliability and Lucas's moment to strike. Major blood vessels tethering the vital organ were severed by razor-thin blades of compressed air, slicing effortlessly through the yielding flesh.
The heart, now free, began to drift upwards, buoyed by the heated air around it. Lucas guided its ascent, levitating it over the vortex of water.
With a final burst of magic, he released the heart, allowing it to plunge into the centre of the vortex. The water closed around it like a liquid fist, the rapid rotation creating a perfect vacuum seal that enveloped the organ in a protective bubble.
He then levitated the basin containing the still-spinning vortex of water, guiding it into one of the containers. The heart came to rest at the bottom as the vortex dissipated with its rhythmic contractions slowing to a halt.
Creating a large, flat stone slab that rose up from the ground, Lucas controlled it until it hovered parallel to the Basilisk's body. He then channelled his magic through the Elemental Sphere, focusing on the element of earth.
The stone slab started to vibrate with its surface beginning to resemble water as Lucas adjusted its structure. Slowly, these movements became more and more obvious, until the slab appeared to be a liquid-like surface.
A mere flick of his wrist, and the slab flowed upwards, the malleable stone rising in a bizarre tidal wave. Under his guidance, it shifted and moulded until a perfect, seamless dome encapsulated the Basilisk's midsection.
Once the dome was in place, Lucas turned his attention to the air within its confines. Using a combination of heating and compression, he increased the air pressure inside the dome, creating a tightly contained environment.
Pressure mounted, and the Basilisk's scales flexed and deformed under immense force. Their durability yielded with a series of sharp, metallic cracks reverberating throughout the Chamber. Lucas could sense the organs within shifting, the liver slowly moving through the gaps between the widened scales like a viscous, fleshy paste.
He kept up the precise pressure, guiding the liver's extrusion with subtle adjustments of the air currents inside the dome, the rush of compressed air hissing faintly with each change. Inch by inch, the massive organ emerged with its shape distorted but its integrity preserved.
Once the last of the liver oozed out of the Basilisk's body, Lucas equalized the air pressure within the dome. The stone structure collapsed in on itself, flowing back into its original slab form and leaving the liver exposed on its surface.
Lucas directed his will, levitating the liver into one of the many boxes surrounding him, and moved onto the Basilisk’s stomach and intestines. He could sense their heat signatures, a tangled web of warmth that snaked through the serpent's body like a living maze.
From his pouch, thin, flexible rods materialized at Lucas's beckoning. With uncanny accuracy, he assembled them into a lattice - a mirrored replica of the Basilisk's digestive tract. A self-inflicted cut across his palm provided the blood, which he dripped onto each rod before infusing them, one by one, with potent cooling spells. Intense, localized chills radiated outward from the rods, a biting chill permeating the air around them.
Once he completed the lattice, Lucas levitated it into alignment with the Basilisk's internal organs. With a concentrated burst of magic, he willed the lattice to contract, the rods drawing inward like tightening puppet strings.
As the lattice tightened, the rods' cooling charms took effect, flash-freezing the organs they surrounded. Lucas could sense the warmth draining away, the Basilisk's stomach and intestines rapidly solidifying into frozen, crystalline shapes.
With a focused gesture, he caused the lattice to fall to the ground, and the frozen organs tumbled free from their icy prison. Lucas levitated them into another receptacle, and as with the other containers, the interior was lined with a food preservation charm cast through a wand to maintain their state.
Extending his will over the very earth beneath the Basilisk's coils, Lucas commanded the stone floor to rise up in waves that surrounded the creature's body, rolling like a frozen sea. As the waves crested, he solidified and hardened the stone into an unyielding shell. Within moments, the Basilisk found itself encased in a seamless cocoon of solid rock - a tomb as unbroken as it was inescapable, suspending the serpent's body in stony stasis.
He then turned his focus inward, visualizing the precise location of the Basilisk's kidneys with crystal clarity. With a sharp, decisive gesture, he caused hairline cracks to appear in the stone cocoon, radiating outward from the organs' position like the delicate fractures in a spider's web.
Another burst of magic, and the cracks widened, the stone fracturing and peeling away in precisely calculated chunks. The debris fell away and the Basilisk's kidneys were exposed, still nestled within the protective cradle of the serpent's body.
Carefully, with the utmost delicacy, Lucas tore the organs free, guiding them into a waiting receptacle.
While he worked, Lucas could feel the strain of maintaining so many visualizations in quick succession. His shoulders were strained, and his breath came in short, sharp gasps. But he didn’t want to waste too much time here today, and wanted to be done with it.
The lungs presented a unique challenge, because their delicate, spongy structures were at risk of collapsing under their own weight if mishandled. He would have to be very gentle, and Lucas already had an idea in mind.
He began by conjuring many thin earth rods, each one hollow and open at both ends. The young wizard levitated and arranged them in a branching pattern that mirrored the pathways of the Basilisk's respiratory system.
Once the framework was in place, Lucas turned his attention to the air surrounding the Basilisk's ribcage. Using multiple localized compression spells, he increased the air pressure within the confines of the earth rods, while simultaneously lowering the pressure in the spaces between them.
The effect was striking. The pressure differential built instantly, air beginning to rush through the hollow rods, creating miniature cyclones that spun and whirled within their earthy confines while their high-pitched whine filled the chamber. The cyclones acted like a thousand tiny vacuum cleaners as their suction drew the Basilisk's lungs away from the surrounding flesh and into the network of rods.
Lucas maintained the balance of pressure, guiding the vulnerable organs as they were gently pulled from the serpent's body. He could sense the lungs being drawn into the framework, their faint warmth tracing a path as they were gently extracted.
When the last of the lung tissue had been drawn into the rods, Lucas allowed the air pressure to equalize. The cyclones dissipated, leaving the lungs suspended within the earth framework with their structures perfectly preserved.
Finally, he turned his attention to the Basilisk's scales, those magic-resistant plates that had proven so impervious to his earlier efforts. He knew that he couldn't risk damaging them, not if he wanted to preserve their potent properties intact.
Reaching out with his magic once more, Lucas started increasing the air pressure around the Basilisk's body. Slowly, precisely, until it formed a tight, invisible sheath that clung to the serpent's scales like a second skin.
Then, with a sharp, decisive gesture, he caused the air pressure to spike, the sheath contracting with incredible force. The Basilisk's scales flexed and deformed as their durability was once more overwhelmed by the immense pressure.
One by one, the scales began to pop free, dislodged from the underlying flesh by the force of the contracting air sheath. Lucas manually picked up each scale as it came loose and stored it in a separate vessel.
By the time the last scale had been harvested, Lucas was drenched in sweat as his enchanted clothes clung to his lean frame like a second skin from the immense focus and will expended.
Without pause, Lucas transitioned to the next gruelling task. The soft hiss of compressed air filled the cavernous chamber as he manipulated invisible blades to hover around the Basilisk's exposed flesh. With a slight movement of his head and a subtle flick of his fingers, the razor-sharp constructs sliced through muscle and sinew. Wet, meaty sounds accompanied each cut as the blades methodically carved the serpent's body into uniform chunks.
Even the Basilisk's massive skeleton did not escape dismantlement. With the same air blades, Lucas separated the bones at their joints, and both the flesh chunks and the ivory-white fragments floated obediently into their designated containers at his wordless command.
Finally, the last remnant of the ancient serpent was stored away, and Lucas allowed himself a moment to catch his breath. He patted the magically expanded pouch at his hip, a slight smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
His gaze shifted then to the gaping maw of Salazar Slytherin's statue, that looming stone visage that had once disgorged the Basilisk itself.
With a slight narrowing of his eyes, Lucas concentrated, and the very earth beneath his feet started to shift. A solid pillar rose smoothly, lifting him until he was level with the statue's open mouth. Taking a step forward, a bridge of compacted earth flowed outward, forming a path that connected the pillar to the statue's threshold.
Lucas strode forward without hesitation, and as he passed through the statue's maw, several of the glowing orbs that illuminated the Chamber broke away to follow. Their soft radiance lit up the tunnel beyond in a bright glow.
The passage opened into a spacious antechamber, and Lucas's sharp eyes immediately took in the details. One corner was dominated by a grisly pile of both animal and human skulls with their empty sockets seeming to stare back at him. Coiled among the bones were several shed Basilisk skins as their venomous green scales shimmered like gemstones in the magical light.
With a wave of his hand, the skins and skulls floated into his pouch, joining the other components he had collected.
The rest of the chamber showed signs of past habitation - a bare bedframe stripped of any mattress or coverings, bookshelves gaping with emptiness, tables and chairs left in haphazard disarray. Several workstations lined the far wall with their surfaces blank and devoid of any tools or materials.
A wry chuckle slipped past his lips as he approached, and he shook his head slowly. Of course, this place would have been picked clean long ago. Slytherin's more unhinged and impoverished descendants would have surely taken anything of value, and whatever they had missed, Tom Riddle would have claimed for his own.
The empty bedframe was a perfect example of their thoroughness. They hadn't left so much as a tattered sheet behind, stripping the furniture down to its barest bones.
Turning his attention to the workstations, Lucas ran an appraising eye over their simple wooden construction. Just mundane tables, really - the sort any half-decent adult wizard could transfigure with ease. Hardly worth a second glance.
Still, he felt pretty satisfied as he took one last look around the barren chamber. He had come for the Basilisk, and the ancient serpent's remains were now secured in his expanded pouch.
Though he didn’t intend to sell the remains, because what use did he have for money, after all? His vault held more than enough to get by, and he could always exchange Muggle funds if needed, even if he had to abide by the exchange limits. If it truly came down to it...well, he had ways of acquiring what he desired, legal or not.
No, the Basilisk's bounty would be for his use alone - a private treasure trove of some of the most potent magical materials in existence.
With a final nod of satisfaction, Lucas turned and retraced his steps back down the tunnel, the glowing orbs bobbing along in his wake. There was nothing more for him here tonight.
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        Chapter 59: Grim Cell

 Faint footsteps echoed down the corridor, gradually increasing until they echoed like whispers bouncing off cold, damp walls. In a grimy cell, a scruffy black dog jerked awake as its restless sleep was disturbed. The chill of the Dementors crept through the rusted bars as their ghostly forms drifted by.
The other inmates, maddened by endless torment, filled the air with mocking jeers as the footsteps neared.
"Lookie here, we’ve got visitors!" A raspy voice cackled nearby, grating like nails on stone. "Maybe the Aurors'll finally give us that sweet Dementor's Kiss, eh?"
"Shut it, Mulciber!" Another inmate screamed hysterically. "They've come to take us all! The end has arrived, I tell you! Doomed, we're all doomed!"
When the Aurors came closer, the scruffy black dog shifted, its body contorting and stretching until Sirius Black's emaciated form took shape. His sunken eyes snapped open, darting around the shadowed cell. Tangled black hair hung over his gaunt, once noble face as he squinted through the bars at the torchlight and faint shapes of passing Dementors.
Two Aurors in crimson robes emerged, silver buttons glinting in the torchlight as they approached Sirius's cell. A spark of desperate hope flared in Sirius's hollow chest, a yearning for any news beyond these walls—anything to cling to amid Azkaban's endless despair.
The Aurors halted before his cell, and their abrupt movements sent distorted shadows dancing across the damp walls. The taller one stepped forward, his grizzled face weathered by the passing years as his gruff voice cut through the jeers like a knife.
"Might be your lucky day, Black," the Auror drawled, his tone as flat and lifeless as the stone surrounding them. "We've got that little rat, Pettigrew. There'll be a new trial for you, so you'd best keep that mouth shut, you hear?"
Sirius exhaled sharply. Peter Pettigrew. Alive. His bony fingers curled, nails digging into calloused palms. Anger surged through his frail body, momentarily dispelling the constant gloom.
Pettigrew. The traitorous rat who had sold out James and Lily to Voldemort, condemning them to a brutal death. The cowardly vermin who had framed Sirius for his own heinous crimes, leaving him to rot in this hellish prison while he scurried away to hide like the sneaky, backstabbing rodent he was.
Sirius's lips peeled back, revealing yellowed teeth in a feral snarl. His sunken eyes blazed with fury as he lunged forward, emaciated frame slamming against the rusted bars with a resounding clang. Bony hands grasped the cold metal, knuckles whitening from the tight grip.
"Pettigrew!" Sirius roared, voice seething with rage. "That traitorous rat lives?" His bony hands clenched the bars as he snarled, "I'll crush that cowardly vermin!"
The Auror's gruff voice carried a hint of impatience. "Calm yourself, Black. You'll get your chance to clear your name, but keep that temper in check."
Sirius let out a harsh, mirthless bark of laughter that grated in the oppressive silence. "Clear my name?" He shook his head, matted hair whipping across his hollow cheeks. "You don't know what that rat did. He shouldn't get a trial - leave him for the Dementors!"
The stocky Auror with a bushy mustache stepped forward, wand aimed at Sirius's chest, the tip glowing an ominous red. "Enough lip," he warned, eyes narrowing. "You're coming for questioning, quietly, unless you want trouble. Pettigrew confessed to betraying the Potters – it’s time to sort out this mess."
With a flick of his wand, the cell door groaned open on protesting hinges. Boots scuffed the damp floor as the Aurors advanced cautiously, the taller conjuring a set of heavy manacles. The chains clinked ominously in the stillness.
"Hands out," the grizzled Auror ordered. "And no funny business, or we'll have to get rough with you, and trust me, you don't want that."
Sirius watched the Aurors carefully, hesitant about being restrained again despite the promise of freedom. Knowing this might be his only chance to address the wrongs done to him, he sighed deeply and held out his thin wrists, flinching as the cuffs closed with a metallic click.
The Aurors led him from his cell, and the jeers and taunts of his fellow inmates echoed off the damp, moldy walls as their mocking laughter and cruel jibes followed him like the haunting whispers of the damned.
"Oi, look at that, lads! The high and mighty Sirius Black, off to face the music at last!"
"Give my regards to the Dementors!"
"Bet you a bag of Galleons they'll have him kissed before the day's out!"
Sirius gritted his teeth, determined to ignore the taunts and focus on the situation at hand. After enduring years of torment in this hellish place, he refused to let his fellow inmates' jibes rattle him now.
The rusted doors of Azkaban groaned open. Pale sunlight assaulted Sirius's eyes as the Aurors led him out, the sudden brightness stinging after years in his shadowed cell. He squinted against the glare.
He took a deep, shuddering breath, the salty, briny scent of the sea air filling his lungs and making him dizzy with its freshness. It had been so long, so very long, since he had tasted freedom, felt the wind on his face and the sun on his skin, and for a moment, he was overwhelmed by everything.
But there was no time to savour the moment, no time to enjoy the small taste of freedom he had been granted. The Aurors were already leading him down the weathered steps of the prison with their wands trained on him at all times.
At the base of the steps, a small, battered wooden boat bobbed and swayed in the choppy, gray waters. The Aurors motioned for Sirius to climb in as they watched him with hawk-like intensity.
Sirius hesitated for a moment, and his eyes darted from the boat to the open water beyond, a sudden, desperate urge to flee, to dive into the churning waves and swim for freedom, rising up within him. But he knew it was futile, knew that the Aurors would cut him down before he even made it a few feet, and so, with a heavy, resigned sigh, he clambered awkwardly into the rocking vessel while the heavy chains of his manacles rattled and clanked as he fought to keep his balance.
As the boat moved away from Azkaban's jagged, rocky shore, Sirius looked back at the towering, dark fortress. He shuddered and instinctively pulled away from the deep cold that seemed to come from the prison's very stones.
"Don't you worry, Black," one of the Aurors chuckled. "You won't be seeing the inside of Azkaban again anytime soon, not if justice has anything to say about it." He jerked his chin towards the open water ahead. "We're taking you to a secure little island, where we can Apparate you to the Ministry without any fuss or bother. Wouldn't want you trying to make a break for it now, would we?"
Sirius just nodded with his eyes fixed on the horizon.
The boat sliced through the choppy, grey waters, propelled by the silent, invisible force of the Aurors' enchanted oars. Sirius closed his eyes, enjoying the briny tang of the sea spray on his face, the sting of the salt on his cracked, dry lips a welcome contrast to the stale, suffocating air of his cell. He breathed deeply, the clean, crisp scent of the open water filling his lungs and making him feel alive in a way he hadn't in years.
They approached their destination, as a small, unassuming island appeared from the thick mists. The Aurors guided the boat towards a narrow, sheltered cove, the hull scraping and grinding against the pebbled beach as they disembarked, their boots sinking into the damp, shifting sand.
Sirius stumbled as he stepped onto the solid ground of the island with his legs trembling and weak from years of disuse and the constant, gnawing hunger that had been his continual companion in Azkaban. He staggered, and the heavy chains of his manacles rattled and clanked as he fought to keep his balance, and for a moment, he thought he might fall, might crumple to the ground in a pathetic heap of skin and bones.
The Aurors, wands ready, led Sirius across the island's barren terrain while his skeletal form struggled to match their brisk pace. They reached a moss-covered shack hugging the base of a towering cliff, camouflaged by the wild landscape.
"In you go, Black," one of the Aurors said, and he jerked his head towards the open doorway. "And mind you don't try anything, or you'll be sorry."
Sirius ducked his head, his matted hair falling across his face as he stepped across the threshold and into the interior of the shack. The musty interior reeked of dust and age. Sirius blinked as his eyes adjusted to the gloom after the harsh sunlight.
The room was small and sparsely furnished, with a few rickety chairs scattered about and a heavily scarred table shoved up against one wall. A single, grimy window set high in the wall let in a small amount of light.
The Aurors followed, wands trained on Sirius's chest as they flanked him. The taller one stepped forward, and seized Sirius's shackled wrists with rough, calloused fingers.
"Hold still." He tapped his wand against the cuffs, which glowed faintly before clattering off. "One false move, Black, and you'll find yourself back in Azkaban before you can blink."
Sirius rubbed his chafed, raw wrists, wincing at the sting of the cold air against his bruised skin. He looked up, meeting the Auror's hard, flinty gaze with a defiant one of his own.
"I'm not plotting anything," Sirius rasped, his voice gravelly after years without use. "All I want is to stand in front of the Ministry, clear my name, see some real justice."
The Aurors exchanged a brief, inscrutable glance. Then, with a curt nod, they each grasped one of Sirius's arms in a firm grip.
"Ready then, Black?" the taller Auror asked. "We're taking you straight to the Ministry's holding cells, and you'll be under constant guard until your trial, so don't get any funny ideas in that thick skull of yours."
Steeling himself, Sirius took a deep, shuddering breath. The disorienting, nauseating sensation of Apparition - something he hadn't experienced in over a decade - loomed. His muscles tensed involuntarily as memories of the last time he had Apparated flooded his mind.
It had been the night of James and Lily's deaths, the night that had changed everything. He could still hear the frantic pounding of his heart, still feel the icy tendrils of terror that had gripped him as he had realized the terrible truth – that Pettigrew had betrayed them all, and that his best friends were dead, victims of Voldemort's unquenchable thirst for power.
Sirius had apparated to Godric's Hollow in a panic, finding only the ruined shell of the Potters' home, walls blasted apart and roof caved in. And there, amidst the rubble and debris, the lifeless bodies of James and Lily lay.
Sirius took a moment to push the haunting memories to the back of his mind and steadied himself. Gathering his resolve, he nodded firmly and said, "Ready."
The Aurors tightened their grip. One spun on his heel, and Sirius tensed, bracing for the disorienting compression of Apparition. His surroundings blurred and collapsed in on themselves with a sickening lurch. When it passed, the world had re-formed into a small, dim room.
He blinked, his eyes struggling to adjust to the gloom, and as his vision cleared, he realized that they were standing in front of a holding cell of some sort. The walls were bare, unadorned stone, and the only furnishings were a narrow, sagging cot and a rusted metal bucket in one corner.
"Welcome to the Ministry, Black," the taller Auror said. "This is where you'll be staying until your trial, so I'd get comfortable if I were you."
With a flick of his wand, the heavy iron door of the cell swung open with a rusty groan, and the Aurors shoved Sirius forward, their rough hands propelling him into the tiny, cramped space.
The door slammed shut, a reverberating clang like a tolling bell. Flinching, Sirius's hands flew to cover his ears as the jarring noise set his teeth on edge. But as suddenly as it came, the noise departed, leaving him in silence once more.
He staggered to the narrow cot and sank down onto the thin, lumpy mattress with a groan. He ran his hands through his tangled, matted hair, his fingers catching on the knots and snarls as he fought to slow his ragged breathing.
I’m out of Azkaban, he reminded himself. He was free, or at least as free as he could be under the circumstances. And soon, he would have his chance to face his accusers, to confront Pettigrew and finally, after all these years, meet his godson once more.
The thought should have filled him with hope. But instead, as he sat there in the small holding cell, all he could feel was dread, a cold, creeping fear that threatened to consume him from within.
What if they didn't believe him? Would Harry, his godson, hate him after so long? What if, after all this time, all this suffering, he was still condemned to a life behind bars, branded as a traitor and a murderer?
Sirius shook his head violently, matted hair whipping across his hollow cheeks. He couldn't afford to entertain such doubts, not now. Not when he was so close to the truth, so close to clearing his name and reclaiming his life.
He had to stay strong, had to cling to the hope that justice would prevail, that the truth would finally come to light after all these years of suffering and despair. For Harry's sake, if nothing else.
A heavy sigh escaped his cracked lips as he lay back on the thin, lumpy mattress, staring up at the featureless stone ceiling.
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        Chapter 60: Charming Introduction

 Sunlight filtered through the dormitory drapes, casting patterns on the stone floor. Lucas blinked and pushed himself upright, rumpled pyjamas clinging to his frame. He exhaled quietly, glancing around the circular room.
Glancing around the circular room, he saw his dorm-mates still sleeping soundly. Neville's round, freckled face wore a peaceful expression, his mouth hanging slightly open. Justin's sandy hair stuck out in all directions, partially obscuring the dusting of sun kisses across his nose. The stocky form of Wayne rose and fell with each deep breath, while Ernest's lanky limbs were splayed haphazardly.
Careful not to wake them, Lucas slid out of bed and padded to the bathroom. After a quick shower and change into his crisp school robes, he ran a hand through his damp raven locks in an attempt to tame them.
The gentle sounds of Lucas's movements roused the others from their slumber. Neville stretched lazily, his arms reaching high above his head before letting out a big yawn.
"I’m really hungry," Neville said, a bit shyly, as he rubbed his belly.
Justin smiled, trying to smooth down his messy hair. "Is it always like this? You know, waking up hungry?"
Zacharias Smith's gruff voice emerged from beneath his blankets, dripping with irritation. "Can't you lot keep it quiet for once?" He emerged, bleary-eyed and scowling, with his sandy hair sticking up in every direction.
Oliver chuckled and lightly tossed his pillow towards Zacharias, causing a soft thud. "Wake up, or you'll miss breakfast."
Zacharias dodged the pillow and sat up, glaring. "Hey! Watch where you're throwing things, Rivers!"
Lucas, seeing the potential for chaos, stepped in to calm things down. "Let’s not start a war here. We should get ready and go to breakfast. I'm sure we all could use some food before our first class."
With some grumbling, the boys dragged themselves out of bed and into the bathroom to freshen up. Soon, they made their way down the spiral staircase and into the cozy Hufflepuff common room with plush yellow sofas and armchairs encircling a crackling fireplace. A few older students huddled nearby, quietly studying.
Already waiting were the girls – Hermione, her curls pulled back in a loose braid, Hannah, Susan, Megan, Lily, and Sally-Anne – their robes pressed and hair neatly brushed.
Lucas gave them a friendly nod of greeting as the group made their way out of the barrel-shaped entrance and into the cool corridors of Hogwarts. Hushed chatter, punctuated by the occasional yawn or sleepy murmur, filled the air. Hermione fell into step beside Lucas.
Suddenly, a loud cackle rang out, and a burst of chalk dust exploded in their faces. Lucas reacted instantly, his hand whipping up to deflect the onslaught of errant chalk missiles.
Susan sputtered, waving a hand frantically to dispel the chalk dust as coughs racked her slight frame.
The mischievous poltergeist cackled again, pelting them with more chalk bits. "Ickle Hufflepuffs, out of bed! Peevesy thought he'd mess with your heads!"
"Enough of that!" Lucas's voice rang out. With a flick of his fingers, the chalk missiles froze in midair before clattering harmlessly to the floor.
Peeves stuck out his tongue petulantly but zipped away, cackling all the while. The group exchanged exasperated looks, brushing chalk dust from their robes.
"Thanks," Susan said gratefully, offering him a warm smile.
Lucas gave a modest shrug.
They continued on their way, the tantalizing aromas of breakfast growing stronger with every step.
The Great Hall's oak doors stood open, revealing the four long tables laden with mouthwatering dishes. The Hufflepuffs made a beeline for their table, piling plates high with eggs, sausages, fluffy pancakes drizzled in syrup, and more mouthwatering dishes.
Between bites, Lucas's gaze flickered towards the staff table, where Professor Sprout was deep in conversation with the tiny Charms professor, Filius Flitwick. When she rose and began making her way down the aisle, Lucas politely caught her attention.
"Professor Sprout, may I have a moment?" he asked, his tone respectful.
The kindly witch turned, giving Lucas a warm smile. "Of course, Mr. Potter. What can I do for you?"
Lucas took a deep breath, choosing his words carefully. "I was hoping to arrange a meeting with Headmaster Dumbledore. There's a private matter we discussed previously that I need to speak with him about further."
Professor Sprout nodded understandingly. "Very well, Mr. Potter. I'll have a word with the Headmaster and let you know when he's available to meet."
"Thank you, Professor," Lucas replied sincerely, the corners of his eyes crinkling slightly.
Professor Sprout continued towards the staff table, and the other Hufflepuffs exchanged curious glances but remained silent, sensing the personal nature of the matter.
Hermione leaned in slightly, eyes narrowed inquisitively as she opened her mouth, no doubt ready to pepper Lucas with a flurry of questions about this "private matter." But she seemed to think better of it, pursing her lips tightly and glancing around at the others listening in. Lucas's emerald eyes crinkled at the corners as he offered Hermione a subtle smile. With the barest shake of his head, he silently conveyed that he wouldn’t answer any questions.
The conversation turned to the classes they'd attended and the fascinating magical world they were discovering. Plates and goblets slowly emptied as they chatted about upcoming lessons, the moving staircases, and their favourite dishes from the Hogwarts feasts so far.
Professor Sprout made her way back to the Hufflepuff table as breakfast neared its end. She stopped beside Lucas, her kind face alight with a hint of curiosity.
"Mr. Potter, the Headmaster has agreed to meet with you this evening after dinner, but before curfew. You may come to his office at that time," she informed him.
A grateful smile spread across Lucas's face. "Thank you so much, Professor Sprout. I really appreciate you setting this up for me."
She patted his shoulder affectionately before moving on to speak with some of the other students.
When the last morsels of breakfast disappeared from the golden plates, the Hufflepuff first-years began to gather their things, the anticipation of their first Charms lesson buzzing in the air like a swarm of excited pixies. Hannah's blonde pigtails bounced as she shouldered her bag, the yellow and black trim of her robes swishing with each step.
"I can't wait to see if we get to make things explode!" exclaimed Wayne, his round face flushed with excitement.
Justin shook his sandy head. "Don't be daft, why would we learn exploding charms on our first day?"
They arrived at the Charms classroom just as the last few Ravenclaws were filing in. The classroom itself was a marvel, with high, vaulted ceilings and tall arched windows that bathed the space in warm, natural light. Bookshelves lined the walls, crammed with tomes of every size, and peculiar magical objects whirred and hummed from their perches.
Professor Flitwick, standing atop a towering stack of books behind his desk, beamed at the students over his shoulder as they took their seats.
"Welcome, welcome!" he squeaked, his high-pitched voice brimming with infectious enthusiasm. "Who's ready to unlock the boundless potential of charmswork?"
Hermione's hand shot up eagerly.
Flitwick chuckled good-naturedly. "Patience, Miss Granger, let's start with a little thought exercise. When you hear the word 'charm,' what comes to mind?"
Terry Boot, a Ravenclaw with an impish grin, piped up. "Isn't it some sort of spell you put on someone? Like a love charm?"
"Not quite, Mr. Boot," Flitwick said kindly. "Though I can understand the confusion. Yes, Miss. Granger?"
"A charm is a type of spell that alters an object's properties without changing its fundamental nature," Hermione recited with confidence.
"Precisely!" Flitwick beamed. "Take five points for Hufflepuff. Charms allow us to manipulate and imbue objects with remarkable abilities while preserving their essence. For example..."
Flitwick's wand cut a sharp, practiced arc. "Wingardium Leviosa!" Obediently, a quill rose, dancing through the air in graceful loops and twists. A shimmering trail of sapphire ink hung suspended, like a frozen ribbon.
The students watched, utterly transfixed, as Flitwick deftly guided the quill through a series of increasingly complex manoeuvres, at one point even coaxing it to soar up and ruffle Ernie's carefully-combed hair before returning to its graceful aerial dance.
"You see?" Flitwick said, his voice hushed to allow the quill's movements to captivate their full attention. "The charm has not fundamentally altered the quill's nature as a writing instrument. It has merely bestowed upon it properties it did not previously possess – the ability to fly, to move with perfect precision and control."
As if to emphasize his point, Flitwick flicked his wand again, and the quill obediently inked a series of crisp, looping letters in midair before settling back onto the desktop.
"Now, who can name another useful charm?" Flitwick asked, his eyes twinkling with delight. "Yes, Miss Granger?"
"The Color-Changing Charm!" Hermione exclaimed breathlessly. "Colovaria, I believe."
"Take two points for Hufflepuff," Flitwick said with an approving nod. "Colovaria!"
The stack of parchment on his desk erupted in a myriad of vibrant hues – crimson, emerald, sapphire, and amethyst. The students gasped and murmured in awe as the colors swirled and danced, blending into dazzling new shades before their eyes.
"As you can see," Flitwick continued, his voice resonating with quiet power, "charms can be used to manipulate an object's appearance without altering its fundamental properties. This parchment remains parchment, simply a more vibrant version."
With a subtle wave of his wand, the colors bled away, leaving the parchment crisp and white once more.
"Charms have innumerable applications in both mundane and defensive situations," Flitwick said. "Used properly, they can enrich our lives and protect us from harm. Used recklessly or maliciously, even the simplest charm can cause great discomfort or danger."
He turned his attention to the mannequin stationed in the corner, giving his wand an almost lazy flick. "Rictumsempra!"
Instantly, the mannequin began to shake and convulse violently, as though seized by an invisible assailant's tickling hands. The students erupted into gales of laughter at the sight.
"The Tickling Charm," Flitwick said, with his voice cutting through their mirth, "can bring moments of harmless joy when used with care. But cast without thought or consent, it could incapacitate or even injure the recipient."
With a sharp slash of his wand, the mannequin fell mercifully still once more.
"Which brings me to my next point – the utmost importance of proper wand form, discipline, and control when casting any charm, no matter how innocuous it may seem."
For some time, Flitwick patiently guided the students through the finer points of gripping their wands. He demonstrated the ideal stance - shoulders squared, knees bent, wand hand extended.
"Remember, a firm but relaxed grip is crucial," he said, circulating through the rows to gently adjust trembling hands and straighten slouching backs. "Too loose, and you risk losing control of your magic. Too tight, and your intent will be stifled. Maintain a calm, focused mind and steady breaths."
Once satisfied that the students had gone through the basics, Flitwick returned to the front of the classroom and adopted a stance of his own.
"Observe closely," he instructed, his voice low and intense. "For even the most seemingly insignificant charm can prove devastatingly effective in the right hands."
Flitwick's wand became a blur of movement, unleashing a dazzling array of spells. Books, quills, and inkwells whipped into a frenzied cyclone around him, trembling the very air. Here, a stack of parchment spontaneously combusted into brilliant blue flames. There, a quill gracefully soared through the maelstrom, writing invisible lines in the air that hummed with a gentle, enchanting melody.
Just when the classroom seemed filled with chaos, Flitwick made one final slashing gesture. Every enchanted object froze, suspended in a breathtaking stillness.
For a long moment, the only sound was the students' ragged breathing as they took in the incredible spectacle surrounding them. Then, with a subtle twitch of his wand, Flitwick released the charms, and the whirlwind collapsed in on itself, sending a rain of books, quills, and ashes fluttering harmlessly to the floor.
"Never underestimate the power of a well-cast charm," Flitwick said in a whisper as he lowered his wand. "For those with the skill and discipline to wield them, even the most innocuous spells can be shaped into something..." His gaze swept over his stunned students. "Formidable."
For a long beat, the classroom remained utterly silent as the weight of Flitwick's words settled over them. Then, as one, the students erupted into thunderous applause.
Flitwick simply smiled, apparently invigorated by the thrill of performance rather than winded.
"And that, my dear students, was the barest glimpse into the incredible versatility and potential of charms. For next lesson, please read the introductory chapter on charm theory and applications. Come prepared to discuss how these wondrous spells can be leveraged to enrich our daily lives and keep us safe in times of peril. Class dismissed!"
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        Chapter 61: Study Goal

 The bell chimed, signaling the end of Charms class. The first-year Hufflepuffs began gathering their things, chattering excitedly about the amazing magic Professor Flitwick had just shown them.
"Hey, you lot!" Harry called out to Justin, Neville, Lily and Sally-Anne. "Library to get some studying done?"
Justin made a face. "No thanks, Harry. I'm tired after Charms. Fancied having a go at some games in the common room instead."
Neville nodded vigorously. "Yeah, my brain needs a break from studying."
Lily and Sally-Anne both giggled. "We'll pass too," Lily said. "I heard the third-years have a game of Truth or Dare going!"
Harry shrugged good-naturedly while Hermione tried not to look too disappointed. "Suit yourselves. More peace and quiet for us, eh Hermione?"
She managed a small smile, pushing her bushy hair behind her ear. "Yeah, I suppose so."
While their friends headed off towards the Hufflepuff common room, Hermione's mind drifted back to the empty space in their schedule where Professor Quirrell would've been teaching Defense Against the Dark Arts. It had only been four days since the horrible things that happened at the start-of-term feast. Professor Quirrell had collapsed out of nowhere, and...and died right in front of them. Hermione shuddered remembering it. Part of her was glad their Defense classes were canceled for now – she didn't think she could handle seeing Quirrell's empty classroom yet.
She shoved her copy of "The Standard Book of Spells, Grade 1" into her bulging bookbag, Hermione glanced over at Harry. He was calmly putting away his quill and ink, not a hair out of place on his head. Even after seeing the incredible magic he could do, she still felt a thrill being around the famous Boy Who Lived...
Last night, the whispers had filled the Hufflepuff girls' dormitory. Hannah, Susan, Megan – they'd all been gushing about how wicked it was to have classes with the legendary Harry Potter. Hermione had nodded along, trying to ignore the butterflies in her stomach every time someone said his name.
Of course, she'd known loads about Harry Potter way before coming to Hogwarts. The papers and magazines were always going on about what a child genius he was – his big scientific breakthroughs, the amazing things he'd done that no one else had. But actually being around him, seeing his brilliance up close...nothing could've prepared her for that.
They made their way out of the classroom into the busy corridor. Hermione kept sneaking peeks at Harry, her brain buzzing with questions. On the Hogwarts Express, that very first time they met, she'd watched him summon Neville’s toad by just lifting his hand – wandless magic! She'd been totally gobsmacked.
And now, after their first History of Magic lesson, she knew exactly how rare and incredible that skill was. Wandless magic was something only the strongest, most talented wizards could do. The fact that Harry made it look easy as breathing, and so young...well, it blew her mind.
"Harry, what else can you do without a wand?" Hermione asked, leaning towards him eagerly. He grinned, holding out his hands. Sparks crackled between his fingers. Then poof! Three glowing balls of lightning appeared, whizzing around his hands in a mesmerizing dance. Hermione gasped, her eyes popping wide as she watched them spin and whirl hypnotically.
One of the pulsing lightning balls drifted really close to her. Hermione couldn't help herself – she reached out to touch it. Quick as a flash, Harry grabbed her wrist.
"Easy there," he said with a laugh. "Wouldn't want you to get zapped now, would we?"
Hermione felt her face go beet red as it hit her how dumb that had been. "Sorry!" she squeaked, looking down at her robes in embarrassment. "I don't know what I was thinking. Electricity's dangerous."
Harry chuckled. "No worries," he said, patting her arm. "Magic's exciting stuff, I get it. You're right though – always pays to be careful with new things, yeah?"
Hermione nodded, her heart still hammering from her close call. She watched as Harry waved his hand through the air. The lightning balls vanished in little puffs of smoke, like they'd never been there at all.
"So, what else..." Harry mused, tilting his head. "Well, I can move stuff around, like this..."
He flicked his fingers at a tapestry on the wall. Hermione watched, fascinated, as it started rippling and waving like it was blowing in a strong wind.
"I can conjure the elements too," Harry went on. He held up his hand, a big grin spreading over his face. Hermione let out a little "Oh!" of surprise as a teeny flame popped to life on the tip of his index finger. "Fire," he said, wiggling his eyebrows. The flame bobbed and twisted, making crazy shadows dance on the stone walls.
"Water." The flame went out with a hiss. In its place, a perfect little ball of crystal clear water hovered over Harry's palm. It caught the torchlight and sparkled like a tiny moon.
"Earth." The water droplet fell and splashed on the floor. A swirling tornado of dirt and pebbles sprang up where it had been, lazily spinning in midair.
"Air." The dirt tornado collapsed into a pile. A baby whirlwind took its place, ruffling their hair and robes with playful little gusts.
"And 'course, lightning." The whirlwind poofed out of existence. A familiar ball of snapping, popping electricity appeared, glowing an eerie blue-white and lighting up Harry's face.
Hermione stared in amazement. She'd known Harry was powerful, but witnessing his abilities firsthand was still almost unbelievable.
The elemental spheres winked out one by one. Harry grinned at her slack-jawed expression. "Got a few other tricks up my sleeve too," he said, as casual as if he was talking about a card trick instead of mind-blowing magic. "Like this."
He snapped his fingers. Instantly, total silence crashed down around them. Hermione blinked, feeling weirdly off-balance. She could see the flickering torches, feel the slight breeze from the airflow...but she couldn't hear the flames crackling or the wind whistling anymore. It was beyond bizarre.
She turned to Harry, her eyes huge, mouthing a silent "How?" He grinned and tapped his ear.
"Sound magic," he explained. His voice seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere all at once. "I can put up these silence bubbles, make whispers louder, all kinds of things."
A million questions exploded in Hermione's brain. But she just beamed at him, practically vibrating with excitement. She couldn't believe someone as incredible as Harry was her friend.
The normal sounds of the castle came rushing back in as they got closer to the library. "That was brilliant!" Hermione gushed, bouncing on her toes. "I've never seen anything like it! How do you do it? What kind of sounds can you change? How far does it reach? Have you always been able to -"
She cut herself off, heat flooding her cheeks as she realized she was babbling like an overexcited chipmunk. Ducking her head, she stared down at her sensible black shoes, suddenly fascinated by her shoelaces.
Harry just laughed, warm and friendly. "Breathe, Hermione," he said, nudging her with his elbow. "One question at a time, yeah?"
"Sorry," she mumbled, tucking a chunk of bushy hair behind her ear. "I just get really carried away sometimes."
"Don't be sorry," Harry said, his voice soft and sincere. "I think it's brilliant, how curious you are. Never lose that, alright? It's a gift."
Hermione opened her mouth to argue that being overly curious could also be a detriment at times, but Harry's sincere tone gave her pause. "I'll try not to," she said instead, a small smile playing on her lips.
When they walked into the library, that lovely smell of old books and leather wrapped around them like a big hug. Harry gently steered Hermione over to a quiet little nook, far away from Madam Pince's hawklike stare.
"Rather not have her breathing down our necks," he said, giving Hermione a sneaky grin. "I heard she's not a big fan of... creative studying."
Hermione nodded, her forehead wrinkling a bit in confusion. But she didn't argue. If Harry wanted some privacy, she was more than happy to go along with it.
They plopped down in a pair of squishy armchairs tucked behind a towering bookshelf full of dusty old books that looked older than Dumbledore.
"So," Hermione said brightly, turning to Harry with a big smile. "Do you want to start with Charms? I've already read the whole textbook twice, but I wanted to practice the wand movements again before we do the essay..."
But Harry wasn't listening. He was staring at the huge bookshelves in front of them, his green eyes glinting with a strange intensity.
"Actually," he said slowly, almost like he was talking to himself, "I've got a different project in mind."
Hermione frowned, confused. "What do you mean?" she asked, tilting her head to one side. "We haven't got any other homework yet, have we?"
Harry shook his head, a small smile tugging at his lips. "Nah, nothing like that," he said. "More of a personal goal, you know?"
He turned to look right at her, his face suddenly very serious. "Hermione," he said. "I'm going to read every single book in this library."
Hermione blinked. Once. Twice. Then a slightly hysterical giggle burst out of her mouth before she could stop it. "What? But there's tens of thousands of books in here! It'd take forever to read them all, even if you never slept!"
But Harry was already shaking his head, that little smile still playing around his mouth. "Not for me," he said simply. "I've got a way, even if it takes many months.”
Hermione's eyes went huge. "A way?" she asked, and her words tumbled out faster and faster. "You mean like a speed-reading spell or something?" She grabbed his arm, practically bouncing in her seat. "Oh, Harry, you have to teach me! Think of how much we could learn!"
Harry laughed, with his eyes crinkling at the corners. "Slow down, motor-mouth," he teased. "It's not a spell. Here, just let me show you."
He reached out and snagged a random book off the nearest shelf – a huge, fat thing bound in cracked brown leather. "A History of Magical Horticulture" was stamped on the spine in shining gold letters.
Hermione watched, baffled, as Harry flipped through the pages at blinding speed. His eyes darted back and forth, scanning each page for just a second. The pages blurred with speed, flapping like a hummingbird's wings.
In less than a minute, he snapped the book shut and tossed it on the table. "All done," he said.
Hermione gaped at him. "But... but that's impossible!" she spluttered. "There's no way you read that whole book that fast! It's not... it's not normal!"
Harry leaned in with a sly grin. "Can you keep a secret, Hermione?" he whispered. "I'm not like the others."
A shiver zipped down Hermione's spine. "What do you mean? Is it another magical gift like Parseltongue?" she asked, wide-eyed.
Harry tapped the side of his head, smirking. "No, nothing magical… Just photographic memory," he said smugly. "Means I can remember anything I see perfectly, just by looking at it once. It all gets filed away up here," he tapped his temple again, "permanently."
Hermione's mouth fell open with an almost audible pop. "That's... that's incredible," she breathed, envy and amazement battling it out in her chest. "I can't even imagine what it must be like, being able to remember everything you've ever seen or read. The things you could learn, the connections you could make..."
She trailed off with a wistful sigh. "Wish I had a memory like that," she mumbled, picking at a loose thread on her sleeve. "Would make revising a whole lot easier."
Harry reached over and gave her hand a friendly squeeze. "Hey, don't be like that," he said gently. "You're smart, Hermione. Photographic memory or not. Who knows, maybe you and me'll figure out a spell for perfect recall someday. Stranger things have happened in this magical world, yeah?"
Hermione peeked up at him through her lashes, a hopeful little smile tugging at her lips. "You really think so?" she asked, hating how small and uncertain her voice sounded.
Harry grinned, giving her hand another comforting squeeze. "I know so," he said, firm and sure. "But until then, what do you say we get cracking on this little project of mine? I could use a study buddy to keep me company."
Hermione beamed, hardly believing her luck that the famous Harry Potter wanted her as a study partner. She made a mental note to prepare thoroughly - she didn't want to disappoint her new friend by seeming clueless.
"I'd love to," she said, trying to keep the giddy tremble out of her voice. "But how're you going to read all these books? Even with your memory, it'd take ages to go through them one at a time."
Harry's green eyes sparkled with mischief. His grin widened into a sneaky smirk. "Got a few tricks up my sleeve," he said, lowering his voice like he was sharing a juicy secret.
He held up his hand, and Hermione watched, slack-jawed, as a dozen books zoomed off the shelves. They hovered in midair, pages rustling softly. With a flick of his wrist, Harry sent them soaring over to their table. They stacked themselves in a tidy pile, spines facing out.
"Dead useful for multitasking," he said, casual as you please, like levitating a whole shelf's worth of books was as easy as breathing.
Hermione just nodded dumbly, her eyes bugging out of her head, as Harry settled back in his chair with his face scrunched up in concentration. The books fell open like a row of dominoes. The pages started turning in perfect unison, flipping back and forth like a flock of birds banking in formation.
Harry's eyes darted from book to book, scanning the pages so fast they blurred. Hermione could practically see the information pouring into his brain, like water gushing into a bottomless well.
She leaned forward, completely gobsmacked. She'd idolized the famous boy genius for years, but seeing his incredible talents up close and personal... it amazed her. Being front row centre while he did such amazing magic without so much as a wand... it didn't feel real.
"Flies, Hermione," Harry said, not looking up from his books. "You'll catch them, sitting there with your mouth hanging open like that."
Hermione snapped her mouth shut so fast her teeth clicked. "Sorry!" she squeaked, feeling her face go red-hot. "It's just... you're brilliant, Harry. Really."
He glanced up at her, his eyes dancing. "Takes one to know one," he said, grinning. "Now, what do you say we put that big brain of yours to work? I think I saw your Charms textbook in your bag. Why don't you get a head start on that essay?"
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        Chapter 62: Ancient Timeline

 Excited chatter filled the library as Lucas and Hermione gathered their belongings. Hermione froze mid-step, eyes widening at the towering stack of books drifting alongside Lucas. Frayed spines and faded covers were set aglow by slanted sunbeams piercing the library windows.
"You must've read hundreds already!" Hermione exclaimed, untamed curls bouncing as they walked.
Lucas chuckled, giving a casual flick of his wrist to send the books sailing back onto the shelves with a whisper of parchment. "Could get through them in eight months at a couple hours per day." He shot her a grin. "But realistically, a couple years is more likely."
They walked out of the library and along the Viaduct Courtyard Bridge. The lake's glassy surface mirrored the surrounding peaks as their snow-capped tops pierced the cloudless sky. Towering pines lined the shoreline, and their deep green hues contrasted with the brilliant blues. Sunbeams danced across the rippling water. All around, students chatted animatedly as their voices mingled with the soft flapping of robes caught in the cool mountain air.
Five students on broomsticks suddenly zoomed overhead, robes whipping behind them as they raced each other, the rush of air causing Hermione to stumble. She clutched her books tightly, craning her neck to follow the broom riders' path.
Hermione's brow furrowed, eyes tracking the broom riders weaving overhead. "Those thin broomsticks seem rather dangerous," she fretted, worrying her lower lip.
Lucas chuckled, eyes crinkling at the corners as he took in Hermione's worried frown and furrowed brows. "They must know what they're doing. I'm sure it's not that difficult." His grin widened. "Besides, we'll get to learn for ourselves in our flying lesson tomorrow. It'll be a piece of cake!"
Lucas's words tapered off, his gaze fixating on the intricate metalwork beneath their feet. Delicately embossed Roman numerals adorned the grate. "Hogwarts Legacy..." he murmured, brow furrowing contemplatively.
Hermione paused mid-step, following his line of sight curiously. Brushing an escaped curl behind her ear, she asked, "What is it? What do you mean by 'Legacy'?"
Pulling his thoughts back to the present, Lucas shook his head and motioned for her to keep walking. "No, no, I was just curious about the Roman numerals. It's amazing to see things like this at Hogwarts, and I couldn't help but wonder about the legacy behind it. But I'm sure I'll find the answer eventually in the library, right?" He flashed Hermione a warm grin.
Hermione bobbed her head eagerly, eyes sparkling as she delved into an enthusiastic discussion about wizarding life in ancient Rome, hands waving expressively.
Lucas nodded and murmured "Mmm-hmm, interesting," but his gaze grew distant, eyes unfocusing slightly as his brow furrowed. A thought had taken root, demanding his attention - Is this even the canon timeline? I remember that grate from the Hogwarts Legacy game, and now that I look around, I can see the subtle symbols on the braziers. They're not exactly the same as in the game, but their presence suggests that the events of Hogwarts Legacy might have taken place in this timeline.
The Undercroft in the Defence Tower would be the easiest way to confirm this, Lucas pondered. If I can access it, then it's almost certain that the game's events are part of this world's history. And if that's the case, then Ancient Magic exists here too, and that's definitely something I want to explore further.
When they neared the Grand Staircase, Lucas tuned back into Hermione's words. Her brow was furrowed in thought as she pondered whether the Greek and Roman gods could have been powerful wizards. He listened to her talk while they waited for the staircase to swing into place, and descended to the ground floor, with their footsteps echoing dully on the stone steps.
The Great Hall's enchanted ceiling showed a bright, cloudless sky as Lucas and Hermione joined their friends at the Hufflepuff table. After greetings, Hermione immediately launched into her theories about ancient gods, words tumbling out in an excited rush.
Filling his plate, Lucas opted for water rather than join in the abundant pumpkin juice, hiding his distaste behind a neutral expression. He was only half-listening as Hermione's speculation reached a fevered pitch - a flurry of owls had descended into the Great Hall, wings flapping as they delivered letters and packages.
One tawny owl landed squarely on Justin's head, talons tangling in his sandy hair before hopping to the table in front of Susan. "Hey! What's that stupid bird doing?" Justin protested, rubbing his head as he eyed the owl.
"It's just the Daily Prophet," Susan explained, untying the paper from the owl's leg and placing a single Knut in the pouch attached to its other leg. The owl snatched the coin and took off, disappearing among the other birds with a soft hoot.
Susan unfolded the newspaper, and gasped at the headline with widened blue eyes: "Justice at Last? Sirius Black's Trial Tomorrow as Pettigrew's Betrayal Comes to Light." Her eyes darted to Lucas, and she turned the paper towards him with trembling hands. "Look! The man everyone thought betrayed your parents might be innocent. He could be released from Azkaban soon."
Lucas studied the article and nodded slowly. "If he's truly uninvolved, then I hope he's freed quickly. No one should suffer in prison for a crime they didn't commit."
"If he's innocent, he must be relieved to finally get a fair trial after all these years in Azkaban," Hermione said, brow furrowed in concern.
Justin shook his head sympathetically. "I can't imagine being wrongly imprisoned like that. The poor guy."
"And the Weasleys too," Neville added dismally. "Pettigrew betrayed the Potters, but he also deceived them for years by hiding as their pet rat."
Hermione gasped. "You're right! Oh, that must have been so traumatic for them, having him in their home all that time." Her eyes shone with unshed tears.
While his friends continued debating Pettigrew's unforgivable betrayal and what this could mean for Sirius's freedom, Lucas listened silently as their words washed over him like background noise. His mind remained fixated on the tantalizing prospect of Ancient Magic - the idea ignited an insatiable curiosity within him. From what I've read in my past life, wizards or witches able to use Ancient Magic only start to wield magic around age sixteen, he pondered. Which means I won't be able to wield it innately. But even if I can't use it directly, I must investigate and understand this new form of magic, no matter what it takes. It’s too powerful to be left alone, if it does indeed exist.
The lunch hour drew to a close, and the group gathered their belongings, the din of chattering students filling the Great Hall once more. "We'd better get going," Hermione said, slinging her bag over her shoulder. "Our first Herbology lesson is about to begin in the greenhouses."


