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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 1 - Beginnings

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Severus Snape slowly woke up. Realizing he was wet, and that was an experience he hadn’t had while waking up since he turned thirteen. Opening his eyes he blinked and also realized he was tied
  up
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 3 - Weasleys Woes

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  The curtain opened to reveal a empty stage with a white backdrop. From the left wing entered Hermione Granger, Harry Potter and Severus Snape. Snape was being forced, at wand point to the center of
  the stage.



  Harry poked the Snape in the head with his wand.



  "Say the words Snape," Harry hissed angrily.



  "Thats Professor Snape, Harry," Hermione said seriously. Harry shot her a glare, then nodded reluctantly.



  "Say the words, Professor Snape," Harry said to appease his primary source of nookie in this story.



  Severus Snape, Potions master, Spy and all around winner of Witch Weeklys Git of the Year for the past eight years running, grimaced.



  "The people writing this story... ahem they think they are authors, but I know they are simple Rowling wannabes. Anyway the losers typing this stuff insist that I tell you they make no claim to
  any sort of ownership to Harry Potter or the characters created by JK Rowling. There, now I've said it. Can I go now?" asked Snape in a whiny voice.



  "No. Kneel!" snarled Hermione.



  Snape blinked in surprise and fell to his knees. From the right wing two people walked onto the stage and walked over to Harry, Hermione and Snape.



  Harry and Hermione exchanged a startled glance and quickly covered their ears as Alanis Morrisette opened her mouth and roared. Snape's head exploded in a fountain of gore, blood and bone.



  God giggled and started to skip around the stage while Metatron looked down at the mess that was his outfit.



  "OH Really! Was that necessary? He whined to God.



  Hermione snickered and waved her wand cleaning Metatron's clothing. He shot her a grateful look and followed God off the stage.



  "Did you notice that metatron looked a lot like snape?" asked Bob.



  "I'm not going to answer that question," grumbled Alyx.





  Sunrise over Britain

  Chapter 3





  Haven, Ireland (May 1st, mid morning)
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 4 - Labor Pains

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Professor Severus Snape walked out onto the stage at gunpoint. Behind him stood another figure that looked strangely familiar.



  Harry nudged Hermione in their seats. "Watch this," he whispered.



  "They could be brothers!" gasped Hermione.



  The figure behind Snape prodded him with the barrel of the Submachine gun. "Say the words!" he snarled in a light German accent.



  Snape glanced back at the man and frowned. He too was struck by the uncanny resemblance. Shrugging he began to speak.



  "The authors of this pathetic tale wish you to realize they are not JK Rowling. They own nothing of the Potterverse and make no claims upon the copyrights therein," Snape said disdainfully.



  "Now watch, he's gonna say it!" Harry exclaimed to Hermione.



  "Say what?" asked Hermione in exasperation.



  "His own famous words."



  The figure behind Snape prodded him again with the machine gun. "In the words of a famous American, Yippee Kai Yay Motherfucker!" the man growled, then pulled the trigger.



  "Hans Gruber, we got him especially for this chapter," Harry said smugly.



  Hermione watched the famed terrorist turned thief blow Snape into multiple pieces and she found herself strangely aroused by the sight. Without even thinking her hand slid to Harry's crotch and
  caressed him.



  "I can't believe you're writing this stuff!" Alyx said turning on Bob in a fit of anger.



  "Oh come on. You won't let me write fun stuff like Harry having a harem and dozens of orgasms a night with fifty women. So I have to turn to Man's second best friend. Violence and explosions!"
  Bob retorted, barely looking up from his playing Doom 42.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 4





  Irish Ministry of Magic, (May 9th)...



  Brogan Mallory looked up from his desk as Michael O'Dalley escorted Amelia Bones and Arthur Weasley into his office. This was the first time he was meeting them here. Previously they had met at
  Haven or in the Public Affairs Office prior to the press conference a few days ago.