The greenhouse was thick with the earthy scent of potting soil and the sweet fragrance of blooming flora. Rays of golden sunlight filtered through the glass panes, casting a warm glow over the cluttered workbenches and vibrant green foliage that lined the walls. Professor Sprout, a squat little witch with wisps of grey hair escaping from beneath her patched hat, stood at the front of the room, her dirt-smudged hands resting on her ample hips.
"Settle down, now," Professor Sprout's voice rang out, cutting through the buzz of chatter as the first-years found their spots along the workbenches. "Before we begin, we need to go over some important safety rules for working with magical plants."
The excited chatter gradually faded, replaced by an air of nervous anticipation as the Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw students settled into their places. Lucas caught Neville's eye, offering his friend a reassuring nod as the round-faced boy fidgeted nervously with the cuffs of his robes.
Professor Sprout held up a pair of thick, dragon-hide gloves, the well-worn gloves showed signs of heavy use over the years. "First things first – these gloves are absolutely essential when handling magical plants, especially the feisty little blighters we'll be working with today." She waggled her fingers, emphasizing the protective covering. "The sap from Bouncing Bulbs can cause nasty rashes and blisters, so keep those hands covered at all times, you hear?"
A few students exchanged uneasy glances as their earlier enthusiasm lessened because of the stern warning. Hermione, ever the diligent one, was already reaching for her gloves.
"Secondly," Professor Sprout continued sternly, "you'll need to maintain a firm grip on the bulbs. They're not called 'Bouncing' for nothing – these little buggers will jump away at the slightest opportunity." She mimed a bulb slipping through her fingers with a grave expression. "A loose Bouncing Bulb could do some serious damage if it were to strike someone in the face or eyes. We don't want any trips to the hospital wing today, do we?"
At the professor's warning about potential injuries from rogue bulbs, the students exchanged uneasy glances, their earlier enthusiasm dampened. A few nervous giggles escaped as they imagined the very real possibility of a Bouncing Bulb colliding with their faces. Zacharias Smith, usually so boastful, fell silent as he eyed the wriggling purple bulbs with apprehension. The bravado he typically exuded seemed to have deserted him in the face of the unpredictable plants.
Professor Sprout's expression grew stern. "Safety is crucial when working with these plants. No fooling around, understood?"
The students nodded and murmured their understanding, their earlier excitement now tempered by the professor's stern words. Even Hermione, who normally couldn't wait to prove her knowledge, remained silent with her quill hovering above her parchment as she absorbed the professor's words.
Satisfied that her message had been received, a warm smile spread across Professor Sprout's face, her eyes twinkling with a hint of amusement. "Now, let's begin our lesson on Bouncing Bulbs. Who can tell me about their properties and uses in the wizarding world?"
Hermione's hand shot up eagerly, and she spoke without waiting to be called on. "Bouncing Bulbs are a key ingredient in the Pompion Potion, which causes the drinker's head to swell to an immense size."
"Well done, Miss Granger," Professor Sprout said with an approving nod. "Five points to Hufflepuff. Can anyone else share another use for these lively plants?"
The lesson proceeded at a good pace, with the professor guiding her students through the various applications of Bouncing Bulbs in potions and herbology.
Finally, Professor Sprout gestured to the long workbenches that lined the greenhouse, where trays of plump, purple bulbs sat waiting as their forms quivered with barely contained energy. "Now, it's time to put your knowledge into practice. We'll be repotting these Bouncing Bulbs today, so please divide into pairs and gather your supplies."
The greenhouse buzzed with movement as the students hurried to pair up and gather their gloves and pots. Lucas turned to Neville, who was eyeing the wriggling bulbs with cautious excitement.
"Want to work together?" Lucas asked, offering the other boy a reassuring smile.
Neville nodded slowly. "Yeah, alright. Just... try to keep those things away from my face, will you?" He tugged anxiously at the cuffs of his robes, his knuckles whitening slightly.
Slipping on the dragon-hide gloves, Lucas flashed Neville a reassuring smile. "Don't worry, mate. I've got your back."
As the lesson continued, the greenhouse was filled with the sounds of laughter and concentration, interrupted by the occasional yelp or exclamation as a particularly feisty bulb made a bid for freedom. Lucas and Neville worked in tandem, their movements growing more confident and assured with each successful repotting.
"Steady, now," Lucas murmured as he grasped a wriggling bulb firmly in his gloved hands. With a twist of his wrists, he transferred the plant to its new pot, packing soil around its base to secure it firmly.
Neville, his tongue poking out slightly from the corner of his mouth, followed Lucas's lead, and his fingers were surprisingly nimble as they worked the rich, loamy soil. A bead of sweat trickled down his temple, but his eyes shone with a newfound sense of accomplishment.
By the time Professor Sprout called for their attention, indicating the end of the lesson, the two boys were flushed with exertion and their robes were smudged with dirt.
"Well done, everyone," the professor said with pride clear in her eyes as she surveyed the newly potted Bouncing Bulbs. "You've all displayed remarkable care and diligence in handling these lively plants. I'm impressed with your efforts today."
She waved her wand in a sweeping motion, and the freshly potted bulbs rose into the air, floating gently back to their designated shelves along the greenhouse walls. A collective sigh of relief spread through the students as the last of the unruly plants was secured, their energy seemingly spent for the time being.
Neville's round face was flushed with exhaustion as he met Lucas's gaze. Lucas grinned and gave his friend's shoulder a friendly clap. "You did great, Neville. A real pro with those Bouncing Bulbs."
Neville ducked his head shyly, but his smile only widened. "Thanks, Harry. I couldn't have done it without you."
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        Chapter 63: Secret Star

 Warm sunlight filtered through the tall, arched windows. It cast a golden glow over the office, where ancient tomes lined the shelves along the walls. Soft whirrs and puffs from curious instruments provided an ambient backdrop.
"A lemon drop, Harry?" Dumbledore's gentle voice made the offer as he gestured to the bowl of bright candies, a deliberate attempt to ease the boy's nerves.
Harry shook his head, the ghost of a polite smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. "No, thank you, Professor. I... I wanted to talk to you about something important."
Dumbledore nodded slowly, his long, silvery beard swaying with the motion. "Of course, of course. What troubles you, Harry?"
Harry let out a measured breath, then admitted, "I believe... there was a time when I might have been a Horcrux."
Dumbledore inhaled sharply, his eyes widening behind his half-moon spectacles at the dreadful implication. With a slight tilt of his head, he motioned for Harry to go on.
Harry tapped his head and spoke. "Years ago, I began practicing emotional control through what I now know as Occlumency. At the time, it seemed almost instinctive to me. "
He went on to describe the gradual changes he noticed in his thoughts and feelings, the way he began to view others, even his pet, as lesser beings unworthy of his regard. Dumbledore listened, his expression growing more grave with each passing moment.
"You've seen the sea within my mind, correct?" Harry's gaze met Dumbledore's. "It represents my mental state. When calm, I'm in control of my emotions. Turbulent waters represent a lack of control."
Understanding dawned in Dumbledore's eyes as he nodded. "An apt metaphor. Please, continue."
Harry nodded and continued speaking. "I grew suspicious of that perfectly tranquil sea. There were moments when disdain towards others slipped through - moments I clearly lacked full emotional control. Yet the mental sea remained glassy, without a single ripple to betray my inner turmoil."
"So, I knew that something was very wrong with me. I knew that it wasn't right. And at that point, I became determined to root through that sea for anything that could be wrong, and after meditating for multiple hours, I decided to intentionally disrupt my emotions. I specially made my emotions go out of control, and amplified them greatly. This did cause the sea to go haywire, and many ripples spread and grew into waves. But since I was paying special attention this time, I noticed that a couple of areas didn't grow waves in a natural manner."
Gauging Dumbledore's impassive expression, Harry continued.
"I knew that something must be manipulating my mind or my emotions somehow. And I intentionally disrupted my emotions even more, until I could trace the disturbance in that sea to its origin."
Dumbledore's brow furrowed slightly, but he remained silent, giving Harry the time to gather his thoughts before continuing.
"At the very centre of my mind's sea lay a twisted, pulsing mass of darkness. Suddenly, signs of its influence became glaringly obvious - as if it could no longer hide now that I'd discovered it. Tendrils spread throughout my consciousness, and I became… enraged at the violation."
Though his tone remained composed, Harry's eyes flashed with the remembered fury of having his mind violated. "Anger was foreign to me - I'd always maintained tight control over my emotions. So when that dark presence triggered such fury..." He shook his head slightly. "It was jarring, yet I knew I couldn't tolerate that violation. The thing had to go, no matter the cost."
After a brief pause to gather his thoughts, Harry met Dumbledore's gaze and continued. "In that moment, I seized control," he said, voice solemn. "I obliterated that dark mass from my mind." A beat. "The process was agonizing, but when I emerged victorious, it was like shedding a massive burden. My mind, my soul felt...liberated. And the next morning, I saw the change reflected here."
Harry lifted his hand, his index finger tracing the faint lightning bolt scar on his forehead. “Previously, the scar had been an angry, red blemish – like a fresh wound. Now, it is little more than a faint, thin line.”
Realization flickered across Dumbledore's features as the significance of Harry's scar became clear. The faintness of the scar... Of course... It all makes sense now.
"At that time, I didn't know what the scar was about," Harry admitted. "But when I came to the Wizarding World, and heard of Voldemort, and how he was responsible for it... I had known that it surely was related somehow."
He sighed, his shoulders rising and falling with the motion. "When we went to the Ministry and failed to destroy Voldemort by throwing him through the Veil, I had immediately suspected that Voldemort had done something like a Horcrux. Albeit that I didn't know what it was called, and had assumed it to be something similar to a Phylactery."
"And my Parseltongue ability," Harry continued. "That skill clearly originated from Voldemort himself - the Dark Lord is infamous for conversing with serpents. As far as I have gathered, no one else in my family possessed such a rare talent."
He paused, letting the weight of his words sink in.
"All these facts combined, and my guess is that when Voldemort tried to kill me when I was a toddler, something backfired and a portion of his... soul? Must've somehow been put inside of me."
After a brief pause, Dumbledore leaned in, fingers steepled under his chin as he contemplated Harry's words. "Remarkable indeed," he murmured, fixing Harry with an intense look. "Tell me, have you experienced any lingering effects since ridding yourself of that presence? Any traces of the darkness...the rage you spoke of?"
Harry shook his head resolutely. "No, Professor. Since that day, my emotions have been my own, unburdened by any foreign influence."
Dumbledore's gaze remained fixed on Harry, seeming to scrutinize the boy for any hint of deception. Satisfied, the headmaster pressed further.
"And your Parseltongue ability? Has it remained unchanged?"
"Yes, sir," Harry replied. "I can still understand and command serpents as before."
Dumbledore stroked his beard. "Fascinating... And your scar? Has it caused you any discomfort or pain since the... removal of this presence?"
Harry's hand unconsciously rose to trace the faint lightning bolt on his forehead. "No, sir. It's been completely benign."
Dumbledore fell silent for a long moment, and his gaze was distant as he pondered the ramifications of Harry's words. At last, he spoke, shaking his head in wonder.
"Truly remarkable, Harry, that you detected and overcame such a malignant force at your age. It speaks immensely of your mental fortitude."
A brief hint of pride flickered across Harry's face before his usual composed demeanour returned.
"However," Dumbledore continued, "I must confess, I am deeply troubled by the implications of your discovery. If what you suspect is true, if a portion of Voldemort's soul did indeed latch onto you that fateful night... then the consequences could be far-reaching and grave."
He fixed Harry with a piercing stare, his blue eyes boring into the young boy's emerald gaze. "Are you certain, Harry? Absolutely certain that you have purged this... presence from your mind and soul?"
Harry met Dumbledore's gaze unflinchingly. "I cannot be one hundred percent certain, Professor. But I can say with utmost confidence that I am my own master now. That darkness, that influence, is gone from my mind."
Dumbledore nodded, and his expression was inscrutable. "Very well, Harry. I will trust your judgement for now." He paused, seeming to weigh his next words carefully. "Know that you have my deepest gratitude for bringing this to my attention. It is a burden none should have to bear, least of all one so young."
Harry's features softened, a glimmer of vulnerability peeking through his usual poise. "Thank you, Professor. I..." He hesitated, his fingers toying with the hem of his robes. "I was initially still a bit unsure about it all, to be honest. But I wanted to inform you, to make you aware of what has happened."
"You acted correctly in informing me, Harry." Dumbledore gave the boy's arm a reassuring pat. "Have no doubt, we will stay vigilant and resolve any remaining issues that may surface."
Harry nodded, the gratitude evident in his eyes. "I appreciate that, sir. I feel I can move forward now, unburdened."
Dumbledore regarded the young boy before him, amazed once more by Harry's maturity and fortitude. "Indeed, you've already overcome more than most wizards twice your age." A hint of a twinkle appeared in his eyes. "I suspect great things await you, Harry Potter."
A small, confident smile played across Harry's lips. "I intend to make the most of my gifts, Professor."
"Of that, I have no doubt." Dumbledore chuckled softly. "Well, unless there is anything else, I shan't keep you from your studies any longer."
Harry shook his head. "No, sir. That was all I wished to discuss." He rose from his seat, straightening his robes. "Thank you for your time...and your counsel."


The Astronomy Tower's ancient stone walls held the whispered secrets of countless stargazers. The crescent moon cast a pale, ghostly light across the ancient stone walls, lending an ethereal atmosphere to the circular room.
Lucas settled into one of the plush, burgundy-cushioned chairs. He sank into its velvety embrace, tilting his head back. Emerald eyes were drawn to the open arches that framed the twinkling heavens above.
The night sky was a canvas of twinkling stars, each a tiny beacon against the vast darkness. In the centre of the room, the Foucault pendulum swayed in a mesmerizing rhythm, its brass sphere reflecting the moonlight with each gentle arc.
"Welcome, everyone, to your first Astronomy lesson." Professor Sinistra's melodic voice filled the room, each word seeming to linger in the air. Draped in flowing midnight robes that gleamed in the moonlight, Professor Sinistra cut an elegant figure with graceful and fluid movements. A delicate swish of her wand brought a floating model of the solar system into existence. Planets and moons materialized, spinning in a mesmerizing dance around the sun.
"Magic and the stars are old friends," she smiled, dark eyes glittering. "They've waltzed together for centuries, influencing everything from potion-making to spell-casting."
Sinistra pointed her wand at the model's Earth. A shimmering trail of light trailed in its wake. "Take the moon, for example." The model's lunar orb cycled through its phases, growing and shrinking rhythmically. "Potions may require ingredients harvested under a particular moon phase to brew properly and spells cast beneath certain constellations can amplify in potency."
Another fluid flick of her wrist expanded the model, revealing a breathtaking web of constellations whose patterns glowed like fireflies. "The stars are also our map and our clock," Sinistra continued softly. "They guide our way when we ride the night winds on our brooms. They mark the turning of the seasons for our most sacred rituals."
"Magical creatures and plants dance to the rhythm of the stars too." Sinistra tapped her wand. The model morphed into a lush, enchanted forest. Trees swayed to an unheard celestial melody. Illustrations blossomed to life beside it, depicting fantastical beasts and flora that pulsed with starlight. A unicorn, its coat gleaming like liquid moonlight, cantered out. It left a trail of glowing hoofprints.
"The stars hold the key to many magical careers," Sinistra smiled. Her words painted pictures in the air. "Magizoologists track creatures by the constellations they favor. Herbologists plant and harvest by the lunar calendar. Even Curse-Breakers may use the stars when deciphering ancient curses in tombs."
Sinistra's enthusiasm was contagious as she began the lesson. She was determined to make the beauty of the cosmos come alive. "Let's start with our celestial neighbours." She waved her wand with a flourish and the model of the solar system burst into vibrant colour. Each planet and moon became a work of art, surfaces alive with swirling clouds and glistening rings.
"Who can name our cosmic family?" Sinistra scanned the semicircle of eager faces.
Hermione's hand shot up like a rocket. "Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, and Neptune," she recited, the names flowing smoothly from her lips.
"Well done, Miss Granger," Sinistra praised warmly. "Five points to Hufflepuff. Now, let's zoom in on our own blue marble."
A flick of her wand focused the model on Earth. Its sapphire oceans and emerald continents gleamed. The pockmarked, cratered moon began its eternal dance around the planet. "Earth's faithful companion, the moon, is a powerful force in the magical world," the professor explained. Her voice hushed with awe. "Its phases are like a cosmic clock, timing everything from rituals to transformations."
She gestured to the illustrations beside the model. They sprang to life, telling tales of magic and moonlight. "Our legends are full of lunar lore. Like the story of the Mooncalves, shy creatures who only dance under the full moon's gentle gaze."
The illustration conjured a moonlit meadow. A herd of delicate, silver-furred creatures materialized. Their slender hooves left faint imprints in the dewy grass.
"Wicked," Wayne Hopkins breathed. His face was mere inches from the enchanted scene. He drank in every magical detail with wide, awestruck eyes.
"The night sky is a storybook that never ends," Sinistra smiled. "The stars are its most ancient characters."
A tap of her wand transformed the model once more. The ceiling bloomed with constellations, each one a connect-the-dots masterpiece. "The stars have been guiding travellers and inspiring stories for thousands of years," she explained, her voice filled with wonder. "They hold a special significance in the magical world."
Sinistra summoned a star chart that gleamed like polished silver. Its surface was etched with glittering lines and star symbols. "This celestial map holds the secrets of the night sky." Her finger traced the outline of a constellation. "Simply tap a pattern with your wand, and it will reveal the tale behind that starry shape."
Neville raised a tentative hand. "Can... can I try, Professor?" His voice was barely louder than the rustle of his robes.
"Of course, Mr. Longbottom," Sinistra encouraged gently.
Neville stepped forward, his wand hand trembling slightly. He tapped a constellation. The stars rearranged themselves, forming the unmistakable shape of a great bear. Its celestial form appeared to lurch across the heavens.
"Ursa Major, the Great Bear," Sinistra narrated. The constellation danced to her words. "In wizarding lore, she's the guardian of all magical creatures, a celestial mother watching over her children."
The sparkling bear seemed alive. Her star-studded fur rippled as she prowled the heavens, leaving trails of cosmic dust.
"Brilliant," Justin whispered. His eyes tried to absorb the magic, especially since his Muggle upbringing made each enchantment feel miraculous.
"Now, it's your turn to explore," Sinistra grinned, and her eyes twinkled like stars.
A wave of her wand conjured a miniature observatory in the corner. Brass telescopes gleamed in the moonlight, inviting the students to discover the night sky's secrets.
"Pair up and take a peek at the cosmos," she encouraged. Her voice mixed challenge and invitation. "See if you can spot any of our celestial friends."
The room buzzed with excitement as students scurried to the telescopes, robes swishing against the black walnut floorboards. Lucas found himself shoulder to shoulder with Hermione. Her bushy hair tickled his cheek as she pressed her eye to the eyepiece, practically quivering with anticipation.
"Isn't it magnificent?" she breathed in a hushed, wondrous voice as though speaking too loudly might frighten the stars away.
Lucas grinned at her enthusiasm, feeling it wash over him warmly. He took his turn at the enchanted telescope, and the night sky rushed to meet him. Saturn's rings appeared close enough to touch, frozen in an eternal dance. The moon's cratered surface was also clearly visible through the telescope. Each crater could be seen in great detail, and for a moment he wondered if the American flag could be seen through such an enchanted device.
The lesson slowly wound down, and Sinistra left them with a final thought. Her voice was a whisper that echoed in the starlit room. "The sky is always changing. Every time you look up, you might find a new wonder."
With a final wave of her wand, the enchanted models and illustrations faded like mist.


 
 

  
    Serious Trial

    

        Chapter 64: Serious Trial

 The solid doors slid open, and Sirius Black stepped through, blinking rapidly as his eyes adjusted to the dim lighting.
Rough manacles bit into his wrists, restraining his movements. Two crimson-clad Aurors flanked him and led him forward with a firm grip on his arms.
Sirius's breath hitched as he took in the vast chamber, with rows of towering benches arranged in a semi-circle, packed with stern-faced, scrutinizing witches and wizards. He recognized one person immediately - the legendary Albus Dumbledore, resplendent in sweeping robes of midnight blue.
Other notable witches and wizards filled the galleries - the entire Wizengamot seemed to be in attendance. The Ancient and Noble Houses were well represented - Sirius spotted the dour visage of Lucius Malfoy, sneering down at him. His gaze slid past, only to freeze on a wizened, almost skeletal figure slumped in his seat. Arcturus Black, his grandfather, looked moments from death itself with his sunken eyes barely open.
At the center of the semi-circle stood a solitary chair, wrought of thick iron and chained to the floor.
The Aurors guided him forward with firm hands. Sirius stumbled slightly, chains clinking, as they directed him into the seat. The cold iron closed around his wrists and ankles as the manacles snapped shut, securing him in place.
The hush over the courtroom was so complete, a dropped pin would have thundered like a Blasting Curse. Every eye was locked on the shackled, haggard figure of Sirius Black in the iron chair. He lifted his chin defiantly, squaring his bony shoulders despite the grimy rags hanging from his emaciated frame.
From her elevated bench, Amelia Bones rose, fixing Sirius with a stern gaze. "This emergency session has been convened to address the matter of Sirius Orion Black," she announced, her clipped tones carrying to every corner of the cavernous chamber. "Due to the extraordinary circumstances surrounding this case, the Wizengamot has deemed it necessary to employ the use of Veritaserum."
A murmur of surprise spread through the crowd at her words. The controversial use of truth serum in legal proceedings was highly irregular and unorthodox. Sirius's heart skipped a beat in his emaciated chest. So they would leave no stone unturned in pursuit of the truth, no matter how unpleasant.
He sought out Dumbledore's lined face amongst the sea of onlookers. The ancient wizard met his gaze and gave the barest perceptible nod. A rush of gratitude steadied Sirius's nerves. Dumbledore had clearly sanctioned this extreme measure to finally reveal the full, plain truth once and for all.
A nondescript wizard in plain robes stepped forward, clutching a small crystal vial. Sirius eyed the clear liquid within warily as the man unstoppered it before Amelia Bones.
"Open your mouth," the wizard instructed in a flat, emotionless voice.
Sirius hesitated a fraction of a second. This was it - the moment that would finally, irrevocably, bare his soul before all to see, warts and all. With a deep, steadying breath, he parted his cracked lips.
The wizard upended the vial over Sirius's open mouth. Three glistening drops of Veritaserum fell onto his tongue.
The effect was instantaneous and utterly disorienting. A bizarre, lethargic calm stole over Sirius, as if he had just downed a dose of Calming Draught. All his cares, worries, and fears seemed to slough away like so much dead weight, dissolving into the ether. Even the constant ache of his emaciated frame faded into blissful numbness.
All that remained was a sense of utter tranquillity, a strange detachment that made him feel as if he were floating outside his own mind, an impassive observer to the proceedings.
Amelia Bones's amplified voice sliced through the silence like a blade. "State your full name for the court records."
Sirius felt his lips move of their own accord, the words spilling out in a dull monotone devoid of any inflection or emotion.
"Sirius Orion Black."
A self-satisfied look flickered across Amelia's stern features before she continued her interrogation.
"The original evidence brought before this court suggests you were the Secret Keeper entrusted with the knowledge of James and Lily Potter's whereabouts prior to their murders on October 31st, 1981 by He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named. Is this true?"
"No."
The single word hung in the air, met with murmurs of acknowledgment from the crowd. Many spectators nodded grimly, as if this answer merely confirmed what they had already suspected.
"Explain yourself fully," Amelia demanded, her monocle glinting in the torchlight.
Sirius's mouth opened again, and he began to speak in that same toneless monotone, every word forced from his lips by the serum's irresistible influence.
"I was not the Potters' Secret Keeper. At my own suggestion, I became a mere decoy to draw the Death Eaters away from the real Keeper, who was..." He hesitated, visibly gritting his teeth as if fighting against the Veritaserum's compulsion for a brief moment. When he continued, his voice was slightly thicker, tinged with a hint of the suppressed emotion roiling just beneath the surface.
"Peter Pettigrew. The traitorous rat betrayed them to Voldemort."
Amelia simply gestured for Sirius to continue.
And so he recounted the entire tale in ruthless, dispassionate detail - how he had realized too late that Pettigrew was the spy, how he had raced to Godric's Hollow only to find the shattered remains of the Potters' cottage and the lifeless bodies of his best friends amid the rubble. His voice grew noticeably thicker with barely suppressed emotion as he described the terrible scene, each word seeming to lacerate his throat like shards of broken glass.
"I hunted the traitorous rat down," he hoarsely spat, fists clenching until his knuckles turned as white as bone. "I cornered him in that Muggle street. And then...the coward unleashed a Blasting Curse straight into the crowd of Muggles, cut off his own finger and escaped into the sewers."
Many in the crowd nodded at Sirius's words, as Peter Pettigrew's own confession two days prior had already revealed the broad strokes of this injustice to the world.
"And what, pray tell, became of you after this deception?" Amelia demanded, her monocle fixed on Sirius with laser-like intensity.
Sirius swallowed hard with his throat feeling scorched and raw. When he finally answered, his voice was little more than a hollow rasp.
"I was completely out of my mind with grief, and when the Aurors arrived at the scene, I was shouting that it was all my fault. They took me away and put me straight in Azkaban without trial."
This revelation sparked a far more loud reaction from the assembled crowd. Dozens of witches and wizards surged from their seats, shaking their heads and muttering angrily at the sheer audacity of someone being imprisoned without so much as a trial. A dull roar began to build, echoing off the towering walls.
Sirius could only sit blankly, watching the outrage swelling around him with a sort of exhausted detachment, as if observing it all from high above rather than being at the eye of the storm itself.
The truth was finally out, laid bare for all to see. Nothing could change that now.
It was nearly an three minutes before the mayhem finally began to subside. When at last Amelia Bones's magically amplified voice could once again pierce the din, her face was utterly drained of colour, her expression a mask of cold, barely-restrained fury.
"Let the record show," she intoned, each word carrying the weight of a death sentence, "that Sirius Orion Black was illegally apprehended and imprisoned in Azkaban...without so much as a trial or hearing as mandated by wizarding law!"
If possible, the uproar reached even greater heights at this damning pronouncement. Shouts and howls of outrage battered Sirius from all sides like a physical force as spectators surged to their feet, faces twisted with apoplectic rage.
When at long last some semblance of order had been restored through sheer brute force of magic and volume, Amelia turned back to address Sirius. Her face was utterly devoid of colour, her lips compressed into a tight, bloodless line.
"You have heard the unvarnished truth from the accused's own lips, given under the strict influence of Veritaserum," she told the assembled jury in a voice gone hoarse from shouting. "The evidence exonerating Sirius Black appears undeniable."
She pinned him with a severe look from her elevated bench. "Is there anything else you wish to add, Mr. Black? Any other related details this court requires before rendering judgement?"
Sirius swallowed hard, and his throat felt raw and abused. What more could he possibly say after laying his soul bare?
"No," he rasped, shaking his head wearily. "You have heard the full accounting of events.”
A grim nod of acknowledgment, and Amelia turned to address the jury once more, her shoulders visibly squaring beneath her robes.
"Members of the jury - you have born witness to the accused's full confession given under the strictest of conditions. The matter of this man's innocence now falls to you to decide. All those in favour of fully pardoning and exonerating Sirius Orion Black, clear your conscience and raise your hand."
A forest of hands rose obediently.
"Any opposed?" Amelia's voice rang out clearly. After a momentary pause, with no additional hands raised, she gave a firm nod. "By unanimous decision of the this jury, all charges against the accused are hereby dismissed. Sirius Black, you are an innocent man in the eyes of wizarding law. As compensation, you shall receive the sum of ten thousand Galleons from the Ministry."
The effects of the truth serum were swiftly waning, allowing Sirius to blink and draw a deep, shuddering breath as the weight of the moment settled on him. He was free - exonerated at long last.
"Thank you," he said, voice thick with barely restrained emotion. "All I desire now is to take up my responsibilities as Harry’s godfather."
As the manacles were unlocked and the Aurors helped him shakily to his feet, Sirius found Dumbledore's twinkling gaze across the chamber. The old wizard inclined his head in a solemn nod.
Some time later, after Sirius had been provided a private room to refresh himself, a soft rap came at the door.
"Enter," Sirius called out, turning from the small mirror he'd been studying his hollow-cheeked appearance in.
Dumbledore slipped inside, and his solemn gaze met Sirius's. "Sirius... I cannot begin to imagine the suffering you have endured."
Sirius made a dismissive gesture, suddenly unable to meet the ancient wizard's eyes. "Forget it, Dumbledore. It's...it's in the past now."
"Even so." Dumbledore sighed, seeming to age years before Sirius's eyes. "I should have investigated the situation more thoroughly myself after that terrible night. I was so convinced you were the Secret Keeper, I never imagined..." He shook his head slowly. "It was an unforgivable lapse in judgement that cost you over a decade of your life. Can you ever forgive this old fool?"
Sirius looked up then, his haunted eyes searching Dumbledore's face. After an endless moment, he gave a weary nod. "Of course. What matters now is..." He hesitated, suddenly recalling his earlier words in the courtroom. "Harry. I want to finally take my place at his side, as his godfather. To make up for all the years I missed."
Dumbledore's expression turned grave once more. "Harry, your godson, is a truly remarkable individual, Sirius. I feel I must warn you before you meet him."
Sirius cocked an eyebrow in puzzlement. "How do you mean?"
"Harry Potter is world-famous," Dumbledore admitted. "Not just in our world, but in the Muggle realm as well. You see, he is, quite simply, the most brilliant young mind I have ever encountered, wizard or Muggle alike. Despite his young age, his intellect and accomplishments surpass even the most learned adults."
Sirius stared at Dumbledore in disbelief as the old wizard continued.
"He has already completed the entirety of his Muggle education before even setting foot in Hogwarts. He speaks regularly in front of thousands, if not millions, of people and contributed greatly to Muggle scientific fields while still a child himself. And in the magical world..." The old wizard shook his head in wonder. "He is very skilled at wandless magic, and even Occlumency.”
Sirius finally found his voice, rasping out, " But... how is that possible?"
"A true prodigy in every sense of the word," Dumbledore replied solemnly. "One utterly without equal that I have ever witnessed. I felt you should be made aware of the exceptional nature of your godson before meeting him. He may well prove...resistant to your overtures of familial bonding, at least initially."
Sirius absorbed this in stunned silence, trying to wrap his mind around the idea of a prodigy eclipsing even Dumbledore. His shoulders slumped as the reality sank in.
"I...see," he muttered at last. "So even my duties as godfather may prove an uphill struggle thanks to my own arrogance and mistakes." He sighed, suddenly looking even more exhausted. "So be it, then. I will simply have to persevere, as I have through all my other trials. Harry is the last link I have to James and Lily. I will not fail them again."
Dumbledore regarded him with something almost like pity. "For what it's worth, I believe you have the strength of character to win young Harry over, given time and patience. Just...prepare yourself. He is truly one of a kind."
Sirius could only nod. "One way or another, I'll make my godson understand. Harry deserves to know the truth...and to learn he still has family looking out for him, no matter how brilliant he may be."
Sirius and Dumbledore turned toward the door as another soft knock sounded. Before either could respond, the door creaked open to reveal a haggard, prematurely aged man with tattered robes and a kind, careworn face.
"Remus..." Sirius breathed, his voice a ragged whisper of disbelief.
Remus Lupin's eyes glistened with unshed tears as he took in the sight of his old friend. His lips trembled for a moment before splitting into a watery smile. "Sirius, oh thank Merlin..."
In three strides, Remus crossed the room and engulfed Sirius in a fierce embrace, clapping him on the back with a choked sound somewhere between a sob and a bark of relieved laughter. "I knew it, I always knew you were innocent!"
Sirius returned the hug with equal passion, feeling some of the lingering chill of Azkaban's despair finally beginning to thaw from his bones. He squeezed his eyes shut against the sudden burning sensation as his throat grew uncomfortably tight. "R-Remus, you daft old wolf..."
They held the embrace for a long moment before finally pulling apart, both men surreptitiously wiping at their eyes. Remus regarded Sirius with a look of intense regret and sadness.
"I'm so sorry, Padfoot," he said with a tone thick with emotion. "All these years, I should have realized the truth, should have known you would never betray James like that rat Pettigrew did."
Sirius waved a dismissive hand, and his lips twisted into a wry, bittersweet smile. "You weren't alone in being deceived, old friend. We all underestimated Wormtail's capacity for cowardice and treachery."
Remus opened his mouth to protest further, but Sirius cut him off firmly. "Enough of that. What's done is done - I don't blame you, Moony. We were all victims of that traitorous rat's schemes."
He clapped Remus on the shoulder, giving it a firm squeeze. "What matters now is moving forward, yeah? I need to meet my godson, make amends for all the time I've missed..."
Remus nodded slowly, a pensive expression on his careworn face. "Harry..." he murmured, almost to himself. "Yes, of course you'll want to meet him straight away."
He turned his gaze towards Dumbledore, and something flickered in his eyes - a mixture of reverence, gratitude, and the faintest trace of apprehension.
"Professor," Remus said, inclining his head respectfully. "It's been...far too long."
Dumbledore regarded him with that ageless, twinkling gaze from behind his half-moon spectacles. "Indeed it has, Remus. I trust you've been keeping yourself...occupied, these past years?"
Remus's shoulders stiffened almost imperceptibly. "Doing what I could to get by, Headmaster," he replied, a defensive edge creeping into his tone. "Odd jobs, menial labor - anything to make ends meet where they'd have a...a werewolf."
He seemed to deflate slightly, the brief spark of defiance fading from his eyes as quickly as it had come. With a weary shake of his head, he turned back towards Sirius.
"I've tried keeping abreast of things, you know. Read all about Harry in the Muggle papers, heard the stories..." Remus snorted mirthlessly. "A world-famous prodigy, they call him. Youngest person to graduate university, revolutionized renewable energy technology, insanely rich thanks to his stocks..." He trailed off, giving Sirius an apologetic look. "I'll admit, I never quite knew how to approach him, after everything. Part of me was...scared, I suppose."
Sirius cocked an eyebrow at that. "Scared? Of a child, Remus?"
"You don't understand," Remus insisted, running a hand through his graying sandy hair. "Harry's no ordinary child, from what I've read. His intellect is...well, off the charts would be putting it mildly. He's consistently portrayed as this hyper-rational genius operating on a higher plane than the rest of us mere mortals." He shook his head slowly. "I'm just a werewolf who barely scraped by, Sirius. What could I possibly have to offer someone like that?"
Sirius studied his old friend for a long moment, taking in the weary lines etched deep into Remus's careworn face, the perpetual air of quiet resignation that seemed to cling to him like a shroud. His heart clenched with a pang of sympathy and regret. While he had suffered unimaginable torment in Azkaban, Remus's life had clearly been no picnic either, constantly shunned and ostracized by the very society he longed to be a part of.
"Moony..." Sirius began, his rasping voice thick with emotion. He reached out, gripping Remus's shoulder in a firm, steadying grasp. "You listen to me. Your condition doesn't define who you are - it's just an obstacle, like any other. And Harry..." He shook his head vehemently. "He may be the brightest mind of his generation, but he's still just a boy in many ways. A boy who's been deprived of his parents."
Remus opened his mouth to protest, but Sirius barrelled on, as his eyes burnt with a renewed intensity.
"We're all he has left of the Marauders, Remus. The last link to the family he should have had." Sirius's grip on his friend's shoulder tightened almost painfully. "He needs us, whether his brilliant mind can grasp that or not. We owe it to James and Lily's memories to be there for their son, no matter how intimidatingly intelligent he may be."
Remus held Sirius's fiery gaze for a long moment before giving a slow, solemn nod of acceptance. "You're right, of course," he murmured. "As you so often were, despite my insistent doubts." A wry, self-deprecating smile quirked at the corners of his lips. "I've been a coward, letting my own fears and insecurities keep me from Harry all these years. It's time I manned up and did right by the son of my oldest friends."
Sirius returned the smile, feeling warmth blossoming in his chest at Remus's words - the first true flicker of hope he'd felt since his name had been cleared. He was no longer alone in the world, no longer the last surviving member of the fractured family he'd built with James, Lily, Remus and...and even Peter, once upon a time before that traitorous rat had destroyed everything.
"We'll get through to him together, Moony," Sirius said, clapping his friend firmly on the back. "If anyone can connect with an intimidatingly brilliant mind, it's us - we had plenty of practice keeping up with James's antics, after all."
The two friends shared a bark of ragged laughter at that, some of the lingering tension finally beginning to bleed from the air around them. Sirius felt lighter than he had in over a decade, as if a great weight were slowly being lifted from his shoulders.
Dumbledore watched the exchange between the two old friends with a faint, approving smile playing about his lips. When their laughter at last trailed off into contented silence, he spoke up once more, that ever-present twinkle seeming just a touch brighter in his eyes.
"I am pleased to see the bonds of friendship and brotherhood still burn so brightly between you two, after so long apart," the ancient wizard said with fondness in his voice.


Sirius sighed deeply as the door closed behind Remus and Dumbledore, leaving him alone once more. He turned towards the small mirror mounted on the wall, grimacing at his haggard reflection.
His sunken cheeks cast hollow shadows across his gaunt face, the bones of his jaw far too pronounced. Dark circles seemed permanently etched beneath his eyes like bruises. Limp strands of lank, matted hair hung limply, framing his haunted expression.
"Merlin's beard..." Sirius muttered, leaning closer to the mirror as he studied the walking corpse that stared back at him. "I look half-dead already."
He reached up, brushing his fingertips against the coarse stubble lining his jaw and wincing at the sensation. Like sandpaper against his calloused skin. When was the last time he'd felt the simple pleasure of a clean-shaven face?
"I really must clean up," he said aloud, and his gravelly voice sounded alien to his own ears in the stillness of the room. "Can't very well meet my godson looking like the bloody Grim Reaper himself."
As if in direct response, a sharp rap of knuckles against the door made him start. Sirius's head whipped around, eyes narrowing suspiciously at the unexpected interruption.
"Popular bloke lately, aren't I?" he growled under his breath, stalking across the room.
He grasped the handle, steeling himself for whoever waited on the other side. With a sharp twist, he pulled the door open -
And found himself suddenly face-to-face with the withered, ancient visage of his grandfather, Arcturus Black. The old man's face was a death mask of wrinkles and sagging flesh with his dark eyes sunken deep into their sockets. He leaned heavily upon a twisted cane, skeletal frame seeming to fold in on itself beneath the weight of his finely-tailored robes.
"G-Grandfather?" Sirius stammered, caught utterly off-guard by the sight of the Black family patriarch.
Arcturus lifted his head, those beady dark eyes locking onto Sirius with great intensity despite his decrepit appearance. His thin lips twisted into a contemptuous sneer.
"So..." he rasped, each word a laboured wheeze. "The prodigal dog has finally returned to the pack, has he?"
Sirius felt his jaw tighten, a familiar surge of resentment towards his grandfather's constant scorn welling up inside him. Before he could respond, Arcturus continued in that same mocking rasp.
"I watched the entire spectacle, you realize. Saw you confess to your supposed 'innocence' under that thrice-damned truth serum." One gnarled hand waved a dismissive gesture. "A pretty tale, to be sure. Though whether it is the truth remains to be seen."
"You've made your feelings on the matter quite clear over the years, Grandfather," Sirius bit out through gritted teeth. "I'm surprised you even bothered to show your face here."
Arcturus's sneer deepened into an outright scowl, his sunken eyes blazing with sudden fury. "Hold your insolent tongue, boy!" he spat. "You may have escaped that vile pit of Azkaban, but make no mistake - in my eyes, you shall forever remain the same traitorous filth who betrayed the Noble and Most Ancient House of Black!"
The old man stabbed an accusing, bony finger towards Sirius's face, his arm trembling with the effort.
"Your 'innocence' matters not to me," he hissed venomously. "The stain of your actions remains! You cavorted with beasts and Mudbloods, turned your back on the purest of bloodlines! Even now, I can smell the stench of your precious halfbreed friend clinging to these very rags!"
Sirius felt his fists clenching at his sides, nails biting into his calloused palms. The old resentments, the festering hatred he'd harboured since his youth, came boiling to the surface unbidden. He opened his mouth, fully prepared to unleash over a decade's worth of pent-up rage and bitterness upon his wretched grandfather -
Only to pause, the words dying on his lips as he truly looked at Arcturus - at the withered husk of a man clinging to life like a shrivelled insect. Beneath the loathing sneer and hateful glare, Sirius could see the unmistakable truth shining through those sunken, beady eyes.
Fear. His grandfather was afraid - afraid that the world was passing him by, that his antiquated views and pureblood dogma were becoming as obsolete and meaningless as he was.
And in that moment, Sirius felt something unexpected - pity.
The anger drained from him in a rush, leaving him feeling utterly drained, hollowed out. He was abruptly, painfully aware of just how much of his life had been wasted on this bitter, toxic feud with the man before him. A feud that had accomplished nothing but breed more hatred, more resentment, a seemingly endless cycle of negativity.
"Save your breath, Grandfather," Sirius said, rasping voice devoid of any heat or rancor. "I'm through trading insults and slights with you. That path leads nowhere but deeper into the abyss, and I've already wasted far too many years lost in its depths."
Arcturus seemed taken aback by Sirius's calm, almost serene demeanor. He blinked owlishly, the sneer slipping from his features as he was clearly thrown off-balance by this unexpected shift in his grandson's manner.
Sirius continued, and his tone became almost pleading as he met the old man's gaze. "I've been given a second chance, Grandfather - a chance to embrace the light once more, to leave the darkness of the past behind me where it belongs. I beg you, don't let your own bitterness and hatred condemn you to the same eternal night I've endured."
For a long, breathless moment, grandfather and grandson studied one another in silence. Arcturus's face was utterly inscrutable, a stony mask devoid of any hint of what might lurk behind those shadowed eyes.
Then, with a derisive snort and a shake of his ancient head, the old man turned away, his cane clacking against the stone floor.
"Such pretty words, wasted on ears too old and withered to hear them," he rasped without looking back. "I am what I am, boy - the last scion of an ancient and noble legacy. One you turned your back on long ago."
With surprising swiftness for one so feeble, Arcturus began shuffling away down the corridor, his cane tapping out a rhythmic thud with each laboured step. Sirius could only watch with his shoulders slumping in weary resignation, as his grandfather's bony figure grew smaller and smaller in the distance.
"Goodbye, Grandfather," he murmured at last, mostly to himself. "Perhaps in another life, we could have found common ground. But not this one, it seems."
Turning away from the empty corridor, Sirius retreated back into his chambers and firmly closed the door, shutting out the bitter echoes of the past once more. He leaned back against the solid oak, letting out a deep, bone-weary sigh as he scrubbed his hands over his face.
"That's enough reunions with family for one day, I'd wager," he muttered darkly.
His gaze slid towards the narrow cot against the wall, suddenly feeling utterly and completely drained, as if that brief confrontation with Arcturus had sapped what little remaining reserves of energy he possessed. Perhaps some rest would help settle his mind...
Crossing the room in a few weary strides, Sirius collapsed bonelessly onto the thin mattress, not even bothering to remove his shoes. He stared sightlessly up at the cracked ceiling, feeling the soft pillow cradling the back of his skull.
Despite the heavy emotions still roiling within him, exhaustion swiftly began tugging at his eyelids with insistent fingers. Sirius fought against it for a few moments before finally allowing his eyes to slip closed with a grunt.
Sleep claimed him almost instantly, dragging him down into blissful, dreamless oblivion.


 
 

  
    Ancient Room

    

        Chapter 65: Ancient Room

 The corridor was quiet, with only the faint flickering of torchlight casting dancing shadows on the old stone walls. Lucas moved silently, with his footsteps muffled by the magic that made him invisible and undetectable. He was dressed in plain black robes, the fabric soft and well-worn. His black hair was a touch wild, framing his face as his bright emerald eyes held an intense focus.
Another Horcrux, he mused. But this one will be different from the one in my scar. That one was an accident, a fragment that latched onto me when Voldemort tried to kill me as a baby. It didn't have the full power of a real Horcrux.
He smiled slightly, a wry twist of his lips. Not that it matters much. I'm not scared of Horcruxes anymore. The one in my scar only affected me because it was there from the start, before I knew anything about magic or how to defend my mind. But now? With my Vast Sea Visualization, any other Horcrux would have to be insanely strong to get past my defences.
His steps slowed as he neared the tapestry of Barnabas the Barmy trying to teach trolls ballet. It was a silly scene, but Lucas barely spared it a glance. He was focused on his goal - the Room of Requirement.
Stopping in the empty stretch of wall across from the tapestry, Lucas closed his eyes for a moment and took a deep breath to cast Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea. In his mind, he pictured his Vast Sea - an endless expanse of deep blue water stretching out to the horizon. As he inhaled, he imagined the sun's warmth piercing the surface, creating currents that spread through the cool depths. The wind stirred the waves, carrying the warmth with it.
When he exhaled a second later, his perception transformed, allowing him to suddenly sense the thermal signatures all around, carried to him on the currents of his mental sea. He knew immediately that he was alone in the corridor. The only heat signatures were far below, the distant warmth of other people elsewhere in the castle.
Opening his eyes, Lucas began to pace. "I need a place to store something," he thought as he walked. "I need a place to store something." Three times he passed the blank stretch of wall, focusing intently on what he required.
On his final pass, the stones seemed to ripple and shift, and a large wooden door appeared, the surface rough and weathered. Lucas grinned and reached out, his fingers closing around the iron handle. It was cool to the touch as he turned it and pulled.
The room beyond was massive, stretching out farther than he could see. Towering piles of junk and discarded items filled the space - broken furniture, old books, rusted cauldrons, and countless other bits of detritus. The air smelled musty, thick with the scent of dust and age.
"The Room of Hidden Things," Lucas whispered. Somewhere amidst this vast jumble of discarded items was the Horcrux he sought. But finding it would be like searching for a needle in a haystack.
He glanced back at the door, still standing open behind him. Focusing his will, he silently requested that it close and lock. A moment later, it swung shut with a muffled thud, sealing him inside.
Turning back to the mountains of junk, Lucas raised his hands, his brow furrowing in concentration. Slowly, the piles began to shift and move, pulled by an invisible force. Broken chairs and shattered desks scraped across the floor, old books fluttered and flapped like strange birds. Gradually, a path began to clear down the centre of the room, the junk compressing itself against the walls on either side.
Lucas walked forward with his hands still outstretched and guided the debris with his magic. Perspiration dampened his fringe as he fought against the mental strain, jaw clenched with effort.
The usual levitation spell would be useless for the next part. It works well enough on objects nearby or right in front of me, but with so much junk piled high and out of sight, I'd be limited. And the wanded Accio spell has its own drawbacks - it's great for summoning a specific item, but trying to summon 'containers' or 'books' from this mess would be inefficient at best. And I don’t want to rely on a wand in either case…
He didn't stop until he reached the centre of the room, a wide open space now cleared amid the chaos. Lowering his hands, Lucas closed his eyes, letting himself sink into the peaceful depths of his inner ocean. In his mind's eye, he was standing on a rocky cliff, the salty wind tugging at his robes as he looked out over the vast, blue expanse before him.
Under the gently rolling waves, the ocean floor lay hidden in shadows. But as Lucas focused, small points of soft light began to appear down in the murky depths. Each one glowed with its own unique brilliance, like a magical signature calling out to him.
These were the bags and pouches scattered around the Room of Hidden Things. Lucas could sense their essence within his mindscape, awaiting his command to be summoned forth. Concentrating his intent, he sent out a pulse like sonar, and the glowing points flickered in response, acknowledging his call.
With his targets in mind, Lucas conjured a powerful current to sweep across the ocean floor. This undersea river didn't flow aimlessly but with purpose, guided by his will alone. It curved and snaked around the glowing lights, aligning itself perfectly with their positions.
The current transformed, taking the shape of an delicate, glistening net - the Net of Neptus, woven of the sea's own magical essence. Each diamond-shaped mesh acted as a conduit for Lucas's focused intent, designed to encircle only the desired objects while leaving all else untouched.
Raising his arms, mirroring the rising tide, Lucas envisioned the net tightening around the glowing points, drawing them inwards. He could feel it ascending, pulled upwards by the inexorable pull of the moon's gravity. His mind remained vigilant, guiding the net safely through unseen currents.
At last, the net broke through the surface in a spray of foamy brine. The captured lights now hovered above the sand as physical objects. With a final exhalation, Lucas released the net's hold, allowing the captured bags and pouches to settle in an orderly pile at his feet. As the magic faded, he lowered his arms, the physical motion mirroring the spell's end.
Opening his eyes, Lucas smiled at the gathered objects. The Net of Neptus had worked well, though he could see that the visualization still wasn’t perfect. Even from his position here, he could see a couple of left-over schoolbags in the distance. He would need to refine his intent to locate the desired items more in the future.
"Good enough for now," he said, satisfaction warming his voice.
Lucas looked over the pile of bags and pouches he had summoned with a critical eye. Rather than rummaging through them physically, he used precise levitation to lift and inspect each one, carefully checking their insides without making direct contact. Most were small and contained nothing but dust and grime. But then one small drawstring pouch caught his attention, its interior space magically enlarged.
A pleased smile tugged at his lips. Perfect. Can't be too careful when dealing with discarded magical artifacts. Who knows what kind of nasty curses or jinxes might be lingering on these things?
He set the expanded pouch aside with a gentle wave of his hand and continued his inspection of the others, exercising the same caution. By the time he was done, Lucas had uncovered eight expanded pouches and three small bags with similar enchantments, all hovering untouched before him.
These will be invaluable for clearing this place out efficiently. No need to risk touching anything directly if I can just summon and levitate objects into the expanded containers.
Straightening up, Lucas glanced around at the towering stacks of junk still lining the walls. "Time to put that new spell to work," he murmured aloud, rolling his shoulders. The Net of Neptus was still fairly new to him, only developed a couple of months ago. Maintaining the elaborate visualization while also focusing his intent was incredibly draining, especially when summoning multiple objects from amidst all this mess.
But I have to master it. This room is the perfect training ground, with more than enough random debris to practice on. The more I can summon and control with the spell, the quicker I’ll loot this room and find the Horcrux.
Lucas slipped back into his mental landscape, the tranquil expanse of the Vast Sea swelling up to greet him once more. This time, he pictured the glittering forms of knuts, sickles, and galleons scattered across the ocean floor...
Over the next few hours, Lucas cycled through the Net of Neptus spell again and again, his mind straining as he summoned and sorted various objects with a complex visualization of ocean currents and glistening nets of magic. Books, brooms, cauldrons, and more streamed through the air at his silent command, guided by trembling gestures as sweat beaded on his brow.
Keep going... almost there...
With each subsequent casting, the strain intensified, a tightness forming behind his eyes and a throbbing ache taking root in his temples. The mental exertion of casting such a intent-heavy spell was taking its toll.
I've pushed far enough for today. Don't want to be a mental wreck when I finally face that Horcrux.
Finally, after what felt like an eternity of intense concentration, Lucas lowered his aching arms and let the visualization dissolve. The Net of Neptus faded back into his mind, leaving him slumped on the floor amid piles of sorted items - coins, books, brooms, cauldrons, and more. He had cleared out a significant portion of the room's contents, but there was still more left to go.
Not bad for just an afternoon's work, he thought, glancing around at the remaining stacks of junk. But I've reached my limit for today. That spell is still new, and focusing my intent over such an involved visualization for so long is utterly draining.
Pushing himself back to his feet with effort, Lucas turned his attention to the small collection of expanded bags and pouches he had claimed earlier. With a few deft waves of his hand, the various sorted items began drifting over and packing themselves neatly away, leaving no need for direct contact.
Once the last galleon was secure, Lucas sealed the enchanted pouches, satisfied with the significant progress made - far more efficient than painstaking manual labour.
With a deep, steadying breath, Lucas turned and began picking his way back through the stacks towards the room's hidden entrance. His footsteps were silent and his emerald eyes looked exhausted as he prepared to depart.
Tomorrow, I'll return refreshed and ready to hunt down that twisted fragment of Voldemort's soul. No more delays, no more distractions. It's time to start tearing his defences apart, piece by piece.
Pausing before the seemingly solid wall, Lucas focused his intent once more, and the door materialized with a dull rumble of shifting stone. He didn't look back as he stepped through and let it seal itself behind him, already making plans for the rest of the day.


Thirty minutes later, Lucas found himself standing in a small alcove near the Defence Against the Dark Arts classroom. His footsteps were silent on the thick stone floor as he approached a carved astronomical clock nestled in the nook. Numerous clock faces of varying sizes covered the device, tracking different celestial cycles with their ornate hands and dials. To the casual observer, it would seem like nothing more than an elaborate timepiece.
But Lucas knew better.
His emerald eyes scanned the clock's facade with both anticipation and satisfaction. Just the existence of this thing within Hogwarts' halls was a tantalizing clue, a breadcrumb leading towards something far greater – the reality of Ancient Magic.
In his previous life, he had played the Hogwarts Legacy game multiple times, exploring every nook and cranny of the virtual castle. He vividly remembered this very astronomical clock serving as the hidden entrance to the Undercroft.
Could the same hold true in this timeline? A sly grin tugged at the corner of his mouth as he considered the possibility.
Raising one hand, Lucas prepared to unlock the entrance through his will. Smashing or destroying the ancient device was out of the question – such a heavy-handed approach risked triggering who knew what kind of protective enchantments or failsafes. No, it was better to solve this puzzle the proper way, to demonstrate his worthiness.
And thanks to his eidetic memory, he could vividly picture the exact sequence needed to unlock the clock's hidden mechanisms. He had watched the game's protagonist and Sebastian Sallow perform the ritual, after all.
With a slow, sweeping motion of his hand, Lucas willed the clock's numerous hands and dials into motion. Dozens of ornate clock faces began to spin rapidly, their hands blurring into bright streaks as they whirled about their axes. All except for two specific indicators – one small minute hand that gradually angled itself towards the four o'clock position, and the large moon phase dial at the bottom right, its pointer settling on the new moon phase.
The entire process took less than five seconds, but Lucas's sharp eyes didn't miss a single detail. He heard the subtle click and groan of ancient mechanisms lurching into life, likely for the first time in decades, perhaps even a century.
A triumphant smirk spread across his face as the astronomical clock's carved front panel swung open like a tiny door, confirming his theory. The Undercroft was real. Ancient Magic was probably real. His past life knowledge had proven itself useful once more.
Even if he didn't yet understand the true nature or scope of this Ancient Magic, the fact remained that it was something distinct and unique – something purer, more primal than the wanded magic currently taught at Hogwarts. A truer form of power, one that could potentially shatter any limits or restrictions placed upon modern spellcasting.
The possibilities were... intriguing, to say the least.
Wasting no time, Lucas quickly slipped through the clock's miniature entrance, pausing only to cast a casual wave of his hand. At his silent command, the carved wooden door swung shut behind him with a dull thunk, sealing off the outside world.
He found himself standing in a dusty antechamber of sorts, the flickering torchlight casting dancing shadows across the coarse stone walls. A gritty metal gate barred his path further inwards, the wrought iron bars gleaming dully in the low light.
Frowning slightly, Lucas studied the gate for a moment, half-expecting to need to utilize another specific method or ritual to bypass it. But to his surprise, the gate simply lifted upwards on its own with a rattling clank of metal on stone, granting him entry.
Quirking an eyebrow, he stepped forward, passing beneath the raised portcullis and emerging into a much larger, cavernous space beyond. The warm glow of candles and torches illuminated a labyrinth of thick pillars and weathered stone arches. Scattered throughout the shadowy room were a variety of artifacts and curios – wooden barrels and crates, faded tapestries and rugs, even a few statues clad in antique suits of armour with their visors down as if standing eternal guard.
The stuffy scent of aged stone and rotting fabric hung heavy in the air, mingling with the smoky tang of the flickering braziers lining the walls. Lucas's eyes scanned his surroundings, taking in every detail as he walked further into the Undercroft.
This was it. The first step on a path that could lead... well, who knew where? But one thing was certain – he intended to grasp Ancient Magic no matter what he had to do.


 
 

  
    Contemplating Snap

    

        Chapter 66: Contemplating Snap

 Well, this is about what I expected, he mused, a wry smile tugging at the corner of his mouth as he surveyed his surroundings. The Hogwarts Legacy game didn't exactly depict this place as a treasure trove of Ancient Magic secrets.
He moved further into the chamber, his footsteps echoing softly against the stone floor. His plain black robes swished around his legs with each measured stride, the well-worn fabric whispering against itself. At the far end of the Undercroft, a familiar sight caught his eye - the Triptych, three combined paintings adorning the wall. Ah, there it is. If my memories serve me correctly, finding all three paintings would manifest a Pensieve.
Lucas approached the Triptych, studying the paintings with a thoughtful expression. He rubbed his chin absently. In the corner of the small nook housing the artwork, he spotted the Pensieve, its surface shimmering with a silvery liquid that resembled water. Bingo. Just like in the game. A direct link to the past, or at least a facsimile of it.
Turning around, his gaze was drawn to the blank wall on the opposite side of the Undercroft. He approached it slowly. If this timeline follows the game's lore accurately, then this wall should be a portal to Isidora Morganach's house in Feldcroft, a nearby wizarding hamlet south of Hogwarts. A direct connection between two locations, bridged by Ancient Magic itself. But only those capable of wielding such power can actually perceive and utilize it.
Reaching out, he gently placed his palm against the rough surface of the wall, his fingers tracing the subtle grooves and imperfections in the stone. For a few seconds, he waited with bated breath, hoping for some kind of reaction or sign that would confirm his suspicions. But the wall remained stubbornly inert, betraying no secrets. Sighing softly, Lucas dropped his hand and shook his head, his expression one of mild frustration. "Ancient Magic is definitely not visible to those who can't wield it," he muttered under his breath.
I can't help but wonder if the protagonist of the game is still alive in this timeline, he pondered, staring at the blank wall with a pensive expression. If they exist, they'd be around six years older than Dumbledore himself, so it's entirely possible. But then, why wouldn't they have intervened during the rise of Grindelwald or Voldemort? Surely someone with that level of power and knowledge wouldn't have stood idly by in the face of such threats. Unless...
His brow furrowed as a new line of thought took shape. Unless they were somehow incapacitated or removed from the equation entirely. Or perhaps their motivations and allegiances are not what we assumed. After all, the games only provided a limited perspective on their character and actions.
Shaking his head, Lucas turned and made his way back to the Pensieve. This device contains a memory of Morganach from centuries ago. In the game, the protagonist and their friend Sebastian Sallow used it to witness Morganach meeting with Hogwarts professors and demonstrating the use of Ancient Magic to extract pain from someone.
He leaned over the Pensieve, gazing into the shimmering liquid within its basin. Absorbing the extracted emotions allowed the caster to become stronger, amplifying their magical potency. But I wouldn't use such a spell even if I possessed the knowledge and ability. The risks of contaminating my own Will with foreign emotions are far too great. It might provide an initial boost in power, but over time, it could destabilize my entire being, causing my strength to wane and my control to falter.
Lucas straightened up, his brow still furrowed in contemplation. Still, the potential of Ancient Magic is undeniable, even from this limited glimpse. Ranrok, the leader of that goblin rebellion a century ago, managed to tap into a repository of this extracted pain deep beneath Hogwarts itself. By absorbing that raw, concentrated essence, he transformed himself into a powerful draconic entity, virtually immune to conventional magic and possessing immense physical durability. There might be some practical applications for such a technique, but I would never allow it to taint the purity of my own Will.
He glanced back at the Pensieve, hesitation flickering across his features. Should I use it? What if it has been tampered with or trapped in some manner? The protagonist or someone else could have easily exchanged the memory long ago, perhaps even setting a snare for the unwary. Using it might inadvertently alert them to my presence here, and I have no way of gauging their potential reactions or motives.
After a moment of careful deliberation, Lucas shook his head decisively. No, caution is the wiser path for now. I'll search the Hogwarts library thoroughly for any information on examining and identifying potential traps or alterations within a Pensieve before I even consider submerging myself in its depths. I'm not in such a desperate hurry to explore Ancient Magic that I would risk compromising my safety or exposing my intentions prematurely.
He turned away from the Pensieve as he thought about his own magic. My own Vast Sea Visualization technique is not something to be underestimated. While it may take time and practice to fully master new spells and reduce the strain they place upon my Will, once I achieve that level of proficiency, the possibilities are virtually limitless. Sensory techniques, offensive elemental manipulation, supportive spells - all of it is incredibly potent and adaptable in ways that even Ancient Magic may struggle to match.
Lucas began to pace the Undercroft slowly in measured steps with his hands clasped behind his back. My magic operates purely on Will and Intent, free from the need for wands or physical gestures. Those are merely focusing tools, crutches that I can easily discard if necessary. In the time it takes a conventional wizard to cast a single spell, I could unleash a barrage of multiple spells in rapid succession. Only Apparition allows them to face me on somewhat even footing, and even then, they would be forced to devote the majority of their focus towards evasion and defence.
He paused, his eyes gleaming in a certain kind of pride. In many ways, I feel my magic is not inferior to Ancient Magic, and may even surpass it in certain aspects. But Ancient Magic does possess unique advantages - stealth and concealment, for one. The ability to create objects and phenomena that remain utterly invisible and imperceptible to those without the requisite power is a formidable asset. And the raw, primal destructive potential hinted at, like the protagonist's supposed ability to disintegrate or explode enemies with a mere wave of a wand, is not to be dismissed lightly.
Lucas's gaze drifted back to the blank wall with a thoughtful expression. Ancient Magic also allows for the creation of objects and structures that endure for centuries, even millennia. Hogwarts itself was allegedly constructed using these techniques. And Lily's sacrificial protection, the very force that enabled her to shield young Harry from the Killing Curse, is said to be a form of Ancient Magic as well.
He resumed his pacing. It can shatter even the mightiest of conventional magical shields with ease, transform vast swaths of land into fertile soil near instantly. Ancient Magic is undoubtedly a force to be coveted, a wellspring of power that could potentially elevate one's abilities to unprecedented heights.
But then Lucas stopped, a resolute look settling onto his features. However, it is not an essential requirement, at least not in the immediate future. I can afford to take my time investigating the various locations and artifacts associated with Ancient Magic in and around Hogwarts when the opportunities arise. For now, I have other, more pressing priorities that demand my full attention and focus, namely the horcruxes.
With that thought firmly in mind, Lucas cast one last, lingering glance around the Undercroft before turning on his heel and striding towards the exit.


The Hufflepuff common room was a cozy haven, with its warm, honey-colored wood paneling and plush, overstuffed armchairs scattered about. Warm, golden light seemed to emanate from the very walls, casting a radiant glow over everything it touched. As Lucas stepped through the round, barrel-like entrance, he was immediately enveloped by the comforting scent of freshly baked bread and the faint, earthy aroma of plants.
Eyes scanning the room, he took in the sight of his fellow first-years engaged in various activities. Curled up in an armchair, Hermione's hair fell in a wild tangle around her face as she pored over a thick textbook. Nearby, Neville, Justin, Lily, and Sally-Anne were gathered around a low, circular table, playing a lively game of Exploding Snap.
When Lucas approached, Neville looked up, greeting him with a shy smile. His round face reddened with the excitement of the game. "Hey, Harry! We were wondering where you went off to," he said softly, his voice slightly breathless.
The others turned to face him, curiosity clear in their expressions. Justin leaned forward, blue eyes sparkling with mischief. "Did you find anything interesting while you were exploring?" he asked, excitement pitching his voice higher.
A grin spread across Lucas's face, his messy black hair falling into his eyes as he shrugged nonchalantly. "Not much, really. Just got a feel for the layout of the place, you know?" His tone was casual and relaxed. "But I did stumble across what might be a secret passageway."
Leaning in closer, the group's eyes widened with interest. Sally-Anne repeated in a hushed, awe-filled voice, "A secret passageway?"
Lucas nodded, his grin widening. "Yeah, I think it connects the Armoury and the Charms corridor. Cuts out a whole lot of walking, if you ask me. I can show you guys later, if you want."
A flurry of excited whispers and nods erupted from the group with their faces glowing in anticipation. Even Lily, usually more reserved, couldn't hide the bright spark of curiosity that lit up her delicate features.
But before their excitement spiralled further, Lucas held up a hand, his expression turning serious. "But listen, this has to stay between us, okay? Our little secret," he said conspiratorially.
From her perch on the armchair, Hermione had been listening in. She frowned slightly, brown eyes narrowing with concern. "But shouldn’t we inform the teachers?" Her voice was hesitant.
Turning to face her, Lucas's expression softened. "It's just a shortcut, Hermione. No harm in that, right? We'll only use it to get around faster, not to cause any trouble," he reassured her.
Holding his gaze for a moment, Hermione's cheeks flushed slightly, heat rising to her face. Finally, she looked away, mumbling, "I suppose it's okay, then." Her fingers fidgeted with the corner of her book.
But just as quickly as her embarrassment surfaced, concern replaced it as she glanced back up at Lucas, scanning his face. "Are you alright, Harry? You look a bit tired," she said softly, worry in her voice.
Lucas waved away her concern with a smile, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "I'm fine, Hermione. Just been thinking about Sirius Black's trial that’s being held today, that's all. It's got me a bit preoccupied," he stated lightly.
The mention of the trial dampened the mood momentarily, uneasy glances exchanged among the others. But trying to change the topic, Justin quickly broke the tension with a grin, holding up the deck of cards. "Well, how about a few rounds of Exploding Snap to take your mind off it?"
Lucas nodded gently. "Sure, why not," he said, plopping down on the floor beside the table.
Exploding Snap was a popular wizarding card game, similar to the Muggle game of Snap but with a magical twist. The objective was to be the last player holding cards, but the catch was that the cards could explode at any moment, adding an element of surprise and excitement.
As the cards were dealt, an easy rhythm of laughter and chatter filled the cozy common room. Neville, tongue poking out in concentration, carefully placed a card on the growing pile. For a moment it teetered precariously before exploding with a bang and puff of smoke, singeing his eyebrows.
"Wow, Neville, you nearly lost your eyebrows there!" Justin exclaimed with his face split in a wide grin.
Neville grinned sheepishly. "I think I'll stick to Gobstones from now on," he joked, patting his singed hair.
The game continued, and Lucas glanced over at Hermione who was still curled up with her book. "Hey, Hermione, why don't you join us?" he called out warmly.
Hermione looked up, and her brown eyes widened with surprise. "Oh, I don't know," she said hesitantly, glancing at her book. "I really should finish this chapter..."
Lucas smiled understandingly. "Come on, you can spare a few minutes with friends, can't you? The chapter will still be there when we're done." His tone was gently coaxing.
Furrowing her brow thoughtfully for a moment, Hermione sighed before closing her book and rising to join them. "Alright, but just for a little while," she relented with a small smile.
Grinning, Lucas scooted over to make room. "Excellent! Now let's see if you can avoid singeing yourself like Neville," he teased, eyes twinkling mischievously.
Neville shot him a mock glare. "Just deal the cards, Harry," he replied, failing to suppress his grin.
When the game resumed, tension mounted with each successful play. Lily's delicate features scrunched in concentration as she carefully placed a card, sighing in relief when it settled. Sally-Anne bit her lip, ponytailed hair messy, and her hand hovering indecisively over her cards.
Despite initial reluctance, Hermione found herself drawn into the excitement, brown eyes sparkling with newfound mischief as she made her move. The card teetered on the pile, taunting them with its precarious balance before erupting in a burst of smoke and sparks, scattering cards in all directions.
The group erupted in laughter with faces glowing in exhilaration. Hermione grinned sheepishly, brushing a stray card from her wild hair. "Well, that was certainly unexpected," she said breathlessly.
The lively game continued, dotted by startled shrieks, laughter, and billowing smoke as the cards occasionally erupted. Even Hermione, initially hesitant, was soon whooping and giggling alongside the others with her earlier reservations forgotten.


 
 

  
    Letting Loose

    

        Chapter 67: Letting Loose

 The Room of Hidden Things had been thoroughly scoured, and its valuable contents were now meticulously sorted and stowed away in Lucas's expanded pouches. The normal furniture had been burned to ashes since he didn’t need them. The once-cluttered room now lay bare, save for a solitary object that had eluded his Net of Neptune’s grasp – the tarnished Diadem of Ravenclaw.
Lucas approached the discoloured tiara, studying it with curiosity clear in his eyes. Said to 'bestow' wisdom, he pondered. As if wisdom is something that can be bestowed upon one, rather than earned through lived experiences.
A wry smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. If this relic truly held such great power, Voldemort would have undoubtedly made use of it himself, instead of discarding it here as a mere vessel for his soul.
Brushing aside any lingering doubts, Lucas focused his intent, summoning forth a small, unassuming box from one of his pouches. With a subtle wave of his hand, the box drifted towards him, its lid unlatching to reveal a vial filled with a viscous, emerald liquid – potent Basilisk venom.
The vial floated towards the Diadem, hovering mere inches above the tarnished metal. A single, brilliant drop of venom detached itself, falling upon the relic with a soft hiss.
Instantly, the Diadem reacted, with its surface sizzling and bubbling as the venom began to corrode the metal. Thick, acrid smoke billowed forth, filling the air with a burning stench that was purified by his Wristband of Air Purification. He took an instinctive step back, as a horrifying, banshee-like screech pierced the air.
The unearthly wail echoed through the chamber, resonating with the dark magic contained within the Horcrux. It was a sound filled with rage and despair, as if the very essence of Voldemort's fractured soul was crying out in agony. Lucas's jaw tightened, and his eyes narrowed against the onslaught of sound and smoke.
While the venom continued its destructive work, the Diadem's engravings began to glow with a sinister, pulsing red light. Then, one by one, the glowing lines darkened to a charred black as the metal warped and crumbled beneath the venom's potent effects. The screeching grew louder, more desperate, sending shivers down Lucas's spine until, with one final, echoing wail, the Horcrux's power was extinguished.
A satisfied smile curved Lucas's lips as he regarded the now-silent relic, its form little more than a twisted lump of corroded metal. With a casual flick of his wrist, the destroyed Diadem rose into the air before him, suspended by his will alone.
"The enchantments seem to have been destroyed as well," he murmured, his voice low and contemplative. Let's test something...
Focusing his intent, Lucas enveloped the ruined Diadem with his magic, his will bending and shaping the very fabric of reality. Instantly, dust-like particles from the ground began to swirl and merge around the twisted lump, reforming the sophisticated metalwork and delicate engravings with startling precision.
In the span of a single breath, the Diadem had been restored to its former glory, the metal gleaming as if newly forged.
Lucas regarded the repaired relic with a critical eye, and his brow wrinkled slightly. It's likely just normal metal now, any spells or enchantments placed upon it eradicated by the venom. A thoughtful hum escaped his lips. Well, I can always test it out later by placing it on the head of some creature or dark wizard and observe the effects.
Another casual gesture summoned forth one of his expanded pouches, its opening gaping wide to receive the Diadem. The relic drifted inside, disappearing into the pouch's depths, before the opening sealed itself once more.
Turning his attention to the Room of Requirement itself, Lucas allowed his gaze to sweep over the now-vacant chamber, as he contemplated the opportunities of the RoR. The Room is indeed powerful, able to conjure up whatever is desired – rooms, passageways, even training equipment and books.
His eyes narrowed slightly as a new thought took shape. But what of the Vivarium? In the game, it was an outdoor area housing magical beasts, a variation of this very Room. Tilting his chin up, he regarded the arched ceiling overhead with an expression of intense focus.
Let's see if the Room can recreate such an environment in this reality.
Closing his eyes, Lucas focused his intent, his will reaching out towards the Room. Gradually, he envisioned the Forest Vivarium taking shape – grassy clearings, towering trees, perhaps even a trickling stream or two.
The air around him seemed to shiver and distort, the faint sound of shifting stone filling his ears. When he opened his eyes once more, the Room of Hidden Things had been utterly transformed.
Gone were the walls and arched ceiling, replaced by a vast, open area that stretched out as far as the eye could see. Lush grass carpeted the ground beneath his feet, swaying gently in an unseen breeze. Towering trees ringed the grassy clearing, and their branches were heavy with verdant foliage that rustled and whispered in that same, invisible wind.
Lucas pivoted slowly, taking in the sights and sounds of the Vivarium with a sense of wonder. Extraordinary, he thought, unable to keep the awe from his mental voice. To think the Room is capable of such feats...
Inhaling deeply, he caught the rich, earthy scents of loam and vegetation, mingled with the crisp freshness of untamed nature. It was as if he had stepped out of the castle entirely and into the untamed wilds of the Forbidden Forest itself.
Shaking his head, mostly in awe, Lucas began to move with footsteps that were whisper-soft against the lush grass. The Room of Requirement is indeed powerful, far beyond what I had initially anticipated, he mused, emerald eyes scanning the treeline as he ventured deeper into the Vivarium. And I still have so much to learn about magic.
He continued his exploration, walking between the towering trunks and ducking beneath low-hanging branches, ever vigilant for any sign of the magical beasts that were supposed to dwell within the Vivarium. Yet, as the minutes stretched on, the forest remained eerily still and silent, devoid of any fauna, magical or otherwise.
Eventually, Lucas found himself in another small clearing, the grass moving gently in the breeze. Pausing, he tilted his head back, allowing the filtered sunlight to play across his features as he considered his next move.
Most likely, when the Protagonist graduated, they took any beasts they had stored here and relocated them elsewhere, he concluded. Perhaps into some kind of expanded space, similar to Newt Scamander's suitcase.
Lowering his gaze, he swept it over the Vivarium once more with a contemplative expression. Still, even without any creatures present, this environment could prove useful for future training or experimentation. A controlled, isolated space in which to hone my skills without risk of disruption or prying eyes.
The grassy clearing faded first, the towering trees withering and dissolving into nothingness as the Forest Vivarium melted away. The very environment distorted around Lucas in flowing waves. He exhaled, a casual exertion of his will requesting the Room of Requirement to become the Coastal Vivarium.
In the blink of an eye, the transformation was complete. The cool, salty tang of ocean air caressed his face as Lucas surveyed his new surroundings – a vast stretch of golden sand spread out before him, bordered by craggy bluffs that rose up like ancient sentinels. Perfect for testing the full extent of his fire manipulation abilities without risk of causing undue damage.
Lucas's boots sank into the yielding sand with each step towards the shoreline. Focusing his will, he channelled a portion of his will into the Misty Breeze visualization. An obscure veil of mist formed around his body, absorbing and dissipating any stray heat or flames that dared to stray too close.
With the protective spell in place, Lucas's thoughts turned inward, evaluating his current level of mastery over the elemental forces of fire. While he could effortlessly manifest and maintain intense conflagrations, pushing beyond those limits had always required more focused effort – a strain on both his physical and mental fortitude. But with the Elemental Sphere at his disposal, those boundaries could be shattered.
The flawless orb seemed to hum with latent power as Lucas withdrew it from the depths of his expanded pouch, cradling it in his upturned palms. He could feel its amplifying resonance pulsing against his skin.
Closing his eyes, Lucas allowed himself to sink into the tranquil depths of his Vast Sea mindscape, that endless calm ocean. Here, amidst the solitude of his inner world, he could focus his intent with absolute clarity, shaping and moulding his magic to his will.
The ocean began warming up with the essence of flame before his mind's eye, and a flickering crimson sphere formed within that danced and swayed with hypnotic grace. With a casual exertion, Lucas willed that miniature conflagration into existence above his outstretched palm, the air around it shining and wavering with radiant heat.
"Around 600 degrees Celsius," he murmured aloud, regarding the modest fireball with a critical eye. Sufficient to ignite most flammable materials and cause severe burns, but hardly pushing the limits of his abilities.
A series of simple objects – a copper rod, steel ingot, and chunk of granite – materialized at his mental command through the Room of Requirement, neatly arranged within a small ceramic crucible. With a sharp gesture, Lucas levitated the makeshift testing rig closer, allowing the fireball's intense heat to wash over the various materials.
As expected, the copper swiftly softened and slumped into a glistening puddle, rapidly followed by the steel ingot melting into a molten pool. But the granite remained stubbornly solid, its melting point still well beyond the fireball's current intensity.
With a casual flex of his Will, Lucas poured more power into the blaze, rapidly escalating its temperature until it swelled larger than his own body. "1600 degrees Celsius," he stated evenly, sweat just beginning to bead across his brow as the roar of the inferno filled his ears. "Sufficient to begin deforming granite."
True to his assessment, the granite chunk began to soften and slump, its surface glowing cherry-red as it teetered on the verge of liquefaction. But Lucas knew he could push his abilities even further without supernatural aid.
A focused snarl of determination etched harsh lines around Lucas's clenched jaw as he gathered the full force of his Will. Within his mindscape's tranquil ocean, the sun blazed with amplified radiance, its rays penetrating the depths to steadily warm the placid waters. The crimson sphere of flame burning beneath the surface swelled brighter, compressing down into a chaotic orb of brilliant plasma as the temperature climbed relentlessly.
In the outside world, the fireball pulsed and swelled in response, compressing down into a hyper-dense sphere that blazed with the fury of a newborn star, its intense heat causing the very air to distort.
Maintaining the inferno with relative ease, Lucas carefully took note of its searing intensity at around 1900 degrees, perspiration only beginning to stream down his face as the strain took hold. While releasing these kinds of temperatures for just an instant as a focused Fire Beam attack would be relatively easy, this test was about seeing the maximum temperature he could actually sustain over a prolonged period. He had pushed the limits of his unaided fire abilities to their utmost extremes, the data gathered invaluable for quantifying his current mastery.
But to see his true fire magic combat prowess, he would need to call upon the amplifying power of the Elemental Sphere. Cradling the flawless orb in his upturned palms once more, Lucas channelled the raw essence of flame through the Sphere's resonant frequencies.
When he opened his eyes, the Sphere blazed with brilliant inner light, shining with heat haze as Lucas effortlessly contained its amplified power. With a casual exertion of his will, a portion of the Sphere's magic gathered before him, rapidly taking the form of a rotating vortex of bright plasma.
The inferno blazed with searing radiance, the surrounding beach already beginning to vitrify beneath the onslaught as Lucas noted its amplified intensity. "1200 degrees Celsius," he stated evenly, his breathing still steady and controlled. "A considerable boost to my starting output."
Pouring more of his will into the raging blaze, Lucas forced the vortex to intensify further, rapidly escalating towards temperatures capable of reducing organic material to ash within seconds. The effort was noticeable now, sweat beading along his brow as he focused his intent.
"3200 degrees Celsius!" His voice remained level, though his breathing was becoming strenuous as the vortex achieved combat-viable intensities, the air around the inferno wavering like a mirage born of the desert's scorching heat.
Unprotected flesh and bone would vaporize almost instantly under such tremendous heat. Yet this staggering destructive power was only a stepping stone. The Elemental Sphere's true potential remained untapped.
Jaw clenched with monumental effort and sweat streaming down his face, Lucas pushed the vortex towards its utmost limits, channelling every last ounce of his Will into the raging inferno.
The sand began to vaporize instantly, transforming into an ionized plasma that glowed with searing brilliance, though the area around him remained unaffected thanks to the protective Misty Breeze visualization.
"5000 degrees Celsius!" His shout reverberated across the newly-formed plasma field as the vortex achieved its utmost extreme – the absolute apex of what the Elemental Sphere could amplify his fire mastery to achieve and sustain.
The air around the inferno shimmered and wavered violently, the surrounding cliffs beginning to glow cherry-red as their very substance softened and sloughed away in rivulets of molten stone. A powerful shockwave expanded outwards, the rapid expansion of superheated air and vaporized sand causing a destructive blast that would have levelled any structures in the vicinity.
For a breathless eternity, Lucas held the raging plasma vortex at bay through sheer force of will to take in every scrap of invaluable data while the Misty Breeze shielded him from the searing temperatures and his shield diverted the explosive forces.
Then, with a focused exhalation, he released his grip on the inferno, allowing it to rapidly dissipate. The cliffs ceased their eerie, molten glow as the ambient temperature plummeted, the vaporized sand condensing and settling back to the ground as fine particulate laced with unknown compounds formed by the extreme conditions.
Staggering slightly from the immense exertion, Lucas sank to one knee, cradling the Elemental Sphere against his chest as he caught his breath, sweat glistening on his brow. The area around him was a scorched, vitrified wasteland, the sand transformed into obsidian glass that still radiated residual heat.
The data he had gathered was invaluable, quantifying his fire abilities in precise, measurable terms across a vast range of temperatures – a necessary step towards achieving true mastery over the flames, with or without the aid of the Elemental Sphere's amplification. And with that knowledge firmly in hand, he could begin exploring the other elements with a similar degree of scientific rigor and control.


 
 

  
    Gaunt Shack

    

        Chapter 68: Gaunt Shack

 The dreary grey sky hung low over the rolling hills and dense forests, casting a muted melancholy over the landscape. In a series of muffled pops, Lucas apparated multiple times in rapid succession with his movements concealed by an invisible barrier of wind that dampened the telltale noise.
Each time he rematerialized, he found himself perched high in the air, balanced atop an unseen flying carpet that hovered silently, defying gravity. A stolen wand rested in his grip, and its polished wood was warm against his palm. With a deft spin on his heel, he disappeared again, only to reappear moments later in a different location, the scenery shifting with each apparition.
One moment, he soared above a quaint farmhouse nestled amidst green fields, the thatched roof and whitewashed walls a picture of rural serenity. The next, he found himself hovering over a winding river that cut through the lush landscape, its waters glinting dully beneath the overcast sky.
Despite the constant change of scenery, Lucas's focus remained firm and his eyes scanned the horizon with a sharp, predatory gaze. This was no leisurely jaunt through the countryside – he was on a mission.
After a series of rapid apparitions, each one propelling him ever closer to his destination, Lucas finally caught sight of a small village nestled between two steep hills. Even from his vantage point high above, he could make out the weathered rooftops and wandering streets that marked the settlement as Little Hangleton.
A subtle change in posture from Lucas urged the invisible flying carpet forward, propelling him towards the village at a steady pace. As he drew nearer, his gaze zeroed in on the graveyard situated at the edge of the settlement that was full of weathered headstones standing like silent sentinels amidst the overgrown grass.
Descending gracefully, the flying carpet touched down in the heart of the graveyard with its movements as silent as a whisper on the wind. Without uttering a word or making a gesture, the enchanted carpet responded to Lucas's mental command, folding itself neatly into a compact bundle before slipping into the depths of his expanded pouch, which had opened seamlessly to accommodate it.
Taking a moment to inspect his surroundings, Lucas murmured under his breath in a low and contemplative voice, "Let's see where Tom Riddle Senior is..."
His eyes swept over the headstones, searching for the familiar name etched into the weathered marble. After a minute of careful scrutiny, he came to a halt before a tall grave marker, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth as he read the engraved inscription:
TOM RIDDLE
This is it, he thought, mental voice tinged with a touch of dark amusement. The final resting place of the man who unwillingly sired the Dark Lord Voldemort. How fitting that I should be the one to disturb his eternal slumber.
Lucas concentrated his will, directing his magic into the earth before the headstone. As he did, the soil responded with a soft rumbling, surging upward like a giant hand sweeping it aside. The earthy scent of freshly turned soil filled the air, mingling with the musty odour of decay that clung to the disturbed ground.
Within seconds, a wooden casket emerged, its surface caked with layers of dirt and grime that crumbled under the slightest touch, releasing a pungent aroma of mold and dampness. The wood, discoloured and weathered, bore the marks of time's relentless passage, and it was clear it had spent decades buried beneath the earth.
A low chuckle escaped Lucas's lips, the sound breaking the eerie silence of the graveyard. "This will be my first time grave robbing," he whispered, his tone laced with a hint of morbid humour.
With a mere glance, the casket's lid creaked open, the sound echoing through the stillness like a mournful groan. A musty, stale odour wafted out, the scent of decay and age. Revealed within were the skeletal remains of Tom Riddle Senior himself. The bones were clothed in tattered remnants of fabric, the material rough and brittle to the touch, but the ravages of time had reduced the garments to little more than scraps clinging to the yellowed bones.
Turning his attention to the opposite side of the graveyard, Lucas located another grave and repeated the process, summoning forth a second casket from beneath the earth with a casual wave of his hand. This time, he levitated the skeletal occupant out of its resting place, causing the bones to hover eerily in the air beside him, suspended by his will alone.
Returning to Tom Riddle's grave, Lucas extracted the remains of Voldemort's father from the casket and carefully replaced them with the anonymous skeleton he had procured. With a subtle gesture, the wooden lid swung shut, and the surrounding earth shifted back into place, leaving no trace of disturbance.
Regarding the skeletal remains of Tom Riddle Senior, Lucas's expression grew pensive, his forehead creasing slightly as he contemplated his next course of action. The skeletal remains could potentially serve a purpose, given the existence of certain rituals. If Voldemort wasn't already deceased by then, perhaps these bones could be leveraged against the Dark Lord?
With a wave of his hand, razor-sharp blades of wind materialized, slicing through the joints of the skeleton and swiftly disassembling it into individual bones. From his expanded pouch, several containers emerged, and the bones were carefully sorted and stored away, each piece separated from the others.
"This should ensure that if someone ever tries to resurrect Voldemort through this method, they'll experience some... issues with using the 'bones of the father,'" Lucas murmured as he examined his handiwork.
With the remains of Tom Riddle Senior securely stored away, Lucas turned his attention to erasing any trace of his presence within the graveyard. His emerald eyes scanned the area with a critical gaze, ensuring that every detail was accounted for.
I can't afford to leave any clues behind, he thought, brow furrowing slightly. Nobody should think anybody visited this place.
Extending his hand, Lucas summoned a gentle breeze that swept through the graveyard, erasing his footprints from the soft earth and scattering any displaced soil back into place. The air currents danced around the headstones, removing any lingering traces of disturbance with a careful touch.
Satisfied that the graveyard had been restored to its original state, Lucas turned and made his way back towards the centre of the burial ground, where his flying carpet awaited. With a mere thought, the enchanted rug unfurled itself, hovering silently a few inches above the ground.
"Well, that was a productive little excursion," Lucas whispered with a chuckle. "Though I can't say grave robbing will become a regular hobby of mine."
Stepping onto the carpet, Lucas felt the familiar thrum of magic beneath his feet as it rose into the air, carrying him aloft. He guided the invisible conveyance along the edges of Little Hangleton, his sharp gaze scanning the surrounding woods for any sign of his next target.
It didn't take long before a decrepit shack came into view, its walls covered in moss and its roof missing so many tiles that the rafters were visible in places. Nettles grew unchecked around the structure with their tips reaching towards the tiny, grime-encrusted windows.
There it is, Lucas thought, eyeing the dilapidated building warily. The Gaunt shack, and the location of another Horcrux – the ring.
He guided the flying carpet closer, bringing it to a gentle stop just a few yards from the shack's weathered door. After a moment's hesitation, Lucas stepped off the enchanted rug, and his boots sank into the soft earth with a muffled crunch.
I'm not going to risk entering that shack and potentially triggering any curses or traps, he decided. Brute force will have to do in this case.
Reaching into his pouch, Lucas withdrew the Elemental Sphere, cradling the flawless orb in his upturned palms. Closing his eyes, he focused his intent, guiding a portion of his Will into the visualization of the Misty Breeze spell.
A veil of mist began to form around the Gaunt shack, covering it completely except for a small gap near the roof. Through this opening, a tiny ember blinked into existence, a weak fireball that drifted lazily towards the old building.
As the fireball passed through the gap in the Misty Breeze, Lucas willed the veil to seal itself, trapping the growing inferno within its confines. Concentrating his efforts, he poured more power into the flames, rapidly escalating their intensity.
"Let's get this over with," Lucas muttered under his breath.
The fireball swelled quickly, its flames hungrily devouring the entire shack. The roar of the blaze was muffled by the obscuring mist, but Lucas could still hear the crackle of burning wood and the occasional pop as the intense heat shattered glass.
He maintained the inferno for several seconds, ensuring that every inch of the Gaunt shack was reduced to fiery ash. Only once he was certain the job was complete did he finally release his grip on the spell, allowing the Misty Breeze to dissipate.
A casual wave of his hand summoned a gust of wind that gathered the ashes into a small, concentrated pile some distance away from the shack's original location. When the whirlwind settled, Lucas's gaze was immediately drawn to a glint of gold amidst the grey remains – the ring, its black stone still intact.
With a subtle gesture, a vial of potent basilisk venom drifted forth from his pouch, positioning itself above the ring. A single, viscous drop fell upon the pristine metal, and Lucas watched with grim satisfaction as the venom began to eat away at the Horcrux's vessel.
Just like the diadem, a piercing, banshee-like screech rent the air as the ring rapidly corroded, the agonized wail of Voldemort's fractured soul echoing through the trees. But within seconds, the noise faded to silence once more, the Horcrux destroyed.
Lucas's gaze fell upon the remains – a misshapen lump of metal surrounding the unharmed black stone. The Resurrection Stone, one of the fabled Deathly Hallows, a relic of immense power according to what he knew. His expression turned contemplative as he considered the artifact's potential.
Part of him was intensely curious about the artifact's true capabilities. The ability to summon the shades of the departed, to converse with those who had passed beyond the veil – the potential knowledge and insights such an ability could grant were staggering.
However, a nagging voice of caution whispered in the back of his mind, conjuring memories of the scar Horcrux's influence and the dark impulses that had nearly consumed him in those early days. He had vowed to be smarter, more cautious about taking risks.
Did he truly need the power of the Resurrection Stone right now? The potential benefits, while alluring, were hardly essential to his current goals and endeavours. And the risks of carelessly wielding such a potent relic were far too great.
Perhaps if I can find a way to study the Stone's effects from a safe distance, Lucas mused. If I can capture some expendable test subjects – dark wizards, perhaps – and force them to wield the Stone under controlled conditions, I could observe its full range of abilities without exposing myself to any potential dangers.
Nodding to himself, Lucas made up his mind. With a sweep of his hand, the earth around the Resurrection Stone surged upwards, enveloping the relic in a cocoon of tightly packed soil. Another gesture compressed the earthen sphere even further, until it was no larger than a clenched fist.
The condensed orb drifted obediently into Lucas's pouch as he turned his attention back towards the area where the Gaunt shack had once stood. With a focused exertion of his Will, the ashes began to gather, rapidly reforming into rotted wooden beams, shattered glass, and cracked tiles.
Within seconds, the structure had been fully restored to its previous ramshackle state, leaving no trace of Lucas's actions behind.
The familiar sights of Cambridge greeted Lucas as he apparated twice in rapid succession, the muffled pops barely audible through the swirling barrier of wind that surrounded him. In the blink of an eye, he found himself standing on the neatly manicured lawn of his home.
A cursory sweep of his senses confirmed that the Dursleys – Petunia, Vernon, and Dudley – were all present within the house, their unique thermal signatures easily discernible through his Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea sensory spell. For a brief moment, Lucas considered announcing his presence, if only to witness their reactions to his sudden appearance after having left a week ago.
However, the thought was quickly dismissed with a shake of his head. No, best not to disturb them unnecessarily, he reasoned. I'm merely here to collect Nyx and be on my way.
With that decision made, Lucas focused his intent once more, and the world compressed around him as he apparated directly into his bedroom. The familiar surroundings materialized in an instant – the large bed tucked against the wall, the desk occupied by his computer, and the filled bookshelves.
And there, coiled atop the rumpled bedsheets, was Nyx, his loyal grass snake companion. At the sudden disturbance, her slender body rose from its resting position, swaying back and forth as her tongue flicked out, tasting the air.
"Lucas!" she exclaimed in a soft hiss that only he could comprehend through his innate ability to speak Parseltongue. "You've returned!"
A warm smile curved Lucas's lips as he regarded the serpent with his emerald eyes gleaming in affection. "Hello, Nyx," he greeted in a low murmur. "I trust you've been well in my absence?"
Nyx bobbed her head in an unmistakable nod. "As well as can be expected, given the dull company," she replied dryly. "But now that you're back, does this mean I can finally accompany you once more?"
Lucas's smile widened at her eagerness. "Of course," he assured her. "I wouldn't dream of leaving you behind any longer. We have much to do, and I'll need your assistance in the days ahead."
Nyx seemed to preen at his words, and her scales glistened as she coiled herself into a neat spiral. "Excellent! I've missed you."
Chuckling softly, Lucas extended his arm, allowing Nyx to slither up and drape herself comfortably around his wrist and forearm. Her cool, smooth scales brushed against his skin as she settled into place, her small head rising to meet his gaze.
"Then let us depart, my friend," Lucas murmured.
With Nyx securely in place, Lucas turned his focus inward, visualizing their intended destination within the tranquil depths of his Vast Sea mindscape. The world compressed around them once more, and they disappeared from the bedroom with a muffled pop, leaving no trace of their presence behind.


 
 

  
    Animalistic Drama

    

        Chapter 69: Animalistic Drama

 The Great Hall's long wooden tables were laden with steaming platters of sizzling sausages, fluffy scrambled eggs, and golden-brown toast. Lively chatter filled the air as students gathered for breakfast. At the Hufflepuff table, Susan Bones picked up a piece of buttered toast just as a flurry of wings announced the morning mail delivery. Owls of every size and colour soared overhead, feathers rustling as they searched for their recipients.
A large tawny owl with piercing amber eyes descended towards the Hufflepuff table, clutching a rolled-up newspaper in its beak. It released the paper, letting it land softly in front of Susan with a gentle thud. As the owl extended its leg, Susan quickly placed a knut in the small pouch tied to it.
Curiosity piqued, Susan unrolled the Daily Prophet, her eyes immediately drawn to the bold headline emblazoned across the front page:
SIRIUS BLACK DECLARED INNOCENT! MINISTRY AWARDS 10,000 GALLEON COMPENSATION!
"My God!" Hannah Abbott exclaimed, and her blonde pigtails bounced as she leaned in for a closer look. Her eyes were wide with disbelief. "Ten thousand Galleons? That's a fortune!"
The other first-years huddled close, eyes wide with amazement. Neville Longbottom stammered, "I-I can't even imagine having that much money!"
Susan nodded as she skimmed the article's details. Her aunt, Amelia Bones, was the Head of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement and would have overseen Sirius Black's trial. She knew that her aunt would be fair, like she always was.
While Susan pondered her aunt's decision, the animated chatter of a group of older students nearby caught her attention. Their voices rose and fell in a spirited debate, and she couldn't help but overhear snippets of their conversation.
"Ten thousand Galleons?" A lanky Ravenclaw sixth-year scoffed, shaking his head. "Hardly enough for what Black endured."
A curly-haired girl nodded emphatically. "He wasted away in Azkaban for ten years! It's basically just an average salary over that time, except he suffered that nightmare instead."
The other first-years exchanged uncertain glances, their initial excitement dampened by the older students' comments. Hermione bit her lip thoughtfully. "They do have a point," she said slowly, her gaze flickering towards Susan.
Defensiveness flooded Susan's body, her back stiffening as her hands clenched into fists on the tabletop. She jutted her chin out, eyes sparking with challenge as she met Hermione's gaze. "Aunt Amelia had her reasons," she said through gritted teeth, stubborn jaw clenched tight. "She's never unjust."
Hermione pressed her lips into a tight line, holding Susan's defiant look. "I'm not saying your aunt wasn’t fair," she said, picking her words with care. "But considering what Sirius Black suffered, the compensation still seems...inadequate, doesn't it?"
The clink of silverware against plates and the dull murmurs from the other House tables filled the tense silence that fell over their group. Susan felt a flush of heat creep up her neck as annoyance pricked at her - why did Hermione always have to argue?
Susan's voice rose with each cutting word. "If you think you know better than the Head of the DMLE, be my guest - march up to her office!"
Hermione's eyes widened, and she rapidly shook her head, hair swaying wildly. "No, no, that's not what I meant!" she protested, voice trembling with hurt. "I was just... I was just thinking out loud."
A hot flush crept up Susan's neck, but the spark of temper ignited by her aunt's defence refused to be smothered. Rashly, she snapped, "Just keep your thoughts to yourself. Or go pester Harry with them - you're always trying to stay glued to his side."
The accusation left her mouth, and instant regret hit Susan as Hermione's face fell, eyes glistening with hurt confusion. "That's... that's not true," she whispered, her voice trembling. "I just want to be his friend, like everyone else."
Gasps of shock came from the other girls as they quickly formed a protective circle around the teary-eyed Hermione. Sally-Anne's arm encircled her shoulders, while Lily Moon pinned Susan with a reproachful glare.
"That was a rubbish thing to say," Lily said, soft voice edged with a surprising sharpness. "Hermione hasn't done anything to deserve that."
Susan's stomach twisted with guilt, and she felt her face grow even hotter with shame. She knew she had crossed a line, letting her own jealousy get the better of her. "I... I'm sorry," she mumbled, unable to meet Hermione's eyes. The apology sounded hollow, even to her own ears.
But the damage was done. Hermione sniffled, wiping at her eyes with the sleeve of her robe. The other girls huddled around her, murmuring words of comfort and support, while the boys suddenly found their plates of eggs and sausages utterly fascinating with their gazes firmly fixed downward.
The uncomfortable silence stretched, broken only by Hermione's soft sniffles. Susan's gaze dropped to her untouched plate, the once-appetizing toast now an unappetizing lump. As the other girls comforted Hermione, Susan couldn't help picturing Harry off exploring the castle alone, far away from the mess she created. A knot twisted tighter in her stomach - he would surely be disgusted by her behaviour too, siding with Hermione like any true friend.
She knew she needed to make things right, to properly apologize to Hermione and try to mend the rift she had so carelessly caused. But for now, all she could do was sit in miserable silence.