  Smiling, Mallory waved the three to seats. They then sat quietly for the few minutes it took his aide to bustle about serving tea.



  "Minister Bones, as the host country to your Ministry, we have received a number of inquiries from other Ministries, along with offers of assistance that I need to pass along to you," Mallory
  said as the door closed behind the aide.



  Amelia nodded seriously. "Yes, I was hoping that our Press Conference might start some diplomatic wheels turning. We are most anxious about opening dialog with the Canadian and American
  Ministries as soon as possible." When Mallory raised an eyebrow in question, she hurried on. "I do not mean to cast an aspersions on your ministry, Sir, or upon your hospitality...," she
  said.



  "Please, Amelia, call me Brogan," offered Mallory with a vote winning smile.



  Amelia adjusted her monocle and eyed him for a moment, trying not to scowl. Her view of politics was skewed by roots in law enforcement and Fudge's tenure as Minister. While she understood the need
  for political posturing, at least intellectually, it didn't mean she had to enjoy it.



  "As I was saying, we have a number of items which rightfully belong to the British Government. From what I have learned, both Canada and the United States have offered to host the British
  Government in exile. There is some talk of the government perhaps locating to New York City so it can be close to the Security Council. In any event, we want to begin the process of returning these
  cultural items."



  Brogan was about to say something when he realized that O'Dalley was laughing. He frowned and turned to face his Auror turned special liaison.



  "I apologize, Minister," O'Dalley said, still chuckling. "But I'm sure you recall the British complaining about the 'Cultural Bandits' that were robbing museums all around the country?"



  Mallory leaned back in his chair. As the pieces fell into place, he turned to gape at Amelia, who smiled sheepishly at him while Arthur fidgeted in his chair.



  "Just how many cultural objects are we talking about here?" asked Mallory in an astonished tone.



  Amelia looked at Arthur, who had the grace to blush. "Several thousand I think. I don't have a complete count of what we took. We warned the Prime Minister that we would be taking steps to ensure
  that the British Cultural treasures were preserved."



  Mallory shook his head in a mixture of awe and amusement and made a note on a piece of parchment. "Alright, I'll try to set up a meeting with both the American and Canadian Ministry
  representatives for you. Is there anything else?"



  "Yes, sir," offered O'Dalley. "As you are aware, Lord Potter is planning on dropping the Fidelius charm on the town of Haven once they have a working
  constabulary. Right now they're training forty people to work as such, but they would like to put their force under Irish control. Essentially, the idea is to assign the town of Haven four Aurors.
  One would be the nominal head of their constabulary, while the remaining three would cover an eight hour shift. Lord Potter has offered to pay seventy five percent of the Aurors pay with our
  government picking up the remaining twenty five percent.".



  Mallory leaned back in his chair. "Mr. Potter's participation in the press conference has done a number of good things for our people. Morale is up and the peoples confidence in the government is
  high. They know the fight isn't over, but they are determined. I think Mr. Potter's idea has merit. As it stands, our own Auror recruitment is up by nearly sixty percent, and the head of our MLE is
  in seventh heaven with his new budget."



  Mallory paused for a moment, thinking quickly. "When do you expect to drop the Fidelius charm?"



  "No later than the end of the month. It will take us at least that long to get our constables trained properly," answered Amelia.



  "Would Mr. Potter be willing to show off the town to the press?" Mallory asked in a hopeful tone.



  Amelia frowned. "I'm not entirely sure about that, Brogan. Harry... he is an intensely private young man. He does what he does not because of the fame or glory. He does it because he's the only
  one who can. I promise you I'll ask him on your behalf. I have no doubt in my mind that he would be willing to allow you and myself to show the press around the town. But for himself? I think he'd
  be happy to never see the press again in his lifetime, let alone have to address them or escort them around."



  "Yes, I sensed his discomfort around the press and whenever anyone spoke about his exploits," Mallory said. "He is clearly not a politician, but his natural shyness makes him even more
  endearing to the public. I'm afraid he will never be able to live his life outside of the public eye, Amelia. You might want to sit him down and try to explain that to him."