The Moscow morning's icy teeth tore through the old man's tattered layers. He shivered violently, huddled against the alley's grime-streaked bricks. Matted beard and rags offered scant refuge from the bitter chill. Wrinkled eyes blinked against the glare from the snow on the ground.
A cackle, sharp and grating, pierced the stillness, reverberating against the dingy brick walls. Three unsightly figures slithered from the shadows with their faces twisted into cruel sneers as they encircled the homeless man, blocking any chance of escape.
The most grotesque of the trio was Fyodor Grozovoy. His face was horrifically misshapen, the pockmarked skin bulging outward like an overrisen lump of dough. His thin lips, cracked and dry, stretched into a mocking grin that exposed a mouthful of yellowed, crooked teeth. Beady eyes, cold and malicious, fixed on the old man in a dogged stare.
"Well, well," Fyodor rasped, his voice like rusted nails scraping against metal. He jabbed a stubby finger towards the huddled figure. "Look what we have here, brothers – a fine specimen for our amusement today."
To Fyodor's right, Igor Svinoy grunted in agreement, piggy eyes gleaming with malice as he sized up their hapless victim. He reached into the tattered pocket of his soiled overcoat, retrieving a small, innocent-looking object that began to spin and whirl in the air before him, propelled by some unseen force.
The old man flinched as the bewitched item danced around him, mere inches from his face. His eyes widened with fear. Harsh laughter erupted from the three wizards, echoing harshly against the alley walls and causing the man to curl in on himself, trembling hands raised in a futile attempt to shield his face.
"P-please..." he croaked in little more than a hoarse whisper, barely audible over the noisy jeers. "I don't want no trouble..."
"Trouble?" The third wizard, Nikolai Pestnik, stepped forward, his tall, gaunt frame towering over the cowering figure. With his sharp, hooked nose and hollow cheeks, Nikolai's gaunt features took on an avian quality, like a carrion bird eyeing its next meal. "Oh, you've already found more trouble than you can imagine, old man."
Nikolai's raspy voice carried an eager malice as he turned to his companions, thin lips curled into a cruel smirk. "Let's enhance our evening's entertainment, shall we, comrades?"
Laughter burst from the three wizards, the cruel jeers reverberating against the alley bricks. The old man shrank back, raising trembling hands in a futile attempt to shield himself.
In one fluid motion, Fyodor whipped out his wand, training it on the cowering figure with a cruel sneer. "Gallina Transfiguro!" The yellow spell burst from his wand, bathing the old man in its eerie radiance.
In an instant, the huddled figure contorted and shifted, bones crunching and flesh rippling in a grotesque display. The old man's anguished screams morphed into a series of panicked clucks as his body shrank and transformed.
Within seconds, a plump, roasted chicken sat in the spot where the old man had been, its glazed skin glistening under the dim streetlights. Tufts of grey hair and shrivelled flesh still clung to the crisp surface, charred remnants of the man's transformation that filled the air with the acrid stench of burnt hair and roasted meat.
Delight gleamed in Igor's beady eyes as he leaned closer, his hot breath causing the roasted chicken's crisp skin to shimmer. "I know just the place for our amusement," he hissed. "A true vision dwells there, a beauty with her husband. You'll see, brothers."
The others jostled Igor eagerly, exchanging lewd remarks and crude sniggers as they envisioned the woman in question. Igor grabbed their arms, his thick fingers digging into their flesh as he concentrated with his face contorted with effort.
Everything blurred, the alley distorting around them. With a crack, they vanished, the roasted chicken disappearing alongside them.
A heartbeat later, they rematerialized with another soft pop, finding themselves outside a quaint cottage nestled in the outskirts of the city. Without a moment's hesitation, Igor disillusioned himself, his form flickering and fading from sight as he crept towards the front door, his footsteps silent on the frosty ground.
A flick of his wand, and the lock clicked open with a quiet snick. Slipping inside, Igor moved with invisible footsteps that made no sound on the hardwood floors as he navigated the entryway.
A worn, sagging sofa cradled the young couple in the living room with their faces illuminated by the TV's flickering glow. Soft and delicate features pressed against her husband's shoulder as the woman basked in his warmth, eyes heavy with contentment.
With a twitch of his wand, a subtle haze glazed the couple's eyes, the Confundus Charm taking insidious hold. Satisfied, Igor retreated, cracking the front door to beckon his brothers in with lewd gestures and obscene whispers.
Fyodor and Nikolai disillusioned themselves as well, their forms shimmering and fading until only their twisted grins remained visible as they followed Igor into the cottage. The door swung shut behind them with a soft click, sealing the hapless couple inside with their malicious intruders.
Dazed eyes met in a puzzled glance as the Confundus Charm's haze persisted over the couple. The man's brow creased in confusion as he scratched his head, squinting at the roasted chicken that had materialized on the coffee table before them.
"Where did...?" he mumbled, trailing off as his wife simply shrugged, her gaze vacant and unfocused.
Desperation tinged the man's voice as he reached for the chicken, and his fingers began tearing into the crisp skin with growing frustration. "Times have been tough since the conflicts over oil started," he muttered, mostly to himself. "At least we'll have a decent meal today."
His wife nodded absently with a blank expression, her eyes glassy and unfocused, as she watched her husband begin to carve into the chicken. Dark juices oozed forth, staining the coffee table with streaks of crimson that glistened like fresh blood in the dim light. Flecks of blackened flesh and jagged shards of bone speckled the congealing puddle, remnants of the old man's body that they unwittingly carved up.
Chunks of gristle and sinew clung to the knife's serrated blade, the stringy meat quivering with each sawing motion as he hacked through what remained of the transfigured corpse. Flecks of desiccated flesh and shards of splintered bone sprayed across the table with every savage thrust of the blade, leaving a gruesome trail of carnage in their wake.
In the corner of the room, the three disillusioned wizards barely contained their glee, their invisible forms trembling with stifled laughter as they observed the scene unfolding before them. Fyodor's twisted grin stretched wider, and his bulging eyes glittered with malice as he drank in the couple's confusion.
The man and woman began to eat in slow and mechanical movements, when the wizards suddenly allowed their disillusionment to fade, revealing their grotesque forms once more. The couple went rigid, eyes widening in terror as they finally registered the intruders' grotesque forms.
Before either could react, Fyodor flicked his wand, and thick ropes burst forth from the tip, coiling themselves around the man and woman's bodies, binding them tightly to the sofa. Their screams were muffled, reduced to pathetic whimpers as they struggled against their bonds with faces twisted in fear and panic.
With a casual wave of his wand, he lifted the Confundus Charm, and clarity returned to the couple's eyes in an instant.
Fyodor leaned in close, his fetid breath hot against the woman's face as he fixed her with a predatory stare. "Enjoyed your meal?" he rasped, voice dripping with venom. "That was no chicken, but an old man from the streets whose bones and flesh you so eagerly consumed."
Fyodor's harsh laughter exploded as the couple recoiled, the man's cheeks bulging before he retched, expelling a foul stream across the table. Flecks spattered the wizards' boots.
The woman's face contorted in a grimace of horror, and her mouth stretched wide in a silent scream as she stared at the mutilated remains on the table before her. Bile rose in her throat, burning with acidic intensity that seared her gullet, but the ropes binding her prevented her from recoiling or turning away from the nightmarish sight. A thin trickle of vomit escaped the corner of her lips, dribbling down her chin in a gooey stream that soaked into the collar of her blouse.
Cruel barbs were exchanged, taunts dripping with depraved amusement at the couple's anguish. Nikolai's rasping voice sliced through the din, dark promise lacing his words as he leered at the woman.
"This is merely an appetizer, my dear," he hissed, sunken eyes devouring her trembling form with undisguised hunger. A bony finger traced along her jaw as she recoiled, her eyes wide with terror. "We have far more... intimate entertainments prepared for you."
He turned his sneer towards the husband, who strained futilely against his bonds. "And you, my friend, will have the best seat in the house to witness your wife's defilement over..." His tongue darted out to moisten cracked lips. "...and over again."
The woman's muffled screams echoed through the cottage as Nikolai's bony fingers tore at her blouse, exposing pale flesh that glistened with a sheen of cold sweat. Her husband thrashed against his bonds, face contorted in rage and terror as he witnessed the violation happen before his eyes.


The early morning light penetrated through the narrow alleyway, casting long shadows that danced across the hardened cobblestones. With a series of muffled pops, the wizards apparated into a secluded side street with their tattered robes reeking of stale beer and cheap vodka.
Fyodor staggered forward, ugly face twisted into a grotesque sneer as he zipped up his fly, the zipper glistening with unknown fluids. "That'll teach that wench to try to deny us our fun," he rasped.
Igor grunted in agreement, eyes glazed over in drunkenness and post-coital haze. "Aye, but we'll need somethin' stronger to properly celebrate our conquest." He emphasized the statement with a crude wink.
They turned towards the entrance of Chernobog's Den that had a battered wooden sign depicting a horned figure with its maw stretched wide in a silent roar.
Nikolai paused, looking over the familiar establishment that lined the Krasnaya Ploshchad – Moscow's hidden wizarding quarter. A bony finger jabbed towards the doorway. "In here," he rasped. "This is where we'll find what we need to properly celebrate."
The trio lurched forward, and their scuffed boots scraped against the cobblestones. They pushed through the weathered door, greeted by a thick haze of smoke and the pungent aroma of stale sweat and spilled liquor. Wizened faces turned in their direction, eyes narrowing with suspicion as the patrons sized up the newcomers.
Fyodor met their glares with a twisted sneer, leading his companions towards the bar with an exaggerated swagger. "Relax, you miserable sods," he called out, his voice slicing through the din. "We're just here for a drink or two."
The hulking barkeep that had a scar-filled face with a thick beard obscuring most of it, grunted in acknowledgment as they approached. His one good eye swept over them with undisguised disdain.
"What'll it be?" The gruff demand made it clear he expected no trouble.
Nikolai leaned forward, and rested his bony elbows on the greasy surface of the bar. "Three shots of your finest Ogre's Breath," he said drunkenly.
The barkeep snorted but turned to retrieve a dusty bottle from the shelves behind him. With a twist of his thick wrist, he uncorked it, and the pungent aroma of potent spirits wafted through the air, causing the wizards' nostrils to flare.
Three shot glasses were filled with the viscous, amber liquid, and the barkeep slid them across the counter with a grunt. Fyodor snatched one up, downing the contents in a single gulp. He slammed the empty glass back on the bar with a satisfied gasp, face grimacing as the fiery liquid burned its way down his throat.
"Now that's what I call a proper drink!" His voice was already growing hoarse from the potent alcohol.
The others followed suit, draining their glasses with matching expressions of satisfaction. As the Ogre's Breath coursed through their veins, the wizards felt a renewed sense of vigour, their earlier exhaustion swept away by the invigorating effects of the potent spirits.
They turned to leave, swaggering towards the exit with a renewed spring in their step. But as they stumbled out into the alleyway once more, a sudden wave of disorientation washed over them.
Fyodor stumbled as the world seemed to spin around him. "Wha'... what's happenin'?" he slurred.
Igor and Nikolai fared no better, their movements growing sluggish and uncoordinated as an invisible force seemed to weigh them down. One by one, they collapsed to the cobblestones with a series of dull thumps as their bodies hit the ground like sacks of potatoes.
From the shadows of the alleyway, a figure emerged. Lucas regarded the incapacitated wizards with a slight curl of his lip.
"These animals will serve as adequate test subjects," he whispered. "It seems many wizards really think nothing of muggles…"
With a casual flick of his wrist, the wizards' bodies, previously lying prone, began to levitate, rising into the air as if suspended by unseen strings. As they drew nearer, Lucas grasped their floating forms. Then, with a swift turn on his heel, he vanished into thin air.
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        Chapter 70: Accursed Hallow

 The Hague's dunes rolled endlessly before Lucas, the salty sea breeze carrying bittersweet nostalgia. He breathed deeply, the brine flooding his senses with memories of his former life.
Lucas's green eyes traced the dune curves. The corners of his mouth twitched upwards, caught between a smile and grimace as flashes of his old life flickered behind his eyes.
He wasn't quite ready to revisit the exact locations from his old life just yet. Too many potential complications and emotional entanglements to navigate. But taking occasional visits to various parts of his former homeland seemed manageable, even therapeutic in a way. A chance to reconnect with his roots without fully immersing himself in the past.
Lucas sighed and turned his back on the ocean vista, striding towards the treeline with his shoes leaving faint impressions in the shifting sands. The three unconscious wizards trailed behind him, suspended in mid-air by an invisible cocoon of swirling wind currents that responded to his mere thought and will. Their bodies hung limp, heads lolling with each subtle shift of the air currents that supported them.
Sandy hills surrendered to gnarled trees and tangled undergrowth as Lucas' path took him into the small forest hugging the coastline. His steps carried the assured confidence of one intimately familiar with these winding trails. Sharp eyes scanned, catching sight of a partially concealed entrance - a crumbling hole obscured by tangled roots and fallen branches.
The entrance to an old Nazi bunker from World War II – the perfect secluded location to store his... test subjects for the time being. Isolated, underground, and far from prying eyes.
Crouching low, Lucas slipped through the narrow opening, the three floating wizards following obediently in his wake. The dank, musty scent of stale air and dampened earth enveloped him as he descended into the network of underground tunnels and chambers that comprised the long-abandoned bunker.
Memories of the vile Moscow acts assaulted him - the couple forced to consume human remains, the husband's screams as his wife was violated. Lucas gagged, bile scorching his throat, as nausea twisted his gut. Legilimency had seared those atrocities into his mind.
Lucas's jaw clenched, eyes hardening to emerald ice as he studied the three unconscious forms - twisted beasts masquerading as wizards who viewed muggles as playthings to torment for sick amusement. But tonight, he'd see how they handled tasting their own cruelty and put the legendary Resurrection Stone's powers to the test without risking himself. Let these depraved souls take that chance.
Lucas continued deeper into the bunker until he reached a small, isolated chamber near the rear. With a subtle flex of his will, the swirling winds deposited their burdens with jarring force, allowing the three wizards' bodies to crumple to the damp concrete floor in an unceremonious heap of tangled limbs. The impact roused them slightly, causing them to groan and twitch feebly against the lingering effects of Lucas's sleep-inducing spellwork.
Another focused exertion summoned a powerful jet of ice-cold water that erupted from Lucas's outstretched palm, drenching the wizards with a frigid deluge. The freezing deluge left the wizards sodden and shuddering violently. They gasped and sputtered, briefly jolted into semi-consciousness before the magical sleep dragged them back under, leaving them pliant.
When the punishing stream finally ceased, Lucas turned his attention to the wizards' wands. With a mere thought and flick of his wrist, he grasped the slender shafts of wood with his will and wrenched them free, sending them drifting into the depths of his expanded pouch.
Precisely controlled air blades materialized, and their razor-sharp edges sliced through the wizards' tattered clothes. The shredded fabrics peeled away, baring their bodies to the chill underground air as Lucas gathered the remnants into the air and incinerated them with an eruption of red flames, leaving the men stark naked.
He regarded their prone forms with a cold detachment. Their naked flesh glistened with streams of water that seeped from their pores and matted their hair, muscles twitching involuntarily against the chill.
With a sweeping gesture, an earthen barrier surged upwards, sealing off the chamber's entrance and leaving only a couple of small air vents to allow fresh oxygen to circulate. Lucas then withdrew a small vial of viscous, crimson fluid from his pouch and left small lines of blood around the entrance.
That should ensure we remain undisturbed, he thought.
Satisfied with his preparations, Lucas turned and began retracing his steps towards the surface, already making plans to return to Hogwarts before truly beginning his testing with the Resurrection Stone.
A muffled crack of displaced air announced Lucas's departure, the barest hint of dark amusement colouring his tone as he vanished from the bunker. "Time to maintain appearances."


Lucas walked into the Hufflepuff common room, the warm glow from the crackling fireplace washing over him. Cozy armchairs and plush sofas dotted the circular space, occupied by students chatting and working on their assignments.
"Harry! Over here!" Justin's enthusiastic wave caught his eye from the corner where the first-years huddled.
As Lucas approached the corner where the first-years sat, the tension in the air thickened palpably. Justin's gaze met his, a flicker of uncertainty passing behind his eyes. Around them, the other first-years shifted uncomfortably, their postures stiff and their conversations muted. Snippets of Susan and Hermione's heated exchange at breakfast flitted through Lucas's mind as he took in the scene. He suppressed a sigh at the endless capacity for juvenile drama among children.
"Morning, all," Lucas greeted with a friendly smile, masking his exasperation.
"Did you see? About Sirius Black?" Justin thrust the Daily Prophet towards him, the bold headline proclaiming Black's innocence impossible to miss.
Lucas nodded, and his eyes scanned the article quickly. He folded the newspaper and handed it back to Justin. "It's not surprising, given that he was denied a fair trial." Lucas paused. "But ten thousand Galleons? That's hardly enough for the years he lost in that hellhole of a prison."
Justin shifted his weight from one foot to the other, his eyes darting around the room. "Yeah, it doesn't seem fair. Ten years in prison for something he didn't do, and that's all he gets?"
Lucas hummed in agreement, taking in the first-years' uncomfortable expressions. Hermione stared holes into the floor, her bushy hair hiding her pink face. Susan sat rigidly with her arms crossed, jaw clenched so tight a muscle twitched in her cheek.
Raising an eyebrow, Lucas addressed the elephant in the room. "Alright, what's going on? You lot look like you're waiting for the axe to fall."
Neville squirmed, finally mumbling, "Susan and Hermione...they had a row at breakfast. About the Galleons."
Hermione's blush deepened but she kept mum. Susan lifted her chin, defiant blue eyes locking with Lucas's green.
"I was just trying to defend my aunt," Susan muttered. "It sounded like Hermione was saying the Ministry ripped off Sirius."
“I'm sure your aunt did her best, Susan," Lucas said. "But the Wizengamot likely decided the final amount together, not just her alone.
Susan bit her lip, her anger slowly deflating as she mulled over Lucas's words. She knew deep down that Hermione hadn't intended to insult her family. It was just... hard sometimes, feeling like she had to constantly defend her aunt's decisions.
"Amelia's well-respected, absolutely," Lucas continued gently. "But compensating a decade of wrongful imprisonment is complicated. Hermione was likely just thinking out loud, not trying to criticize your family."
Susan dropped her gaze to her lap, cheeks flushed. The others remained quiet, listening intently.
Hermione's shoulders hunched as she felt the weight of the others' gazes on her. She twisted her fingers in her lap, and her voice was barely above a whisper as she spoke. "I didn't mean it like that, Susan. I was just... I was just thinking out loud. I'm sorry if it came across as an attack on your aunt."
Susan fidgeted, her fingers twisting the hem of her robe as she grappled with the weight of her actions. The words felt thick and clumsy on her tongue, but she forced them out. "I...I know. I shouldn't have snapped at you like that, Hermione. It wasn't right." She paused, drawing in a shaky breath as she gathered her courage. Slowly, she lifted her gaze to meet Hermione's, and her blue eyes were shimmering with remorse and a silent plea for understanding. "I'm really sorry for overreacting. I let my emotions get the best of me, and I took it out on you. Can you forgive me?"
Hermione bit her lip, her brow furrowed as she considered Susan's apology. The hurt from their earlier confrontation still stung, but the sincerity in Susan's voice and the genuine regret etched on her face softened the edges of Hermione's anger. Slowly, a tentative smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, and she reached out to take Susan's hand in a gesture of forgiveness and friendship. "Of course, Susan. I understand. Friends?"
Relief washed over Susan's features as she reached out to shake Hermione's hand. "Friends."
Lucas watched the exchange between Susan and Hermione with amusement. The speed at which children could create and resolve conflicts never ceased to amaze him. One moment, they were at each other's throats, and the next, they were the best of friends again. It was a stark contrast to the complex and often long-lasting grudges that adults tended to hold.


The dank, musty stench of the cramped room assaulted Fyodor's nostrils, causing his stomach to churn violently. He jolted awake with a guttural roar, eyes snapping open as disorientation gripped him. Naked flesh erupted in goosebumps from the chill underground air caressing his exposed body with icy tendrils.
"Yobu tvoyu mat'!" Fyodor bellowed, his gravelly voice echoing off the bare concrete walls. Panic surged through his veins as he scrambled to his feet, the rough floor abrading his calloused soles. Frantic eyes darted around, taking in the featureless grey walls that enclosed him on all sides.
A weird, pulsating orb hung suspended from the ceiling, bathing the chamber in an eerie, bluish-white radiance. The ghostly sphere undulated and twisted, its lazy rotations almost hypnotic as it cast writhing shadows that danced across the walls. Near the far corner, a small pedestal jutted from the floor, the smooth obsidian surface of a stone resting atop it. Fyodor's brow furrowed as he regarded the strange artifact, his beady eyes narrowing with a mixture of curiosity and trepidation.
Sweat trickled down his mottled flesh, seeping from his pores and matting his scraggly hair to his scalp. Each exhale materialized as a wispy cloud that dissipated before his eyes. Shivering violently, he wrapped his brawny arms around his torso in a futile attempt to conserve warmth.
"Oi, mudak!" he snarled, spinning in a slow circle as he scanned the room for any sign of movement or an exit. "Show your face, unless you're too much of a trussed-up sissy to face a real man!"
Silence answered his taunts, thick and oppressive. A tremor of unease slithered down Fyodor's spine as the weight of his predicament settled over him. Trapped, defenceless, with no wand and no means of escape. His piggy eyes roved over every nook and crevice, desperation mounting with each passing second.
Panic clawed at his throat, his breaths coming in harsh, ragged gasps. He needed to find a way out, to regain some semblance of control over this nightmarish situation. Fyodor's gaze landed on the strange pedestal once more, a flicker of hope igniting within him.
Lurching forward, his stubby fingers closed around the smooth obsidian surface of the stone. A jolt of energy lanced through him, as if the artifact had delivered an electric shock. Fyodor yelped and snatched his hand back, cradling it against his chest as a numbing tingle radiated up his arm.
Before he could process what had happened, words began etching themselves into the wall beside the pedestal. Fyodor leaned closer, squinting to make out the message as an invisible hand carved the letters into the concrete with excruciating precision.
"Greetings, Fyodor Grozovoy. You have been chosen to unveil the secrets of the Resurrection Stone - one of the three legendary Deathly Hallows."
A harsh bark of laughter erupted from Fyodor's cracked lips, his earlier panic momentarily forgotten as a twisted sense of amusement washed over him. "The Deathly Hallows?" he sneered, his voice dripping with disdain. "Children's tales to scare little brats into behaving! You expect a grown man like me to buy into such drivel?"
No sooner had the words left his mouth than a fresh message began etching itself below the first, the letters appearing at an agonizing pace.
"The Stone's power is real. Use it to summon a departed soul, and it shall manifest before you. But you cannot command it."
Fyodor barked out another mocking laugh, shaking his head as his twisted features contorted into a grotesque sneer. "I'll die before I submit to such foolishness, mudak!" he spat, venom lacing his gravelly tone.
The response was swift and brutal. A searing pain erupted in Fyodor's abdomen, as if a white-hot blade had been plunged into his gut. He doubled over with a strangled cry, clutching at his midsection as waves of agony rippled through his body.
Thick streams of crimson began seeping through his fingers, and Fyodor watched in horror as his own intestines began slithering out from the gaping wound. The slick, steaming coils spilled over his hands, quivering with each agonizing contraction of his abdominal muscles.
"Blyad'!" The scream tore from his throat, raw and primal, as he collapsed to his knees. His body convulsed violently, every nerve ending alight with searing torment.
As swiftly as the agonizing pain had manifested, it vanished, leaving Fyodor gasping and trembling on the cold floor. His intestines had disappeared, the grievous wound in his abdomen sealing itself as if it had never existed.
Another message etched itself below the first two, the letters razor-sharp and precise.
"Defy me again, and the pain will become permanent. This is merely a prelude to the suffering that awaits you."
Fyodor's breath came in ragged gasps as he stared at the message, his eyes wide with terror. Whatever dark forces were at work here, they were not to be trifled with under any circumstances.
"Wh-what do you want from me?" he rasped, his voice little more than a hoarse croak.
The response was immediate, the letters carving themselves into the wall.
"Use the Resurrection Stone to summon a departed soul. It shall manifest before you, but you cannot command it."
Fyodor's gaze flickered to the innocuous black stone resting on the pedestal with his brow furrowed in confusion.
"How?" he demanded in desperation. "I don't know the first thing about using such an accursed relic!"
The wall remained blank for a moment, as if his captor was considering his words. Then, fresh instructions began etching themselves into the concrete.
"Turn the Stone thrice in hand while focusing your intent on the soul you wish to summon. Picture it vividly, and it shall manifest before you. Fail, and the consequences will... transcend the limits of your feeble imagination."
Fyodor's throat constricted as he read the chilling words, a bead of cold sweat trickling down his spine. Summoning the dead from the afterlife? That couldn’t possibly be real…
Yet the alternative - to defy this unseen force and suffer untold agonies - seemed far less appealing. With trembling hands, Fyodor reached for the Resurrection Stone, his calloused fingers closing around its smooth, obsidian surface.
The artifact seemed to thrum with an unseen power, pulsing with a faint, rhythmic beat that reverberated through Fyodor's very bones. He swallowed hard, steeling himself for whatever unholy rites he was about to undertake.
Closing his eyes, Fyodor focused his mind as he turned the Stone over thrice in his hand. Visions of his depraved past flickered through his mind - the countless innocents he had tormented and defiled, all in pursuit of his own twisted amusement.
But one memory rose above the others, seared into his psyche with the white-hot intensity of a branding iron. A name surfaced from the depths of his childhood trauma, one that had haunted his dreams for years after the fact. With a grim smirk, Fyodor focused on that name, that soul, picturing it in vivid detail as he summoned it forth.
"Anatoly Grozovoy," he growled. "Show yourself, you miserable wretch."
For a breathless moment, silence reigned supreme within the chamber. Then, a faint wisp of vapor began to coalesce before Fyodor's eyes, swirling and contorting as it slowly took on a humanoid form.
Inch by agonizing inch, the ghostly apparition solidified, until the unmistakable visage of Fyodor's father, Anatoly Grozovoy, stood before him. The spectre’s sunken eyes bored into Fyodor, bottomless pits of accusation and anguish that seemed to penetrate his very soul.
Anatoly's face was a twisted mask of cruelty, the features Fyodor had inherited warped by decades of alcoholism and depravity. His balding pate glistened with grease, and his yellowed teeth were bared in a grin that sent shivers down Fyodor's spine.
"Well, well," Fyodor rasped, his twisted features splitting into a cruel grin of his own. "If it isn't the miserable old sod himself. You're looking... well, like death warmed over, I'd say."
The spirit made no response, and its vacant gaze was fixed on Fyodor with an eerie, unblinking stare.
Fyodor's twisted grin faltered, and he stumbled backwards as memories of his father's abuse came flooding back to him. The stench of cheap vodka and stale sweat, the rough caress of calloused hands on his tender flesh, the searing agony of violation - each vivid detail clawed at his mind, threatening to drag him back into the abyss of his past.
"Not so tough now, are you?" Fyodor sneered. "No more beatings, no more... touching. Just a pathetic shade, doomed to wander the void for all eternity."
The spirit remained silent, its hollow gaze boring into Fyodor with an intensity that chilled him to the marrow of his bones.
"Say something, you miserable bastard!" Fyodor roared, and his composure shattered as the weight of his past threatened to crush him. "Beg for forgiveness! Plead for mercy!"
The silence stretched, oppressive and suffocating, broken only by the sound of Fyodor's ragged breathing and the thundering of his heartbeat in his ears.
Then, without warning, the spirit's mouth contorted into a vicious sneer, and a rasping voice issued forth, dripping with malice and cruelty.
"Mercy?" Anatoly hissed. "You dare demand mercy from me, boy?"
Fyodor recoiled as if struck when the spirit advanced upon him, its skeletal fingers outstretched like claws.
"I gave you life," Anatoly snarled. "I fed you, clothed you, put a roof over your worthless head. And how did you repay me? With disobedience, with disrespect!"
The spirit's icy presence engulfed Fyodor, and he gagged, clawing at his own throat as an invisible force constricted his airway, threatening to strangle the life from him.
"You were nothing but a burden," Anatoly spat with his spectral face mere inches from Fyodor's. "A constant reminder of the whore who birthed you. And for that, you deserved every lash, every violation, every moment of agony I inflicted upon you."
Tears streamed down Fyodor's cheeks as the memories assaulted him, each word from his father's ghostly form a fresh torment, reopening wounds that had never truly healed. He choked and gasped as the spirit's malevolent presence pressed down upon him like a suffocating weight.
Just as the darkness began to encroach upon his consciousness, the spirit stepped back, and Fyodor crumpled to the floor with his body wracked in violent sobs.
"Pathetic," Anatoly sneered, his spectral form towering over Fyodor's broken figure. "You were never worthy of being called my son. You're nothing but a weak, snivelling coward, just like your mother."
Fyodor's chest heaved as he struggled to draw breath, each inhalation a painful reminder of his father's cruelty. He wanted nothing more than to curl up and disappear, to escape the torment of his past and the horror of his present.
But the spirit remained, an immovable presence that refused to dissipate, its malevolent gaze fixed upon Fyodor with a twisted sort of satisfaction.
"Please," Fyodor whimpered, and his voice was little more than a broken whisper. "Please, just... just leave me alone."
The spirit merely laughed, a grating, mirthless sound that sent icy tendrils of dread slithering down Fyodor's spine.
"Leave you alone?" Anatoly mocked, his voice dripping with cruel amusement. "Oh, no, my boy. I'm not going anywhere.”
The ghostly apparition of Anatoly Grozovoy loomed menacingly over his cowering son, Fyodor. Beads of cold sweat trickled down Fyodor's mottled flesh as he trembled, his naked form curled into a fetal position on the damp concrete floor.
A deep, guttural voice reverberated through the chamber, seeming to emanate from the very walls themselves. "Spirit, attempt to end the pathetic creature's life. Let us witness the limits of your power."
Anatoly's sunken eyes glinted with malice as his twisted features contorted into a cruel sneer. Baring yellowed teeth, he lunged towards Fyodor with skeletal fingers outstretched like talons, aiming to crush his son's windpipe.
Fyodor flinched, arms instinctively raised to shield his face as he braced for the agonizing assault. Yet the ghostly digits passed through his flesh harmlessly, leaving no mark or wound. Still, the traumatized wizard trembled and whimpered, his mind trapped in the torment of past violations.
The disembodied voice rumbled with dark amusement. "Foolish wretch fearing mere phantoms. Your frail psyche proves a greater torment than any physical harm."
With a flick of unseen forces, arcs of brilliant blue electricity danced across Fyodor's exposed skin. He convulsed, jaw clenched as the searing current surged through his body. Smoke curled from his nostrils with each agonized exhalation, the acrid stench of scorched flesh filling the air.
Just as swiftly as the punishment began, it ceased, leaving Fyodor a twitching, gasping heap on the floor. Angry welts crisscrossed his mottled flesh, already purpling into gruesome patterns.
"Rise and banish the shade, insect," the guttural voice commanded. "Turn the Stone thrice in hand and focus your intent. Rid yourself of this tormentor's presence."
With trembling fingers, Fyodor grasped the obsidian Resurrection Stone, its surface thrumming with an unseen power. Squeezing his eyes shut, he willed the spectral form of his father to dissipate as he rotated the artifact through three revolutions.
Anatoly's ghostly visage contorted in a roar of outrage, his mouth stretched wide in a silent scream of fury. But the spirit had no choice - it fragmented into wisps of vapor that rapidly dispersed, banished from this plane by the Stone's inexorable command.
The guttural voice sliced through the silence like a razor, its inhuman timbre sending icy tendrils of dread slithering down Fyodor's spine. "Well performed, insect. Now, summon forth another departed soul to manifest before us."
Fyodor flinched, his body still quivering from the harrowing encounter with his father's malevolent spirit. Tears stung his eyes, hot and shameful, as he fought to regain his composure. With trembling fingers, he clutched the obsidian Resurrection Stone as its surface thrummed with an unsettling pulse that reverberated through his bones.
"Who..." His voice cracked, little more than a hoarse whisper. Clearing his throat, Fyodor tried again, mustering what little defiance remained within him. "Who do you want me to summon, mudak?"
The disembodied voice rumbled with dark amusement. "Surprise me, monster. Pluck a soul from the depths of your twisted memories and force it to manifest before us."
Squeezing his eyes shut, Fyodor focused his intent, picturing the face of a young girl he had once defiled in a drunken haze. Her cherubic features twisted in terror as he violated her innocence, her screams echoing through the darkest recesses of his mind.
With a shuddering exhalation, Fyodor rotated the Stone thrice in his hand, and summoned her tortured spirit forth. Wisps of vapor coalesced in the air before him, swirling and contorting until the ghostly form of the young girl took shape.
She couldn't have been more than eight years old, and her delicate features were marred by the haunted look in her hollow eyes. Tattered rags clung to her emaciated frame, and matted clumps of hair framed her gaunt face. The spirit made no sound, but her lips moved in a silent scream of anguish with her expression frozen in an eternal grimace of terror.
Fyodor recoiled, bile rising in his throat as he beheld the manifestation of his own depravity. "Bozhe moy," he rasped, his voice thick with revulsion. "What kind of monster have I become?"
The guttural voice sliced through the chamber like a whiplash. "One far beyond redemption, it would seem. Now, banish this pitiful shade and summon forth another."
With a trembling hand, Fyodor rotated the Stone again, and the young girl's spirit fragmented into wisps of vapor that rapidly dispersed. He squeezed his eyes shut, fighting against the tide of nausea that threatened to overwhelm him.
Over the next few hours, a parade of ghostly apparitions manifested before Fyodor's eyes, each more horrific than the last. A frail grandmother with her skeletal frame twisted and broken from the brutal beatings he had inflicted upon her. A middle-aged man, his eyes gouged out and his tongue severed, the victim of one of Fyodor's more sadistic torture sessions. A young woman who had her body ravaged and defiled.
With each summoning, Fyodor felt a piece of his soul wither and die, the weight of his sins pressing down upon him like a suffocating shroud. The disembodied voice demanded he banish one spirit and summon forth another, forcing him to confront the full extent of his cruelty in an endless cycle of torment.
By the time the ordeal finally ended, Fyodor was a broken shell of a man, curled in the fetal position on the cold concrete floor. His body convulsed with ragged sobs, tears streaming down his mottled cheeks as he clutched the Resurrection Stone to his chest like a lifeline.
"Please..." he whimpered in a broken rasp. "No more... I can't... I can't bear it anymore..."
The disembodied voice rumbled with dark satisfaction. "Your suffering has only just begun, insect."
Fyodor curled tighter into himself, a pathetic ball of quivering flesh and bone. His naked form shuddered violently, wracked by uncontrollable sobs that tore from his throat in ragged gasps. The chamber's oppressive silence pressed in on him, broken only by the occasional drip of moisture seeping through the cracked concrete.
"Summon forth the spirit of Merlin," the guttural command sliced through the stillness like a whip's crack.
Fyodor flinched, and his puffy eyes snapped open in terror. "Wh-what?" he croaked, his voice little more than a broken rasp.
"You heard me." The voice resounded with cruel amusement. "Call upon the shade of the great wizard Merlin to manifest before us."
With trembling fingers, Fyodor clutched the obsidian stone, its surface thrumming with an unsettling pulse against his calloused palm. He squeezed his eyes shut, picturing the legendary figure as best he could – a wizened old man with a flowing beard and twinkling eyes, garbed in rich robes and wielding a gnarled staff.
Fyodor rotated the Resurrection Stone thrice, willing the spirit of Merlin to appear before him. Seconds ticked by, the silence stretching unbearably as nothing happened.
"Well?" the voice mocked. "Where is this great wizard you claim to summon?"
Fyodor's throat constricted as panic gripped him. "I... I don't know," he stammered, his gaze darting around the featureless chamber in desperation. "Maybe I'm not picturing him right, or–"
A sudden blast of searing agony lanced through Fyodor's body, as if every nerve ending had been set ablaze. He convulsed, his back arching in a rictus of torment as an anguished scream tore from his lips. The smell of scorched flesh filled the air, acrid and nauseating, as angry welts erupted across his mottled skin.
Just as abruptly as the punishment began, it ceased, leaving Fyodor a gasping, twitching heap on the floor. Tears streamed down his cheeks, mingling with the sheen of cold sweat that coated his trembling form.
"Feeble excuses will only prolong your suffering," the voice grated, its inhuman timbre sending icy tendrils of dread slithering down Fyodor's spine. "You have been granted the power of the Resurrection Stone – one of the legendary Deathly Hallows. Wield it, or face the consequences."
With shaking hands, Fyodor clutched the obsidian artifact, pouring every ounce of his will into picturing the fabled wizard Merlin. He envisioned the old man's flowing robes, the wizened features etched with wisdom, the piercing eyes that seemed to bore into one's very soul. Squeezing his eyes shut, he rotated the Stone thrice, silently pleading for the spirit to manifest.
Seconds ticked by in agonizing silence. Fyodor cracked one eye open, dread pooling in the pit of his stomach as he beheld... nothing. No ghostly apparition, no wisp of vapor – the chamber remained as empty and featureless as before.
The disembodied voice sliced through the stillness, dripping with cruel amusement. "Disappointing, but not unexpected. Let us try another, shall we?"
Before Fyodor could protest, the voice issued its next command. "Summon forth the shade of Rowena Ravenclaw."
Desperation clawed at Fyodor's throat as he clutched the Stone with white-knuckled intensity. He had no idea what this Ravenclaw witch was supposed to look like, but he focused on the name.
He rotated the Stone thrice with trembling hands, silently willing the spirit to manifest.
Please, please, please appear…
Yet again, nothing happened – the chamber remained devoid of any spectral presence. Sweat beaded on his brow, his body trembling with exertion as he clutched the obsidian Resurrection Stone with white-knuckled intensity.
The disembodied voice rumbled through the stillness, laced with dark satisfaction. "It seems my caution regarding the Resurrection Stone was well-founded." A mirthless chuckle echoed against the bare concrete walls. "The remorse you felt for your depraved acts against those innocents was clearly an external influence, not a natural response from your twisted psyche."
Fyodor's breath caught in his throat, his beady eyes widening with anxiety. He opened his mouth to protest, to plead for mercy, but the disembodied voice cut him off with a dismissive sneer.
"You have served your purpose." The voice slithered with sinister promise. "But before we part ways, I believe one final lesson is warranted – to drown your pathetic mind in the depths of its own depraved abyss."
A sudden pressure exploded behind Fyodor's eyes, as if his skull was being crushed from the inside out. He clutched at his head, fingernails gouging bloody furrows into his scalp as a guttural moan of agony tore from his throat.
It felt like a vast, malevolent sea was crashing against the shores of his consciousness. Roiling black waves of pure malice tore down his mental defences as they flooded inwards, a relentless onslaught drowning his fragile psyche.
Fyodor's mind was being flayed apart, razors of guilt and shame slicing through his memories. His every monstrous act, every depravity he'd indulged in, was thrust before his mind's eye in lurid detail. He convulsed on the floor, clawing at his face as if trying to physically tear the visions from his consciousness. Anguished wails reverberated from the chamber walls, the haunting chorus of a mind fracturing under the weight of its own sins.
The disembodied voice chuckled. "Do you feel it now? The true beast you've become laid bare? Drown in the agony of your own rotten essence."
Fyodor thrashed wildly, limbs flailing as his psyche was submerged in a tumultuous sea of horror and self-loathing. He could feel his shaky grip on reality eroding, the very concept of "self" crumbling like a fragile bird caught in the storm's fury. Malevolent tides crashed over his consciousness, sweeping away any semblance of sanity or identity until only a hollow void remained.
Just when he felt the last of his being beginning to collapse, the onslaught ceased as abruptly as it began. Fyodor went limp, his body a boneless heap as he stared sightlessly, harsh wheezing the only sound in the stillness.
"Your soul is a blighted, wretched thing," the voice intoned with cruel finality. "Best to let the oblivion claim its rightful due and purge such foulness from existence."
Fyodor's eyes slid shut, and his mind was a scorched wasteland in the aftermath of the psychic attack. He felt himself drifting, untethered from any sense of self or purpose, as the endless depths of darkness reached up to swallow him. A final, rattling exhalation slipped past his lips as Fyodor Grozovoy's consciousness winked out, and his brutalized psyche shattered like glass before slipping into the void's embrace.
The sealed concrete room fell silent once more with his twisted form now just an empty husk devoid of any spark of life or cognizance.


 
 

  
    Burdens of Memory

    

        Chapter 71: Burdens of Memory

 Lucas lowered the wand taken from one of the incapacitated wizards, and a deep sigh escaped his lips, the weight of the situation settling heavily on his shoulders.
His gaze fell upon Fyodor's lifeless form, the man's body contorted in an unnatural position, a twisted remnant of the depraved monster he had been in life. Lucas's shoulders tensed as the vile acts Fyodor had committed, witnessed firsthand through Legilimency against the man's will, were forever seared into Lucas's eidetic memory - the innocent lives violated, the perverse satisfaction Fyodor took in tormenting others. The horrific images and sensations were now a permanent part of Lucas's mind, causing waves of disgust and rage to churn within him.
"A beast," Lucas spat through gritted teeth, fingers tightening around the wand's handle until his knuckles turned white. Part of him wished he could have inflicted unimaginable suffering upon this wretch, either manually or through his own magic, to make Fyodor understand true agony. Yet, as skilled as Lucas was, he knew the wanded Cruciatus Curse would have been a more effective means of torture than any physical cruelty he could muster.
So he had cast it, directing every ounce of disgust and hatred simmering within him. Pointing the wand squarely at Fyodor's trembling form, he had uttered those three dreadful syllables with cold determination. The curse demanded true desire, an earnest wish to see one's victim subjected to unbearable pain. Lucas hadn't needed to manufacture those feelings - they welled up naturally, fuelled by the repugnance he felt towards this subhuman filth who showed no mercy, not even to innocent children.
As far as Lucas was concerned, Fyodor didn't deserve the courtesy of being treated as a human being.
A grim realization settled over him then - the two other wizards were likely no better, both harbouring their own sordid pasts and depraved tendencies. Their traumatic childhoods, the abuse they endured, it explained their monstrosity but certainly didn't excuse it. Rising above one's trauma was a choice, overcoming it the mark of a strong person. Instead, these three had embraced depravity, becoming even more twisted than their tormentors.
Lucas shook his head slowly, mouth set in a hard line. He flicked his fingers, conjuring a small gout of flame that arced gracefully through the air before landing on Fyodor's corpse. Hungry tongues of fire lapped at the dead flesh, quickly consuming it in a greedy blaze. For now, he would let it burn.
His eyes settled on the Resurrection Stone, sitting innocuously beside the burning corpse. A deep frown creased his brow as he studied the deceptively ordinary-looking artifact - one of the three legendary Deathly Hallows, and not nearly as straightforward as the storybooks portrayed.
Not only could it summon shades of the deceased, or at least convincing facsimiles drawn from the user's mind, but it also exerted a disturbing influence over those who wielded it. The Tale of the Three Brothers mentioned how Cadmus Peverell became obsessed with the resurrected spectre of his lost love, ultimately taking his own life to truly join her.
Before witnessing the Stone's effects firsthand, Lucas hadn't fully grasped what transpired with Cadmus. But now, after subjecting Fyodor to its power and examining the wizard's psyche, he possessed a clearer understanding.
The remorse, the guilt over past atrocities that bubbled up within Fyodor's mind - it was an unnatural influence, foreign emotions implanted by the Resurrection Stone's insidious magic. But Fyodor accepted them without question, completely unable to recognize the intrusion. The Stone twisted his mind, opened him to feelings he should have experienced naturally but never did due to his depraved nature.
Lucas's jaw tightened grimly. The Resurrection Stone was incredibly dangerous, its powers seductive yet corruptive. While potentially useful, he would never wield any of the Deathly Hallows directly, not after witnessing the effects of the Resurrection Stone firsthand. Whatever abilities they possessed, he was certain he could reproduce them through more conventional magic eventually.
His concealment spells were always improving, rendering him undetectable through various means. Even if the Invisibility Cloak was currently better than his own invisibility spell, his magic was under his own control and could always be improved further. As for the Elder Wand's reputed prowess, his own wandless abilities combined with the Elemental Sphere he created were more than sufficient.
The Resurrection Stone, however, gave him pause. If it could summon the actual spirits of the long-dead rather than only those who recently died, its potential value was immense. Conversing with the illustrious witches and wizards of ages past could give him access to secret knowledge lost to time.
Perhaps Fyodor's failure stemmed from a lack of focus or an incomplete understanding of the person he attempted to summon. More spiritual fortitude, a greater exertion of Will, may have been required. It's what Lucas had hoped to inspire through the psychological torment - to push Fyodor to the brink of desperation where he would pour every ounce of his being into the summoning.
Sadly, the effort proved fruitless. Fyodor's psyche, twisted as it was, couldn't handle the strain.
Lucas's eyes drifted back towards the smouldering remains. With a subtle gesturing, he levitated the ashes into a small metal box which he then deposited into his expanded pouch. The Resurrection Stone followed, encased in a sheath of hardened earth to contain its corrupting influence until he could examine it further.
Turning his attention towards the next chamber, Lucas's lip curled in disgust at the sight of the two other wizards, naked and unconscious on the cold floor. After what he had seen of their compatriot's depravities, he had little patience remaining to deal with their ilk.
A slab of compressed earth materialized above the prone forms. With a clenched fist, Lucas brought the construct smashing down upon the wizards with tremendous force. Their bodies offered little resistance, flesh and bone pulverized into an indistinguishable slurry of gore that splattered across the chamber.
Lucas's shields deflected the viscera, the magical barrier causing the offal to bead and slide harmlessly away from his body. Even so, he conjured a high-pressure stream of water to hose down the room, ensuring every trace of the wizards was scoured away. Finally, he incinerated the remaining scraps and offal, reducing them to drifting ash to be swept away.
Only then did he turn and exit the Nazi bunker.


At the Hufflepuff table, Lucas sat nestled between his friends, munching contentedly on a piece of toast smeared generously with orange marmalade. The tantalizing aromas of sizzling sausages and fluffy scrambled eggs wafted through the air, causing his stomach to grumble hungrily despite the food already on his plate.
"Hey, anyone know who that guy is up there?" Justin piped up after swallowing his meal as he gestured with his fork towards the staff table.
Lucas followed Justin's gaze, emerald eyes landing on a man with tousled brown hair peppered with strands of grey. The man wore well-worn robes that had clearly seen better days, but his warm smile and kind eyes lent him an approachable demeanour that offset his slightly unkempt appearance.
"Nah, mate, no clue," Ernie shrugged, shovelling a forkful of baked beans into his mouth with gusto.
Hannah, her blonde pigtails swaying, leaned in conspiratorially. "He has to be the new Defence professor, right?" Her nose wrinkled in distaste as she added, "After the whole Quirrell thing..."
Lucas remained silent, recognizing the man from his past life's knowledge of the Harry Potter books – Remus Lupin, a close friend of James Potter and Sirius Black. But Lupin's presence here, now, was unexpected. In the original timeline, he hadn't taken up the Defence post until their third year.
The butterfly effect, Lucas mused, taking another bite of his marmalade-slathered toast. Sirius's release and Quirrell's early demise must have prompted Dumbledore to approach Lupin sooner this time around.
Susan nudged Lucas's side with her elbow, jolting him from his thoughts. "What d'you reckon, Harry? Think he's up for the job?"
A small smile tugged at the corners of Lucas's mouth as he shrugged nonchalantly. "If Dumbledore hired him, he must be qualified, right? The headmaster wouldn't just let anyone teach us, especially not after last week's mess."
As if on cue, Dumbledore rose from his seat at the centre of the staff table, his resplendent purple robes shimmering in the morning light filtering through the enchanted ceiling. With a subtle clearing of his throat, the chatter in the Great Hall died down as hundreds of young eyes turned towards the venerable wizard.
"Good morning, everyone," Dumbledore began, his voice carrying easily through the Great Hall. "As you are all aware, we have been unable to hold Defence Against the Dark Arts classes this past week due to Professor Quirrell's... unfortunate departure."
Some students shifted uncomfortably in their seats at the veiled reference to the grisly fate that had befallen their former professor.
"Nevertheless," Dumbledore continued, his blue eyes twinkling merrily behind his half-moon spectacles, "I am delighted to announce that we have found a highly qualified individual to fill the post. Please join me in welcoming Professor Remus Lupin to Hogwarts!"
Polite applause broke out as Lupin stood, offering the students an almost bashful wave. Lucas clapped along with the rest. Having Lupin as their Defence instructor two years earlier than expected could change a great many things – the man was an excellent teacher, and had this been the canon timeline, this might’ve helped out greatly in the future. But… I am here. With both Dumbledore and I at Hogwarts, there’s probably very little that can threaten this school.
As the applause tapered off and students returned their attention to their breakfast, Lucas caught Hermione's eye from across the table. Her eyes were alight with that familiar gleam, the one that meant she was about to ask many questions all at once.
"This is so exciting!" Hermione gushed, bouncing slightly in her seat as she clutched her fork tightly. "I wonder what sorts of things Professor Lupin will teach us? Do you think he'll start with the basics of dark creatures, or jump right into defensive spells and counter-curses?"
Before Lucas could respond, the loud clatter of dishes and cutlery echoed through the Great Hall as the prefects began making their way down the long tables, distributing updated class schedules to the students. While the Hufflepuff prefect approached, Lucas caught a glimpse of the parchment in her hands, neatly inked with rows of subjects and time slots.
"Hey, Ernie, catch!" The prefect called out, tossing a small stack of schedules towards their group.
Ernie, mouth full of sausage, fumbled for a moment before managing to snatch the parchments out of the air. He handed them out to the others, and soon the first-years were eagerly scanning the updated timetables.
"Wow, we've got Defence Against the Dark Arts first thing!" Justin exclaimed, his eyes widening as he traced his finger down the list of classes.
"What, today?" Hannah asked, leaning over to double-check Justin's schedule.
Neville nodded, excitement playing across his round face. "Yeah, looks like it starts in an hour."
A buzz of chatter spread through the group as they discussed the prospect of their first Defence lesson. Hermione, in particular, seemed practically vibrating with barely contained energy as she turned to Lucas.
"Isn't this brilliant, Harry?" she gushed. "Our very first Defence class at Hogwarts!"
Lucas couldn't help but smile at her enthusiasm, though he kept his own reaction more subdued. "It'll be interesting to see what Professor Lupin has in store for us," he agreed, taking a sip of water.
The minutes ticked closer to the start of their Defence lesson, and the Great Hall slowly emptied as students finished their breakfasts and headed off to their respective classes. The first-year Hufflepuffs lingered, chatting excitedly and speculating about what they might learn in their upcoming lesson.
Eventually, it was time to make their way to the Defence classroom. The group gathered their bags and books, joining the steady stream of students filtering out of the Great Hall and into the castle's winding corridors.
"Do you think we'll actually get to practice any spells today?" Sally-Anne wondered aloud as they climbed a set of moving staircases.
Lily shrugged, adjusting the strap of her satchel. "I really hope so, it would be nice to see what we’ll be learning."
They approached the Defence classroom, and Lucas couldn't help but feel a twinge of nostalgia. He remembered this very room from his past life's memories, though the circumstances were quite different. In the original timeline, Lupin's first lesson with the third-years had involved a practical demonstration with a Boggart – a shape-shifting creature that transformed into one's worst fear.
Lupin would almost certainly not start off with such a practical demonstration for the first lesson of the first years, but he was curious to see how the class would progress.
The group filed into the classroom, taking their seats at the desks arranged in neat rows facing the front. Lucas settled into a chair towards the middle, Hermione and Neville on either side of him, while the others scattered around nearby.
When the last student had taken their seat, Lupin cleared his throat and stepped forward, offering the class a welcoming smile.
"Good morning, everyone," he began, his voice carrying a friendly, approachable tone. "And welcome to your first Defence Against the Dark Arts lesson. In this class, we'll be learning about the fundamentals of defensive magic and how to protect ourselves and others from various magical threats."
He walked along the front row of desks, well-worn robes swishing softly with each step. "We'll cover a range of topics, from understanding and dealing with magical creatures to mastering basic defensive spells and counterjinxes."
Lupin paused, his gaze sweeping over the students. "But more than just learning spells, this course is about developing a keen awareness of the world around you and the potential dangers that exist within it."
He leaned against his desk, crossing his arms casually. "Throughout the year, we'll have a mix of theoretical lessons and practical exercises. You'll be expected to participate actively, complete assignments on time, and maintain a respectful and collaborative atmosphere in the classroom."
The students nodded, some jotting down notes on parchment with quills while others listened intently.
"Now, let's dive into the basics of defensive magic," Lupin said, and his eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. "Can anyone tell me why learning defensive magic is so important?"
Hermione's hand shot up, nearly knocking her inkwell over in her eagerness. Lupin nodded towards her with an encouraging smile.
"It's important because there are many potential threats in the magical world," Hermione answered confidently. "By learning defensive magic, we can protect ourselves and others from harm."
"Completely right, Miss Granger," Lupin praised. "One point to Hufflepuff."
Hermione beamed, her cheeks flushing with pride as she sat up a little straighter in her seat.
Lupin waved his wand, and a piece of chalk began scribbling on the blackboard behind him. "Defensive magic encompasses various branches, such as jinxes, counterjinxes, protective charms, and curse identification," he explained as the chalk listed each category.
He turned back to the class, while his expression grew more serious. "However, it's crucial to remember that defensive magic should only be used when absolutely necessary and always in a responsible manner. It's not about showing off or seeking confrontation, but rather about being prepared and able to defend yourself and others when the need arises."
The students nodded in agreement.
"Now, let's talk about the fascinating creatures that inhabit our magical world," Lupin said, his tone lightening. "From the harmless and cuddly to the downright dangerous, there's a wide variety of beings out there."
He flicked his wand, and an image of a small, twig-like creature with spindly limbs and beady eyes appeared on the blackboard. "Can anyone identify this little fellow?"
A few hands tentatively rose, and Lupin pointed to a Ravenclaw boy with sandy hair. "Yes, Mr. Boot?"
"Is that a Bowtruckle, Professor?" Terry Boot asked.
"Spot on, Mr. Boot," Lupin confirmed with a grin. "Two points to Ravenclaw."
He proceeded to explain the Ministry of Magic's classification system for magical creatures, using the floating chalk to create a simple diagram. "Creatures are ranked from X, meaning boring, to XXXXX, which is a known wizard killer," he said, tapping each category with his wand.
"Throughout the year, we'll be learning about various creatures and how to handle encounters with them. It's important to remember that while some creatures may seem harmless or even cute, they can still be unpredictable and require caution."
Lupin clapped his hands together, drawing the students' attention back to him. "Now, I think it's time for a little interactive lesson," he announced, his eyes twinkling mischievously. "Everyone, please stand up and move to the back of the classroom."
The students exchanged curious glances as they rose from their seats, the scraping of chairs and shuffling of feet filling the room. With a wave of his wand, Lupin vanished the desks, leaving a large open space in the centre of the classroom.
"We're going to play a little game called 'Dodge the Doxy,'" he explained, conjuring a small, fairy-like creature made of cloth with shiny, beetle-like wings and a mischievous grin. "Doxies are pesky little things that like to bite and can cause a nasty allergic reaction. Your task is to avoid getting bitten by moving out of the way when it flies towards you."
The students eyed the Doxy warily, some shuffling their feet nervously while others looked eager to begin.
"Remember, this is just a friendly exercise to get you thinking on your feet and reacting to potential threats," Lupin reassured them. "I'll be controlling the Doxy's movements, so it won't actually harm you. Just do your best to dodge and have fun!"
With that, he flicked his wand, and the Doxy began zipping around the room, eliciting gasps and laughter from the students as they ducked and weaved to avoid its playful lunges.
Lucas couldn't help but smile as he watched his classmates engage in the light-hearted activity. Lupin's approach to teaching was refreshing, blending serious topics with interactive elements to keep the students engaged and motivated.
When the Doxy buzzed towards him, Lucas sidestepped smoothly, body limber from yoga practice since he was a toddler. He glanced at Hermione, who was giggling as she tried to dodge the creature with her hair flying about her face.
The lesson continued, with Lupin guiding the students through various exercises and discussions related to defensive magic and magical creatures. By the end of the class, everyone was smiling and chatting animatedly, and their faces were flushed with excitement.
While the students filed out of the classroom, Lucas hung back for a moment, catching Lupin's eye. "Professor," he said, tone polite but confident, "thank you for a fantastic first lesson. I'm really looking forward to learning more from you this year."
Lupin smiled warmly, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "Thank you, Mr. Potter. It's a pleasure to have you in my class. I've heard great things about your academic prowess, and I'm excited to see what you'll achieve in Defence Against the Dark Arts."
Lucas ducked his head slightly, a small smile playing on his lips. "I'll do my best, Professor."
With a final nod and a wave, Lucas shouldered his bag and met up with his classmates who were waiting for him.


 
 

  
    Dark Ocean Horror

    

        Chapter 72: Dark Ocean Horror

 The British Geological Survey library in Keyworth, Nottinghamshire, radiated a hushed calm as the late afternoon sun filtered through the tall windows. Rows of shelves stretched toward the high ceiling, crammed with volumes of maps, charts, and traditional paper logs.
Two men hunched over a large oak table, and their faces were etched with intense concentration as they pored over a scattered array of documents and diagrams. Michael Ainsworth, a lean marine geologist in his early forties, adjusted his square glasses as he studied a large bathymetric map depicting the rugged terrain of the Mid-Atlantic Ridge.
"Take a gander at these contour lines, Henry," he said, tapping the map with a calloused finger. His voice carried the distinct cadence of a native Yorkshireman. "See how the axial valley carves a deep trench along the ridge crest?"
Across the table, Henry Wilkins grunted in acknowledgment, his bushy moustache twitching. The older man's stocky frame was draped in a rumpled tweed jacket, sleeves rolled up to expose tanned forearms. "Aye, I'm not blind, lad," he grumbled, leaning closer to inspect the map. "But those off-axis seamounts there – they're naught but volcanic edifices built atop the ridge."
Michael shook his head, a faint smile playing on his lips. "Not so fast, old chap. Their alignment and spacing suggest a more complex interplay between the tectonic stresses and underlying magma dynamics."
A younger man seated nearby perked up, and his brow was furrowed in concentration. William Tate, Michael's fresh-faced junior researcher, raked a hand through his unruly mop of sandy hair. "What do you mean by that, Dr. Ainsworth?"
Michael's eyes gleamed with the passion of a true academic. "Well, Will, the Mid-Atlantic is a slow-spreading ridge, which means the tectonic plates are drifting apart at a relatively leisurely pace. This gives the magma more time to cool and differentiate, creating diverse volcanic features."
He snatched up another map, this one depicting cross-sectional views of the ridge's internal structure. "Look here, at these seismic tomography profiles. See how the magma chambers are elongated and irregularly shaped? That's a stark contrast to the more spherical chambers you'd expect at faster-spreading ridges like the East Pacific Rise."
Henry’s jowls quivered as he harrumphed. "So you're suggesting these off-axis seamounts are the result of some sort of lateral magma intrusion, rather than simple volcanic edifices built upon the ridge itself?"
"Precisely." Michael nodded, his enthusiasm palpable. "The tectonic stress fields may play a role in guiding these intrusions, but the magma dynamics are the driving force behind the seamount formation."
While the two marine geologists continued their heated debate, a sudden wave of dizziness washed over Michael. He blinked rapidly, trying to clear his head, but the vertigo persisted, like a fleeting bout of motion sickness. Odd, I don't usually get dizzy spells like this.
Across the table, Henry seemed equally affected, his forehead creasing as he rubbed his temples with a meaty hand. Even young William appeared momentarily distracted, dazedly looking towards the shelves lining the library walls.
Michael shook his head, pushing past the odd sensation. "Anyway, as I was saying, the bathymetric data clearly shows..."
But as he reached for the map he had been referencing earlier, it was nowhere to be found. His eyes widened as he shuffled through the scattered papers and charts littering the table's surface, a sense of unease creeping up his spine.
"Looking for this, dearie?"
The familiar, reedy voice of Mrs. Edna Hawkins, the library's resident curator, cut through the tension like a knife. The elderly woman stood beside the table, her wispy gray hair escaping the confines of her bun as she clutched the missing map in her gnarled hands.
"I found this misplaced among the core sample logs," she tutted. "You boys really must be more careful with these precious resources."
A flush of heat crept up Michael's neck as he accepted the map from Mrs. Hawkins' outstretched hand. "My apologies," he embarrassedly said, cheeks reddening. "It won't happen again."
Henry's moustache twitched, and he cleared his throat, the sound carrying a hint of annoyance. "Yes, well, thank you for retrieving the map." He waved a dismissive hand. "Now, where were we?"
The awkward moment passed as Mrs. Hawkins shuffled away, the tap of her cane fading into the library's silence. Michael felt a twinge of unease as he glanced at his wristwatch, only to frown in confusion.
"Say, that's odd," he whispered. "I could've sworn we started this debate around four o'clock, but it's nearly half-past five now."
Henry's bushy eyebrows rose in surprise as he checked his own timepiece, a battered pocket watch that had seen better days. "Well, I'll be..." His gravelly voice trailed off as he exchanged a puzzled look with Michael.
Even young William seemed perplexed, his eyes widening as he processed the apparent lapse in time. "But... that can't be right, can it?" he asked, glancing between the two senior geologists. "We've only been here for an hour or so, haven't we?"
A heavy silence descended upon the trio, broken only by the occasional creak of the library's wooden beams. Michael's gaze drifted towards the tall windows, where the golden rays of the setting sun cast long shadows across the room. A chill crept up his spine, raising goosebumps along his forearms.
Henry was the first to break the uneasy quiet, clearing his throat gruffly. "Well, no sense fretting over a bit of lost time," he declared, though his tone lacked its usual bravado. "We've got more pressing matters to discuss, like the nature of these off-axis seamounts."
William nodded, but his expression remained one of unease, as if he couldn't quite shake the nagging sense that something wasn't quite right. He fidgeted in his chair, fingers drumming an erratic rhythm against the tabletop.
Forcing a jovial chuckle, Michael clapped his hands together in an attempt to dispel the creeping tension. "Right you are, old chap! No use letting a spot of lost time rattle us. We're men of science, after all!"
Yet, even as he spoke the words, Michael couldn't help but feel a twinge of unease settle in the pit of his stomach. The dizziness they had all experienced, coupled with the unexplained gap in their perception of time – it was unsettling, to say the least.
Pushing the unsettling thoughts aside, Michael plastered on a smile and gestured towards the scattered maps and diagrams. "Now, where were we? Ah, yes, the off-axis seamounts..."


The enchanted carpet glided silently through the air, carrying Lucas high above the churning waves of the North Atlantic. Invisible to the naked eye and thermally masked, he was little more than a ghost, a phantom presence soaring through the vast expanse of sky and sea.
Lucas's emerald eyes scanned the horizon, taking in the endless blue that stretched out before him. The wind whipped at his dark hair, but he paid it no mind, and focused solely on the task at hand. He was searching for the perfect spot to create his hidden base, a sanctuary beneath the ocean floor where he could work in peace and secrecy.
His mind drifted back to the hours he had spent in the British Geological Survey library, pouring over the detailed maps and charts that depicted the intricate topography of the North Atlantic seabed. The knowledge he had gleaned from the minds of the marine geologists – their passionate debates and insights into the submarine landscape – swirled through his thoughts, painting a vivid picture of the world beneath the waves.
The Mid-Atlantic Ridge, Lucas mused, picturing the jagged seam that ran along the ocean floor, marking the boundary between the North American and Eurasian tectonic plates. It was a place of immense geological activity, where the Earth's crust was constantly shifting and reshaping itself, giving rise to a complex network of valleys, seamounts, and hydrothermal vents.
While he flew, Lucas mentally overlaid the bathymetric contours onto the featureless expanse of the ocean's surface, his eidetic memory recalling every detail of the maps he had studied. He could visualize the hidden world beneath the waves with startling clarity, the terrain of the seafloor as familiar to him as the back of his hand.
His gaze was drawn to a particular stretch of the Mid-Atlantic Ridge, the Charlie-Gibbs Fracture Zone. It was a place of intense geological activity, where the Earth's crust was fractured and weak, making it an ideal spot for his purposes. The transform fault had offset the ridge, creating a series of deep, linear valleys that cut across the seafloor like a jagged scar.
Lucas's lips curled into a smile as he considered the potential of incorporating the intricate details of the ocean floor's topography and composition into his Vast Sea Visualization technique. The more lifelike the mental construct, the greater the control he would have over his Earth Magic. It was an avenue worth exploring, a way to refine his abilities even further.
With a flick of his wrist, Lucas directed the enchanted carpet to descend, guiding it towards the location of the Hecate Seamount, a submerged volcanic peak nestled within the Charlie-Gibbs Fracture Zone. When he approached the ocean's surface, he drew upon his magic to protect himself from the crushing depths.
His Water Magic would keep the water at bay, allowing him to survive the water pressure and move freely in a two-meter radius. A translucent shield of force would deflect any debris or marine life that might cross his path, while his Air Magic would fill the two-meter void, ensuring he had a constant supply of fresh oxygen.
Taking a deep breath, Lucas plunged into the frigid waters, his descent slowed by the careful manipulation of his elemental magic. The cold bit at his skin, even through the protective bubble, but he ignored the discomfort.
Sinking deeper into into the inky darkness, the pressure of the ocean bearing down on his magical barriers, Lucas was still impressed at the power of magic. Magic truly did trump physics, at least in this case, allowing him to venture into a realm that would crush any ordinary human.
The dim light filtering through the depths gradually faded, giving way to a nearly all-encompassing blackness. But Lucas was not deterred. With a thought, he conjured a series of glowing orbs, sending them shooting out in all directions to illuminate the alien landscape around him.
The sight that greeted him was breathtaking. A vast plateau stretched out before him, the summit of the Hecate Seamount in the Charlie-Gibbs Fracture Zone, covered in vibrant cold-water corals and sponge gardens. The colours were muted by the blue-green haze of the deep, but still, they shone with an otherworldly beauty.
Fish darted among the rocky outcrops with scales glinting in the magical light. Cephalopods and crustaceans scuttled across the seafloor in strange ways in the pressure-dampened environment. The Lophelia pertusa corals formed complex structures, their delicate branches providing shelter for countless marine species.
Glass sponges and other hexactinellids dotted the landscape, and their ethereal forms were reminiscent of underwater forests. The orange roughy, a species Lucas recognized from his visit to the British Geological Survey library, swam lazily through the maze of coral and sponge with bulbous eyes that reflected the magical light.
Lucas walked along the plateau with muffled footsteps by the soft sediment, as he made his way towards the eastern edge of the seamount. He had no intention of building his base atop the exposed peak, instead preferring the added security of the submarine volcano's flanks.
When he reached the precipice, Lucas gazed out over the yawning abyss that stretched before him, the inky darkness broken only by the faint glow of his light balls. With a deep breath, he stepped off the edge, his air bubble and protective spells carrying him gently into the unknown.
Deeper and deeper he sank, the pressure of the ocean growing ever more intense as he descended into the crushing depths. By his estimation, he had reached a depth of nearly 1200 meters, the weight of the water above him enough to pulverize any ordinary human.
Suddenly, an eerie sound echoed through the depths, a mournful cry that sent shivers down Lucas's spine. It was reminiscent of a whale's song, but twisted and alien, unlike anything he had ever heard before.
Paling at the implications, Lucas quickly cast his sensory spells, the Thermal Currents of the Vast Sea and the Glow of the Depths, hoping to get a glimpse of the creature that had made such an unearthly noise. What he saw made his blood run cold.
A vast thermal signature, easily 70 meters in length, was moving through the water nearby, dwarfing even the largest known species of whale. Lucas swore under his breath as he tried to comprehend the sheer size of the creature.
“What the fucking hell is that!”
With a surge of panic, he pushed his air bubble downward, propelling himself towards the flank of the seamount with all the speed he could muster. The mournful cry sounded again, louder this time, and Lucas could sense the creature's thermal signature shifting, turning towards him with an almost predatory intent.
He landed on the rocky slope of the seamount, his heart pounding in his chest as he turned to face the approaching leviathan. The creature was still some 400 meters away, but even at that distance, its immense size was staggering.
It resembled a translucent whale, and its body was distorting the water around it as it swam while the mournful cry emanated from its gaping maw filled with thousands of sharp near-translucent teeth. Its eyes, each easily the size of a car, seemed to focus on Lucas with an unsettling intelligence, boring into him with an alien intensity.
When the creature drew closer, Lucas felt his air bubble begin to slowly shrink. He tried to reinforce the spell, pouring more of his Will into it, but the effort was met with a resistance he had never encountered before.
"It can disable magic?" he whispered with eyes wide in fear. The realization sent a chill down his spine, and he knew that his only hope of survival lay in the earth beneath his feet.
Turning towards the rocky face of the seamount, Lucas focused his Will, guiding his Earth Magic into the stone and soil. The ground before him parted like a curtain, and without hesitation, Lucas stepped into the passage, the earth closing behind him as he dug deeper into the seamount's flank. The mournful cry of the leviathan faded as he descended, the tons of rock and sediment muffling the sound until it was little more than a distant echo.
But even as he breathed a sigh of relief, the earth around him shuddered, the seamount quaking under the impact of the creature's massive body. Lucas swore, realizing that the leviathan was ramming the mountainside, trying to reach him through sheer brute force.
He redoubled his efforts, pouring more of his magic into the tunnel, urging the earth to carry him deeper and faster. The leviathan struck the seamount twice more, each impact sending shockwaves through the stone, but Lucas's magic held firm, protecting him from the crushing force.
After what felt like an eternity, the quaking ceased, and Lucas sensed the leviathan's thermal signature moving away, apparently losing interest in its elusive prey. He allowed himself a moment to catch his breath, his heart still racing from the close call.
With a thought, he expanded the tunnel around him, creating a small chamber roughly five meters square. Exhausted from the ordeal, Lucas slumped against the wall, sliding down to sit on the cool rock floor.
He took a deep breath, trying to calm his frayed nerves. The encounter with this… leviathan had been too close for comfort. Even with all his magical prowess, he was not invincible, and there were creatures in this world that could pose a serious threat to him.
But as he sat there, surrounded by the solid rock of the seamount, he shook his head gently. He had come too far to turn back now, and he refused to let this setback deter him from his goal.
Rising to his feet, Lucas dusted off his robes and took a closer look at his surroundings. The chamber he had created was small and cramped, but it would serve as a temporary shelter while he planned his next move.
With a wave of his hand, he conjured a glowing orb to illuminate the space, casting a soft, bluish light over the dark rock walls.
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        Chapter 73: Vloresco Observation

 The cramped chamber carved into the seamount's rocky flank felt confining, the curved walls pressing in on Lucas from all sides. He took a deep breath, the air pure as always because of his Wristband of Air Purification. It was time to reshape this space into a proper sanctuary.
Rolling his shoulders, Lucas focused his Will as he tapped into his magic. The stone around him began to shift and flow like clay, responding to his mental commands with fluid grace.
With a surge of power, he expanded the chamber into a more spacious living area. The ceiling arched overhead, giving the space an open, airy feel. Lucas smoothed the floor into an even surface, then cleared a space along one wall where he could set up a proper bed later.
He manipulated the earth into a few shelves and nooks for storage, seamlessly integrating them into the chamber's curved contours. Nodding in satisfaction, Lucas turned his attention to the rest of his underground sanctuary.
He would need ample training and research spaces, vast caverns where he could hone his skills and conduct his studies without fear of discovery. Focusing his Will, Lucas began carving out the seamount's heart, the dense rock parting before his magic like a hot knife through butter.
One cavernous space became a training area, its soaring ceiling supported by intricate columns and arches. With a thought, Lucas conjured moving targets and obstacles that he could manipulate at will, providing a dynamic environment for combat practice.
At a depth of 200 meters below his main living quarters, Lucas paused, considering his next move. He would need secure holding cells for any future test subjects or captives he acquired. Isolation and containment would be paramount.
Directing his magic, Lucas shaped the stone into a row of seamless cubes, each one a self-contained cell measuring three meters on every side. He left a small, barred window in each door, just large enough for observation.
Inside each cell, he crafted basic amenities – a simple bed, a table, and a rudimentary toilet – all formed from the basalt rock. It wasn't luxury, but it would suffice for short-term confinement.
Stepping back, Lucas appraised his handiwork. The cells were as secure as he could make them, impenetrable prisons encased in solid stone. Without their wands, any captives would be utterly helpless.
A faint smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. Perfect.
With a soft pop, Lucas apparated back up to his main living area. Flying through the ocean depths each time would quickly become tedious. He needed a more direct route, one that would allow him to come and go with ease while serving as a deadly deterrent against any would-be pursuers.
It’s also the entire reason I flew deep into the ocean to make my base in the first place. Otherwise, I could just pick any random spot on the surface to plop down an enchanted suitcase to live within.
Lucas smirked deviously at his plan. I pity anyone trying to follow me.
Pushing up the sleeves of his robes, Lucas reentered the seamount, digging tirelessly westward. As he carved a straight, narrow tunnel through the dense rock, the earth seamlessly closed behind him, erasing any trace of his path as he progressed toward the other side of the submarine mountain.
After several minutes of steady progress, Lucas could tell he was near the western face of the Hecate Seamount because of the nearby thermal signatures of various small lifeforms. He began clearing out a massive chamber, easily fifty meters square. The rock parted before his magic, revealing the open area within.
Once the space was hollowed out, Lucas set to work reinforcing the surrounding stone. He poured his Will into the seamount's very core, compacting and condensing the rock until it was dense as tempered steel.
Sweat beaded on his brow from the exertion, but Lucas refused to cut corners. He tested and re-tested the reinforced walls, unleashing bursts of concussive force to ensure they could withstand the incredible pressure of the deep ocean.
Only when he was completely satisfied did Lucas take a step back, allowing himself a moment to catch his breath. The chamber was as sturdy as he could make it, a fortress carved from stone itself.
With a sharp nod, Lucas apparated to the other side of the chamber wall, emerging into the inky depths of the North Atlantic. His Water Magic kept the surrounding water at bay while his air bubble continually provided him with fresh air. He quickly conjured lots of glowing orbs, illuminating the pitch-black waters around him.
His eyes narrowed as he scanned the area, senses alert for any potential threats. Finding none for the moment, Lucas turned his focus back to the solid rock face before him.
Raising his hands, he slowly parted the dense material to create a tunnel that extended twenty meters into the seamount's flank. As the passage neared the water-filled chamber beyond, the ocean rushed in with staggering force.
Lucas watched, eyes wide, as the reinforced room filled in a matter of seconds, the water surging through the newly-formed tunnel at well over a hundred meters per second. The sheer power of nature was awe-inspiring, yet the chamber held, the compacted rock shrugging off the incredible pressure.
A slow malicious smirk spread across Lucas's face as he knew exactly what he had just created. This was the perfect Apparition point, a secure entry to his hidden base that would serve as an effective deterrent against any would-be pursuers. At this depth, the water pressure was a crushing 120 atmospheres, more than enough to liquefy any unprotected human foolish enough to attempt entry.
Their organs would rupture, their bodies crushed by the incredible force. Only those forewarned and properly shielded would have any hope of surviving, and even then, maintaining the necessary protections while attempting to cast spells would be nigh impossible. It was the perfect defence, an impenetrable gauntlet that would weed out the weak and unprepared.
Satisfied with his work, Lucas made his way back to the main living area of his base, taking a moment to rest. He would need to set up a steady air supply throughout the various chambers, a necessity for his own continued survival. Using his blood to infuse the rooms with self-sustaining air spells would be the easiest solution, but Lucas was reluctant to leave his blood scattered about all over the place.
No, he would need to find an alternative, a way to achieve the same effect without relying on blood magic. His work with the Elemental Sphere had shown the potential for creating objects that drew power from the ambient environment, but that was entirely focused around maintaining the balance of the four elements centred around his blood.
Perhaps he could develop new visualization techniques, ones that would guide and focus the natural energies around him, using them to power and sustain other workings. He would need to meditate on this in his free time, and see if he could come up with a good solution.
If required, he could always resort to using a wanded spell, but in this case he didn’t know of any that continually conjured air for long periods of time within a space without him needing to be present. And if he needed to wait for the spell to pop up during his time in the Hogwarts Library, or be proactive and find a way using his own magic, he knew which he would prefer.
For now, though, he had accomplished his primary objective. His hidden base was established, a secure sanctuary where he could work and study in peace, free from prying eyes and unwanted interference. With a final glance around the chamber, Lucas visualized the surface of the sea, and with a soft pop, he vanished, leaving his new base behind as he returned to the world above.


The eternal twilight of the abyssal depths enveloped Ilumara as she glided through the frigid waters with effortless grace. Her bioluminescent scales shone in a mesmerizing dance of azure and emerald hues, pulsing in sophisticated patterns that conveyed her every thought and emotion. Massive eyes, adapted to the perpetual gloom, cast a faint glow that pierced the inky blackness, guiding her path through the shadowy expanse.
Ilumara's mission was a sacred one – to gather the rare and elusive ingredients that flourished amidst the towering spires of the Krakenvine Ashmountain. Her senses were attuned to the subtlest vibrations in the water, alerting her to any nearby predators.
When she approached the looming ash mountain, a disturbance rippled through the depths, setting Ilumara's scales flickering with alarm. A colossal silhouette emerged from the gloom, its translucent body distorting the water around it. The Gloomwhale, one of the more dangerous nearby predators, let out a haunting cry that vibrated through Ilumara's core, sending tremors of primal fear coursing along her scales.
But it was the Gloomwhale's prey that truly captivated Ilumara's attention. A strange creature, unlike any she had ever encountered in the abyssal realm, fled before the monstrous predator. It was encased in an unknown bubble that seemed to push away the nearby waters.
Ilumara's curiosity burned brighter than the bioluminescent patterns dancing across her scales. With a flick of her powerful tail, she propelled herself towards a towering rock pillar, taking shelter behind its form as she observed the high-speed chase of predator and prey far in the distance.
The creature unleashed a dazzling display, letting out hundreds of tiny bubbles of light that moved towards all directions, casting an ethereal glow that pierced the darkness. Ilumara's scales pulsed with wonder, she had seen such a thing before from various predators that used light to hunt, but it was her first time seeing such a small creature let out so many bubbles of light from its body.
The Gloomwhale let out another chilling cry, its magic-suppressing call reverberating through the water like a physical force. Ilumara instinctively checked her own defences, relief washing over her in a calming wave of verdant hues as she confirmed the Veilwort paste still coated her skin, its protective magic keeping her presence concealed.
A familiar vibration caught Ilumara's attention, and she turned to greet her companion, Nolqurn, as he emerged from the shadows. His scales flickered with a concerned pattern of deep blue, and his voice resonated through the water in a deep, rumbling murmur.
"Ilumara, why are you not moving forward?"
Ilumara gestured towards the ongoing chase, her scales shining with excitement. "Behold, Nolqurn! An unknown creature fleeing from the Gloomwhale's wrath. It seems to let out bubbles of light to confuse predators."
Nolqurn's scales pulsed in a pattern representing both intrigue and dismissive scepticism as he took in what was happening in the distance. "I have never heard tales of such a being. Why do you waste your attention on such a small prey creature, even if it wields strange magic?"
Ilumara's scales flickered with a brief flash of chastisement, acknowledging Nolqurn's authority over her. She watched, enraptured, as the strange creature sped towards the Krakenvine Ashmountain, its bubble shield and glowing orbs leaving a trail of radiance in its wake. Just as the Gloomwhale was about to overtake its prey, the unthinkable occurred.
The solid rock of the ashmountain parted, as if the very earth itself had bent to the creature's will. Without hesitation, the mysterious being dove into the newly formed opening, vanishing from sight as the stone sealed behind it, leaving no trace of its passage.
Ilumara's scales pulsed with a rapid, excited rhythm, showing her awe at the unknown magic she had just witnessed. Nolqurn, however, remained dismissive, his scales flickering with a pattern of boredom.
The Gloomwhale, enraged by the loss of its prey, rammed into the ashmountain wall with a force that sent shockwaves rippling through the water. Again and again, the leviathan struck the unyielding stone, and its fury at letting its prey escape was clear in each thunderous collision.
After the third fruitless attempt, the Gloomwhale let out a final, mournful cry that seemed to carry the weight of ages. Then, with a graceful sweep of its massive form, it disappeared into the eternal night, leaving Ilumara and Nolqurn hidden in the shadow of the rock pillar.
Ilumara's scales flickered with a myriad of colors. "What manner of creature could possess such power, Nolqurn? To command the very bones of the earth itself..."
Nolqurn shook his head slowly, and his scales glowed with a pattern of dismissive indifference. "I know not, Ilumara. But whatever it was, it seemed like just another strange creature we haven’t encountered before. We should continue our mission and gather the ingredients we seek."
Ilumara's scales pulsed with a brief flicker of disappointment, but she knew Nolqurn was right. They couldn't afford to waste too much time pondering the mysteries of an unknown prey animal, no matter how peculiar its abilities seemed.
With a subtle gesture, Nolqurn propelled himself forward as his powerful tail swayed with controlled grace as he led the way towards the Krakenvine Ashmountain's towering spires. Ilumara followed close behind.
They drew closer to the ashmountain, the rocky edifices loomed before them with their jagged peaks cloaked in vibrant bioluminescent flora and fauna.
Nolqurn gestured towards a narrow crevice, its walls adorned with clusters of glowing anemones and delicate coral formations. "The Spindlewort we seek often grows in such crevices, where the water currents are gentle," he murmured, voice resonating through the water in a low thrum.
Ilumara nodded, scales pulsing with understanding as she followed Nolqurn into the crevice. They swam slowly in silence to avoid disturbing the fragile ecosystem around them.
They were progressing deeper into the crevice when Ilumara's keen eyes spotted the telltale glow of Spindlewort, a rare herb prized for its potent medicinal properties. She gestured towards the clusters of bioluminescent fronds, and her scales flushed with excitement.
Nolqurn acknowledged her find with a subtle nod, and they set to work carefully harvesting the precious Spindlewort. Their movements were experienced, honed by countless expeditions to gather the rare ingredients that sustained their livelihood in society.
Once they had collected a sufficient bounty, Nolqurn’s patterned scales told her that it was time to move on. They retraced their path out of the crevice, emerging once more into the open expanse of the ashmountain's slopes.
Ilumara couldn't help but cast a glance towards the spot in the distance where the strange creature had vanished into the solid rock. A flicker of curiosity rippled across her scales, but she quickly suppressed it. Nolqurn was right – it was just another peculiar prey animal, nothing more.
They had gathered what they came for, and it was time to return to the familiar comfort of the abyssal plains they called home. With a final sweep of her gaze across the ashmountain's landscape, Ilumara turned and followed Nolqurn into the depths.
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        Chapter 74: Delicate Circumstances

 The yellow curtains surrounding Lucas's four-poster bed were drawn tightly shut, and a small light orb illuminated the interior beneath the canopy. Outside, the first pale rays of dawn had yet to breach the leaded glass windows of the Hufflepuff dormitory, leaving the room shrouded in the tranquil darkness of the early morning hours.
Seated cross-legged atop the rumpled bedcovers, his eyes were closed in an expression of serene concentration as he focused his mind inward. In his left hand, he cradled a crystal ball – his Divination Orb, an artifact of his own creation. With his right hand, he extended his index finger, a bead of crimson welling at the tip.
Time to replenish the blood, he thought, taking a slow, measured breath. With a subtle tilt of his hand, he allowed the droplet to fall, watching through half-lidded eyes as it was absorbed into the orb's glassy surface. The blood seeped in, replenishing the spell-infused reserves that powered the orb's divination abilities.
After a few moments, he pulled his finger away, the small cut sealing itself with a subtle flex of his Will. A faint nod of satisfaction creased his features as he brought the orb closer, cradling it in both hands as he prepared to test its functionality.
In his Vast Sea Visualization, he formed the familiar living room of his Cambridge home inside of the rocks beneath the ocean. The orb's surface shone in response to his Will, and an image began to take shape – Dudley Dursley, his young cousin, sat on the sofa, shovelling cereal into his mouth as he watched television with rapt attention.
Lucas observed the scene for a moment, taking in the mundane details before allowing his focus to shift. The image within the orb faded to inky blackness, and a slight frown tugged at the corners of his mouth. Of course, there was no light within his newly-constructed undersea base.
Undeterred, he redirected his thoughts, picturing the vast span of the North Atlantic stretching above the Hecate Seamount. The orb's surface flashed, and suddenly, he was gazing upon the endless blue of the open ocean with waves moving beneath a cloudless sky.
A small sigh escaped his lips as he set the orb aside, leaning back against the headboard. His scrying abilities had certainly improved over time, allowing him to peer further and further afield, but he couldn't help but shake his head in frustration.
No matter how he tried to focus his mind, to shape his visualizations, he couldn't seem to breach the barrier separating the present from the past or future. He was limited to observing the here and now, unable to glimpse what had been or what might yet come to pass.
For a fleeting moment, the thought of kidnapping Professor Trelawney and putting her inside one of his new cells surfaced in his mind. But he let out a sardonic chuckle and shook his head.
Hah, let’s not be so impatient here. Even if I used Legilimency and experimented on her mind in various ways, the probability that this will work is immensely low. Surely ancient wizards would’ve attempted this long before me, so it’s a risk with low rewards. 
If I can’t find any answers even in the Hogwarts Library or any of the major Magical Libraries used by adult wizards and witches, then I can try to go to such extremes. I don’t need to be too impatient.
His gaze drifted to the small, coiled form of Nyx, the sleeping grass snake curled up beside him on the bed. A faint smile tugged at the corners of his mouth as he reached out, gently running a finger along the serpent's cool scales.
He had plans for his loyal companion, intentions that would require seeking out Professor Sprout, the Head of Hufflepuff House. Snakes were not among the approved pets for Hogwarts students, but as a Parselmouth, he felt he had a strong case for making an exception.
Nyx was small, harmless, and utterly obedient to his commands – surely Sprout would see reason, especially given his unique ability to communicate with and control the serpent. And if she didn't, well... he would simply bring Nyx along invisibly, as he had done before.
But it would be preferable to have the situation officially sanctioned, to avoid any unnecessary complications or conflicts. Nyx deserved to be able to move freely, without the need for constant concealment.


Lucas approached the heavy wooden door of Professor Sprout's office, taking a moment to straighten his robes and smooth out any wrinkles before giving it a firm knock.
"Come in," Sprout's muffled voice called from inside.
Pushing open the door, Lucas stepped into the cozy confines of the professor's office. Shelves lined the walls, filled with all sorts of potted plants and gardening tools, while the air carried an earthy scent that reminded him of fresh soil after a spring rain.
"Ah, Mr. Potter," Sprout greeted, setting aside the trowel she'd been using on a small, delicate herb. "What can I do for you this morning?"
"Good morning, Professor," Lucas replied with a respectful nod. "There's something I wanted to discuss with you, if you have a moment."
"Of course, have a seat," Sprout said, gesturing to the chair across from her desk as she brushed some dirt from her robes.
As Lucas settled in, he gently extracted the small grass snake Nyx from his pocket, allowing her to coil around his wrist. Sprout's eyes immediately narrowed at the sight of the serpent.
"Mr. Potter, you know snakes are not permitted as student pets," she said sternly. "What is the meaning of this?"
Lucas maintained his calm demeanour. "I understand your concern, Professor, but as a Parselmouth, I believe my situation is unique."
Sprout raised an eyebrow sceptically. "Go on."
"As you know, I have the ability to communicate with and command snakes," Lucas explained patiently. "Nyx here has been my loyal companion for a number of years, and she is completely harmless."
He slowly extended his arm, allowing Sprout to get a closer look at the slender green snake. "See for yourself, she's just a small grass snake, non-venomous."
Sprout eyed Nyx warily but didn't recoil. "Be that as it may, Mr. Potter, snakes can still pose a risk, even without venom."
Lucas nodded. "Which is why I would like to demonstrate the level of control I have over Nyx. With your permission?"
The professor hesitated for a moment before giving a curt nod. "Very well, but I expect you to maintain complete control at all times."
"Of course, Professor." Lucas turned his attention to Nyx, locking eyes with the serpent. He then began to hiss in a series of soft sibilant sounds - Parseltongue.
In response, Nyx slithered down from Lucas's arm and onto Sprout's desk, coiling up obediently. At Lucas's continued commands, the snake performed a few simple movements - weaving side to side, rearing up on her tail.
Sprout watched carefully. "Remarkable control," she admitted grudgingly. "But I'm still not convinced this is appropriate within the school."
"I understand your hesitation," Lucas said. "But I give you my word that Nyx will remain fully under my command at all times. She poses no threat."
He paused, letting his argument sink in. "In fact, allowing me to keep her could be an educational opportunity - how often do students get to interact with a real Parselmouth?"
Sprout considered this for a long moment, studying Lucas carefully. Finally, she sighed. "You make a fair point, Mr. Potter. However, this is an unusual request that goes beyond my authority to approve alone."
Lucas inclined his head respectfully. "I suspected as much, but I appreciate you hearing me out on this matter. Please let me know what you decide after consulting the other professors."
A faint smile played across Sprout's lips. "Your level-headed approach is commendable, Mr. Potter. You'll have my response soon enough."
With a final nod, Lucas rose from his chair, Nyx coiling obediently around his wrist once more as he turned to depart, leaving Sprout to mull over his unusual request.


The polished marble floors of the Ministry's grand halls gleamed under the warm glow of the ornate chandeliers overhead as their light reflected off the paintings of past Ministers that adorned the walls. Lucius Malfoy walked purposefully through the opulent corridors with his dragonhide boots leaving barely a sound in his wake.
His robes, tailored from the finest acromantula silk, billowed elegantly with each step, the rich emerald fabric accentuated by subtle embroidery in gleaming silver thread. The serpentine head of his cane, carved from obsidian, glinted in the flickering torchlight as he approached the ornate double doors that led to the Minister's office.
As if sensing his presence, the doors swung open soundlessly, granting Lucius entry into Cornelius Fudge's inner sanctum. The Minister himself sat behind an imposing mahogany desk, the surface littered with parchments and quills. Despite the disarray, Fudge maintained an air of composure, offering Lucius a welcoming smile as he entered.
"Ah, Lucius! What a pleasant surprise," Fudge greeted, gesturing towards the plush armchair across from his desk. "Please, have a seat. Can I offer you a drink? A fine Ogden's, perhaps?"
Lucius inclined his head in a shallow bow. "You're too kind, Minister, but I'm afraid I must decline. This is merely a brief visit."
He settled into the proffered chair, and Lucius allowed his gaze to sweep over the Minister's office, taking in the rich furnishings and the various accolades and awards that adorned the walls.
"I trust all is well, Lucius?" Fudge inquired politely, leaning back in his chair and steepling his fingers. "You don't often grace my office with your presence these days."
A faint smile played across Lucius's lips. "Indeed, Minister, all is well. I merely wished to inquire about a matter of some...delicacy."
Fudge's brow furrowed slightly, but he maintained his easy-going expression. "Of course, of course. What seems to be the trouble?"
Lucius leaned forward, voice lowering to a conspiratorial whisper. "It has not escaped my notice that the Ministry has yet to make an official announcement regarding the...destruction of the Dark Lord's spirit."
A hint of unease passed over Fudge's features, but he quickly schooled his expression into one of nonchalance. "Ah, yes...that matter. Rest assured, Lucius, it is well in hand."
Arching a perfectly sculpted brow, Lucius allowed a hint of scepticism to colour his tone. "Is it, now? Forgive me, Minister, but the lack of transparency on this issue has been...concerning, to say the least."
Fudge waved a dismissive hand, but Lucius did not miss the slight sheen of sweat that had begun to bead on the Minister's brow. "Merely a temporary delay, I assure you. We had initially planned to release the news last week, but certain...unforeseen circumstances arose, necessitating a brief postponement."
Inwardly, Lucius seethed, his fingers tightening around the serpent-head of his cane until his knuckles turned white. He had stalled the other Death Eaters from mounting a foolhardy rescue attempt, convincing them to bide their time and allow the Ministry to deal with the Dark Lord's imprisoned spirit. But their patience was wearing thin, and Lucius knew he couldn't delay them much longer.
Forcing a tight smile, Lucius leaned back in his chair, projecting an air of casual indifference. "I see. And how long, precisely, do you anticipate this...resolution will take?"
Fudge's gaze darted towards the bottles lining the cabinet behind Lucius, and he cleared his throat. "Well, you must understand, Lucius, that these matters are often unpredictable. We're dealing with complex circumstances, you see."
Lucius allowed a hint of concern to crease his brow, and his voice took on a conspiratorial tone. "Surely you don't mean to imply that the situation is...uncontrolled, Minister? The public grows restless, and rumours of the Dark Lord's return have already begun to spread like wildfire across the world. And with the recent tensions with China…"
A bead of sweat trickled down Fudge's temple, and he reached for a crystal tumbler, pouring himself a generous measure of firewhisky. "Of course not, Lucius, of course not," he assured, taking a fortifying sip. "We have the utmost confidence in our ability to resolve this matter swiftly and decisively."
Lucius's gaze sharpened, sensing the Minister's evasiveness. "And yet, you hesitate to provide a concrete timeline. One can't help but wonder if there are complications beyond your control."
Fudge shifted in his seat in discomfort. "Well, you see...it's a delicate situation, involving parties whose expertise far exceeds my own."
The knot in Lucius's stomach tightened as realization dawned. Fudge had no control over the situation whatsoever – he was merely a puppet, dancing to the strings pulled by those with true power.
"Let me hazard a guess, Minister," Lucius said lightly. "You're relying on the counsel of Albus Dumbledore to navigate these...delicate waters, are you not?"
Fudge's eyes widened, and he opened his mouth to protest, but Lucius raised a placating hand.
“Minister, I mean no disrespect," he soothed. "It is only natural that you would seek the wisdom of one so esteemed, in matters of such gravity."
Fudge visibly relaxed, the tension easing from his shoulders as he took another sip of firewhisky. "Yes, well...Dumbledore has proven invaluable in these dark times. His counsel has been very helpful in guiding our efforts."
Lucius nodded, a small, sympathetic smile playing across his lips. "And I have no doubt that, with his guidance, this matter will be resolved in a manner befitting the Ministry's standing."
He paused, letting his words sink in before delivering the subtle blow. "However, I must admit to some...concern, over the potential consequences of further delay."
Fudge frowned, and he leaned back in his chair. "Consequences? What do you mean, Lucius?"
Lucius's smile never wavered, but his eyes took on a steely glint. "Merely that there are elements, within our society, who grow restless in the face of uncertainty. Elements that may seek to take matters into their own hands, should the Ministry fail to provide a timely resolution."
Fudge paled, his grip tightening around his tumbler. "Surely you don't mean...vigilantism? Rebellion?"
"Nothing so dramatic, I assure you," Lucius replied smoothly, waving a dismissive hand. "Merely a concern that, without clear leadership and decisive action, certain...factions may become emboldened, seeking to fill the void left by inaction."
He leaned back with an expression of casual indifference. "But I have every confidence that such a scenario will be averted, given your capable stewardship, Minister."
Fudge nodded absent-mindedly as he processed Lucius's veiled warning. "Yes, of course...you make a fair point, Lucius. Rest assured, I will impress upon Dumbledore the urgency of this matter."
Lucius inclined his head, a small, satisfied smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "I knew I could rely on your wisdom, Minister. The continued stability of our society rests in your capable hands."
He rose from his chair, and put his cane back on the ground.
"I shan't take up any more of your valuable time, Minister," Lucius said respectfully. "Thank you for indulging my concerns."
Fudge waved a hand, his earlier unease seemingly forgotten. "Not at all, Lucius, not at all. Your counsel is always welcome, and your...support, invaluable."
A knowing glint flickered in Lucius's eyes as he turned to depart, the subtle implication of his financial contributions to the Ministry's coffers hanging unspoken in the air. With a final nod, he left the office, leaving Fudge to mull over their conversation.
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        Chapter 75: Vampiric Recruitment

 The dank chill of the ancient castle gnawed at Friedrich's bones, a thousand frozen needles pricking his flesh. A miasma of copper and death clung to the stale air, assaulting his newly heightened senses like a suffocating shroud. Flickering torchlight twisted across weathered stone, casting macabre shadows that danced like mocking jesters.
Good Lord, what fresh hell is this? His mind reeled in the face of such unholy abominations. As a devout Christian, tales of vampires and the undead were mere fanciful stories to him until this fateful night.
He trailed after Gisela, the raven-haired beauty whose very existence defied the natural order. Her crimson gown slithered with each leonine stride, the rich fabric hissing seduction's eternal promise. Outwardly, she was the pinnacle of feminine allure. But an aura of preternatural dominance and barely-leashed savagery radiated from her core, demanding the instinctive submission of any lesser being.
Friedrich stumbled along in her wake, a newborn lamb among wolves. Trembling fingers traced the ragged punctures marring his throat - Gisela's damning brand seared into his flesh. The wounds still oozed sluggishly, a perverse mockery of the fragile mortality she had stripped away.
Why? His mind wailed, fracturing beneath the weight of his new cursed existence. One moment, a humble banker in Hallstatt attending Sunday mass like clockwork. The next, reborn into this eternal unholy nightmare by the she-devil's cursed fangs!
"Mistress..." His voice cracked like shattered glass, thick with desperation and fear of eternal damnation. "Slow down, I beg you. My soul rebels against this blasphemous rebirth!"
Gisela pivoted with blurring quickness. Molten amber eyes bored into his, compelling obedience like a cobra's stare. "You whimper over your pathetic human shell?" She sneered, full lips twisting in contempt. "Cast off such fragile sentiments. The endless thirst now searing you will drown your spirit utterly if nurtured."
Slender yet inhumanly strong fingers gripped his chin with bruising force. An insidious wave of instinctual submission crashed over Friedrich's psyche, his feeble human will bending like a sapling before the vampiress's preternatural power.
"This is your existence now," she purred, velvet words laced with steel. Her lips brushed his ear, each breath a siren's caress. "An eternal, insatiable hunger that must be indulged...or it will unmake you into something far worse than the oblivion you fear."
The rich, cloying blend of roses and coppery vitae overwhelmed his heightened senses, igniting a maelstrom of revulsion and perverse, gnawing desire.
"No!" He tore free of her grasp with a desperate surge of will. "I refuse to surrender my immortal soul to your unholy curse, demon!"
The words had scarcely left his lips before Gisela's hand lashed out, inhuman speed leaving his blurring form no chance to react. Her vice-like grip clamped around his throat, squeezing until he saw stars.
"Such arrogant piety," she hissed, fangs bared in a disdainful sneer. "Your soul is already damned, little man. Now it's simply a matter of how thoroughly you embrace your new nature as one of the Zykrvitz clan."
Her command brooked no defiance, lashing his will like a silken whip. "Bend your knee and give yourself over fully...or be utterly shattered, mind and soul alike."
With dull resignation, Friedrich followed his unholy mistress deeper into the keep's shadowed heart. The tang of blood and death grew exponentially richer as they walked through halls adorned with mounted human trophies.
This cannot be real! His mind wailed in denial as they neared the great hall's depraved heart. What fresh hell spawns such abominations against God's natural order?
But the gut-churning truth slithered through his veins like insidious venom as the charnel house stench washed over him. Tatters of denial clung like cobwebs, for his newly heightened senses could not be deceived.
Vampires from varied bloodlines feasted with wanton abandon at tables creaking under obscene mounds of glistening crimson flesh. Twisted, inhuman features smeared crimson gorged on dripping ruby bounties. Jewel-toned goblets overflowed with blood, greedily snatched and drained amid appreciative moans and bestial snarls.
Trembling human captives knelt amid the charnel house reek, offering slit throats and wrists to sate their captors' endless hunger. Their dull, lifeless eyes stared vacantly, ragged cries of torment swallowed by the feeding frenzy's roar.
Icy tendrils of revulsion slithered through Friedrich's veins as the horrific display assaulted his senses. His gaze darted from one fresh atrocity to the next, fracturing mind straining under the onslaught of primal depravity laid bare.
Holy Mother, grant me strength to resist this unholy curse! His soul cried out even as the hunger gnawed deeper, a black maw devouring his dwindling faith.
But Gisela strode forward, hips swaying in an entrancing rhythm that commanded his focus. Other vampires scattered before her imperious presence like ashes in a gale, eyes lowered in deference to her dominance.
Then, it hit him - that rich, pulsating vitae thrumming through delicate living flesh. Friedrich's pupils blew wide as an iron band constricted his chest. Saliva flooded his aching jaws as the hunger within clawed forth from the abyss, an all-consuming black maw devouring what frayed remnants of reason still clung.
No! Turn away, flee the seductive siren's call! His body refused, legs carrying him inexorably toward that irresistible essence of life.
Gisela's cruel smile widened as she pulled him to a pale, trembling young woman bound in silver shackles. With a dismissive wave, she silenced the others' curious stares.
"Taste her living essence," she breathed against his ear, each silken word lashing his tattered will. "Give yourself over fully to your new nature as one born into the noble Zykrvitz clan."
The switch flipped. All fragile threads still tying him to his former humanity drowned beneath that singular, overwhelming need to feed. To obey his mistress's intoxicating command and slake the ravenous thirst devouring him from within.
Forgive me, Lord! His soul's dying wail echoed through the endless void as he lunged with a bestial snarl. New fangs punched through vulnerable flesh, sinking into the warm torrent of vitae pulsing just beneath. Hot, rich lifeblood flooded his waiting maw and he drank deeply, greedily - every fibre focused solely on slaking the insatiable, gnawing void.
Gisela's cruel laughter tinkled against the vaulted stone like shattered crystal as she watched her progeny's first frenzied feed. Exchanging a glance with the vampire Christoph nearby, she smiled with vindictive satisfaction.
"A most promising addition, wouldn't you agree?" she purred, gesturing to the snarling, feral display before them. "Some firm guidance will mould this one into a loyal Zykrvitz soldier soon enough."
A low chuckle rumbled from the shadows nearby as a hulking form emerged - Gregor, one of the clan's lieutenants.
"Mistress," the burly vampire growled with a shallow bow. "Forgive the intrusion, but we have...visitors requesting an audience."
Gisela arched one sculpted brow as she watched Friedrich drain his victim, and the young woman's lifeblood flowed down her neck in glistening rivulets. "Visitors? Speak plainly, Gregor."
"Wizards, my queen." The hulking vampire's eyes glinted with thinly veiled anger. "They demand to talk over matters concerning an… old alliance."
The vampiress's full lips released an exasperated sigh. "How utterly vexing. Very well, I shall attend to these wizards."
She watched as Friedrich drained the last drops from his victim, the hunger's ferocity finally beginning to ebb.
"See that our new recruit is...prepared properly for his introduction to the clan," she murmured to Gregor. "I expect he will prove a loyal and lethal addition to our ranks once the transformation is complete."
Gregor's fangs flashed wickedly. "As you command, my queen. This one's vaunted faith will be the first seed planted in fertile soil."
Mere minutes slipped by in a crimson-tinged haze of sated hunger. Friedrich remained locked in a predatory crouch over the lifeless husk of his victim, lips locked on her ravaged throat as he greedily drained every last drop of vitae.
A pungent, sulphurous odour wafted through the cavernous hall, jarring Friedrich from his blood-drunk reverie. His eyes flickered open, pupils slitted with instinctual wariness as several robed and masked figures walked into the great hall's heart.
What manner of demons are these? His fractured psyche recoiled at the intruders' aura in the tainted air. Muscles coiled as primal survival instincts screamed to attack and defend his new clan's domain.
Only Gisela's commanding presence stilled the rising tide of feral aggression. The vampiress reclined on her throne with seductive grace, crimson lips curving in a smile that held no warmth. "Well, well. It seems the winds of fate have blown some familiar faces back to our doorstep. To what do we owe the pleasure?"
The bone-white mask gleamed in the torchlight as the lead figure inclined their head towards the regal vampiress lounging upon a throne of twisted obsidian. "Matriarch Gisela. Too long since our last meeting."
Gisela's crimson lips curved into a cool smile, her amber eyes glinting with predatory amusement. Raven-black hair spilled over one bare shoulder, spilling from beneath the cowl of her midnight-hued cloak. "Indeed," she said, placing her palm under her chin. "If I recall, our alliance ended rather abruptly when your master was killed. Curious that you return to us now, after a decade of silence."
The male Death Eater's masked face remained emotionless beneath his dark robes. In a flat tone, he said, "Circumstances have changed. The Dark Lord has risen again, more powerful than before. He wishes to renew the allegiance between our peoples."
"Yet even here, we've heard rumors of your reborn master imprisoned deep within the Ministry by his enemies," Gisela said coolly.
A tense silence hung between them until the female Death Eater gave a harsh chuckle. "You are well-informed. But the Dark Lord's captivity is only a temporary delay. His loyal followers are already preparing to liberate him."
Gisela's tone remained coolly neutral, betraying nothing. "And you come to us seeking aid in this endeavour, I presume?"
The female Death Eater gave a small nod. "Your clan's...unique abilities could help us overcome the obstacles in our path. Aid us, and when freed, the Dark Lord will bestow power upon you beyond what you can imagine."
Gisela's eyes flashed like molten gold, fangs glinting as she smiled thinly. "Bold promises, Death Eater. But you have yet to present any proof that this alliance would truly benefit my kind." She leaned back, fingers drumming idly against the obsidian armrest. "Why should we risk ourselves for a master who has already fallen once before?"
In response, the lead figure reached into the folds of their robes, withdrawing a tightly furled scroll sealed with crimson wax. "The Dark Lord anticipated your reticence, Matriarch. He has already drawn up terms for a new accord between our peoples, to be ratified upon his liberation from captivity. I think you will find the conditions...most generous."
With a flick of their wand, the figure sent the scroll floating across the space between them. Gisela snatched it from the air with blurring speed and her sharp nails broke the wax seal as she unfurled the parchment with a sharp snap. Her molten eyes scanned the document, widening fractionally as she read its contents.
"Unrestricted hunting rights..." she murmured, voice tinged with a hint of grudging interest. "A designated territory under our sole dominion...representation in the Dark Lord's inner circle..." A slow smile curved her full crimson lips. "Your master does not shy away from bold gestures, I'll grant him that."
"The Dark Lord rewards those who prove their loyalty," the figure replied smoothly. "Aid us now in freeing the Dark Lord, and an unprecedented age of glory and power shall dawn for your clan."
Gisela fell silent for a long moment, and her piercing gaze bore into the masked visage before her as if attempting to pierce the veil and glimpse the soul lurking beneath. Then, slowly, she lowered the scroll to her lap, fingers tracing the intricate wax seal.
"The Zykrvitz clan accepts your terms, Death Eater," she declared, words ringing with finality. "We shall lend our strength to aid in freeing your master from his imprisonment."
A smile of cruel satisfaction curled her crimson lips, fangs glinting like razors. "But mark my words well - we are allies in this venture, not servants to be commanded. Your Dark Lord would do well to remember that distinction, lest he find our fangs at his own throat."
The lead figure inclined their head in acknowledgment, wisely choosing not to challenge Gisela's imperious declaration. "As you say, Matriarch. The Dark Lord always keeps his promises to those who serve him faithfully."
They turned, gesturing for their silent compatriots to follow as they began to melt back into the shadows from whence they came. "Come. There is much to prepare if we are to succeed."
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        Chapter 76: Secretive Yellow Mountain