  Amelia nodded thoughtfully, then consulted her notes. "Oh, that reminds me, Brogan. Harry has asked me to pass his thanks to you and your Aurors for agreeing to provide security for the ritual
  they will be conducting tomorrow night."



  Mallory smiled and waved that away with a hand. "Nonsense. Mr. Potter is a welcome guest to our country. If we can help by providing a little extra security for a rite, then so be it."



  Amelia returned his smile. Neither commented on fact that the 'little extra security' included fifty Aurors.





  Parliament building (May 9th)...



  Lucius sat behind a large ornate desk and enjoyed the view from his window. He could see the near empty streets and military convoys patrolling them. Power was back on to most of the city, except
  those areas too damaged by fires. The military had combed through employment files of the utilities and forced people back to work, often at gunpoint. In some cases, families had been executed in
  order to get people working.



  There weren't many civilians visible on the streets, and those that were quickly went about their business. People were afraid to interact on anything but a superficial level.



  When the office door opened, he looked up from his musing to accept a report from one of his Death Eaters. He quickly scanned the report, frowning. The team that had gone to HMP Erlestoke had
  reported back that their target was already dead. When the power failed, and the support personal had fled the prison, the inmates had been locked in and were not fed or watered. Lucius was not
  pleased. This was a personal project of his, one which he hoped to present to his master as an accomplished fact, and it was beginning to look like he had thought of it too late.



  Although someone can survive without food for a fair amount of time, water is an entirely different matter. A person can die from dehydration in as little as five days to as much as two weeks. It
  had been nearly four weeks since the prison had been abandoned, leaving one Vernon Dursley to die. Petunia had suffered a similar fate, a fact he had learned only yesterday. According to his
  records, that left only Marge Dursley, an unrelated aunt who had limited value in his mind, and a cousin, Dudley. He scribbled a note, which he then passed to the waiting Death Eater. The man took
  the note and left the room quietly while Lucius turned to contemplate the scene from his window again.



  Outside, the word quickly spread, find Dudley Dursley. Find Dudley and bring him to London, alive and unharmed.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Hermione watched Harry and worried. As the time approached for them to invoke the Rite of Summoning, he became withdrawn and surly. She knew why he was upset. The problem was she didn't know how to
  fix it, or even if it were fixable.



  She had spoken with Remus and Tonks about it, as well as her parents. Not that it had done her any good to do so. They all seemed to think that if anyone could reach him, she could.



  Harry was upset about the upcoming rite because of the nudity involved. He wasn't upset at the others being naked as much as he was concerned about himself being naked. Hermione understood his
  problem, but his reason behind it was one she didn't have much experience with. In the last few days, as the time of the rite approached, she'd come to realize that she had much the same problem,
  though it was for different reasons entirely.



  She had been certain that being naked in front of others wouldn't bother her. She and her parents had visited clothing optional beaches in Europe in the past. It hadn't even phased her when her own
  parents went au natural at those beaches.



  It was startling to realize that while such things were perfectly fine for her parents, the idea of doing such a thing herself made her skin crawl. And that revelation gave her an idea. Perhaps
  together they could combat the fear.



  "Harry?"



  "Hmm?"



  "I think we need to talk about something. Come over here," Hermione said softly. Her eyes sparkled mischievously.



  He eyed her suspiciously, but did as she asked.



  She stood and cast a silencing charm on the room, then sealed it to prevent anyone from walking in. Smiling at Harry, who stood uncertainly in front of her, she began to unbutton her blouse.



  "I realized," she said softly, "that we're both very uncomfortable with nudity. Though our reasons are different, the results are the same for both of us."



  Harry's eyes widened and he swallowed nervously as she peeled out of her blouse.



  "Tomorrow night," she continued, "we'll have to be naked in front of our closest friends, when the fact is, neither of us is even comfortable being naked with each other. We've tried it a few
  times, like in the bath, but always in dim lighting."



  She reached around and unhooked the clasp of her bra, then shrugged her way out of it before reaching for Harry and the buttons on his shirt.



  He stood, immobilized by her actions, and knowing what a deer felt like when caught in the headlights of a muggle car. What was worse, she kept talking to him. Didn't she realize how distracting it
  was? He gazed at her naked breasts and opened his mouth to tell her just that, but nothing came out.



  "Love," she said as she unbuttoned his shirt and kissed his exposed flesh, "there's nothing about your body for you to be ashamed of. The scars are not your fault, and they're only the outer
  most part of a very complex and beautiful person."



  Harry moaned slightly and helped her remove his shirt. Every time that they had made love, or been naked together, it was with reduced lighting. It was at night and the light of his Everlast Candle
  softened the stark lines that crisscrossed his torso. He trembled under her touch as she embraced him and he reveled in the feel of her bare breasts against his skin.



  "I want you," she whispered into his ear. "I want you to take me, now in the bright light of day. I want to watch your beautiful body and I want you to watch me. I want you to know that I
  love you for more than just your body and that the scars that bother you so much mean nothing to me."



  When she unbuttoned her skirt and let it fall to the floor, his mouth went dry. When she knelt in front of him and unfastened the front of his pants and let them drop to the floor, his head spun as
  the blood dropped further south, leaving all rational thought nothing but a vague memory.



  She suppressed a grin when he popped out of the front of his boxers and she gripped him lightly in her hand. She looked up at him and smiled impishly, then ran her tongue along his length. Harry
  groaned and clenched his fists fighting the urge to guide her head with his hands. She did it a second time, then she stood and led him over to a day bed in the room.



  She sat behind him on the bed, and he tensed when he felt her begin to caress the scars along his back. The haze that had replaced his thoughts receded and his hands fisted as he resisted the urge
  to stand up and move away from her.



  "You are not your scars. They are part of you, yes, but they don't define who you are," she said in a husky voice.



  Harry shivered as her breath ran along his back. He try to accept what she was saying, but it wasn't easy. He turned to face her and looked into her eyes. Seeing love and trust reflected in them,
  and not the disgust or pity he had half expected, he knew she was right. To her, his scars meant nothing.



  Reaching for her, he felt the weight of shame lift from his shoulders as he pulled her into his embrace. When he lay back on the bed, taking her with him, he thought, the light of day never looked so good.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  Ginny went about her classes with the rest of her school mates, but her mind and heart weren't entirely in it. Tomorrow night she and the rest of the outcasts would participate in a rite, last
  performed over fifteen centuries ago. That the rite was ancient wasn't a problem, but the requirement of being naked was not a prospect she was very comfortable with. She felt she could handle it,
  although she never expected to have to expose herself to so many people at one time.



  No, what bothered her was the fact that Charlie had not replied to her owl. She had written Charlie's boss and had learned that he had left the same day he had received a letter from a family
  member. She could only assume that the letter he was talking about was his own. The question now was a simple. Where was Charlie Weasley?



  And as if the problem with Charlie wasn't enough to distract her from studying for her OWLS, her brothers had stopped by last night with gossip that her father might be crushing on a widow in
  Haven. That piece of news both elated and worried her. She wanted her father to be happy, but it really signaled the end of his relationship with her mother. Intellectually, she knew it was over,
  even if she was still alive somewhere in Britain, but her heart frowned over the idea.



  Ginny sighed and pushed away her school books. Perhaps it was time to write another letter to Charlie...





  Padfoot Manor...



  Neville Longbottom looked at the note that the house elf had delivered and smiled. Millicent Bulstrode had sent it, saying that she would be sending him cuttings from a giant flesh orchid later
  today along with seedlings for sunflowers and mandrakes. He shook his head, remembering that Millicent's plans to escape Voldemort had collapsed in the final rush to evacuate Hogwarts and she had
  ended up coming to Haven with the rest of the school. Her family had been one of the first rescued by the extraction teams after the students arrived.