 The crumbling stones of Zykrvitz castle faded into the misty distance as Alecto and Amycus Carrow walked away. Their boots thudded against the rain-soaked ground. A small group of Death Eaters followed behind them.
One of the lower-ranked wizards, a pockmarked man called Fenwick Babbington, leaned close and glanced around furtively. "They haven't caught on, have they?" he muttered under his foul breath.
Alecto shot him a withering look over her bony shoulder. Her dark eyes glinted with disdain. "Watch your mouth, Babbington," she hissed, "unless you want trouble." Her tone dripped with contempt for the blind obedience expected from the Dark Lord's followers.
Amycus scoffed. "That vampire can believe whatever nonsense she wants." His meaty hands clenched into fists. "The Dark Lord's return matters most now. Unless you want to face his wrath if we fail?"
Babbington flinched, shaking his head rapidly. The stringy strands of greasy hair stuck to his pockmarked cheeks swayed. "N-No, of course not! I was just asking..."
"Enough babbling," Alecto snapped, cutting him off with a wave of her hand. She reached inside her robes and pulled out a battered tin snuffbox. The other Death Eaters formed a loose circle around her, each placing a crooked finger on the ordinary object.
Alecto's feverish gaze swept over the pitiful number before her. Her lip curled with contempt. "Remember, you deal with beasts. Don't show weakness," she warned.
Amycus grinned savagely. "Beasts respect cruelty and strength," he rumbled. "I'll enjoy reminding them."
Satisfied, Alecto began counting down in a low hiss. "Three...two...one..."
The chilly air carried faint scents of pine and damp earth as they appeared in a secluded forest clearing. Alecto's dark, sunken eyes swept over the rugged, beast-like wizards waiting, lingering on Fenrir Greyback's hulking, unkempt form.
"Right on time," Greyback growled, lips curling back to reveal yellowed fangs. He lumbered forward as the werewolves parted before their leader. Despite his human appearance, he reminded her of a wild beast in the way he moved.
Alecto felt her brother tense beside her, no doubt recalling their last unpleasant meeting. She placed a calming hand on his arm before stepping forward to greet the werewolves.
"Fenrir," she said in a measured tone, keeping her expression impassive. "I trust you've considered our proposal?"
Greyback's feral gaze met hers without flinching. Spittle clung to his matted beard. "Aye. And we're listenin'...for now."
One of the younger werewolves, little more than a boy, snarled impatiently. His tattered clothes hung loosely on his emaciated frame. "Why should we help you wizards?" he spat through pointed teeth. "You've never done nothin' for our kind!"
Multiple growls echoed the sentiment. Alecto's wand hand twitched, but she restrained herself as Amycus stepped up beside her, shoulders thrown back menacingly.
"Mind your words, child," he spat, flecks of saliva flying. "You beasts should be grateful for this chance."
Fenrir silenced the rising tension with an upraised hand. The werewolves immediately fell silent and bowed their heads. "Enough from the pups. Let the masters speak their terms."
Alecto inclined her head slightly, eyes glittering. "The Dark Lord wishes to improve your welfare and status after he rises again. Aid his liberation, and he'll grant you your own territory - free from Ministry persecution."
Greyback's beady eyes narrowed shrewdly. "Is that so?" he rumbled, baring his teeth mockingly. "And what's to stop your 'Lord' from betraying us once he gets what he wants, like every wizard?"
"Because unlike the Ministry, the Dark Lord respects true magical beings like us," Amycus said with a cruel smile. "He will elevate us above the muggles and mudbloods who've kept us downtrodden."
A hungry look flickered across Greyback's scarred features. The other werewolves exchanged ambitious glances.
After a tense pause, Fenrir threw back his head and released a wild howl that shook the trees, sending birds scattering. Lowering his matted head, his lips twisted into a feral grin.
"Very well, wizards. You've bought the pack's aid...for now." His yellow eyes glinted menacingly. "But I warn you - any treachery, and there won't be enough left to fill a corpse crate."
"Your concerns are noted," Alecto replied tightly. She withdrew a silver pocket watch, its cracked face glinting in the pale moonlight. "We strike the Ministry in three nights, right before the full moon. Until then, lay low and avoid conflicts that could jeopardize the operation."
Greyback threw her a mocking look, lips peeling back over fangs. "As if we heed orders from your kind. We'll handle it our way."
Alecto's frown deepened, but she knew better than to push further with the volatile werewolves. With a curt nod, she rejoined the circle and grasped the small rock that would return them to a safehouse.


The penthouse apartment's sleek modern lines melded seamlessly with the Guangzhou skyline visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Zhang Yuan reclined gracefully on a plush leather sofa, one knee crossed over the other as he sipped fragrant oolong tea. His long raven hair spilled over the crimson silk robe draped loosely around his lean frame.
A faint trill broke the tranquil silence. Zhang Yuan's obsidian eyes flickered open as the mundane landline continued its insistent ringing. With a soft sigh, he placed the delicate porcelain cup on the lacquered tray and rose up.
"This had better be important," he murmured, padding across the polished bamboo floors towards the phone's shrill summons. Lifting the receiver, he spoke in an annoyed tone. "What is it?"
The feminine voice on the other end caressed his senses like dark velvet. "Good evening, Zhang Yuan. I trust this finds you well?"
His lips thinned in distaste at the foreigner's accented Mandarin. Forcing patience, he replied evenly, "Gisela. To what do I owe this...unexpected call?"
The vampiress's rich chuckle danced along his spine like icy fingertips. "Straight to business as always, I see. Very well - I have a proposition that may arouse your interest."
One sculpted brow arched sceptically. "Do you now? I'm listening."
"In England, the Dark Lord Voldemort has risen again after over a decade." Gisela's tone took on an edge of cruel delight. "But… Albus Dumbledore managed to capture him. He's currently imprisoned deep within the Ministry of Magic in London."
Zhang Yuan was a little bit curious despite himself. Even in the insular Yellow Mountain Sect, tales of the Dark Lord's ruthless pursuit of forbidden magic had trickled through over the years. "I see. And I assume you're contacting me to assist in some ill-conceived rescue attempt?"
"Precisely." The vampiress's smile was almost audible through the line. "My clan has already allied with Voldemort's Death Eater followers. But I suspect we may need...additional resources to overcome the opposition awaiting us."
Drumming his nails in contemplation, Zhang Yuan scoffed softly. "You refer to the Jiangshi, I presume? What makes you think the Yellow Mountain Sect would sanction such an effort?"
"Oh, I'm prepared to compensate your sect most generously for rendering aid, of course," Gisela purred, her tone taking on a sultry lilt that made Zhang Yuan's lip curl faintly in distaste. "Perhaps we could...negotiate alternative terms to satisfy a virile young man like yourself?"
The blatant attempt at seduction washed over Zhang Yuan like so much meaningless static. These Western strumpets were so lacking in subtlety. "Flattering, but I'll pass," he replied with a derisive snort. "Name your price for materials. Nothing more."
A disappointed sigh whispered over the line before Gisela replied in a businesslike tone once more. "Very well. For your sect's aid, I can provide five hundred jin of Sunstone Dust, one hundred jin of Essence of Moonflower, and ten jin of Spectral Sap."
Now that was an enticing offer - those rare materials would greatly bolster the sect's alchemical reserves for years to come. Still, Zhang Yuan knew better than to leap at the first proposal like a starving peasant. He countered, "A generous start, but hardly sufficient compensation for the risks involved in such a mission. I want eight-fifty jin of Sunstone, two hundred of Moonflower, and fifteen jin of Spectral Sap. Not a single grain less."
The silence stretched for several beats before Gisela finally replied. "You drive a hard bargain, Zhang Yuan. But very well, I accept your terms. We have an accord."
A thin, predatory smile finally curved Zhang Yuan’s lips. "Excellent. I shall make the necessary arrangements and have the Jiangshi prepared for your operation forthwith."
"I look forward to it," the vampiress purred before the line went dead with a soft click.
Replacing the receiver with a weary sigh, Zhang Yuan pinched the bridge of his nose. Dealing with foreigners always gave him a headache - their boorish lack of decorum grated on his cultivated sensibilities like coarse sandpaper on silk.
Still, Gisela's offer was too lucrative to simply discard out of hand. Those rare materials would prove invaluable in furthering his own alchemical studies and progression along the Sect's techniques. With a shake of his head, Zhang Yuan turned and walked back towards the plush sofa.
Sinking into the buttery leather cushions, he closed his eyes and regulated his breathing through the ancient calming techniques drilled into him since childhood. Spiritual energy moved through his body in time with his pulse as his consciousness expanded outwards, the mundane penthouse's confines dissolving like a fleeting mirage.
The crisp scent of damp moss and towering pines filled Zhang Yuan's awareness as the Yellow Mountain's spiritual realm condensed around him. Beneath his feet, the gnarled roots of an impossibly ancient tree burrowed deep into the fertile soil. Placing one hand against the furrowed bark, he extended his spiritual sense further.
Across countless kilometres, he could feel the sect's energies in perfect harmony with his own – a connection forged between the Mother and Son Communion rituals built up over generations of hard work by the Yellow Mountain Sect. This spiritual communion allowed him to transcend mere physical distance without moving his body.
A subtle shift in perception, and the penthouse faded away. Zhang Yuan's spiritual essence flowed seamlessly into the sect's boundaries like a gentle stream rejoining its source. The crisp mountain air filled his lungs as his astral form coalesced at the main entrance of the Yellow Mountain.
The outer courtyard was busy with activity as dozens of young disciples went about their training routines. Some sparred with wooden practice swords, sweat beading their brows as they traded blows. Others sat in meditation beneath the swaying pines as they tried to focus on the ritual engraved in their souls and thus improve their spiritual sense.
The courtyard fell eerily silent as Zhang Yuan's presence manifested. Disciples froze mid-stance, eyes widening in reverence as they sensed the prodigious Inner Sect disciple's spiritual might.
"Greetings, Senior Disciple Zhang!" they called out in unison, hastily forming two straight lines. Heads bowed respectfully as Zhang Yuan walked between their ranks, dark eyes sweeping over them with cool disdain.
However, one young average-looking Outer Sect disciple broke formation. Jiang Chen's gaze burned with unconcealed hatred as he glared defiantly at the famed prodigy. Zhang Yuan's lip curled in a disdainful sneer upon sensing the boy's pitiful spiritual presence.
"Is there a problem, little worm?" he drawled mockingly. "Or are you so bereft of talent that even forming lines properly confuses your feeble mind?"
Jiang Chen flushed, fists clenching as suppressed resentment bubbled forth. "You..." he bit out through gritted teeth. "You have no right to mock me, Zhang Yuan! Not after how you treated Lian..."
A cruel chuckle spilled from Zhang Yuan's lips. Ah yes, the boy harboured affections for the beautiful Lian Fen - feelings she had swiftly rejected in favour of pursuing the Inner Sect prodigy's intimate guidance.
"What's this?" he sneered, dark amusement glinting in his obsidian gaze. "Don't tell me you're still bitter over that little incident? Lian chose the path of true power over wasting her talents on trash like you."
Rage contorted Jiang Chen's features into an ugly mask. He took a furious step forward, only for Zhang Yuan's overwhelming spiritual pressure to descend like a suffocating blanket. The young magi’s knees buckled instantly, driving him face-first into the hard-packed dirt with a pained grunt.
Zhang Yuan smirked arrogantly, grinding his heel into the prone disciple's back as he pinned him effortlessly. "Know your place, insect," he hissed. "Lian saw your true colours - a petty, jealous child unfit to walk the path of spiritual power. Now stay down and show your betters the respect they're due."
With a disdainful sniff, he released the spiritual weight and continued towards the Inner Sect compound, ignoring Jiang Chen's venomous glare boring into his back. Pathetic. The boy didn't even register as a potential threat on Zhang Yuan's radar. Distractions like him were better off purged to prevent contaminating the sect.
The heavy sandalwood doors swung open with a resounding boom as Zhang Yuan strode into the Inner Sect's main audience chamber. Rows of stern-faced elders sat in strict formation, and their spiritual signatures hummed with restrained power despite their advanced ages. At the room's heart, the wizened Patriarch Zhi Yuandao presided from an ornately carved throne, his milky eyes fixed sightlessly ahead.
"Greetings, Honoured Ancestors," Zhang Yuan intoned respectfully, sweeping into a shallow bow - just enough to observe the proper formalities. His dark eyes gleamed with the self-assured arrogance of one who knew his worth.
A tense silence stretched for several beats before Zhi's reedy voice cut through the stillness. "What matter brings you before us this day, Young Disciple? Speak plainly."
Rising smoothly, Zhang Yuan met the Patriarch's sightless gaze head-on. There would be no wasted words. "I come to requisition the Jiangshi for a dangerous mission in the West."
The words resonated with a chilling echo, stirring a wave of reactions among the elders. Some appeared thoughtful, others visibly disturbed by the idea of releasing those relentless horrors once again. At last, Elder Sheng, known for his staunch conservatism, scoffed in disdain.
"More recklessness involving those foreign barbarians?" he growled, leathery features twisting in disdain. "Have you learned nothing from your previous blunder, boy?"
Zhang Yuan's lip curled ever so slightly, but he refused to rise to the barbed taunt. Let the old fool cling to his ignorance - it would only hasten his faction's inevitable demise when the sect changed hands.
Before he could respond, however, Elder Yun - among the few who appreciated his vision - cut in with a placating gesture. "Let us not dismiss Young Zhang's words so readily. He has proven himself a cunning strategist many times over."
Turning her birdlike features towards the young prodigy, she nodded respectfully. "Please, elaborate on this opportunity you speak of. We are listening with open minds."
Zhang Yuan felt grateful towards Elder Yun, though his expression remained stoic. This was the opening he'd awaited - now to bring the others around.
"My thanks, Elder Yun," he said with an inclination of his head. "As some of you may already know, the Dark Lord Voldemort has risen again in the West after over a decade's absence. However, Albus Dumbledore managed to capture and imprison him within the British Ministry of Magic."
A buzz of interest swept through the chamber when he confirmed the rumours. Good—they were curious despite their usual wariness of foreign matters. It was the perfect moment to draw them in deeper.
"His followers have reached out proposing an alliance," Zhang Yuan continued calmly. "In return for our aid in freeing their master, they offer generous compensation - rare alchemical materials to bolster our sect's resources for years to come."
As expected, the mention of material rewards aroused the greed behind more than one elder's eyes. Even Sheng's disdain seemed to waver slightly despite his rigid traditionalism. Zhang Yuan pressed his advantage.
"I suspect freeing this Dark Lord may require...expendable assets of our own to overcome the opposition." His tone remained nonchalant, carefully masking the significance of his proposal. "Assets like the Jiangshi, for instance."
Several elders shifted in their seats, exchanging loaded looks that betrayed their sudden unease. Even Yun pursed her lips pensively, clearly weighing the implications.
Finally, after what seemed an eternity, the Patriarch spoke in a stony tone. "You aim to unleash those wicked monsters once more? For mere material rewards?" Despite his sightless eyes, Zhi's gaze seemed to bore into Zhang Yuan's very soul. "Their uncontrolled ferocity could expose us, bring ruin down upon our heads..."
"Which is why you would entrust them to my leadership, Honoured Ancestor," Zhang Yuan replied smoothly. "I have proven myself their master time and again without incident. Under my command, the Jiangshi will serve as potent expendable assets - nothing more."
He gave them a confident smile. "Just imagine the influence we could wield with these Western powers indebted to us. Rare materials pale compared to having the ear of their ruling Dark Lord himself."
One by one, Zhang Yuan watched the flickers of greed and ambition rekindle behind their eyes. Finally, even Sheng seemed to grudgingly acknowledge the merits of his proposal, however distasteful.
"Very well," Zhi said at last. "You make a compelling case, Young Disciple. We shall grant you access to the second-rank Jiangshi from the Jiang Vault - no more than fifteen to start."
Despite his outward cool, Zhang Yuan felt a surge of vindictive satisfaction. The old relics had no choice but to acknowledge his vision, no matter how it grated against their feeble traditions.
"You honour me with your trust, Honoured Ancestors," he replied with a shallow bow, not bothering to hide the hint of smug satisfaction in his tone. "I will take great care to ensure this mission does not expose the Yellow Mountain Sect’s spiritual teachings to the outside world."
With those parting words, he turned away from the chamber, back straight and head held high.
Let the elders cling to their power for now. Soon, whether they willed it or not, the sect's destiny would be mine to command.


 
 

  
    Great Demon Desolus

    

        Chapter 77: Great Demon Desolus

 Clearing his throat, Elder Sheng leaned forward, the loose folds of his plain robe shifting slightly. "Forgive me, Venerable Patriarch," he began. "But this scheme with the Western wizards sits ill with me. To meddle in their affairs seems rash."
For a long moment, Zhi Yuandao was motionless atop the ornately carved throne, his milky eyes fixed straight ahead as if gazing upon some unseen realm. The gathered elders held their collective breath, the silence weighing heavy.
At length, the Patriarch released a weary sigh, and the elders instinctively leaned in, straining to catch his quiet words. "You speak from sensible caution, Elder Sheng - a virtue I too once embodied in my youth, before..." His voice trailed off, withered lips thinning.
Elder Yun shot Sheng a pointed look. "Patriarch? If this troubles your spirit, we would understand reservations about-"
"No." The authority in Zhi Yuandao's voice left no space for objection. "You deserve the full truth behind my choice." Steepling his wrinkled fingers, he seemed to drift back through faded memories. "In my youth, before finding this path, I attended Fenghuang Academy alongside a dear friend - Zhuang Li." A wistful smile ghosted across his weathered face. "We were inseparable, and united in our passion for learning whatever we could about qi and alchemy."
The elders exchanged puzzled looks, no doubt wondering where this tale led. Zhi Yuandao settled back, a faraway look in those sightless eyes.
"After graduating, Zhuang and I vowed to scour every corner of the world for lost lore, like drifting clouds blown by the winds of discovery. For years, we roamed province to province, following every rumour of rare knowledge. Glorious days of freedom and endless learning."
Pausing to collect himself, the Patriarch's expression subtly hardened. "But all journeys must end. Zhuang devoted himself wholly to alchemy's mystic arts, while I was recruited to join our esteemed predecessors here."
A heavy silence blanketed the chamber as Zhi Yuandao's words sank in. Sheng leaned forward, brow furrowed in dawning realization.
"Surely you don't mean..." The elder's voice was subdued, almost reverent. "Zhuang Li, the infamous Crimson Alchemist?"
Zhi Yuandao nodded solemnly. "Indeed. Brilliant beyond me in alchemy, though also reckless in his pursuit of power. Over the decades, we drifted apart, save for the odd letter detailing his latest alchemical breakthrough."
The elders shifted uncomfortably, no doubt recalling the sordid rumours of Zhuang's notorious deeds that even reached their remote mountain - grave robbings, forbidden rituals, and worse.
"Until around eight years ago," Zhi Yuandao continued, undisguised grief aging his voice, "when dreadful news arrived from the West. Zhuang had been captured in Britain by Albus Dumbledore himself, accused of attempting to kidnap their Boy-Who-Lived and murdering Aurors." Weathered hands clenched atop the armrests, knuckles whitening. "I was tempted then to intervene by any means, demand his release. But I exercised restraint, trusting in the diplomatic overtures from the government."
The Patriarch's voice strained as his spiritual aura roiled with barely-leashed emotion. The elders recoiled instinctively, appearing their true frail ages before his internal turmoil.
"And then the deathblow - word that Zhuang perished in captivity, murdered by those arrogant Westerners!" The bellow exploded from Zhi Yuandao's lips, shaking dust from the ancient beams. Teacups clattered as the elders shrank back in terror.
Zhi Yuandao surged to his feet, spiritual pressure swelling like a tidal wave as his fury found release. "My closest friend, his genius so casually snuffed out!"
The Patriarch's sightless gaze bored into each of them. "And now this...Voldemort moves against Dumbledore, the man who killed Zhuang?" A cruel smile curved his lips. "Then I shall gladly lend what aid I can to ensure his victory - consequences be damned!"
Chest heaving, Zhi Yuandao slowly reigned in his emotions through sheer force of will. The elders remained frozen, stunned and cowed before the force of his outburst.
"That is why I agreed to Zhang Yuan's proposal," he said, tone heavy with finality. "If providing the Jiangshi aids this Dark Lord's triumph over Dumbledore, so be it. Zhuang's restless spirit can finally know vengeance...and I can have closure over my dearest friend's loss."
Sinking back onto his throne, Zhi Yuandao seemed to age decades, a hollowed husk drained by his fury's force. A suffocating silence reigned in the wake of his impassioned confession.
Elder Yun was the first to gather her courage, inclining her head respectfully. "You honour us with the truth behind your motivations, Venerable One. Clearly, great personal anguish underpins this decision regarding the Western wizards." Her graceful features softened with sympathy. "While unorthodox, we cannot dismiss the gravity of seeking justice for your fallen friend."
Zhi Yuandao released a weary sigh, some of the fire draining from his sightless eyes as he slumped back against the throne. "I appreciate your understanding, Elder Yun. My bond with Zhuang Li was...profound in ways few could comprehend."
Shifting uncomfortably, Elder Sheng cleared his throat.
"With respect, Patriarch, even accepting this...personal stake colours your judgement, can we truly afford entangling ourselves with these Western affairs?" The wizened master spread his hands pleadingly. "Our isolation from the outside world has preserved the Yellow Mountain Sect's sanctity for many centuries. One rash action could expose us."
"You think I arrived at this decision lightly, old fool?" Zhi Yuandao's voice contained weary disdain. "I have agonized over the implications and weighed every potential consequence."
Leaning forward, the Patriarch pinned the elders with his blind stare. "But some grievances rise above even our most deeply-held principles of neutrality. What Zhuang suffered at Dumbledore's hands was an injustice that cuts to my very soul." His tone hardened to adamant resolution. "If unleashing the Jiangshi upon those arrogant British wizards aids this Dark Lord's ascension - and by extension, Dumbledore's downfall - then so be it. The scales shall be balanced, one way or another."
A tense silence stretched as Zhi Yuandao's words sank in, the elders exchanging loaded looks. Finally, Elder Ren, a stout, severe-looking woman cleared her throat.
"You are certain of this path, then?" Her tone remained carefully neutral, though her gaze sharpened speculatively. "Even knowing the potential consequences should our involvement be discovered?"
Zhi Yuandao was silent for a long moment, perhaps contemplating her implied warning. After a while, he nodded, resolve clear in his eyes.
"The Yellow Mountain Sect has remained insular and aloof for too long," he declared in a steely rasp. "Our power and influence has stagnated, our wisdom and knowledge going ignored by the outside world." His sightless eyes seemed to bore into each of them. "Perhaps some...calculated risks are required to restore our pre-eminence and bring the foreign powers to heel before our might."
Concern and fear etched the faces of the gathered elders as they whispered softly among themselves. Not one dared to contradict the Patriarch openly. Observing this, Zhi Yuandao smiled thinly, recognizing their silent acceptance.
"Then it is decided," he intoned with an air of finality. "Zhang Yuan shall have the Jiangshi at his disposal for his mission. And should he succeed..." His expression took on a sinister cast. "Albus Dumbledore will sooner or later die."


The sickly-sweet stench of vomit and stale alcohol assaulted Jiang Chen's senses as he slowly drifted back to wakefulness. His head throbbed in time with his pulse, each beat like a sledgehammer driving through his skull. Groaning, he cracked open bleary eyes, instantly regretting the dim candlelight that stabbed like needles.
What...what happened? His mouth felt like a desert, tongue thick and heavy. Squinting against the spinning room, he tried to recall how he'd ended up in this sorry state.
Shattered memories flickered through the haze - drowning his sorrows in cup after cup of potent rice wine, mourning Lian Fen's cruel rejection. Her haunting visage lingered in thoughts, those beautiful features twisted with disdain as she turned her back on him. On them.
A ragged sob tore from Jiang Chen's throat as the anguish welled up anew. She'd been his world, his everything since they were children who began their studies at the Outer Court together. How could she just cast him aside like a broken talisman for that arrogant Zhang Yuan?
The mere thought of that pompous prodigy's smug face was like a white-hot iron driving through Jiang Chen's chest. Of course the great Zhang Yuan would take any opportunity to rub his superiority in the faces of lesser disciples. As if his natural genius wasn't enough to lord over them.
Jiang Chen's fingers clenched into trembling fists, nails biting into his palms hard enough to draw blood. He had tried sensing the ritual engraved upon his soul for years but made little progress. He didn't know what to do... He could still hear Zhang Yuan's mocking laughter echoing through the courtyard as he pinned Jiang Chen to the ground with his overwhelming spiritual force.
"Know your place, insect," that hateful voice sneered, fangs of jealousy sinking deeper into his psyche. "Lian saw your true colours - a petty, jealous child unfit to walk the path of spiritual power."
Bitter bile rose in Jiang Chen's throat as the memory's sting intensified tenfold. He was nothing, less than nothing compared to Zhang Yuan's peerless talent. The truth was inescapable - he'd never be anything more than a pathetic Outer Court trash, doomed to scrape at the dregs the great ones discarded.
Another mournful keen slipped free as Jiang Chen curled into a ball on the bare floor, cradling his head in shaking hands. His eyes burned with unshed tears as his future spiralled away into endless darkness, swallowed by light years of doubt and self-loathing. What was even the point anymore?
Reaching blindly, his fingers closed around the familiar ceramic curves of a wine jug. Yanking it close, Jiang Chen unstoppered the vessel and tilted it towards his cracked lips, desperate to drown his torment in that beguiling oblivion once more.
The first few mouthfuls were pure agony, fiery liquid searing his already-abused throat. But he persevered, swallowing with frantic determination until the world began its telltale spin. Blessed relief crept in, the razor edges dulling to a numb throb as his mind mercifully slipped its moorings.
As the jug emptied, Jiang Chen felt his eyelids growing heavier by the second. Somewhere in the deepest recesses of his muddled consciousness, a tiny voice warned that he'd gone too far this time. But the siren's call of total oblivion was too powerful to resist as the darkness tugged him under once more.
Just...let me sleep. Maybe I'll wake up from this nightmare...
His eyes slid shut with a weary sigh.
Only to snap wide a heartbeat later, every nerve ending screaming in primal terror. Jiang Chen jolted upright with a strangled cry, chest heaving as he whipped his head around in blind panic. Sweat slicked his brow, plastering wet strands of hair to his clammy skin as he stared about the cramped chamber with wild, unfocused eyes.
"G-Great Demon!" he stammered hoarsely, hands clawing at the floorboards as his gaze darted frantically. "Where...where are you, monster?"
His heart thundered in his ears, each ragged gasp tearing at his abused throat. Jiang Chen's trembling fingers scrabbled weakly against the floor as searing afterimages burned through his psyche.
The desolate, ash-choked battlefield stretched before him, littered with corpses in mangled heaps as far as the eye could see. And dominating it all high in the sky floated the imposing figure of Desolus, the Great Demon - his form surrounded by massive serpents made out of various elements and his red eyes blazing like twin black holes devouring all light and hope.
Jiang Chen clung to the last tattered shreds of his composure, but the mere thought of that dreaded name shattered his fragile grip. His stomach roiled with nausea as the hideous memories resurfaced, each one more horrific than the last.
He saw Beijing again, once a proud, gleaming metropolis reduced to a skeletal, scorched wasteland by Desolus's devastating attack. The Great Demon's cruel laughter rang out, echoing across the ruined cityscape as his mastery over the elements unleashed an unstoppable barrage of destruction.
Towering tornadoes, their winds whipped into frenzied maelstroms by Desolus's will, tore through the city streets like ravenous beasts. Skyscrapers groaned and twisted, their foundations ripped asunder by the cyclones' fury before collapsing in thunderous clouds of dust and debris. Anywhere the twisters passed, only flattened ruin remained - the once-mighty towers reduced to jagged fields of rubble.
As if the tornadoes weren't devastating enough, the very earth itself turned traitor under Desolus's command. Fissures split the ground, widening into gaping maws that swallowed entire city blocks whole. Subterranean rumblings built to a terrifying crescendo as tectonic forces warred, triggered by the Great Demon's power over the terrestrial sphere.
Then, like the hammer of an angry god, the earthquake struck. The ground bucked and heaved, shockwaves rippling outward as buildings crumpled like houses of cards. Towering monoliths of glass and steel twisted into mangled heaps, raining lethal shards in every direction as their foundations liquefied beneath them. Vast chasms opened up, swallowing once-pristine roads and parks into bottomless pits of churning earth.
But Desolus's onslaught didn't end there. Even as the quake's devastation reached its apex, a new horror loomed on the horizon - a titanic wall of frothing water surging towards the crippled city. The Great Demon had called forth a tsunami from the depths, a towering behemoth of liquid fury that dwarfed the tallest buildings remaining.
The colossal wave crashed over Beijing with immense force, a relentless torrent that scoured the metropolis clean. Any structures still standing after the quake's fury were simply swept away, reduced to flotsam in the raging torrent. Entire districts vanished beneath that churning, merciless tide, the unlucky souls trapped within drowned like rats in a burrow.
And through it all, Desolus reigned supreme - a vengeful god of destruction made flesh. His amplified laughter mocked the pitiful struggles of the fleeing masses as they tried in vain to outrun his wrath. With a mere thought, he conjured fresh nightmares to unleash upon them.
Gargantuan spears of blue fire, each one spanning over five hundred meters from root to blazing tip, materialized amidst the devastation. The twisted, ethereal constructs burned with searing cold, their mere presence flash-freezing anything within a thousand-meter radius into lifeless husks of ice. One by one, the spears rained down from the heavens in blazing arcs, shattering what few structures remained with apocalyptic force.
Those unlucky enough to be caught in the blue fire’s path were frozen solid in an instant, their agonized screams cut short as they were encased in gleaming tombs of ice. Those who managed to avoid the initial freezing blasts fared little better - the spears' impacts triggered catastrophic chains of explosions that spread outward in towering waves of frost and flame.
Anywhere the blue fire touched, it consumed utterly. Towering infernos roared to life amidst flash-frozen wastelands, an endless cycle of immolation and glaciation that left the very bedrock scarred and twisted. Within an hour, what had once been a thriving city of millions lay in smouldering, frozen ruin while the remnants of the Resistance watched helplessly from far away in the skies.
Jiang Chen retched violently, stomach clenching as a foul stream of vomit spewed from his lips. Gasping raggedly, he hugged himself as violent tremors wracked his frame.
"No...no, no, no," he whimpered like a frightened child, rocking back and forth. "It can't be...I was there, on the battlefield. He...he killed me!"
The memories crashed over him in a suffocating tidal wave, each one more horrific than the last. The Great Demon's red eyes boring into his soul, stripping away every flicker of hope and courage with their sheer, overwhelming malice.
"You should've fled when you had the chance..." Desolus's voice echoed in the fractured remnants of his psyche, dripping with sadistic amusement. "Not that it would've saved you from me."
Jiang Chen shuddered, fingers clawing at his scalp as the phantom pain of Desolus's tortures resurfaced. The merciless tearing of flesh and sinew as his tendons were ripped free one agonizing strand at a time. The scorching, all-consuming agony as that crimson inferno washed over him, reducing his form to smouldering cinders.
And through it all, the Great Demon's laughter, mocking his pitiful struggles against the inevitable. Those hateful, pitiless red eyes watching impassively as he died a thousand deaths, only to have his soul torn back from the void's brink to begin the cycle anew.
"My...my soul," Jiang Chen whispered, a broken whimper slipping free. "He...he captured my soul. Trapped it in...in that endless hell!"
A frantic, desperate sound somewhere between a sob and a laugh bubbled up through his raw throat. "But...but I'm here!" His shaking hands mapped the contours of his face, traced the outline of his body as if to reassure himself of its reality.
"My body...it's whole again. Restored!" Lurching unsteadily to his feet, Jiang Chen spun in a drunken circle, taking in every detail of the cramped chamber with wild, haunted eyes.
This...this is the Yellow Mountain Sect! My old quarters from when I was just a disciple!
The realisation hit like a thunderbolt, stealing what little breath remained in his lungs. Is this...is this some sort of sick illusion cast by that demon? A fresh torment designed to unhinge what tattered remnants of his sanity still clung on?
Jiang Chen staggered towards the window, shoving aside the silk curtains to gaze out over the sprawling mountain vistas beyond. Familiar pine-cloaked peaks stretched to the horizon, serene and utterly unchanged from how he remembered them in his youth. A crisp, clean breeze wafted in, carrying the unmistakable fragrances of moss and wildflowers.
No, this is too real...too visceral to be some twisted mirage. He struggled to make sense of it all. Then, like a thunderclap, the only possible answer struck him with numb, dizzying force.
"Did...did I travel back in time?" The words slipped from numb lips in a hoarse whisper. "Back before...before Desolus destroyed the Huangshan Mountains? More than fifteen years back…?"
Trembling fingers carded through his dishevelled hair, tracing the unfamiliar contours of a youthful face unmarred by the ravages of aging.
Judging from his body, he should be around 16 years old right now. That means the Mundane World should be in total chaos right now. Desolus would've become famous five years ago when he destroyed all of the major oil refineries of the entire world, and hundreds of millions of Mundanes died of starvation and conflict.
The Cold War between America and Russia would've intensified greatly, and soon after they launched nuclear weapons at each other. All of Russia's major cities were wiped off the map, and multiple key cities of America were destroyed as well.
Jiang Chen clenched his hands tightly into fists. He cursed the heavens for not putting him back earlier into the timeline. If he were put back when he was still a young child, he might've had a chance to kill Desolus before he became such a great threat.
How could he possibly overcome one whose power surpassed every being on the planet? Desolus had proven himself utterly unstoppable, a force of nature beyond anyone's ability to defy.
Unless...
Feeling for his soul, he couldn’t help but let out a wildly satisfied laugh. All of his skill has been sent back to the past! It wasn’t surprising, since his soul must’ve travelled back in time, and that naturally meant the well-developed ritual engraved upon his soul was sent along as well.
Jiang Chen's eyes lit up with a glimmer of hope. There was still a chance, a sliver of opportunity to prevent the catastrophic future he had witnessed. He knew where Desolus would go for the next seventeen years, and if he could ambush the Great Demon through an assault on his soul...
Desolus, for all his overwhelming mastery over the elements, was still almost entirely clueless to the true power of the soul at this point in time. And in the next couple of years, the Yellow Mountain Sect would have its first direct conflict with the dreaded human calamity. Their Patriarch had nearly succeeded in ending Desolus during that initial encounter, exploiting a crucial vulnerability - the Great Demon's peculiar soul aura.
It was well-known within the sect that Desolus's soul was an anomaly, fragmented into two distinct essences. The primary aspect radiated an aura of pure, unadulterated malice - a yawning void of darkness that consumed all in its path. But a smaller, isolated fragment seemed to belong to an entirely different being, resonating with deep despair and sorrow.
When the Yellow Mountain elders had targeted that strange dichotomy, lashing at the connection between Desolus's two distinct soul aspects, he had proven uniquely vulnerable to their soul-rending techniques. For all his overwhelming might, that singular flaw had nearly led to his undoing.
"The Yellow Mountain Sect's techniques...our mastery of soul energy..." Jiang Chen inhaled a shuddering breath, steeling his resolve as a spark of hope flared to life within his chest. "That's your greatest vulnerability, monster. One I aim to exploit to the fullest!"
Pivoting on his heel, he walked towards the door with renewed purpose. Sliding it open, Jiang Chen stepped out into the cool mountain air, a gentle breeze caressing his face. All around him, disciples in simple robes of muted earth tones went about their daily routines—some practicing martial forms, others hurrying to and fro with armfuls of books and artifacts.
But something felt...off. Jiang Chen's brow furrowed as he took in the carefree atmosphere, the air of lightness that seemed to fill every corner of the sect. Even the youngest disciples, barely out of childhood, moved with an unburdened spring in their steps, their round faces split by naïve grins.
It was a far cry from the grim, haunted expressions he remembered from his own time - the ever-present dread that hung over the sect like a shroud as Desolus's reign of terror in the outside world grew with each passing day.
Have they truly not felt the results of that monster's actions yet? Jiang Chen wondered, unease coiling in his gut. The sect's protective barriers were strong, but surely even they couldn't completely insulate the disciples from the chaos engulfing the outside world.
And yet, as he extended his spiritual senses, Jiang Chen could detect no trace of the fear or unease that should have been present. Instead, the disciples' soul auras radiated a pure, almost innocent contentment - untainted by the horrors he knew all too well.
Thoroughly baffled, Jiang Chen made his way across the courtyard towards a familiar figure seated beneath a gnarled plum tree. Guo Peng, an Outer Court disciple a few years his junior, looked up at his approach with a welcoming smile.
"Jiang Chen!" the younger boy called out, his youthful features alight with open friendliness. "I'm surprised to see you up and about so soon after... well, you know."
Jiang Chen froze mid-step, a wary frown tugging at his lips. "After what, exactly?" he asked carefully, trying to recall any recent events that might have laid him low. But his time-displaced memories yielded nothing but fog and confusion.
Guo Peng's smile faltered, replaced by a look of awkward concern. "Why, after you stood up to Zhang Yuan in front of the whole sect, of course! I mean, it was a brave thing to do, but... well, you must have known he would put you in your place without even trying."
Jiang Chen could only stare at the younger disciple, his mind reeling. Zhang Yuan? The arrogant prodigy who delighted in grinding his lessers beneath his heel? He had always avoided him and had a neutral relationship with him.
"I... I don't..." he began, only to trail off as Guo Peng forged ahead, apparently taking his silence for chagrin.
"Look, I get it," the boy said, his tone turning sympathetic. "Lian Fen meant a lot to you, and seeing her choose Zhang Yuan over you must have been a real kick in the teeth." He reached out to pat Jiang Chen's shoulder, his expression earnest. "But trust me, you're better off without a girl who'd throw you over for some resources. There are plenty of other fish in the sea, you know?"
Jiang Chen could only gape at Guo Peng. Lian Fen, betraying him? Abandoning him for Zhang Yuan's favour? The very idea was so ludicrous, so utterly alien to everything he knew, that he couldn't even form a coherent response.
In his time, Lian Fen had been his rock, his constant companion through every trial and hardship. They had clung to each other as the world crumbled around them, drawing strength from their bond even as friends fell to Desolus's wickedness. The mere thought of her turning her back on him was... unthinkable.
And yet, Guo Peng spoke of it as if it were common knowledge - a simple, if painful, fact of life. The disconnect was so jarring, so fundamentally wrong, that Jiang Chen felt like he'd been plunged into an icy lake, the shock driving the breath from his lungs.
"That's... that's not right," he managed at last, his voice sounding distant and hollow to his own ears. "Lian Fen would never... we were..."
He shook his head, trying to clear the cobwebs from his mind. This whole conversation felt like a fever dream, a twisted mirror image of the reality he knew. And at the centre of it all, the looming spectre of the one who had shattered his world beyond repair.
"Guo Peng," Jiang Chen said abruptly, cutting off the younger disciple's well-meaning platitudes. "What do you know of Desolus?"
The other boy blinked, nonplussed by the sudden change of topic. "Desolus?" he repeated, his brow furrowing in confusion. "Who's that?"
For a moment, Jiang Chen could only stare at him, certain he must have misheard. How could anyone, even a sheltered Outer Court disciple, not know the name that had become synonymous with death and destruction across the globe?
But then, a flicker of recognition lit Guo Peng's eyes, and he snapped his fingers. "Oh... you mean Dark Lord Desolus that died a couple of years ago in Afghanistan by the International Confederation? That was such a messy affair, wasn't it? I heard from some new disciples from the outside world that he was hired by famous families from somewhere in the Middle East to destroy those Mundane facilities that caused such chaos for them."
Jiang Chen could barely process what he was hearing. Great Demon Desolus who had laid waste to the entire world... reduced to a mere footnote in the sect's gossip? A two-bit mercenary who'd met his end at the hands of the authorities?
It was absurd. Laughable, even. The Desolus he knew had been an unstoppable force of nature, a being of such terrifying power that even the mightiest Magi trembled at his name. The idea that he could be brought low by such means was... unthinkable. Even five years ago, when Desolus was still in his youth and as such a lot less powerful, it still seemed improbable.
And yet, the proof was right there in front of him - in the carefree laughter of the disciples, the unburdened lightness of their auras. In Guo Peng's casual dismissal of the greatest threat the world had ever known as a mere curiosity, a bit of foreign trivia to be bandied about and then forgotten.
Slowly, haltingly, the pieces began to fall into place in Jiang Chen's mind. The strange inconsistencies, the nagging sense of wrongness that had plagued him since he'd awoken in this familiar-yet-alien world.
I'm in a different timeline, he staggered against the plum tree in shock. A... a parallel world, where Desolus must’ve decided to hide for some reason… There’s absolutely no way he died that easily!
It was the only explanation that made sense - the only way to reconcile the vast gulf between his memories and the reality he now found himself in. Somehow, impossibly, his desperate move to escape the Great Demon's clutches on his soul had flung him not just into the past, but into an entirely different universe altogether.
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        Chapter 78: Hope Turned Black
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 The door slammed shut behind Jiang Chen with a loud bang. He stumbled into the familiar room, chest heaving as he slumped against the wall with his legs barely holding his weight.
A different timeline? One where that monster Desolus amounted to nothing more than a footnote, stopped before his reign of apocalyptic destruction? Jiang Chen desperately wanted to believe, to cling to that fragile hope. But he couldn't force himself to. Desolus must have hidden himself away for some nefarious reason...
Carefree laughter echoed down the halls, the other disciples' auras light and unburdened. Guo Peng had brushed off Desolus, oblivious to the nightmare to come. Jiang Chen squeezed his eyes shut, bile burning his throat as he was forced to accept the reality before him.
This was no dream, no trick of the senses. Somehow, by some cosmic force, he had been ripped from his own ravaged world and thrust into this strange alternate timeline. But why? What cosmic purpose could drive such a twist of fate?
His fists clenched, nails biting into his youthful palms hard enough to draw blood. There could be only one answer - to stop Desolus from claiming this world as his next bloodstained prize. To prevent those same atrocities, that endless cycle of slaughter and despair, from repeating itself here.
First, he needed to test his powers. Jiang Chen snatched up the jade-tipped wand from the desk, not something he regularly used, but enough for now. He whirled toward the simple wooden chair, slashing the wand in a blinding arc. White-hot energy erupted from the tip in a dazzling flare, searing a trail through the air to blast the chair head-on.
When the flare faded, a small deer blinked in confusion where the chair had been, the wooden furniture twisted into an unnatural new form. A grim smile tugged at Jiang Chen's lips - his qi remained intact, at least.
Another casual flick of the wand and the deer shimmered, reforming into an ordinary chair once more. He set the wand down on his desk once more and began pacing back and forth.
"The soul," he whispered. "The heart of our power – our mastery over the spark of life itself. The spark that monster corrupted, twisted into something vile and profane after capturing the Elders of the Sect."
Desolus had somehow, without partaking in the Yellow Mountain Sect’s Mother and Son Communion Ritual, managed to create his own Soul Engraving after two years. And through that Engraving, he had inscribed the advanced Soul Devouring ability that violently ripped the very essence from his victims to fuel his endless, gluttonous hunger for power. Each soul consumed made one’s Engraving very minutely stronger, more stable. One’s Inscribed Abilities a little bit more potent with every life taken.
It was a seductive path, Jiang Chen knew. To grow mightier by devouring one's foes, their lingering wills submitting to the victor's dominance. But the Yellow Mountain Sect had sealed such abominations behind the strongest of seals long ago. Not just for moral reasons, but from pragmatic necessity – the remnant wills could easily overwhelm and corrupt the unworthy.
Yet Desolus had shattered that limit with ease. Had turned Soul Devouring into the foulest of arts, the dark engine powering his rise from immensely powerful Dark Lord to unstoppable Great Demon. The visions assaulted Jiang Chen in vivid flashes of slaughter.
The Cycle of Despair, when Desolus would descend upon city after city in an orgy of death. Harvesting hundreds of thousands of souls in his ravenous maw, only to withdraw and refine that stolen essence while his own spirit recovered from the strain. Always growing stronger, more terrible, before inevitably returning with fresh waves of destruction that shook the world itself.
The Sect's disciples practiced Soul Devouring after each Cycle as well, consuming the fragmented remnants Desolus left behind – shards that offered their essence freely, without corruption. Vengeance and allegiance against their shared foe drove them. Jiang Chen's power swelled, his Engraving reaching terrifying heights. Yet it proved a mere candle against the Great Demon's firestorm.
Here though, in this alien timeline... things were different. Desolus had ‘fallen’ somehow, cast down by mundane forces before his true ascent. Before his apocalyptic campaign could reach its ruinous peak.
Jiang Chen's breath caught in his throat. The Mother Abilities! Their Sect's most sacred techniques, fuelled by direct connection to the Great Mother Tree, the focal point of the Mother aspect of the Mother Son Communion ritual, itself.
In his shattered reality, that vital link had been severed when Desolus destroyed the Huangshan Mountains, and thus the Tree, utterly. But here... Jiang Chen reached out with his soul, felt the warm, nurturing presence of the Mother pulsing in time with his thundering heart.
Tears stung his eyes as he activated Soul Communion, his Engraving flooding with the Yellow Mountain Sect’s dogma and beliefs. His near-broken Will began to replenish itself after the immense strain placed upon it by Desolus’s unending tortures.
For a few blessed moments, he simply drank deep of that wellspring. Let the weight of despair and failure lift, if only briefly. A fragile spark of hope flickered to life – if Desolus had truly been stopped here, then maybe...
Then he saw it. Nestled in the heart of his Engraving's core, a tiny serpent coiled tight – fangs buried in the fabric of his very soul. His entire body shuddered in anxiety as he traced the ethereal thread trailing from its thrashing tail, vanishing into nothingness.
"No..." The broken rasp tore from his throat. "It can't be..."
He used the Inscribed Ability known by all disciples, Soul Sensing, to its utmost to follow that tether to its source, and faintly, Desolus's mocking laughter echoed in his mind.
"This world is too small... let's see if this experiment gives me more souls to devour..."
Jiang Chen's world shattered. He stumbled back, his heart racing as the awful truth hit him in waves of despair.
It was Desolus. The Great Demon himself had banished Jiang Chen from his own timeline into this new one, trapping him in a younger body. This was all part of Desolus's latest depraved scheme, a twisted plan to infiltrate the new timeline by taking advantage of Jiang Chen's very existence.
A scream of pure rage and anguish tore from his throat. Soul energy coalesced around his fist as he smashed it into the floor with every ounce of his strength. Wood exploded in a blinding storm of splinters and shrapnel, a fifty-meter-deep hole piercing into the earth.
But even such reckless destruction couldn't quench the inferno raging inside him. He knew, with soul-shattering certainty, that the serpent's fangs were anchored in his Engraving by Desolus's own Will. No force here could break the vile tether binding him to the demon.
Despair stole the breath from his lungs. He slumped to his knees, bitter laughter tearing from his throat like shards of broken glass.
"All my hopes..." The words were a rasping croak, and his fists clenched tightly. "Just cruel illusions. Bait dangling on the hook cast by that demon..."
In the end, he was nothing but a helpless pawn. A pathetic puppet, his strings pulled by Great Demon Desolus's whims from another timeline. What chance did anyone have against such overwhelming power?
Even as the darkness surrounded him, a faint glimmer sparked in the ashes of his despair. This world… it was undeniably different from his own.
In the reality he'd been plucked from, Desolus had rampaged unchecked, leaving only scorched ruin and oceans of blood in his wake. Consuming and destroying without limit to fuel his endless craving for souls.
But here... here, the Great Demon had vanished somehow. Defeated before his true ascension, before his dark tendrils could strangle the life from this world as well.
And there was something else too. When Desolus had first encountered the Elders of the Sect, his aura had been split into two warring aspects.
One radiated outward in a blazing supernova of pure, sadistic malice. A yawning void that consumed all light and hope, leaving only oblivion. But the other... the other had shone as a tiny, flickering ember of sorrow and despair, nearly snuffed out by the overwhelming darkness.
Over the long years, as Desolus grew in power, that second aspect had faded from view. Subsumed and consumed by the monster's main aspect. But here, in this divergent timeline...
Desolus's true identity – the human monster whose reign had ultimately brought the world to its knees – had been shrouded in speculation for a long time.
After his final, climactic clash with one of the most powerful Magi on the planet, Albus Dumbledore, the awful truth at last came to light through a number of letters released after Dumbledore’s death. The Great Demon had once been nothing more than a child, a young boy named Harry Potter. His body and soul twisted to serve as a vessel for a long-dead Dark Lord's malign spirit.
A spirit that, in Jiang Chen's world, had utterly devoured the boy's essence. Erasing any trace of the innocent child he had surely once been, replacing it with malice and cruelty.
But here... here, could the course of that tragedy have played out differently? Could that second aspect have been Harry Potter himself all this time? We had suspected, but never knew for sure.
"What if..." Jiang Chen breathed the words, hardly daring to give voice to that fragile hope taking shape. "What if the boy fought back? What if Harry Potter's soul somehow found the strength to resist the Dark Lord’s spirit, to deny the monster its ultimate victory?"
Could that explain Desolus's disappearance in this timeline? His abrupt fall from the global stage years before his apocalyptic campaign could reach its ruinous peak? A final, desperate ploy by a child pushed past the brink, sacrificing everything to thwart the demon's designs? Hopefully he survived… The boy must’ve been immensely talented, and was almost certainly the root cause behind Desolus’s overwhelming power. The Dark Lord Voldemort would have surely never died if he was that powerful, right?
Jiang Chen shuddered, a tremor running through him from crown to heel. It seemed a desperate dream, a soap bubble reality ready to burst at the first harsh truth. And yet... he had to know. Had to pursue even that faintest glimmer of hope against the odds.
He surged back to his feet, squaring his shoulders as that fragile spark hardened into a blazing resolve burning in his eyes.
"I'll find him," he growled, the words torn from a throat ravaged by screams of anguish. "I'll uncover the truth behind Desolus's fall – behind Harry Potter's ultimate fate, no matter what it costs me."
Jiang Chen's fists clenched hard, nails biting bloody crescents into his palms. If Harry Potter is alive, I must ally myself with him. There is no other choice if we want to resist the Great Demon Desolus from destroying this world as well.


"...and then, when the potion turned bright pink, I heard Seamus's eyebrows nearly singed right off!" Neville exclaimed. The group erupted into laughter while owls flew overhead.
The laughter slowly died down, and a familiar figure approached their table – Professor Lupin, whose worn robes hung loosely on his frame and had a kind but slightly nervous smile on his face. He stopped beside Lucas, clearing his throat softly.
"Harry," he began hesitantly, "I was hoping I might have a word with you in private, if that's alright?"
Curiosity flickered within Lucas, though his expression remained politely interested. He rose from his seat. "Of course, Professor." With a reassuring grin to his friends, he fell into step beside Lupin.
As they exited the Great Hall, Lupin's fingers fidgeted nervously at his side, as if he were grasping for the right words. "Harry, I... I don't know if you've heard, but there have been some recent developments regarding Sirius Black after he was declared innocent." He paused, gauging Lucas's reaction with apprehension.
Lucas maintained his interested facade. "Sirius Black? My godfather, right?"
Lupin nodded, a wistful smile tugging at his lips. "That's right. Sirius, your father James, and I were thick as thieves back in our Hogwarts days." His voice shook slightly, longing passing over his face. "The stories I could tell you, Harry... the mischief we used to get up to."
As they walked through the sunlit corridors, Lupin regaled Lucas with tales of the Marauders' adventures – sneaking out under James's invisibility cloak, discovering secret passages, and pulling pranks that left even the teachers chuckling. Lucas listened attentively, laughing in all the right places, even as he planned for something else.
"Your mother, Lily," Lupin continued softly, "she was the only one who could ever keep your father in line. Brilliant, she was, and kind to a fault. She saw the best in everyone, even when we couldn't see it in ourselves."
They paused outside Lupin's office, the professor's hand resting on the doorknob. He turned to face Lucas, eyes shining with unshed tears. "Harry, your parents were the most wonderful people I've ever known. Brave, loyal, and so full of love. And Sirius... he loved them just as much as I did."
Lupin inhaled deeply, composing himself. "I understand this is a lot," he said. "But Sirius truly wants to know you – his family. He's waited for this chance for a very long time."
Lucas nodded, a small smile on his face. "I understand, Professor. I'd like to meet him, to learn more about my parents from someone who knew them so well."
Lupin sighed in relief, and he reached out, placing a hand on Lucas's shoulder. "I'm so glad to hear that, Harry. I know it would mean the world to Sirius... and to your parents, if they were here."
Lucas suppressed a derisive snort at that. My real parents are in another universe, but let’s see if this can get me the Locket Horcrux without having to break into the house by force.
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        Chapter 79: Established Bond

 The creaking wooden door announced Sirius Black's entrance into Lupin's office, where his eyes immediately found Lucas. His gaunt face displayed many emotions - hope, anxiety, and an intense longing.
"Harry..." Sirius breathed, taking a hesitant step forward. His robes hung loosely on his malnourished frame.
Lucas studied the man before him, committing every detail to his eidetic memory. Despite the haunted look in Sirius's eyes and the lines etched deep into his face, there was an unmistakable resemblance to the young, mischievous boy in the photos Lupin had shown him.
"It's good to finally meet you," Lucas said, injecting warmth into his tone. He extended his hand. "Professor Lupin has told me a bit about you."
Sirius's calloused hand engulfed Lucas's in a firm, tight shake as if afraid to let go. "Remus told you about our days at Hogwarts, did he?" A ghost of a smile played on his lips. "The stories he could tell..."
Lupin chuckled softly from beside them. "Nothing too bad, I assure you."
Sirius slowly released his hand, and Lucas couldn't help but notice the man's gaze drinking in every detail of his face, as if committing it to memory. It was the look of a man who had been starved of something precious for far too long.
"You look so healthy, and resemble your father when he was your age," Sirius said wistfully. "But you have your mother's eyes."
"I wish I could have known them," Lucas spoke, letting a trace of melancholy colour his voice. "To hear about them from you and Professor Lupin..."
Sirius's expression softened, and he reached out, placing a hand on Lucas's shoulder in a gesture reminiscent of Lupin's earlier. "We'll have plenty of time for that, Harry. I promise."
Lucas forced a small smile, leaning into the touch ever so slightly. "I'd like that."
Sirius's grip on Lucas's shoulder tightened fractionally, as if reassuring himself that this moment was real. "You have to understand, Harry, you're the last link I have to James and Lily. When I thought I'd lost you too that night..." His voice cracked, thick with emotion. "It very nearly broke me."
Lupin moved to stand beside his old friend, offering a supportive hand on Sirius's arm. The two men shared a loaded glance, a lifetime of hardship and loss passing between them in that moment.
"Why don't we have a seat?" Lupin suggested gently, gesturing to the worn but comfortable armchairs arranged before the fireplace. "I suspect you both have questions for each other."
Sirius seemed to shake himself from his trance and nodded, the first genuine smile Lucas had seen creasing his haggard features. "You're right, Remus. Of course."
They settled into the armchairs, the crackle of the fire filling the brief silence. Lucas leaned back, adopting an open, attentive posture as he studied the two men through hooded eyes.
"I don't even know where to begin," Sirius admitted, running a hand through his unkempt hair. "These past ten years... I've replayed that night over and over in my mind, tormented by what might have been." His haunted gaze found Lucas's. "If I had just realized Peter's deception sooner..."
Lupin made a soft noise of consolation, but Lucas remained silent, waiting.
Sirius shook his head, as if to dispel the dark memories. "But that's not what's important now. What matters is that you're here, alive and well." His eyes shone with fierce protectiveness. "I failed your parents, Harry. But I won't fail you - I swear it on their memories. You'll never want for family again."
The words rang hollow to Lucas's ears, but he gave a small nod of acknowledgment all the same. Let the man believe what he would - it would make it easier for him to access Grimmauld Place in the future.
"I appreciate that, Sirius," he said, pitching his voice to carry just the right tone of vulnerability. "Truly, I do. But I have to admit, there's still so much I don't understand about... well, everything."
He spread his hands in a helpless gesture. "My parents, Voldemort, that night... it's all one big mystery to me." He lifted his gaze to meet Sirius's, letting it smoulder with repressed emotion. "Could you tell me about more about what led to that night? I need to know, Sirius. I need the truth, no matter how difficult it might be to hear."
The raw longing in Lucas's voice seemed to pierce Sirius to his core. The man leaned forward with his elbows resting on his knees as he struggled to find the words.
Sirius took a deep, shuddering breath as he began to speak. "The truth is, Harry, we were at war - a secret war against Voldemort and his followers." His voice hardened with barely restrained bitterness. "Your parents were two of the bravest people I knew, right at the heart of the fight against the Death Eaters."
He paused, lost in the memories for a moment before continuing. "James was like a brother to me, you see. When my horrid family disowned me, he and his parents took me in without hesitation. Gave me a real home for the first time in my life."
A wistful smile ghosted across Sirius's lips. "Merlin, the trouble we used to get into back then. Your dad had a mischievous streak a mile wide." He chuckled softly. "But when it came to standing up against Voldemort's reign of terror, he was as brave and dedicated as they come."
Lucas listened intently, nodding along at the appropriate moments to keep Sirius talking. He could sense the man's yearning to share these stories, to keep the memories of his friends alive.
"And your mother, Lily..." Sirius's expression softened. "She was the most talented witch I ever met. Brilliant mind, kind heart - she had a way of keeping James's feet on the ground when the rest of us were getting up to no good." His eyes glistened with unshed tears. "They loved each other something fierce, your parents."
Remus remained silent, letting his old friend find his voice. Lucas could see the pain etched on the werewolf's features, but he refrained from interrupting.
"When you were born, Harry, you gave us all such hope in those dark times," Sirius continued, voice trembling with emotion. "Your parents were overjoyed, and I was so honoured when they named me your godfather." He locked eyes with Lucas, regret filling his own. "If only I could have protected them better... protected you."
Now is my chance.
"I'm sure you did everything you could, Sirius," he said gently. "From what Professor Lupin told me, you were like family to my parents. I can't imagine how difficult that loss must have been for you."
Sirius's eyes glistened with unshed tears at Lucas's words. "I tried, Harry. I really did. But in the end, I let my anger and thirst for vengeance cloud my judgment. I went after Peter instead of staying with you like I should have." He shook his head, a bitter twist to his lips. "And look where that got me - locked away in Azkaban while you were left alone."
"Sirius, you couldn't have foreseen any of this," Lucas said, leaning forward with a look of empathy. "The important thing is that you're here now."
Sirius gave a jerky nod, seeming to draw strength from Lucas's reassurance. "You're right, of course. I just... I can't help but think about all the time I've lost with you. All the things I should have been there for."
Lucas's gaze flickered briefly to Sirius's, a flash of something unreadable in his emerald eyes. "Well, we have time now, don't we? To get to know each other, to build the relationship we should have had all along."
Sirius's answering smile was uncertain but genuine. "I'd like that very much, Harry."
Settling back into his chair, Lucas adopted a relaxed but attentive demeanour. "Tell me more about yourself, Sirius. I feel like I barely know my own godfather.”
Sirius barked out a laugh, though there was little humour in it. "Not much to tell, I'm afraid. I was the black sheep of the Black family - quite literally." His eyes darkened with old resentment. "My parents were obsessed with blood purity and all that rubbish. Thought Voldemort had the right idea."
His head tilted and eyes curious, Lucas asked, "You didn't see eye to eye with them?"
Sirius shook his head vehemently. "Not for a second. I couldn't stand their bigotry and cruelty. As soon as I was old enough, I ran away from home - went to live with your dad's family." A hint of warmth crept into his voice at the memory.
Lucas hummed thoughtfully. "It must have been difficult, going against your whole family like that."
Sirius shrugged, but the tension in his shoulders gave away his true feelings. "I had to do the right thing. Embracing their pureblood supremacy nonsense was out of the question for me."
Lucas's gaze seemed to sharpen almost imperceptibly, but his tone remained casual. "Do you still have any contact with your family? Your parents?"
Sirius's face darkened, a scowl twisting his features. "My parents are long dead, and good riddance. My brother Regulus got himself killed working for Voldemort. As for the rest of them..." He waved a dismissive hand. "I couldn't care less. They're not my family - not in any way that matters."
Lucas leaned back, as if to better process the information. "It sounds like your upbringing was tough. I can't imagine growing up in a home like that."
Sirius's eyes took on a distant, haunted look. "Grimmauld Place was a nightmare, especially after I was sorted into Gryffindor. The screaming, the house-elf heads mounted on the walls..." He shuddered. "I try not to think about that place if I can help it."
Lucas nodded sympathetically, though a calculating glint in his eye went unnoticed by Sirius, who was lost in his memories. "Is the house still standing? Do you own it now, being the last of the Blacks?"
Pondering for a moment, Sirius frowned. "I guess Grimmauld Place would be part of the Black family estate," he replied slowly. "My grandfather Arcturus is the head of the family, but he's very old and won't be around much longer."
He shrugged, a bitter twist to his lips. "After him, I'm not sure who would inherit it. I was officially disowned when I ran away, but my dear old mum never got around to striking me from the family tapestry before she died." A humourless chuckle escaped him. "Leave it to her pettiness and spite to inadvertently keep me in the line of succession."
Sirius sighed deeply as he recounted the bitter memories of his familial home. Lucas could sense the simmering resentment just beneath the surface, on the verge of boiling over.
Best to change the subject before Sirius becomes too mired in the past.
"Well, it sounds like you're well rid of that lot," Lucas spoke. "The important thing is that you forged your own path, despite your family's... unpleasant views." He offered Sirius a small, reassuring smile. "I can only imagine how difficult that must have been at such a young age."
The hard lines of Sirius's face softened as he relaxed at Lucas's words. "You're right, of course," he said, sighing wearily. "No sense in dwelling on ancient history, eh?" He mustered a crooked grin. "Especially when we have so much to catch up on."
Sirius's eyes were bright with curiosity as he leaned forward. "Tell me about your life, Harry," he eagerly asked. "I want to know everything - what it was like growing up, your favourite subjects, friends..." He hesitated, uncertainty crossing his features. "If you're comfortable sharing, that is."
"Of course, Sirius. I'd be happy to tell you," Lucas said with a reassuring smile. Leaning back in his chair, he became thoughtful. "Well, as you may know, I grew up with my aunt and uncle, the Dursleys."
A shadow passed over his face, and he seemed to hesitate for a moment. "It was... difficult, at first. They didn't quite know what to make of me, and I ended up sleeping in a cupboard under the stairs for a while."
Shock filled Sirius's wide eyes, and Remus made a soft noise of dismay. "A cupboard?" Sirius echoed, his voice tight with barely controlled rage. "Those miserable-"
"It's alright, Sirius," Lucas interrupted gently. "Things got better when I started attending school at around three years old. The school officials noticed my intelligence and intervened."
He smiled faintly at the memory. "That's when everything changed. I was admitted into a prestigious Muggle school in Cambridge, and I just... took to it like a duck to water." His eyes shone with pride. "I flew through the grades and finished University a couple of months ago, just before coming to Hogwarts."
Remus nodded, a look of admiration on his face. "Yes, I've read about your accomplishments in the Muggle newspapers. Very, very remarkable, especially at such a young age."
Lucas ducked his head, looking slightly abashed. "It wasn't all smooth sailing," he admitted. "My advancements in technology did attract some... negative attention."
Sirius frowned, leaning forward in concern. "Negative attention? What do you mean, Harry?"
Lucas hesitated, seeming to wrestle with himself for a moment. "When I was six, I was attending a well-known conference in Germany," he began slowly. "I had just finished giving a speech in front of a large crowd when it happened."
He looked away, taking in a shuddering breath. "Assassins," he whispered. "They tried to kill me in the forest, just as I was leaving with my convoy of bodyguards."
Sirius and Remus both looked horrified at the thought of a child facing such danger.
"Survival was only possible because of my bodyguards," Lucas spoke, his voice faltering and his hands clenching into fists. "They... they sacrificed their lives for me. They told me to get in the driver's seat and drive away with all my might while they fought off the assassins."
He closed his eyes for a moment, as if pushing back the painful memory. "I was lucky to escape. Later, we discovered that both my bodyguards and the assassins had all… died fighting each other."
Sirius reached out, gripping Lucas's shoulder tightly. "Harry, I... I'm so sorry you had to go through that," he said hoarsely. "No child should ever have to face such horrors."
Lucas's smile was small and sad. "It was a long time ago," he said in a soft voice. "I've learned to live with it." The haunted look in his eyes, though, revealed the ‘truth’.
Clearing his throat, Remus looked both shaken and compassionate. "Your bodyguards were incredibly brave," he said gently. "They must have cared for you immensely to make such a sacrifice."
Lucas nodded, swallowing hard. "They were like family to me," he admitted. "Losing them was... it was hard."
With a fierce look of protectiveness, Sirius tightened his grip on Lucas's shoulder. "You'll never have to face anything like that alone again, Harry," he vowed. "I swear it. I'll always be here for you, no matter what."
Looking up at his godfather, Lucas's emerald eyes glistened with tears that hadn't yet fallen. "Thank you, Sirius," he whispered. "That means more to me than you could ever know."


 
 

  
    Contrasting Light

    

        Chapter 80: Contrasting Light

 Lucas rose from his armchair, offering Sirius and Remus a polite smile. "Thank you both for taking the time to speak with me," he said with a gentle smile on his face.
Sirius ascended to his feet, moving with a certain stiffness but an honest look on his face. "Sure thing, Harry." He reached out and held Lucas's shoulder tightly. "I meant every word – you’re no longer alone. I’ll be here, whenever you call."
Nodding in agreement, Remus's tired face broke into a reassuring smile. "We're family now, Harry. Come to us without hesitation."
Inclining his head, Lucas replied, "I'll keep that in mind." With a final glance between the two men, he turned and made his way towards the door, slipping out into the corridor beyond.
Walking along, he what he’d learned about Sirius's family – the old House of Black. Sirius's disdain for his pureblood background was unmistakable, the bitterness simmering beneath the surface despite the passage of time. However, according to Lucas's insight into Sirius's thoughts, the family's current head, Arcturus Black, stubbornly upheld those obsolete notions of blood purity.
Lucas shook his head, a cynical smirk playing on his lips. How absurd to hold onto such toxic beliefs even after they had shattered the Black family. Voldemort's pureblood fanaticism had decimated their once-proud lineage – Arcturus was a relic adhering to an obsolete ideology.
Despite everything, the old man's obstinacy could be beneficial. Lucas had learned that Arcturus felt no love for his outcast grandson, Sirius. Given the patriarch's old age and declining health, the transfer of the Black estate was inevitable and fast approaching.
The bitterness in Sirius's voice when he spoke of Grimmauld Place echoed in Lucas's mind... That cursed locket Horcrux was surely hidden within its warded walls. Lucas could bide his time until Arcturus passed away, allowing Sirius, the rightful heir, to grant him access to the house. Yet, the notion made him shake his head in distaste. Every delay brought greater risk and more chances for something to go wrong.
No, he couldn't afford to be patient, to give Voldemort's soul fragments that chance to slip through his grasp. Decisive action was required.
Nearing the Great Hall, Lucas's emerald eyes narrowed in thought. He would need to secure a sedative, something potent yet undetectable – a straightforward task with his knowledge of chemistry and access to the Mundane world. Then, it was a matter of finding Arcturus Black and making sure he was... incapacitated.
A faint smirk played across Lucas's lips at the thought. The old man's pureblood ideals would matter little when he was comatose and drugged into oblivion.
With Arcturus neutralized, Lucas could turn his attention to infiltrating Grimmauld Place itself. He was no fool, well aware of the risks – who knew what vicious traps and wards the Black family had implemented to guard their secrets? No, he wouldn't be wandering into that viper's nest, especially not alone and unprepared.
Capturing some vile criminals from a foreign nation, as he did in Russia recently for his Resurrection Stone experiment, would be effective. He would need to shatter their spirits and send them into Grimmauld Place to retrieve the Locket. Their survival would be irrelevant due to their crimes, making this approach feasible.
Lucas made his way towards his friends in the Great Hall, exchanging pleasant greetings before they set off for their next class - Charms with Professor Flitwick.
"Did you have a productive conversation with Professor Lupin?" Hermione asked curiously.
Lucas nodded. "Yes, it was...enlightening."
Neville eyed him sympathetically. "I can't imagine what you must be going through, with everything about your parents and Sirius Black."
"I'm coping," Lucas replied calmly, inwardly rolling his eyes. "One day at a time."
They soon arrived in Flitwick's classroom, the diminutive professor already perched on his customary stack of books. "Settle down, settle down," he squeaked, waiting for the murmurs to subside. "Today, we'll be learning the Wand-Lighting Charm - Lumos. A simple spell, but one that forms the foundation for more advanced light-based magic."
"Who can tell me the incantation and wand movement?" Flitwick asked in his squeaky voice, peering out over the sea of students.
Hermione's hand shot into the air, of course. "The incantation is Lumos, professor. And the wand movement is sort of a swish and flick."
"Excellent, five points to Hufflepuff!" Flitwick exclaimed happily. "Now then, everyone give it a try. Clearly enunciate 'Lumos' and perform that swishing flick."
Lucas watched with detached bemusement as his classmates struggled with the basic charm, wands flaring erratically or refusing to light at all. Hermione managed a decent approximation on her third attempt, glowing with pride.
"Mr. Potter," Flitwick called out. "Why don't you give it a go?"
With a lazy swish and flick, Lucas intoned, "Lumos."
The tip of his wand erupted in a brilliant orb of warm, golden light. Flitwick clapped his hands together in delight, his entire face crinkling into a smile.
"Marvelous! Absolutely marvelous, Mr. Potter! Ten points to Hufflepuff."
But Lucas was far from finished. With the slightest flex of his Will, the wand light shifted smoothly from yellow to crimson, then to a royal blue that seemed to shimmer and dance. Gasps of awe spread through the classroom as the colours continued to cycle effortlessly - emerald, violet, a brilliant sun-kissed orange.
Allowing the wand light to wink out, Lucas flicked his fingers in a casual gesture. Instantly, a dozen motes of multi-coloured light sprang into existence, whirling and swirling around him in an entrancing display of vibrant hues.
The class had fallen utterly silent, students and professor alike rendered speechless by the breathtaking control of wandless magic on display. Even his friends, more aware of Lucas's abilities, were staring at him with unabashed respect and wonder.
Professor Flitwick's mouth worked soundlessly for several moments before he seemed to find his voice. "My word..." he breathed. "Astounding control, Mr. Potter. Simply astounding."
With a negligent wave of his hand, the dancing lights winked out as quickly as they'd appeared. Lucas turned a bland smile towards the stunned professor.
"Was that a sufficient demonstration, sir?"
Flitwick could only nod mutely in response, his eyes still wide with disbelief. After a prolonged moment of stunned silence, he seemed to shake himself out of his daze.
"Mr. Potter..." The petite professor hopped down from his stack of books, approaching Lucas with a look of keen interest. "That was...extraordinary. Truly remarkable control over such a basic charm."
Flitwick peered up at the young student. "If you don't mind me asking, have you received prior magical training before attending Hogwarts? Your grasp of the concepts seems far beyond that of a first-year."
Lucas offered the professor an easy smile, shaking his head. "No formal training, sir. But I'll admit, I've been...experimenting with magic from a fairly young age."
Flitwick's eyebrows shot up towards his hairline.
"Experimenting? However did you manage that without a wand or instruction?" The diminutive professor seemed both impressed and troubled by the notion.
Rather than answering directly, Lucas simply raised his hand, palm outstretched. A small mote of brilliant white light blossomed into existence, hovering just above his skin. With a mere flick of his fingers, it morphed - first into a delicate rose sculpted from radiant energy, then into a miniature dragon that unfurled its wings and seemed to breathe ethereal flames.
Flitwick was once more momentarily stunned into silence.
With a casual wave of his hand, the light sculpture dissipated into a shower of glittering motes that faded from existence. Lucas met Flitwick's wondering gaze calmly.
"I've always had an...intuitive grasp of magic, sir. Experimenting was simply a way to explore the boundaries of what I could do."
Flitwick opened his mouth, then closed it again, shaking his head slowly. "Amazing..." he whispered. "I must admit, I've never encountered a student with such an innate command before."
Squaring his shoulders, the diminutive professor straightened his robes as he tried to regain his professional demeanour. "Well, Mr. Potter, it's clear the standard curriculum will provide...minimal challenge for you. I look forward to discussing this further so we can tailor your instruction appropriately."
Lucas inclined his head respectfully. "Of course, Professor. I'm happy to demonstrate the extent of my abilities at your convenience."


The stench of sewage and rotting garbage clung to the damp air, mingling with the pungent aroma of street food sizzling over makeshift grills. Chun-Wai wrinkled his nose in disgust as he navigated the cramped, winding alleyways of Kowloon Walled City, his threadbare slippers slapping against the cracked concrete.
All around him, ramshackle tenement buildings seemed to lean inward, their rusted corrugated roofs nearly brushing against one another overhead. Tangles of frayed electrical cables and makeshift pipework snaked haphazardly between the decrepit structures, forming an impenetrable web that blotted out the sky.
Chun-Wai ducked beneath a low-hanging bundle of cables, grimacing as a bead of condensation dripped onto his shaved head from a leaking pipe. This was his daily existence, a life spent in the dank, suffocating confines of the walled city – a lawless enclave where triads and criminal gangs reigned supreme.
A sudden commotion up ahead drew his attention, the familiar sound of raised voices echoing off the close-packed buildings. Rounding a corner, Chun-Wai found himself amid a small crowd gathered around two men engaged in a heated confrontation.
"You owe us, Chan!" one of the men snarled, his face twisted into an ugly sneer. He was flanked by a pair of burly enforcers, their meaty fists clenched menacingly at their sides. "The Wo Shing expect their dues, on time and in full."
Raising his hands in a soothing motion, Chan, presumably, had sweat trickling down his temples. "I beg you, just a few more days," he pleaded. "My wife is sick, and the medical bills are mounting..."
His words were cut off by a vicious backhand that sent him reeling. The crowd mumbled uneasily, but no one dared intervene as the triad thugs closed in.
"Excuses mean nothing," the enforcer growled, cracking his knuckles. "You'll pay what you owe, one way or another."
Chun-Wai averted his gaze, continuing on his way as the sickening sounds of fists meeting flesh filled the air. Such scenes were all too common in the walled city, where the law held no sway. Best to keep his head down and avoid drawing any unwanted attention.
Nearing the junction that would take him back to his shabby apartment with his elderly mother, he suddenly froze as a ruckus broke out. Alarmed shouts filled the alleyways, and people rushed out of the nearby buildings, heads tilted up to see what was happening.
Turning his gaze in the direction of their fearful looks, Chun-Wai's eyes grew wide with shock and disbelief. High above the chaotic mass of pipes and cables, a giant figure slowly appeared from thin air, surrounded by swirling flames.
The air shimmered with intense heat as the fiery apparition grew larger and more defined, its blazing form bathing the walled city in an eerie, flickering glow. Chun-Wai could only gape in stunned silence, paralyzed by a primal fear he had never known.
With a deafening roar, the flaming figure thrust out its burning arms, unleashing a torrent of white-hot fire that engulfed the nearest tenement building. The structure, little more than a rotting pile of scrap metal and crumbling concrete, disintegrated in mere seconds, reduced to smouldering ash and twisted rebar.
Mayhem erupted all around Chun-Wai as the terrified residents of the walled city fled in blind panic, screaming and shoving their way through the narrow alleyways. He found himself caught up in the stampeding crowd, buffeted from all sides by flailing limbs and hysterical faces.
Through the chaos, Chun-Wai caught glimpses of the fiery entity raining destruction down upon the densely packed buildings, each gout of flame reducing another tenement to rubble. Yet, amid the devastation, he noticed something even stranger – small, glowing orbs arcing through the air, trailing ghostly streamers of light.
The orbs seemed to be converging on the flame-wreathed figure from all directions, disappearing into its blazing form as if being... consumed. A cold knot of dread formed in the pit of Chun-Wai's stomach as a horrifying thought took root.
Those lights... could they be souls?
He tried to shake off the disturbing notion, but it clung to him like a shroud. All around, the wailed city was being reduced to burning ruins, the air choked with acrid smoke and the anguished cries of the displaced and injured.
Stumbling through the chaos, Chun-Wai found himself face-to-face with an elderly woman clutching a wailing infant to her chest. Her eyes were wide with terror, tears streaking down her ash-smeared cheeks.
"Did you see them?" he rasped, grasping her shoulder urgently. "The lights, like souls being pulled toward that... that thing?"
Flinching at Chun-Wai's frantic outburst, the elderly woman's terrified gaze flitted between him and the surrounding flames. "Souls?" she repeated, trembling. "What are you saying? We need to escape now!"
But Chun-Wai was no longer listening. A cold spike of dread lanced through him as the image of his elderly mother flashed through his mind - frail, bedridden, and utterly helpless in the crumbling confines of their ramshackle apartment.
"Ma..." he breathed, his heart hammering against his ribs. Without a second thought, he released the woman's shoulder and plunged back into the panicked throngs, shoving and jostling his way against the tide of fleeing bodies.
All around him, the wailed city was disintegrating, collapsing in on itself as the fiery apparition continued its relentless assault. Chun-Wai ducked and weaved, narrowly avoiding being crushed by falling debris as another tenement building exploded outward in a shower of shrapnel.
He could feel the searing heat on his skin, the air itself seeming to shimmer and distort with the intense temperatures. Acrid smoke stung his eyes, filling his lungs with each ragged gasp, but still, he pressed onward, driven by a single-minded desperation.
Reaching the narrow alley that led to his family's rundown home, Chun-Wai saw that the surrounding buildings were already reduced to burning wreckage. His heart stopped at the sight of their apartment, with one wall blown away, exposing the inside to the raging firestorm.
He stumbled over the rubble-strewn ground, screaming, "Ma!" His voice cracked with raw anguish. "Ma, where are you?"
There was no response, only the roar of the inferno and the groaning of stressed metal as the building's frame began to buckle and twist. Chun-Wai clawed his way through the wreckage, heedless of the jagged shards of concrete that sliced into his hands and feet.
Finally, he found her - a crumpled, motionless form half-buried beneath a fallen support beam. Chun-Wai fell to his knees beside his mother's broken body, a keening wail torn from his throat as he cradled her in his arms.
Her eyes were open but vacant, staring sightlessly at nothing. A trickle of blood traced its way from the corner of her mouth, her chest utterly still.
"No..." Chun-Wai sobbed, rocking back and forth as he clutched her lifeless form. "No, no, no..."
A brilliant flash of light accompanied by a thunderous concussion made him flinch, instinctively curling himself around his mother's body. When he dared to raise his head, he saw it – an orb of light, hovering mere feet away amid the devastation.
It was one of the soul-lights, its ethereal glow seeming to beckon to him with a siren's call. Chun-Wai stared, transfixed, as the orb began to drift closer, tendrils of luminescence unfurling like ghostly fingers yearning to caress his face.
An overwhelming sense of peace enveloped him in that moment, a welcoming embrace that assured an end to the suffering and hardship that had shaped his entire life. The orb was warmth, solace, family...
And then, just as suddenly as it had appeared, the soul-light winked out of existence, swallowed by the ravenous flames of the fiery apparition that continued to immolate the wailed city. Chun-Wai could only watch, numb with shock and grief, as the last glimmer of hope was consumed, reducing his world to ashes.


 
 

  
    Undead Hunger

    

        Chapter 81: Undead Hunger

 The winding descent into Yellow Mountain's depths guided Zhang Yuan's steps, the path plunging him into a subterranean world where chill air pervaded. Flickering torchlight threw dancing shadows against rugged stone walls as the temperature steadily dropped.
At last, he arrived at the sturdy wooden door adorned with the elaborate seal of the Jiang Vault's guardians. Standing guard was an elderly figure in simple grey robes, his back straight as a rod despite his age.
Zhang Yuan inclined his head slightly, lips curving into a thin smile. "Elder Quan." His obsidian eyes glinted with amusement as the old warder started, clearly surprised by the visitor.
Elder Quan's attire was less about appearance and more about function. His grey robes were simple and utilitarian, made from sturdy cotton that could withstand the rigors of daily training. The fabric bore stains of past alchemical experiments, and the sleeves were rolled up, revealing thin forearms covered in faded scars.
"Young Disciple Zhang?" Quan blinked in surprise before narrowing his gaze shrewdly. "The elders did not inform me you'd been granted access to the Vault."
Zhang Yuan's smile didn't waver, though an undercurrent of steel edged his tone. "Yes, Elder Quan, by the Patriarch's directive. I require fifteen second-rank Jiangshi for a...delicate operation."
Quan's brow furrowed, and he leaned in, voice lowering to a worried rasp. "You can't seriously mean to wake those things up again," His weathered gaze searched Zhang Yuan's face as if pleading him to reconsider.
A thin smile played across Zhang Yuan's lips. "Have I not overseen their deployment multiple times before without incident?"
Quan's deeply lined face twisted into a scowl as he studied Zhang Yuan. “…You'd better know what you're doing," he muttered gruffly. With shaking hands, the old warder produced a carved bone key and unlocked the heavy door with a loud thunk that echoed through the crypt. Beads of sweat trickled down Quan's forehead as he glanced back at Zhang Yuan, silently daring the younger man to follow through on his bravado.
A chill draft flowed outward, mingling the musty scent of undisturbed earth with something else—something dry and ancient, akin to the faint traces of a long-gone flame. Zhang Yuan steadied himself as he followed the old warder inside, torchlight casting stark shadows across rows of sealed stone crypts.
Each sarcophagus bore warding seals, deeply carved into the stone. A thin layer of condensation covered the floor of the frigid, dark chamber, ideal for preserving the Jiangshi's desiccated husks indefinitely.
Quan frowned, gnarled hands clenching as he eyed Zhang Yuan. Many reckless fools had fallen to the Jiangshi's insatiable hunger before. He hoped the young disciple's confidence wasn't just hubris...but kept such doubts unvoiced.
With a wave of his wrinkled hand, Quan gestured towards the far chamber. "The second-ranks rest within. Take care not to disturb any others while you work."
Quan's footsteps faded as he retreated to the entrance chamber, leaving Zhang Yuan alone with the eerie silence.
Walking forward with purpose, he quickly located the row of fifteen sarcophagi marked with the distinct second-rank sigils. Zhang Yuan removed the talismans and traced the intricate patterns, calling forth the Jiangshi. Crimson light flared from the seals, bathing the chamber in an ominous glow. Each heavy stone lid quivered and cracked open with a menacing rumble. Plumes of stale, dusty air burst forth as desiccated forms began to stir in their shadowy confines.
Skeletal limbs clad in tattered burial wrappings clawed their way free of the shattered crypts. Withered husks shrunken tight around yellowed bones dragged themselves upright, empty sockets burning with cold pinpricks of unnatural green foxfire. The Jiangshi regarded Zhang Yuan with a palpable, alien hunger as they formed a loose semicircle around the young Magi.
Any lesser person would surely have blanched and fled from such an unholy congregation. Zhang Yuan stared back, unflinching. The Jiangshi's soulless hunger stirred something cold and ruthless within him - a drive to master that which others feared. His lip curled in a thin, predatory smile. Fear was for lesser men. Drawing forth an ornate ceramic jar, he held it aloft and issued a single, resonant command: "Attend."
Obediently, the fifteen Jiangshi hopped forward in an obscene mockery of life. Dull green flames flickered in their vacant sockets as they extended dried hands towards the proffered vessel. One by one, their ethereal essences were drawn inside with a sound like a candle's flame being snuffed out. Soon, the jar's surface glowed with an eerie inner radiance as it contained the bound Jiangshi forces.
With the Jiangshi's essences bound within the ornate jar, Zhang Yuan turned his focus to the next crucial step. Merely containing them would never be enough...
Zhang Yuan reached into his crimson-silk robes and withdrew the fifteen talismans used to summon them. These would be the conduits through which he exerted his dominance.
The Soul Binding technique was among the most esoteric and challenging Inscribed Abilities imparted by the Yellow Mountain Sect. There were plenty of rumours of disciples driven mad by the strain of merging their spiritual essence with inanimate objects. Yet Zhang Yuan had not only survived the difficult process - he'd surpassed his peers, his affinity for the art now rivalling even the oldest Elders'. A flicker of pride kindled within him. Let the others whisper about his arrogance - his results spoke for themselves.
Settling into a meditative lotus position, he arrayed the talismans before him and focused his spiritual sense. The chill of the crypt faded away as his consciousness expanded, merging with the potent essence contained within the jar. He could feel the Jiangshi's alien hunger, their primal drive to consume and defile all life essence. But that hunger would be tamed and reshaped to serve his will alone.
With a deep breath, Zhang Yuan projected ethereal filaments outward, initiating the tough task of linking his soul to the talismans. It was like trying to dominate a frenzied animal, his intellect warring against the voracious hunger of the Jiangshi.
Sweat trickled down his forehead as he tenaciously pressed on, each moment stretching into a timeless ordeal of mental strain. The Jiangshi's spirits attacked viciously, like starving beasts deprived of their feast, resisting his control. Yet slowly, agonizingly, he imposed his will on the talismans.
The final talisman thrummed with the imprint of Zhang Yuan's essence, and he allowed his consciousness to recede from the spiritual realm with a ragged exhalation. Stars danced at the edges of his vision as he slumped forward, chest heaving. Sweat streamed down his ashen face, and every muscle screamed from the sheer exertion of imposed his will upon the Jiangshi's insatiable hunger.
Though he showed no outward sign, Zhang Yuan's soul resonated powerfully with the fifteen talismans, an unbreakable synchronicity granting him elevated mastery over the bound Jiangshi forces.
Slowly, he rose on legs that trembled faintly from exertion. Carefully stowing the jar within his robes, he made his way back towards the entrance chamber. Quan looked up sharply at his approach, eyes widening slightly at the younger man's haggard appearance.
"You look like you've been through the wringer," the old warder rasped, studying him intently. "I take it you used Soul Binding?"
Zhang Yuan mustered a thin smile, tucking the talismans away. "Nothing I couldn't handle, Elder. The Jiangshi are fully bound to my will now."
Quan's brow furrowed sceptically, but he seemed to think better of voicing further doubts. With a grunt, he turned and pulled a heavy iron lever, causing the outer door's locking mechanism to grind open with a tortured shriek of metal on stone.
"Just see that you keep them under tight control out there," he whispered as Zhang Yuan stepped past him into the torchlit passage beyond. "The ancestors won't look kindly on anyone who lets the Jiangshi run rampant again..."
Zhang Yuan barely acknowledged the warning with a curt nod. His mind had already turned to the coming operation and the spoils that would follow success.


The journey to Zykrvitz castle saw Zhang Yuan leaving the serene mountain paths of his homeland far behind. Each step carried him deeper into the bloodstained heart of the vampire clan's ancestral domain.
Against the backdrop of a blood-red moon, the castle's shadow loomed large and intimidating. Howls reverberated through the ancient forest—whether they were from the clan's subjugated werewolves or a darker presence, Zhang Yuan was indifferent.
Twin iron-wrought portcullises groaned open as he approached the outer bailey, granting entry. The guards' lifeless eyes and ashen pallor marked them as semi-undead - lesser thralls bound to the clan's vampires. They shrank from Zhang Yuan's path, hollow gazes instinctively averting from his potent spiritual presence.
Beyond the gatehouse, the main courtyard sprawled in grotesque opulence. Nude human forms lay strewn across extravagant velvet cushions and piled furs, bruises and bite marks marring their once-flawless features. Their glazed eyes held the soulless look of the deeply traumatized.
One poor wretch, a young woman who couldn't have seen her twentieth year, feebly lifted a trembling hand towards Zhang Yuan. Parched lips worked soundlessly as she beheld his exotic robes and regal bearing - so unlike the feral, debauched beasts that enslaved her. For a fleeting instant, he saw a flicker of desperate hope in her haunted gaze.
Zhang Yuan's obsidian eyes met hers, devoid of pity or compassion. With a subtle hand gesture, he extinguished that spark of naive optimism as easily as snuffing a candle flame. The human's face crumpled, a broken whimper escaping her bloodied lips as she shrank back in despair.
Ignoring the pitiful creature and her ilk, Zhang Yuan continued across the courtyard towards the inner keep's entrance. Shrill cries of tormented ecstasy echoed from within, mingling with the bestial snarls and wet tearing of flesh. He swept through the arched doors, unaffected by the debauched scenes unfolding in shadowy recesses.
In one alcove, a pale vampiric lordling had mounted a terrified young man from behind. The human's face was pale with pain and fear, his eyes rolled back as thick ropes of blood gushed from the gaping wound in his throat. The vampire's clawed hands dug deep furrows across his victim's chest as he rutted with animalistic frenzy, gulping down great mouthfuls of hot blood between hoarse grunts of pleasure.
Another knot of vampires had encircled a cowering human female whose tattered gown barely preserved her modesty as they took turns lapping at the fresh wounds crisscrossing her trembling form. Their pale faces were twisted in addicted bliss, razor fangs protruding obscenely as they drank her very life essence.
Through it all, Zhang Yuan never faltered. He brushed past the sordid displays as one might ignore insects underfoot with an expression of disgusted indifference. These pathetic, depraved creatures who could not control their baser instincts held no terror for one of his power.
At last he reached the inner sanctum's entrance - a pair of ornately carved ebon wood doors. The guards posted here were of sterner stuff, elder thralls whose baleful glares followed Zhang Yuan's approach with naked hostility.
"Hold, intruder," one growled in thickly accented English, levelling a wicked halberd to bar the path. "State your business before the clan matriarch's court, or be driven out!"
Zhang Yuan's lip curled faintly at the barbarian's boorish challenge. Didn't these cretins realize who they were dealing with? Rousing Soul Intimidation, he lashed out in a spiritual assault that sent the guards crumpling to their knees, clutching their skulls in silent agony.
"I am Zhang Yuan of the Yellow Mountain Sect," he stated flatly, obsidian eyes boring into the writhing thralls with derisive contempt. "Your matriarch requested my presence. See that I am not delayed further by your ilk's ignorance."
One guard managed a pained nod, fumbling for the latch with a shaking hand. The ebon wood doors groaned open, granting entry to the inner sanctum.
The depraved decadence reached new heights within the clan matriarch's personal chambers. Plumes of sickly-sweet incense hung thick in the air, cloying Zhang Yuan's senses as he stepped across the threshold.
In the room's centre, amid a sea of plush furs and silken cushions, lay the vampire matriarch Gisela, indulging in hedonistic pleasure. Her deathly pale body was a vision of sinful temptation, with her dark hair flowing over her milky skin, accentuating her curvaceous form.
Two human thralls, equally bare, knelt before her, their mouths suckling at her full breasts while she purred with wicked delight. But it was between her legs that a more intimate act of service took place. A female thrall, eyes closed in ecstatic agony, pleasured her mistress with her mouth, her face a mask of blissful torment as she worshipped Gisela's core. Another thrall, offering her throat, bled for Gisela's sustenance as her blood dripped erotically down her trembling body.
Gisela, lost in the pleasures of the flesh, barely registered Zhang Yuan's arrival as her crimson lips curved in a lustful smile. "Ah, Zhang Yu...ohh!" Her voice broke into a moan as the female slave's tongue flicked her clit, and she tightened her grip on the thrall's hair, pulling her closer. "You're...just in time...for the...preparationmmsss."
Arching her back, Gisela's shapely leg lifted, toes pointing, as she beckoned to Zhang Yuan with a crook of her finger. The thralls, expecting their mistress to offer them up to Zhang Yuan's desires, flinched and cowered. But he simply stood there with his arms crossed behind his back. Zhang Yuan eyed them disdainfully.
"Oh, yes...right there..." Gisela's words turned into a breathy moan as the female slave between her legs brought her to the brink. Her hips bucked, thrusting herself into the slave's mouth. "Mm, don't stop...oh, gods, yesss..."
Her orgasm brought her to the peak of pleasure, and her eyes rolled back as she gripped the furs beneath her. The slaves cowered further, knowing their punishment would be severe if they stopped now. The female slave redoubled her efforts, lapping and sucking eagerly at her mistress's arousal.
Zhang Yuan's lip curled in disgust at the display. He found the vampires' lack of control over their desires pathetic. While they indulged in their base instincts, he remained untouched by their carnal temptations.
"My people are prepared to assist in the Dark Lord's liberation," he said, his voice cutting through the haze of pleasure that filled the room. "Have you acquired the compensation promised to the Yellow Mountain Sect?"
Her body still trembling with pleasing aftershocks, Gisela's eyes slowly fluttered open. "Oh, yes...the compensation..." She laughed, a rich, throaty sound that filled the room. "Ever the pragmatist, Zhang Yuan. Very well, let us conclude our business."
With a sharp whistle, she summoned her minions, who dragged forward chests filled with the promised raw materials. Gisela gestured lazily, and the chests were opened, revealing the glistening treasures within.
Zhang Yuan inspected the goods while Gisela stretched languidly, pulling the female slave’s tongue lapping between her legs deeper into her cunt. "Do you like what you see, Zhang Yuan?" she purred, running a hand over her body, unconcerned by her nudity. "Perhaps you'd like to join me...?"
Zhang Yuan's expression never wavered. "The Sect's due has been met," he said, withdrawing a sealed spirit jar from his robes. "Now, it is time for me to deliver on my promise."
The room fell silent as he placed the jar on the furs and opened it. A crimson flare of light pulsed, and the Jiangshi within began to stir. One by one, the undead figures materialized, their withered forms and fire-filled eye sockets emitting an otherworldly menace.
Gisela's breath caught in her throat as the Jiangshi surrounded Zhang Yuan. She sat up, her body still slick with the evidence of her pleasure, and eyed the undead horrors with a curiosity.
"These are the assets you offer?" she asked steadily despite the erotic fog that still clouded her mind. "They appear rather...decrepit."
Zhang Yuan's smile was predatory. "Do not be fooled, matriarch," he said, holding up a stack of talismans. "The true power of the Jiangshi lies within their souls and life-draining capabilities, and these souls are bound to my will."
He demonstrated the control he held over the undead, and Gisela's eyes widened, her breath coming in short gasps. The display of power aroused her, and she bit her lip, her body responding despite the situation's seriousness.
"They will serve as the vanguard," Zhang Yuan continued calmly. "They will weaken and terrify your enemies, paving the way for your forces to extract the Dark Lord. Are these terms acceptable to you, Gisela?"
Gisela's eyes flicked to the Jiangshi, then back to Zhang Yuan. Her heart pounded, and she licked her lips, tasting the slave’s blood on her tongue. "Yes," she breathed hoarsely with desire. "The terms are acceptable. We can begin the liberation of the Dark Lord in two days."
As she spoke, she reached down, her fingers slipping between her legs to capture the essence of her pleasure from the female slave’s tongue. With a wicked smile, she held out her hand, offering the slick evidence of her arousal to Zhang Yuan. "Take it," she whispered. "Take my essence and seal our bargain."
Zhang Yuan's eyes narrowed, but he made no move to accept her offering. "Our bargain is already sealed," he said, his voice cold. "I do not require such...incentives."
Gisela's smile faltered, and for a moment, a flash of anger crossed her face. But then she laughed, a low, sultry sound. "Very well, Zhang Yuan. Our accord is struck. But mark my words, one day you will crave what I offer."
With that, she dismissed him, turning back her attention to her thralls, who immediately set upon her with renewed desire.
Zhang Yuan turned and left the chamber, his expression one of utter disdain for the depravity he'd witnessed. As the moans of Gisela's pleasure echoed behind him, he couldn't help but feel repulsed by these creatures' utter lack of self-control and spiritual discipline.
Once outside the inner sanctum, he allowed himself a weary sigh. Negotiating with the vampire had tried his patience, but at least the promised materials were secured. He pulled out the ornate jar containing the bound Jiangshi souls and gave it an appraising look. With these undead forces under his command, liberating the Dark Lord shouldn’t be too difficult.
A nearby clan thrall flinched away from Zhang Yuan's imposing presence. With a disdainful sneer, he barked out, "You. Show me to guest quarters befitting my status. I'll be residing here until we depart for England."
The thrall's eyes widened in fear, but he knew better than to defy a guest of his Mistress. With a trembling bow, he gestured for Zhang Yuan to follow.
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        Chapter 82: Live Broadcast