  The work that he and Ginny had performed during the evacuation had enabled Professor Sprout to quickly restart the greenhouses at the new school. Neville had helped her as much as he could until he
  had been pulled off for his current project.



  Neville couldn't help but grin and puff his chest out with pride. Harry had given him leave to set up greenhouses large enough to support the hospital. Harry had also instructed him to be 'exotic'
  with his thinking. He wanted Neville to plan on building a set of greenhouses capable of supplying both common and rare potion ingredients.



  This was a side of Herbology that Neville had never experienced before, but Professor Sprout had some good suggestions for him. He had been looking to construct typical railway style greenhouses
  when a comment from Hermione sent him scurrying to the library to check out the advancements made by muggles over the last century. As a result, and with the help of the house elves, he had put
  together four traditional greenhouses, and two of a more advanced geodesic design using Fresnel lenses. The advanced lenses had to be purchased from muggle suppliers, unlike ordinary glass, which
  could have been conjured. But the net result was a greenhouse that enabled Neville to provide a blooming season all year.



  Professor Sprout was so impressed with the design she wanted him to write it up for Backyard Herbologist Magazine.



  Neville leaned back in his chair and thought about the ritual they would be undergoing tomorrow night. He had no problem with himself being seen naked, but he was ashamed to admit he did have a
  problem with others seeing Ginny so. He and Ginny had talked about this over the past week and really hadn't reached any solution or conclusion, other than the fact that she would be naked in front
  of other guys. Something in their conversation however sparked an idea in him.



  " Nevie, I know it bothers you, but have you thought about how much it must bother someone like Harry?" she asked him.



  " What do you mean?"



  " You know how he is about those scars of his. I can positively promise you that Harry is not going to be looking at me and lusting after my naked body. He's
  going to be too embarrassed. And Draco? He's bonded to Luna! He couldn't look at me like that even if he wanted to. Remus? Mr. Granger? Both of them have their own wives and girlfriends to keep
  them in line and I doubt they're going to be interested in looking at me. No, I see what Harry's doing by choosing who he did. He picked couples only. In doing so, he arranged it for each person to
  have someone there to support them, someone who loves them above all others.



  " Harry did it right. I do feel sorry for him though. He must be tormenting himself over this. He carries a lot of extra guilt from what those muggles did to
  him," she said sadly.



  Neville's expression hardened. If Harry can put up with this, then so can I, he thought. Ginny's right. Harry must be
  tormenting himself right now.

  






  Ballincollig, County Cork, Ireland
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 6 - Far Reaching Decisions

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  The curtain fell back to reveal a scaffold on the stage. Two men armed with swords pushed Severus Snape onto the stage and up onto the scaffold where he was tied to one of the posts. There was a
  long moment of silence, then the Sheriff of Nottingham walked onto the stage and climbed up onto the platform.



  “Say the words for yon Authors Severus Snape and I will release thee!” snarled the Evil Sheriff.



  The sheriff scowled as two men wheeled a wooden carving of him onto the stage. The carving was perfect, down to the scar on his cheek.



  “The authors of this mockery of literature wish to make it abundantly clear that they in no way claim any rights to that blasted Gryffindor Harry Potter, his slut Hermione Granger or any of the
  other items in the Potter Universe! Those rights belong entirely to JK Rowling and the authors are doing this merely because they are masochists,” Snape said in a bored tone.



  The Sheriff looked to Bob who was seated behind Harry and Hermione in the audience. Bob nodded in reply to the Sheriff and he grinned evilly. The Sheriff then turned and pulled out a large spoon
  from his pocket.



  “Tacky Bob, very Tacky,” commented Alyx.



  “Yeah, but at least I don't have Hermione's head in Harry's lap this time.”



  Harry pulled his head out from under Hermione's skirt and looked at Bob and Alyx curiously. “What?” he asked.



  “You're a pig, you know that don't you?” Alyx asked Bob.



  “Yes dear.”



  “Watch now, here comes the gory part.” commented Bob.



  “DIE!!!” screamed the sheriff and he lunged forward with the spoon.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 6





  Padfoot Manor (May 22rd)...



  Draco sat back in his chair, reading over the dispatches he had received today. His work with Miles in training the elves was paying off, but he had ended up building two intelligence groups
  instead of the one he had originally envisioned.



  He had one group, specially trained to go into Britain, and another group to dealt with matters in Haven. That group included more than just house elves. He chuckled and shook his head when he
  thought about Millicent Bulstrode. The large girl had managed to help Harry on a couple of occasions and was now helping to keep an eye on the older students in the school.



  And then there was the twins. Insane, there could be no doubt about that, but brilliant nevertheless. Caleb was already singing their praises. The Night Vision Glasses and Flash Bang Nullifiers had
  been field tested with everyone coming away happy. The Fairy Flier was a little on the touchy side and someone had to be trained to use it, so they hadn't had a chance to test it yet. The twins had
  a number of projects going that Draco thought would help a lot...if they could work the bugs out of them, literally in some cases.



  When the door opened, Draco looked up and watched as his mother and Bertrand Lovegood walked into the study. They often spent their evenings together, chatting over the events of the day. Narcissa
  and Bertrand had become close over the past few weeks, but it was only a friendship. Bertrand's relationship with his wife made him incapable of anything more. Draco felt a little sorry about that.
  His mother could use a man in her life who cared for her. But if friendship was all she wanted right now, Bertrand was supplying it.



  “Oh, Dray, I thought you'd be done by now,” said Narcissa in a disapproving tone.



  “I thought so as well, Mother, but it seems the amount of dispatches and papers I have to read increases every day.”



  “Don't worry about it son,” Bertrand told him with a smile. “I'm sure Luna will be more than happy to act as your assistant when she's done with her OWLS.”



  Draco frowned. “With all due respect, sir, Luna is far too capable to be given the task of secretary. I'll welcome her help, but I am not going to have her doing that sort of menial work.”



  Narcissa beamed a broad smile and Bertrand nodded approvingly as well. “Well said. Why don't you run down to the school and let Minerva know you would be willing to hire some studious new graduate
  to act as your assistant?” Bertrand suggested



  Draco stared at Bertrand stupidly. He had never considered the idea of actually hiring people.



  Narcissa's eyes twinkled. “Close your mouth, dear. It's alright for us to know you have perfect teeth, but you don't need to advertise it.”



  “I could hire on more people,” he whispered, half to himself. Tobby, his lead house elf, popped into the room, distracting him from thoughts of paperwork free evenings, and gave him the leather
  case he used for dispatches to and from the school. Accepting the case, he nodded and the little elf vanished again.



  “Love letters from Luna?” asked Narcissa with a sly smile.



  Draco opened the case and shot a scowl at his mother. He had explained to her what the notes were all about, but she still thought it funny to tease him once in a while. In a way, he privately
  admitted she was right. Being raised a Malfoy with an over rated opinion of himself and his family left him ripe for ego bashing. Since Christmas, when she filed the divorce papers and asked Harry,
  as the head of the Black family, to annul her marriage, she had been slowly weaning Draco of his Malfoy heritage. Luna had accelerated the process beyond what Narcissa was capable of.



  “No, Mother,” he replied stiffly, trying to maintain his crumbling dignity. “These are dispatches from my sources at the school.” He would never admit that she was getting to him.



  He quickly read through Millicent's note, detailing a list of names she had come to suspect were forming a new blood based opposition within the school. He made a note of the information and
  another note to ask Tobby if they could get the cooperation of the Hogwarts House Elves now working at the new school.