 "We're coming to you live from the skies above Kowloon, where a truly unbelievable scene is unfolding before our eyes. I... I'm struggling to make sense of what we're witnessing here."
Wearing a navy blue suit, the reporter clutched the helicopter's doorframe tightly. Despite the blasting air conditioning, sweat appeared on his forehead. His eyes, filled with astonishment, darted between the city below and the camera lens.
"There appears to be some kind of...entity, made entirely of flames, raining destruction down upon the densely populated Kowloon Walled City." He shook his head slowly, adam's apple bobbing. "Surely I must be dreaming. This can't be real."
Beneath them, massive columns of black smoke spiralled upward, illuminated by the infernal orange glow of the raging fires. The previously chaotic spread of ramshackle buildings had transformed into a blazing wasteland, with only a few structures still standing amid the ruin.
The reporter licked his lips nervously. "The... the devastation is almost total from what we can see. Entire city blocks have been levelled. I... I shudder to think of the potential loss of life down there."
He trailed off, visibly shaken, as a deafening roar shook the helicopter. All eyes turned towards the source - an immense, vaguely humanoid shape composed of swirling flames and intense heat haze. The elemental being thrust its burning arms outward, unleashing a torrent of white-hot fire that speared through five massive buildings and engulfed the surroundings in intense fires.
"Dear God..." The words slipped out as the reporter's fingers tightened on the doorframe. "It's as though Hell's inferno is right here on Earth."
Static crackled over the headsets as the pilot's voice cut through, terse and urgent. "We've got incoming military aircraft on an intercept vector! Looks like BFOHK air assets are moving to engage that... thing."
The helicopter's camera swivelled to track the rapidly approaching formation of gunships and fighter jets screaming in from the west. Missile trails blossomed from wing hardpoints, streaking towards the towering inferno wreaking havoc below.
"This is highly irregular procedure," the reporter said, regaining some of his composure despite his pallid complexion. "The British Forces Overseas Hong Kong appear to be attempting to neutralize the threat through military engagement."
He watched in mute horror as the first volley of missiles found their mark, detonating against the elemental entity in a series of thunderous explosions. For a brief moment, the fiery figure was obscured by roiling clouds of smoke and shrapnel.
Then, with a terrifying surge of heat and light, the smoke was blown apart in a shockwave of scorching air. The elemental being emerged completely unscathed, an aura of intense flames rippling around its form. It raised one blazing appendage, and a beam of searing energy lashed out, spearing one of the fighter jets.
The aircraft simply...ceased to exist, consumed in an instant by the ray. The reporter flinched, shielding his face from the shockwave of intense heat that pummelled their helicopter.
"I...I can scarcely believe what I'm seeing!" he shouted over the noise of shuddering metal and screaming jet engines. "That... that military aircraft was utterly obliterated by some kind of energy attack!"
All around them, the sky was alive with the streaks of missiles and cannon fire as the BFOHK forces desperately tried to eliminate the threat. Yet none of the ordinance seemed to even faze the towering inferno below.
With a bone-chilling roar of fury, the entity unleashed its power in a cataclysmic eruption. Pillars of fire lanced skyward, swatting aircraft out of the air as if they were gnats. The helicopter's windshield ran with condensation from the intense heat bloom, forcing the pilot to take evasive action.
The reporter was thrown against the cabin wall with a grunt of pain, his headset clattering to the floor amidst a shower of papers and equipment. He stared out at the conflagration in stunned silence, the reality finally sinking in.
This was no dream. This was a nightmare made manifest.
The reporter's eyes widened in utter disbelief as a new development evolved amidst the chaos. "You...you're not going to believe this, but I'm seeing figures on...on broomsticks soaring into the airspace!"
He shook his head vehemently, as if trying to dislodge the unreal image from his mind's eye. "Broomsticks! Like something out of a fairy tale! Am I hallucinating here?"
The camera moved to capture the incredible sight of more than a dozen individuals mounted on ordinary broomsticks, darting and weaving with impressive agility through the smoke-filled sky. Strangely, each one held a small wooden stick, waving and jabbing them in complex motions.
"I don't...I can't explain what I'm seeing," he stammered, the reporter's professional facade cracking once more. "These people on broomsticks seem to be...to be..." His voice faded, and he was at a loss for words.
For a moment, nothing seemed to happen despite the figures' frantic movements. Then, the towering elemental being appeared to waver and distort, its fiery form rippling like a mirage.
"Did you see that?" the reporter gasped, pointing wildly. "That blazing...thing...it's almost like it flickered for a second there!"
Sudden streaks of scorching energy lanced out from the elemental horror, spearing towards the aerial combatants with unerring accuracy. The broomstick-mounted figures scattered in evasive manoeuvres, twisting and diving in a desperate aerobatic display.
One, however, reacted a fraction too slowly. The searing beam of fire found its mark, and the shrieking figure was simply...erased from existence in a blinding flare of incandescence.
"Oh God..." the reporter choked out, his face turning ghostly pale. "That person was...was just..."
Another near miss - a broom rider narrowly avoided incineration by jabbing their wooden stick forward. In the blink of an eye, they vanished, only for their severed leg to materialize in their previous position an instant later. The severed limb hung suspended for a moment before the fire beam consumed it in a puff of ash.
"I can't... I can't process what I'm seeing here," the reporter said faintly, shaking his head in disbelief. "This is... this is insanity. Utter insanity."
Just when it seemed the strange arrivals would be overwhelmed, a new formation appeared – reinforcements flying in on their own broomstick mounts. They fanned out, wooden sticks raised in synchronicity.
As one, the group jabbed their sticks toward the entity, and....nothing happened. The reporter blinked in confusion for several agonizing seconds.
Then, it began.
The fiery horror's form started contracting, almost as if it were imploding in on itself. Its blazing appendages shrivelled and retracted as the mass of flames grew tighter, more compressed.
With a strange, high-pitched keening, the elemental horror collapsed inward until it winked out of existence entirely, leaving only a few scattered embers drifting on the scorched air.
The reporter could only gape in stunned silence for several moments before finally finding his voice.
"I...I don't have any rational explanation for what we've just witnessed here," he said as he looked into the camera. "All I can tell you is that...that somehow, someway...that nightmare made of living fire has been neutralized."
The aerial reporter stared in disbelief as one of the broomstick-mounted figures broke away from the others and soared directly towards the news helicopter. His jaw went slack, eyes wide behind his fogged glasses.
"You...you're seeing this too, right?" he stammered, gesturing towards the approaching broom-rider. "This...this isn't some sort of mass hallucination?"
Closer and closer the mysterious arrival flew until they were hovering just outside the helicopter's open door. The reporter flinched as the man - grizzled, with leathery sun-beaten skin and a shaved head - locked eyes with him.
"S-Sir?" The reporter licked his dry lips nervously. "Can you...can you explain what's happening here? Who are you people?"
The stranger's gaze was unreadable. Without a word, he raised a thin wooden stick and gave it a casual flick towards the helicopter.
"Obliviate," he muttered.
The reporter blinked, his expression going blank for a moment. When his eyes refocused, there was no recognition, no sense of the incredible events that had just transpired. He looked around slowly, brow furrowing in confusion at the devastated cityscape below.
"Wha...?" His voice was hesitant, uncertain. "What the bloody hell happened here?"
The pilot and camera operator exchanged equally baffled looks, shaking their heads slowly. It was as if the entire supernatural conflict had been wiped clean from their minds.
Only the camera had recorded the full, unvarnished truth. It continued broadcasting, the little red light winking impassively.
Swallowing hard, the reporter seemed to gather himself with visible effort. He straightened his tie and ran a hand over his thinning hair.
"Folks, I...I'm not sure what to make of this scene of utter devastation we're witnessing," he began, and his tone regained a touch of that practiced broadcaster's cadence despite his bewilderment. "But it appears a massive...firestorm, unlike anything I've ever seen, has ravaged the Kowloon Walled City."
The helicopter banked in a slow circle, allowing the camera to pan across the ruins. The entire ‘city’ had been reduced to fields of rubble interspersed with burnt out husks of buildings. Plumes of smoke still billowed skyward, obscuring the morning sun.
"The scale of the destruction is...is unprecedented," the reporter continued. "Everything has been levelled, leaving nothing but ash and debris in their wake. I...I shudder to think of the potential loss of life in such a densely populated area."
He trailed off, shaking his head slowly as the haunted emptiness of the ruined city seemed to stretch on forever below them. Clearing his throat, he made an obvious effort to project a more reassuring tone.
"Rest assured, we will continue documenting the situation from our vantage point and provide any updates as emergency response teams gain access to the area. But for now..." He paused, swallowing hard. "For now, it appears this has been an immense natural tragedy on a catastrophic scale. Our hearts go out to any survivors."
The camera kept rolling, passively broadcasting the reporter's well-meaning but oblivious attempts to contextualize and rationalize the supernatural horror that had played out.


The roar of the firestorm faded into an eerie, oppressive silence that seemed to smother the ruined landscape. Chun-Wai remained frozen amid the rubble and ash, his mother's lifeless body still clutched tightly to his chest.
Tears streaked down his grimy cheeks, leaving pale tracks through the soot and grime that caked his face. His eyes, red-rimmed and swollen from weeping, stared sightlessly at the dissipating cloud of smoke where the towering inferno had once raged.
How...? How had it simply vanished like that? One moment, an unstoppable force of destruction. The next, snuffed out like a candle in the wind.
And those people on broomsticks...had they somehow been responsible? Chun-Wai's mind reeled, unable to process the supernatural events he'd just witnessed. Nothing in his life could have prepared him for the nightmarish reality that had consumed Kowloon.
A faint thwock-thwock-thwock gradually registered through the ringing in his ears. Blinking dazedly, Chun-Wai turned his head to find the source - a news helicopter circling high overhead. Even from his position on the ground, he could make out the bright red "BBC" logo written on the fuselage.
Of course they would come to document the aftermath. The devastation was unprecedented, a tragedy of historic proportions. Perhaps he was the only survivor left in the entire city...
Like a spear, the thought pierced Chun-Wai, stealing his breath in a harsh gasp. His arms wrapped more tightly around his mother's broken body.
They were the only ones left. Everyone else - the huddled masses crammed into the walled city's derelict tenements, the merchants and street vendors, the triads and their enforcers - all gone. Reduced to ashes and bone by the fire devil.
An anguished wail tore from Chun-Wai's throat, echoing across the blasted landscape like the cry of a wounded animal. Oblivious to the news crew's watchful eye overhead, he rocked back and forth, keening his loss and agony into the oppressive silence.
His world was shattered, everything and everyone he'd ever known snuffed out in an instant by forces beyond comprehension. There was nothing left but death and ruin as far as the eye could see.
And yet...
A faint scuffling, the crunch of footsteps in rubble. Chun-Wai's head snapped up, his sobs hitching in his throat. His grief-blurred gaze scanned the devastation, searching for the source of that minute sound.
There - a figure stumbling out from behind a pile of smashed concrete, limping and clutching a bloodied arm. As Chun-Wai watched in disbelief, more shapes began to materialize from the haze of smoke, staggering like the last remnants of the waking world.
They were alive. Others had survived the unimaginable destruction.
Chun-Wai’s breath came in quick bursts as he gently placed his mother’s body on the debris-strewn ground. He rose unsteadily, his arms extended to his sides for balance, swaying before he planted his feet firmly.
"Over here!" His voice cracked hoarsely from smoke inhalation and screaming, but he didn't care. Waving his arms frantically, Chun-Wai stumbled towards the nearest cluster of survivors. "Here! I'm here!"
Broken and dazed, the figures shifted their gaze toward him. A man with a soot-blackened face squinted at Chun-Wai, trying to make out his features.
"You...you're alive?" he croaked, coughing violently.
Chun-Wai nodded, the motion making his head spin. "Yes, yes I'm alive! Are there others? How many made it?"
The dazed group looked around slowly, as if just realizing the enormity of what they'd endured. A woman clutching a limp bundle - a child, Chun-Wai realized with a pang - shook her head numbly.
"Not...not many," she whispered, tears streaking down her ash-stained cheeks. "So few made it out..."
Chun-Wai felt his spark of hope falter, but he refused to let it gutter out completely. Not yet. Not while there were still survivors to find, lives to try and salvage from this nightmare.
"Then we need to look for more," he stated, drawing himself up despite his weariness and injuries. His eyes found the circling news helicopter, still documenting the carnage from above. "They'll see us from the air. We need to make them notice us!"
The others followed his gaze upwards, flinching back instinctively as the downdraft from the whirring rotors buffeted them with swirls of ash and debris. High above, oblivious camera lenses continued recording the scene of death and ruin.
Chun-Wai cupped his hands around his mouth and bellowed upwards with everything he had left.
"HEY! DOWN HERE! WE'RE ALIVE! HELP US!"
The words tore at his already raw throat, but he didn't care. He had to make them see, had to get the world's attention so that what little remained wouldn't be forgotten amidst the catastrophe.
The other survivors, one after another, joined Chun-Wai in a ragged, desperate cry aimed at the news helicopter that circled above like a vulture over their shattered home.
For now, all they could do was scream for the world to bear witness - and pray that their cries would be heard over the deafening silence of the dead.


 
 

  
    Bloody Mistake

    

        Chapter 83: Bloody Mistake

 The chamber door closed with a heavy thud as Zhang Yuan departed, leaving Gisela alone with her thralls. Their tongues were already buried deep within her, lapping greedily at her nethers as she reclined amidst the plush furs and groped her breasts, her fingers digging into her own flesh.
"Deeper!" Gisela snarled, fisting handfuls of their matted hair. She ground their faces ruthlessly against her dripping sex, uncaring of their muffled gasps and whimpers. " I want your tongues buried in my cunt, you worthless sluts.”
The two females obeyed desperately, slick muscle probing and swirling with frantic need to please. Gisela threw back her head with a guttural moan, delighting in the heady scents of submission and arousal that perfumed the air. Her other hand seized the male thrall's skull in a vice-grip, yanking his throat against her elongated fangs.
For several delirious minutes, the vampiress surrendered herself to pure, animalistic indulgence. Ecstasy thrummed through her undead veins as her slaves worshipped her body, their fear and desperation only heightening her sadistic pleasure. Gisela ground her hips against their slavering mouths, ruthlessly using them for her carnal gratification.
At last, she reached her peak in a blinding wave of rapture, back arching taut as a bow. An inhuman shriek of release tore from her crimson lips as she clenched the thralls' skulls against her convulsing sex. With a vicious snarl, Gisela wrenched the hapless male against her fangs, piercing his jugular in a torrent of hot arterial spray.
She drank deeply of his life's essence, draining him to a withered husk in her arms. Finally sated, Gisela cast the corpse aside with a contemptuous sneer, licking her bloodied lips with lewd satisfaction.
"Out, both of you!" she commanded, glaring at the cowering female thralls with blazing eyes. "Leave me be until I summon you again for more punishment, slaves!"
The thralls scurried to obey, the two females gathering their fallen brother with trembling hands before fleeing the inner sanctum. Gisela watched them go with a cruel smile, already anticipating their next agonizing session. Perhaps she'd take a new toy next time...a virgin would make for such delicious torment.
The heavy door had barely closed behind the fleeing thralls when a faint rustling came from one of the vaulted ceiling's wooden beams. Gisela's lips curved into a predatory smile as she sensed the presence manifesting itself.
A small bat fluttered down, leathery wings beating the air in a blur. As it neared her reclined form, the creature underwent a familiar metamorphosis. Papery skin stretched taut as the body elongated and reshaped, taking on a distinctly humanoid form. Within moments, a pale, sharp-featured man stood before the vampiress in a swirl of ebon robes.
"Mistress Gisela." The newcomer dipped his head ever so slightly, a smirk curling at the corner of his lips. "I observed your... discussions with the Eastern wizard. Cleverly done, casting shadows on our self-control."
Gisela arched a single, shapely eyebrow, casually reclining naked in the messy furs stained with her arousal. "Gavril. What causes my father's obedient dog to visit so unannounced?"
The vampire Gavril's lip curled in distaste at her insult, but he knew better than to rise to the bait. "Merely passing along a message from Lord Vracen himself. He commends your efforts in securing allies for the Dark Lord's extraction."
A flicker of interest kindled behind Gisela's crimson gaze. Her father’s approval was always welcome, despite her outward nonchalance. "I aim only to serve our kind's interests, as always. Speak on."
Gavril's smile didn't reach his cold eyes. "The Lord has an additional objective he wishes you to undertake during this operation."
Now her interest was well and truly piqued. Gisela sat up, idly toying with a stray lock of dark hair. "Oh? Do elaborate, sweet Gavril. You know how I enjoy challenges."
His smirk growing into a sinister smile, the vampiric underling savoured the pleasure of assigning such a critical task to his sire’s daughter. "During the extraction of the Dark Lord, make every effort to obtain a cache of Time-Turners from the Ministry's collection."
Gisela's swollen-red lips parted in amazement. These mystical time-traveling artifacts were exceptionally rare and held immense value—just one could provide the clan with a strategic upper hand. "You can't be serious," she whispered, leaning forward without realizing it. "An entire cache?"
Gavril nodded, clearly relishing the sight of her growing greed. "Indeed. Lord Vracen believes these devices could be... exceptionally useful for our future plans, should we acquire them." His smile became predatory. "He has great faith in your abilities, Mistress. After all, failure is... not an option."
The unspoken threat hung in the air between them, its weight chilling even Gisela's undead flesh. She matched Gavril's grin with one of her own, baring a hint of lengthened fang.
"Don’t worry," she crooned in a tone of dark promise. "The Dark Lord will be freed, and father will get his Time Turners. This, I vow."
Gavril inclined his head once more, mollified by her oath. "I shall convey your words to Lord Vracen. Do not disappoint." With that final response, his body blurred and reshaped itself into a bat-like form. The creature took wing with a shrill screech, flapping out through the high window's opening as swiftly as it had arrived.
With a scowl etched on her normally dazzling face, Gisela watched Gavril's bat-like form dissolve into the night. How could that fawning lackey speak to her so insolently? She was the daughter of Lord Vracen, a Zykrvitz princess, not some lowborn minion to be directed at will.
With an enraged snarl, she lashed out, raking her claws across the luxurious furs in a frenzy. Plush velvet and satin shredded like parchment under her onslaught as she vented her ire. Gisela's chest heaved with each ragged breath, crimson eyes blazing like twin rubies amidst the ruined bedding.
"Miserable wretch!" she spat, fangs glinting wetly in the candlelight. "I'll show him and my father what a true Zykrvitz is capable of!"
Gavril had made it abundantly clear just how high the stakes were. Failure would not be tolerated - a fact Gisela was intimately familiar with. She could still recall with vivid clarity the agonizing punishments Lord Vracen meted out for even the most trifling of failures during her training.
A shudder racked her slender frame as the spectres of her past torment resurfaced. She remembered the scorching pain of the silver-tipped whip across her bare skin and the nauseating sound of bones snapping as her fingers were methodically shattered. But the worst memories were of the times she had been punished for failure by being subjected to sexual abuse. The powerlessness she felt during those violations of her body by multiple male thralls, all because she had failed to meet Lord Vracen's exacting standards.
And then there was the iron maiden, filled not with water, but with the blood of a long-dead man, a punishment designed to invoke her greatest fear—vampiric drowning. The memory of that terrifying experience sent a fresh wave of dread through her.
Gisela shuddered, pushing the traumatic memories from her mind with visible effort. Dwelling on such horrors would only weaken her resolve. She was no longer the helpless fledgling subject to her father's cruel whims - she was the Mistress of her own branch of the clan now, a being of true power and influence.
Stretching out her lithe, nude form, Gisela allowed herself a slow, sensuous smile. Yes, she would succeed in this mission, and her father would be forced to acknowledge her capabilities once and for all.
The image of Zhang Yuan's stoic countenance flickered through her mind, that arrogant sneer of disdain he had given her offered essence. Most males, human or vampire, would have eagerly lapped up such an intimate gift from one as desirable as herself. But the Eastern wizard had simply turned away, utterly unmoved by her seductive charms.
A low growl rumbled in Gisela's throat as her fingers traced idle patterns across her flat belly. How dare that arrogant mortal spurn her so brazenly! Did he not realize who and what she was? She would make him regret his insolence soon enough...
The vampiress's angered thoughts took a different turn as she envisioned Zhang Yuan at her mercy, bound and helpless before her predatory lusts. She could almost taste the exotic tang of his blood on her lips as her fangs pierced his yielding flesh. Yes, once this mission concluded, perhaps she would claim the Eastern wizard as a new plaything to sate her desires upon.
Gisela moistened her lips with a slow, sensual swipe of her tongue, relishing the vivid, provocative fantasies playing out in her imagination. She would utterly shatter Zhang Yuan, dismantling his intolerable arrogance until he groveled and pleaded for the kindness of her touch. The haughty wizard's cries would be music to her ears as she enslaved him forever.
Desire burned hot in Gisela's loins as her fingers drifted lower, circling her rapidly stiffening clit. She arched her back with a throaty moan, losing herself in the fantasies of subjugating the defiant Eastern mage. Her hips shook shamelessly, eagerly indulging in the sinful pleasures that always brought such delicious release.
So lost was Gisela in her lustful trance that she barely registered the chamber's doors creaking open once more. It wasn't until a small noise of shock reached her ears that she slowly cracked open one eye, lips quirked in dark amusement.
There stood a fresh-faced young woman, clearly one of the newer thralls sent for her to enjoy. The poor dear looked utterly scandalized, her mouth working soundlessly as she beheld the shameless display of Gisela's self-gratification.
"You..." The thrall finally managed to squeak out, cheeks blazing crimson. "You unholy demon!"
Gisela chuckled, low and throaty as she lazily spread her legs wider in blatant invitation. "Why, whatever is the matter, little one?" She crooned, tongue flicking out to moisten her crimson lips. "Have you never witnessed the divine act of pleasure before?"
The thrall could only sputter incoherently, seemingly rooted to the spot as Gisela's fingers danced in lewd motions between her nether lips. "N-No! This is... This is an abomination against the Lord's teachings!"
With a disappointed sigh, Gisela rose from the ruined bedding in one fluid, sinuous motion. Within a blur of preternatural speed, she was directly before the thrall, lips curved in a cruel smile as she drank in the mortal's fear.
"Is that so?" She purred, delicately tracing the pad of one finger down the thrall's cheek. The poor girl flinched violently, squeezing her eyes shut as Gisela leaned in to whisper against the curve of her throat. "Then allow me to introduce you to my own... delightfully profane teachings, my sweet."
The thrall's eyes flew open, but it was too late. Gisela's fangs had already pierced the tender flesh of her jugular in one smooth, vicious motion. She drank deep of the warm, coppery essence, moaning rapturously as the thrall's struggles gradually weakened to feeble twitches.
Only once the last drop had been wrung from the lifeless husk did Gisela allow the drained corpse to crumple to the floor. Licking her lips clean with slow relish, she stared down at the thrall's sightless eyes with pity.
"A waste of sweet blood," she murmured, giving the corpse a contemptuous nudge with one bare foot. "But a necessary lesson in obedience for you, nonetheless."
With a disdainful sniff, she turned and sauntered back towards the plush furs that adorned her throne.
Reclining amidst the rumpled bedding, she lazily spread her thighs, exposing her glistening lower lips to the chill chamber air. One delicate hand drifted down, fingertips lightly circling her engorged clit as she savoured the lingering taste of the thrall's blood.
A soft moan parted Gisela's crimson lips as she steadily built the sensual friction. She arched her back, dark strands spilling across the satin pillows as she lost herself in the throes of pleasure once more. This was true ecstasy - indulging her vampiric lusts without inhibition or shame.
So engrossed was she in her wanton ministrations that the chamber door slamming open barely registered at first. It wasn't until a masculine voice barked out that Gisela's eyes fluttered open in annoyance.
"Mistress! We have an emergency situation to rep—"
The matriarch’s irate glare fell upon the intruder, freezing him in place with its sheer intensity. It was Christoph, one of her more capable lieutenants who oversaw intelligence gathering. His eyes were wide, jaw working soundlessly as he took in the sight of his mistress so brazenly on display.
"Well?" Gisela purred after a moment, idly continuing to stroke herself. "Are you just going to stand there gawping like a brain-addled fool? Or did you actually have something worth interrupting me for?"
Christoph swallowed hard, unable to tear his gaze away from the erotic sight she presented. A distinct bulge tented at the front of his breeches as his body reacted despite his mind's protests.
"I...that is..." He stammered, licking his dry lips. "Mistress, please, there is an urgent matter that requires your attention!"
Rolling her eyes, Gisela crooked a single finger in a contemptuous beckoning gesture. "Oh, very well. If it will get you to spit it out, then come here. Let's see if your... stamina matches your apparent ardour."
The words had the intended effect. Christoph's face flushed bright red as she boldly spread her glistening folds, presenting herself in a lewd invitation. Despite his urgency, he found himself stumbling forward in a daze, hands fumbling with the laces of his breeches.
Gisela watched with dark amusement as the vampire lieutenant freed his straining manhood. She licked her lips slowly, enjoying his rapt expression as her fingers drifted lower to tease her slick entrance.
"That's it," she crooned silkily. "Let Mistress take care of that lovely cock while you deliver your report. Perhaps you'll earn a reward for obedience..."
Christoph groaned loudly, his hips twitching forward of their own volition. But just as the swollen head of his shaft brushed against Gisela's moist folds, he seemed to regain some semblance of sense. Shaking his head rapidly, he backed away, tucking himself back into his breeches with shaking hands.
"N-No! Mistress, please, I cannot... There is an emergency that requires your immediate attention!" He pleaded, shamefaced at his moment of weakness. "We've just detected a massive breach of the Statute of Secrecy!"
That got Gisela's attention like a bucket of ice water. She sat up abruptly, lips curling back to reveal a hint of lengthened fang. "What did you say?" She hissed, all traces of lustful amusement vanishing like a snuffed candle flame. "Explain, quickly!"
Christoph swallowed hard, clearly relieved to have regained his mistress's focus. "Our surveillance teams detected footage from Hong Kong being broadcast worldwide by human news channels. They're reporting... some kind of fiery entity utterly demolishing the Kowloon Walled City."
The predatory glint in Gisela's crimson eyes sharpened to a razored edge as the gravity of Christoph's words sank in. Her fangs elongated in a snarl of pure fury, causing the lieutenant to flinch instinctively.
"Broadcast worldwide, you say?" She hissed, rising from the ruined bedding with cold purpose. Gisela stalked across the chamber, heedless of her nude state as she snatched up a sheer black negligee. The diaphanous material did little to conceal her curvaceous figure as she pulled it on with sharp, angry motions.
"Y-Yes, Mistress," Christoph stammered, unable to tear his gaze away from the enticing vision she presented. He quickly averted his eyes when she shot him a withering look. "The footage is being replayed across every major human news network as we speak. There's no way to stem the flow now."
With an incoherent growl, Gisela lashed out, sweeping a crystal vase from its pedestal to shatter against the far wall. "Imbeciles!" She raged, crimson nails raking across the polished marble as she fought for composure. "Do they have any concept of the damage this could cause?"
Christoph knew better than to respond. The vampiress's wrath was a terrifying thing to behold, especially when the Zykrvitz Clan's secrecy was threatened. He could only watch with a sense of detached pity as she paced in a feline manner.
Finally, after several tense moments, Gisela seemed to regain her calm. When she spoke again, her tone was contemplative - though no less dangerous for its deceptive softness.
"Show me," she commanded quietly. "I want to see this... footage and just how severe the breach is."
With a curt nod, Christoph turned on his heel and strode from the chamber, clearly expecting Gisela to follow. The vampiress snatched up a sheer black robe, hastily belting the transparent material around her lithe form before sweeping after her lieutenant.
Their path led down a spiralling stone staircase that plunged deep beneath the castle's foundations. The damp chill intensified with each descending level, stale air carrying the musty scent of earth and mould. Gisela's nose wrinkled faintly in distaste, but she made no outward comment.
At last, they reached a heavy iron-bound door set into the bedrock. Christoph produced a weighty ring of keys, quickly locating the proper one to unlock the entrance with a groan of rusted metal.
"This way, Mistress," he whispered, holding the door for her to lead him through the threshold.
The chamber ahead was a glaring contrast to the somber catacombs. Bright electric lights illuminated the space with harsh fluorescence, glinting off the glossy tile floors and streamlined metal consoles. A series of curved stations formed a horseshoe around a large, unlit viewscreen.
Half a dozen vampires manned the various stations, flanked by twice as many human thralls in a perpetual state of wide-eyed terror. All activity ceased as the striking figures of Gisela and Christoph entered the secure communications hub.
The vampiress's lack of clothing did not lessen her aura of commanding power and authority. Gisela stepped into the chamber with regal composure, her chin held high, and her ruby-red eyes glinting with a threatening light.
The vampires were the first to react, hastily rising and bowing in a show of respect bordering on outright worship. Their human counterparts shrank back, awed and terrified by the sheer predatory presence Gisela exuded.
All except for one thrall.
A young woman, no more than eighteen by human reckoning, stared openly at the vampiress in utter desire. Her lips moved soundlessly as she took in Gisela's state of undress, gaze lingering on the swell of her breasts visible through the sheer robe.
One of the vampires, a hulking brute with a scar tracing his jawline, noticed the thrall's unforgivable lapse in decorum. With a disdainful sneer, he lashed out - the back of his hand cracking across the girl's face with enough force to send her tumbling from her seat.
"You dare disrespect the Mistress, cattle?" He snarled, stalking forward with clear intent to deliver further punishment. The thrall could only whimper, cradling her already-swelling cheek as she shrank back against the unforgiving tiles.
"Enough."
Gisela's voice cut through the chamber like a razor-edged whip, freezing the vampire in his tracks. She didn't raise her voice, nor betray any overt emotion - yet that single utterance carried more innate authority than a hundred barked commands.
The scarred vampire flinched, swallowing hard as he met his mistress's crimson glare. "B-But Mistress, the thrall's brazenness—"
"Is trivial compared to the crisis at hand," Gisela interjected smoothly, already dismissing the matter from her mind. "Punish the wretch later if you must, but for now... Attend me."
Properly cowed, the vampire bowed low alongside his fellows, muttering a fervent, "Yes, Mistress. Your will be done."
Only then did Gisela turn her piercing stare upon the thralls, many of whom averted their eyes in sheer terror. She gestured idly towards the main viewscreen.
"You were told to show me this... footage, were you not?" She prompted, the slightest hint of impatience creeping into her tone. "Well? I'm waiting."
The thralls flinched as one, exchanging panicked looks before one of the bolder males swallowed hard and nodded. "A-At once, Mistress!"
His hands shook so violently it took three attempts to input the proper commands. The video footage played out across the massive viewscreen, news helicopters capturing the fiery devastation in grim detail. Gisela watched in stony silence as an immense, human-like entity wreathed in flames laid waste to the densely populated Kowloon district.
Concrete and steel buckled like tinfoil beneath the onslaught, entire city blocks crumbling to ash and ruin in the beast's wake. Fleeing crowds surged through the tight streets in futile attempts to escape the apocalyptic scene, only to be engulfed in billowing clouds of flame and debris.
By the time the video finished, the vampiress's beautiful face was locked in an expression of frigid fury. Her slender hands balled into tight fists, nails digging deeply into her palms, leaving bloody marks.
"Fools..." she hissed through gritted fangs, crimson eyes blazing with outrage. "Utter, blundering fools!"
The assembled vampires and thralls shrank back instinctively from Gisela's wrath. Only Christoph dared meet her angry gaze, awaiting his mistress's next words with visible concern.
"Do those idiotic wizards have any concept of the damage they've caused?" Gisela raged, whirling on them with a sharp crack of her thin robe. "Flaunting their magics before the entire human world like that? Obliviating the news crew in plain sight of their cameras?"
She accentuated her tirade with a sweeping motion toward the viewscreen, displaying the haunting aftermath in still-frame. "Observe the devastation they've caused! What weak justification could ever excuse such reckless destruction?"
The thralls flinched, exchanging terrified looks as Gisela stalked between their consoles like a panther among rabbits. One particularly hapless young man shrank back as she loomed over him, fangs bared in a silent snarl.
"W-We don't know, Mistress," he stammered, unable to meet her scorching glare. "The wizards haven't released any statements yet..."
Gisela's lip curled in disgust, and she turned away with a scornful sneer. "Of course not. Why should we expect transparency from those arrogant fools?"
Pivoting sharply on one heel, she pinned the thrall with a razor-edged stare. "Then perhaps you'd care to enlighten me as to the scale of this catastrophe? Exactly how many humans perished in that... display?"
The man swallowed hard, clearly fighting against his body's instinctive urge to flee. Licking dry lips, he forced himself to meet her gaze as he replied.
"O-Our analysts estimate no less than forty-five thousand casualties from the initial attack and its aftermath, Mistress." His voice cracked faintly as Gisela's eyes narrowed to slits. "With an additional five thousand injured or displaced, m-most likely..."
Gisela's delicate features contorted in a snarl of cold fury, fangs protruding as she rounded on the nearest thrall. The poor man flinched, shrinking back against his console as she loomed over him.
"Do you have any conception of the damage this has wrought?" she hissed, flecks of spittle flying from her lips. "The chaos that will follow as the humans demand answers for this atrocity?"
The thrall could only stammer incoherently, frozen by the naked menace in his mistress's eyes. Gisela's lip curled in disgust, and she straightened, turning away from his pitiful display.
"No... Of course you don't," she sneered, raking a hand through her disturbed raven hair. "You're but pathetic cattle, after all. Incapable of comprehending the full consequences."
Pacing between the consoles once more, Gisela allowed her thoughts to spin outward. The implications of this disaster reached far beyond just the immediate loss of life.
Once the humans realized the existence of true magic, their fragile societies would quickly turn to anarchy. Fear and panic would consume them - fear of that which they could not understand or control. And inevitably, their terror would curdle into hatred and violence toward anything even remotely supernatural.
A great Purge was all but inevitable now. The humans would lash out blindly, seeking to exterminate all traces of magic from their midst through whatever means proved necessary. Reason and restraint would be the first casualties in the face of such primal, visceral terror.
And the Zykrvitz Clan - along with all vampiric kind - would undoubtedly become priority targets for elimination once the humans discovered their existence. Their need to feed and inherent powers would be deemed an existential threat to humanity's continued dominance.
Even if the humans were hopelessly outmatched against the power of vampires, wizards and more, sheer numbers could prove an existential threat if provoked. Millions upon millions of frenzied ants could potentially overwhelm even the mightiest predators through sheer, mindless persistence.
And that assumed the wizards themselves didn't turn on her kind the moment the humans' wrath shifted in their direction. Wizards had little love for vampires - they would happily sacrifice them to preserve their own secrecy if needed.
Her people's very way of life - their freedom to hunt and indulge as they pleased - could be stripped away in one fell swoop. All because of some idiot wizard's blatant disregard for secrecy.
Her crimson gaze hardened to flint as she turned back to face her assembled subordinates. They flinched instinctively, no doubt sensing the cold resolution that emanated from her like an Arctic wind.
"Enough speculation," Gisela stated flatly, drawing the sheer robe tighter around her curvaceous form. "Facts are what matter now. I want to know exactly who was responsible for this unforgivable breach. Do your best to figure it out."
The vampires and thralls exchanged uneasy looks, but none dared voice objections. A few tapped furiously at their consoles, no doubt already setting their information networks into motion.
As a last resort, her people could always retreat to their hidden lairs and sanctuaries, reverting to their bat forms to elude any potential human threat. But that was no way for vampires to truly live - scurrying like vermin, forever hunted.


The familiar compression of Apparition released Somchai Phothisan with a muted pop amidst the makeshift command post. His eyes immediately found the grisly scene of the Spanish squad member, Alejandro, laid out on a conjured stretcher.
The young wizard's face was ashen, his teeth gritted against the obvious agony radiating from the bloody stump where his left leg used to be. Two of the American Auxiliaries worked feverishly, applying tourniquets and force-feeding blood-replenishing potions in a desperate attempt to stabilize him.
"Dios mío..." Alejandro's voice was a ragged croak as he fought the waves of pain and shock. "It hurts...it hurts so much..."
"Phothisan!" The barked reprimand made him stiffen instinctively. Squad Leader Adjaye strode towards him, displeasure etched in the Ghanaian wizard's lined features. "You're the last one in. What took you so long getting clear of the operation zone?"
Somchai resisted the urge to fidget under his superior's piercing scowl. "Forgive me, sir. I noticed a Muggle aircraft circling nearby and took steps to ensure there were no potential witnesses."
Adjaye's expression shifted from one of irritation to sudden, blanching apprehension. "A Muggle aircraft, you say?" He grabbed Somchai by the shoulders with surprising strength for his wiry frame. "Describe it to me. Now."
Taken aback by the intensity in the older wizard's gaze, Somchai stammered briefly before replying. "Y-Yes, sir. It was one of those flying machines with spinning blades on top. A...a helicopter, I believe the Muggles call them?"
"A helicopter?" Adjaye's eyes narrowed dangerously. He gave Somchai a small shake, as if to jolt his senses. "Are you absolutely certain about that?"
Somchai opened his mouth, then closed it, suddenly less sure under his superior's intense scrutiny. "I...well, it was a flying machine with spinning blades, like I said. And there were Muggles inside..."
"Describe them," Adjaye demanded. "What were they doing? What did you see?"
Licking his dry lips nervously, Somchai tried to recall every detail. "There were three of them. One was operating the controls, another was...was holding some kind of device and looking through a glass opening. And the third..."
His brow furrowed as the memory resurfaced. "The third one was speaking into some sort of...rod, I suppose? And gesturing out the open door toward the ruins below."
Adjaye's grip on Somchai's shoulders tightened until it was almost painful. "A microphone," he hissed through gritted teeth. "That Muggle was speaking into a bloody microphone."
Somchai's brow furrowed in confusion. Microphone? He knew that was some kind of Muggle device, but the significance escaped him. "I...I don't understand, sir. What does that have to do with anything?"
Adjaye's eyes narrowed dangerously as he studied the younger wizard. Slowly, as if speaking to a particularly dull child, he ground out, "That 'rod' you saw him holding? It allows Muggles to transmit their voices over long distances instantaneously."
The realization began to dawn on Somchai, but he still didn't quite grasp the full implications. "You mean...like some sort of long-range communication? But I don't see how..."
"Open your eyes, Phothisan!" Adjaye gave him a hard shake, his frustration boiling over. "That Muggle wasn't just speaking into it - he was narrating everything he saw to some unknown audience! Describing the entire magical operation in detail as it happened!"
Somchai felt like he'd been punched in the gut. It all clicked into place now - the gesturing out the open door, the device the second Muggle held towards his direction...
"They were broadcasting," he whispered, aghast. "Sending images and voices of our battle with that...that thing to Merlin knows how many people!"
"Precisely." Adjaye released him with a disgusted shove, making Somchai stumble backwards a step. The squad leader raked a hand through his thinning grey hair, his expression caught between fury and dismay.
"You mean to tell me you’ve lived this long without understanding Muggle television and radio broadcasts?" He laughed bitterly. "Unbelievable. Centuries of secrecy, potentially compromised because one wizard chose to remain ignorant of the non-magical world!"
The weight of Adjaye's words seemed to suck the air from Somchai's lungs. "They saw everything," he whispered, feeling numb with horrified realization. "The entire operation against that thing, the squads on broomsticks...my attempt to obliviate them..."
Adjaye's jaw tightened, the cords in his neck standing out like steel cables. "Yes, Phothisan. They saw it all. And your idiot attempt to obliviate them, without even waiting for trained Obliviators?" He uttered a mirthless bark of laughter. "That just confirmed beyond all doubt to any observers that magic is real!"
The other squad members had gone deathly silent, their faces reflecting the same dawning apprehension as Somchai. What had begun as righteous anger towards his foolish breach of protocols had rapidly spiralled into a full-blown crisis.
"Sir..." One of the American Auxiliaries spoke up hesitantly. "If that footage was broadcast live across the Muggle world..."
"Then we have a catastrophic break of the International Statute of Secrecy on our hands," Adjaye finished grimly.
The Ghanaian's fist clenched spasmodically at his sides, and for a terrifying moment Somchai feared he might strike him. But then Adjaye seemed to forcibly master himself through an immense act of willpower.
"We need to report this disaster to HQ immediately," he grated out through gritted teeth. "They'll have to coordinate emergency obliviations and disinformation on a massive scale to control the fallout."
Adjaye fixed Somchai with a look of pure disgust and contempt. "As for you, Phothisan...you'll be disciplined. Severely."
Shoulders slumped, Somchai could only nod miserably as the other squad members' furious mutterings washed over him in a tide of shame. He'd made a terrible mistake, one that could potentially expose the entire wizarding world.
And there was no way to obliviate something that had already been broadcast live across the planet.
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        Chapter 84: Disturbing Likeness

 Dim torchlight flickered in the Undercroft, creating dancing shadows on the rough stone walls. Ancient pillars stood tall, with dusty wooden crates piled around their bases. In one shadowy corner, a shallow basin on a crumbling plinth had a surface as dark and still as a pond at midnight.
Pacing back and forth amidst this subterranean chamber was Lucas, his features etched in a pensive frown. Physically, he appeared every inch the healthy, vibrant eleven-year-old – his skin was a flawless white, unblemished by blight or scar save on his forehead. Raven locks framed a classically handsome face, the strands neatly combed into place without the need for styling products. No spectacles adorned the bridge of his straight nose, for his jade-green eyes were unclouded by any impairment.
This perfection of form was no mere happenstance of genetics, but the byproduct of constant, subtle spells. A minor Revitalization Spell pulsed in an endless cycle, mending any ailments or injuries before they could take root. An Air Purification Shield surrounded him in an invisible bubble, filtering every breath to maintain his physical peak.
Even though the Great Hall had been in a state of immense panic earlier, Lucas remained calm as he strolled through the Undercroft. The horrific news on the Daily Prophet’s front page was unsettling, but he managed to keep his cool.
He muttered through gritted teeth, the tension visible in his rigid posture. "A fire elemental of such power. Utterly unprecedented. Nothing like it has ever been documented across thousands of years of magical history."
His brow furrowed, emerald eyes narrowing in concentration. With a negligent wave of one hand, a small sphere of golden flame blossomed into existence, hovering just above his upturned palm. Another flick of his fingers caused the orb to elongate, transforming into a slender spike that rotated with hypnotic slowness.
"That's how it was explained, was it not?" Lucas murmured, watching the twisting fire. "Focused beams of fire, condensed and powerful. Basic, yet overwhelmingly destructive."
The fire intensified, its core burning a brilliant white-hot under Lucas's concentrated will, as precise as a laser. In an instant, a narrow lance of flame shot out, striking the nearest stone pillar with a burst of searing heat. Shards of molten rock flew outward, glittering and hissing upon contact with the floor.
Lucas regarded the fresh scorch mark with a look of cool appraisal, then allowed the flames cradled in his palm to dissipate into wispy curls of smoke.
"An interesting parallel," he mused, resuming his pacing once more. "For that is precisely how I choose to wield my Elemental Magic – concentrated into piercing lances to maximize their impact over a single vector."
As if to illustrate his point, Lucas waved his hand through the air, guiding his Will with an economy of movement. Four jagged spikes of sapphire ice materialized in a hovering lattice, their wicked points aimed squarely at the pillar already marred by scorching flame. With a subtle twitch of his fingers, the frozen lances streaked forward, shattering against the stone in a thunderous detonation of frost and shrapnel.
"You see?" Lucas addressed his words to the empty chamber as if he was a professor lecturing a particularly dense student. "There is no need for flashy displays, no wasted motion or shallow manifestations. Just pure, directed force striking with maximum efficiency."
A look of mild disdain flickered across his features as he gestured again, this time conjuring a roiling cyclone of elemental air. The miniature tornado spun with enough ferocity to shear through solid rock, shredding one of the crates into a whirlwind of wooden splinters.
"Shaping the elements into fanciful forms serves no practical purpose," Lucas stated with certainty. "It is merely an exercise in showmanship over substance. A dragon's maw or phoenix's wings are all well and good for intimidating the foolish and gullible, but they are a detriment when focused application is required."
Abruptly, his pacing carried him before the ancient stone basin in the corner – the Pensieve. Lucas paused, peering into its glossy, obsidian-like depths as if searching for some elusive truth hidden within. For a long moment, he was utterly motionless, seemingly lost in contemplation.
Then, with a slight shake of his head, he turned away from the artifact, resuming his path with renewed vigour. As if sensing his shift in mood, the slender form of Nyx uncoiled from where she had been draped across his shoulders, flicking her tongue against his cheek in a gesture of reassurance.
"Lucas?" The grass snake's question in Parseltongue came out softly, with an underlying worry.
Lucas paused mid-stride, eyes flickering to meet Nyx's inquisitive gaze. The slender serpent was coiled around his shoulders, her scales a verdant sheen in the torchlight. He exhaled a slow breath, willing his racing thoughts into a semblance of order.
"I'm alright, Nyx," he replied in the same sibilant tongue, offering her a reassuring stroke along her sinuous body. "Just...troubled by recent events."
Nyx flicked her tongue, tasting the tension in the air. "Is it about the fire creature? The one that killed so many humans?"
A mirthless chuckle escaped Lucas's lips. Leave it to his familiar to cut straight to the heart of the matter. "Indeed. That unknown 'fire creature' has me...perplexed."
Pacing once more, he quietly aired his worries, switching to Parseltongue here and there in his conversation with Nyx.
"This world seemed to align so perfectly with the canon story I knew. A few deviations here and there from Hogwarts Legacy, but nothing too extreme." He shook his head slowly, eyes narrowed in thought. "And then today happens. Chaos in the Great Hall, panic over some...some being that slaughtered tens of thousands with elemental fire."
Nyx hissed softly in commiseration, her flickering tongue brushing his cheek. "A terrible tragedy. But why is this so troubling to you, Lucas?"
"Because nothing like this ever occurred in the original story," Lucas explained, waving a hand to conjure a small cyclone that danced across his palm. "A massacre on that scale by an unknown entity? It simply doesn't fit. And the manner in which it wielded those flames..."
The tiny tornado intensified, howling with greater ferocity until it collapsed in on itself with a miniature implosion. "Concentrated beams and spikes of fire. Does that sound familiar to you, Nyx?"
The serpent considered this for a moment before giving a slight bobbing of her diamond-shaped head. "It is how you channel your own magic offensively like you said just now, is it not? Focused and efficient."
"Precisely." Lucas nodded, a look of grim satisfaction flickering across his features. "I can't claim to be unique in that regard. Very ancient history has the occasional wizard capable of wandless elemental magic in such a manner. But in modern times?" He shook his head. "It's practically unheard of these days. Millenia of tradition and formalized training have pushed magic into very...structured channels, I suppose you could say."
Pausing before the ancient Pensieve, Lucas stared into its glossy black depths, seeing his own frown reflected back at him. "Nobody I know of wields magic with the same raw force and ease as I do. Perhaps it's because of my Vast Sea Visualization technique I've been experimenting with since I was a toddler the moment I gained access to magic. Or maybe I'm just...innately gifted, for lack of a better word."
He shrugged, already dismissing the notion as irrelevant. "Regardless of the reason, the fact remains - the elemental's attack mirrored my own abilities far too closely for comfort." Lucas's expression darkened, his eyes narrowing to brilliant emerald slits. "It worries me, Nyx. Because I have no idea where this thing came from or what could have created it."
Pulling his gaze from the Pensieve, Lucas resumed his restless pacing. "The location is equally baffling. Why attack Kowloon Walled City in Hong Kong of all places? That cramped, decaying slum offered no riches or resources to plunder." His fists clenched at his sides as the answer became obvious once more. "The only thing of value to be gained from such a place was the souls of the dead, especially since all the bodies were burned to ashes."
Lucas shook his head as his mind spun down a grim path of speculation. "Some dark wizard or cult, harvesting souls on a massive scale. It's sickening...reprehensible." He shook his head, mouth twisting in distaste. "If I'm being honest with myself, it's likely tied to my own past actions as the Dark Lord Desolus in some way."
Nyx remained silent, sensing her friend's growing agitation as he paced in tighter, more frantic circles.
"Perhaps too many died in Africa or some other conflict because of the oil crisis." Lucas's words came faster now, tumbling over each other in a rising torrent of anger and confusion. "So many souls reaped that it triggered some twisted chain reaction. Pushed whoever was behind this attack over the edge to go slaughtering innocents on a scale that threatens to expose us all!"
His voice had risen to a shout, fists clenching spasmodically at his sides. Without conscious thought, arcs of brilliant emerald energy began to crackle along his forearms, sparking and writhing like living tendrils. Nyx shrank back instinctively, her scales ruffling in a subtle warning display.
"Because that's the real danger here, isn't it?" Lucas growled, whirling to face the inert Pensieve once more. The air around him shimmered and distorted from the sheer force of his anger, his Vast Sea inwardly responding to his disturbed emotions. "This idiot's reckless actions have put the entire Statute of Secrecy at risk! All of my plans for the future are in jeopardy because of one fool's selfish desires!"
With an inarticulate snarl of fury, Lucas lashed out – a jagged bolt of viridian lightning lancing from his raised palm, smashing through the stone plinth in a thunderous explosion of shattered masonry. The bolt didn't stop there; it tore through the stone, drilling a hole as it surged forward, continuing its destructive path. It streaked through the chamber, incinerating everything in its way, before punching through a distant wall with a deafening crack, the impact ringing throughout the room. But the lightning persisted still, a blinding, crackling beam that seemed to go on forever.
Nyx coiled tighter around his shoulders, hissing in fear as the torchlight flickered wildly from the disturbed air.
"Kanker!" The Dutch profanity slipped from Lucas's lips as he glared at the settling dust and debris. "Do they have any idea what they've done?”
His chest heaved with every ragged breath, jade eyes blazing with outrage. For several long moments, an oppressive silence cloaked the Undercroft, broken only by the faint crackle and pop of residual magic discharge.
Then, with a visible effort, Lucas forcibly mastered himself. The arcing tendrils of energy dissipated into fading sparks as he straightened, squaring his shoulders beneath Nyx's worried coils.
"Calm yourself," he commanded in a low, steady tone - though whether meant for his familiar or his own benefit remained unclear. "This situation demands a level head, not reckless emotion."
Taking a deep breath, the Vast Sea within him slowly calmed down and the raging thunderstorm above the sea dissipated into nothingness. Only then did he finally turn away from the Pensieve, features settled into an impassive mask of control.
"One crisis at a time," Lucas stated in a tone of finality. "First, I must conclude my business with the Dark Lord's soul fragments. Only then can I turn my full attention to this new threat."
His emerald eyes hardened to flint as he walked to the exit of the chamber. "Voldemort is a mere stepping stone in the greater scheme of things. I'll neutralize him soon enough - and then we shall discover the true meaning behind this entity."
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