  The note from Luna was more disturbing and he made a note to send a notice to Harry about it, first thing in the morning. The bit about Ginny's developing talent was interesting, but her feelings
  and comments concerning Charlie were a bit alarming.



  Placing those two notes to the side, Draco turned to the final note from Luna, while Narcissa and Bertrand watched. His eyes widened dramatically and only the presence of the two adults kept his
  reaction in check, barely.



  Luna's letter went on to describe certain things she would probably be doing to herself while he read her letter, and exactly what she would be thinking about while she did them. It further
  described, in exacting and loving detail, her desire to have him with her there and what she wanted to do.



  Draco shifted in his chair trying to get more room in his pants as the available real estate vanished. He swallowed heavily several times and knew if he stood right now he would clearly advertise
  the contents of the letter. Then he promised himself that he'd see she got the opportunity involving the silken ropes and the headboard.



  He looked up and was surprised to see Bertrand smiling knowingly at him. “Her mother was quite expressive in her letters as well.”



  Draco blushed and cursed his parents for his pale complexion that made blushing so obvious.





  Pranking Tonks...



  Remus climbed up the stairs and walked the last few steps to his bedroom. He had returned to the manor late this evening after repaying Hagrid a favor by playing Werewolf for his Care of Magical
  Creatures class all day.



  Remus didn't mind much helping Hagrid and, in this particular case, according to Eocho, he needed to spend at least eight hours a month in his werewolf form. It was the only requirement remaining
  from his Lycanthropy.



  After the Ritual of Summoning, Tonks had insisted that Remus undergo a complete physical from Danni. The healer was shocked to discover that Remus was free of the deadly disease. She suspected that
  there was a good chance the ritual had converted his disease from an illness to a trait that could be passed to his children. He had one hundred percent control over the change, without the need
  for the potion, and the transformation was no longer the painfully debilitating process it once was.



  Stepping in front of the bedroom door, he paused. His sensitive nose could pick up Tonks' scent from within and he could also tell she had recently bathed. He smiled at the scent of the sandalwood
  bath salts that he had introduced to both Harry and Hermione. Right now the scent Tonks was giving off was one of being clean and being angry. Very angry.



  Remus stepped into the room to find his future wife still wrapped in a towel, wading through clothing strewn all about the floor.



  “Tonks?” he asked cautiously. He knew she was mad, but mad enough to empty the closets?



  Tonks whirled to glare at him and she thrust out a double handful of ladies undergarments at him. “This is your fault!” she said angrily. “You filled his head with tales of Marauders and the
  exploits of his father.”



  Remus held up both hands and took a step back. “What did he do this time?” he asked, trying hard not to laugh.



  “He changed all my clothing! Every last piece I own is too small for my normal body. And my underwear... my underwear...” she trailed off, sputtering and incoherent in her anger.



  Remus looked at the clothing in her hands, noting that every one of the undergarments looked as though they'd come from an lingerie outlet, a very risque lingerie outlet. Thoughts of Tonks dressed
  in such garments was enough to cause his brain to hiccup.



  “Oh, I don't know. Some of them look interesting...” he stopped talking. The look she gave him said quite clearly he was just moments from a painful death.



  Tonks whirled and began to paw through her clothing again. Remus watched her for a moment before deciding to try to calm her down again.



  “You know, this never would have happened if you hadn't taken Hermione's form and tried to trick Harry with it,” he said in a soft voice. “You tried to play a prank on him and he caught you at it.
  Pranking back is a time honored Marauder tradition.”



  Tonks sighed and sat on the edge of the bed causing the tightly wrapped towel around her body to loosen noticeably.



  “It seemed like such a good idea at the time. Now that I can change mass as well as form, I thought I'd practice being others, in case I had to stand in for one of them one day. Then when Harry
  walked into the room I couldn't help myself,” she said with a bit of a pout.



  Remus chuckled, remembering the event well. Harry had walked into the room and found a Hermione slinking up to him, practically purring with desire. Harry frowned and flipped her upside down,
  hanging her from the ceiling. Remus came running when he heard Tonks' indignant yelling.



  “Sweetie, you of all people should have known better. Harry can see auras and that's the one thing you can't change. He knew it wasn't Hermione as soon as he saw you. Actually, his reaction was
  quite restrained,” offered Remus.



  Tonks frowned at him. He knew she prided herself on her ability as a metamorph. He also understood that being told that someone could see through her disguises was a bit of a blow to her ego.



  “Look love, Harry is just about the only one that can see through your disguises, although it wouldn't surprise me to find that Luna can as well. That girl doesn't see things the way we do,” he
  said, then he shook himself slightly. “I'm getting off the point here. You're looking at this completely wrong. The very fact that Harry is willing to prank you back tells you an awful lot about
  how he feels about you. He wouldn't prank you like this if he didn't care about you.”



  Tonks' expression grew thoughtful as she reviewed her relationship with Harry. It hadn't always been as good as it was now, and there was that time that she nearly got Remus killed and Harry had
  tore into her over it. If she had to classify their relationship she would have forced to admit she had fallen into the role of big sister. It was cordial, there was even love there, which
  surprised her to no end. Finally, she nodded to herself and looked up at Remus.



  “Alright then, so how do I make peace? I seem to have started a prank war and I wasn't ready for the consequences of it,” she asked.



  “How about I go make peace with Harry for you, since you seem to be... ah... having problems finding something to wear?”



  Remus grinned and ducked a pillow thrown in his direction as he headed for the door.



  She bent down and picked up a blouse off the floor, then she sank wearily back onto the edge of the bed and tried to adjust her size to match the clothing she held, but it was of no use. As she
  shrank to match the size, the clothing shrank again. Growling to herself, she threw the blouse to the floor. It was a small consolation that the towel didn't change sizes as well.



  Tonks sat for a few minutes wondering how well Remus was making out when all the clothing strewn about the room shimmered briefly. She looked down at the blouse she had thrown to the floor and saw
  it was back to normal size again. Picking it up, she spotted her underwear beneath it and grimaced to see that, while it had changed to the right size, it was still embarrassingly skimpy. Sighing,
  she realized that Harry had accepted her peace offer, but this was either payment for the initial prank, or perhaps a gift for Remus. Then she started to laugh. Remus, she knew, would definitely
  appreciate her new underwear.



  And he'll have something to enjoy tonight, she thought to herself.





  Weasley Residence, Haven (May 25rd)...



  “How did this happen?” Melinda asked as she examined Charlie Weasley's obviously infected leg.



  “I was attacked by a muggle in London. He shot something at me. What was it again, Dad?” he asked as he looked down at his leg and the healer kneeling before him.



  “A gum, from what you described,” Arthur said, pacing the study of the Weasley cottage, obviously upset about his son's injury.



  Melinda bit her lip. “I think you mean a gun,” she corrected.



  “Yes, a gun. Nasty things, or so I've read. Why in blazes was he shooting the thing at you, Charlie?” the Weasley patriarch asked, clearly upset.



  “Why do muggles do half the things they do?” the younger redhead asked, his expression guileless.



  His father scowled at the non-answer. “Muggles may be strange, Charlie, but they have reasons for what they do. Perhaps he thought you had batteries, or maybe a plug or two? Muggles so enjoy such
  things, and I'm sure if you'd only talked to the man, you would have found his reasons perfectly harmless.”



  “Well, I've found the source of infection,” Melinda said quietly, interrupting what sounded like the beginning of an argument. “There's a lump of lead in your leg. I can only assume it's what the
  muggle shot at you.  When you healed the wound, you left the lead inside and it's become infected.  It will have to come out and I'm afraid it will be painful, since you refuse to take any pain
  relieving potions.”



  “They make me muddle-headed,” Charlie told her with a frown.  “I'd rather keep my mind clear.”



  “Son, I really think you should take the potion.  There's no reason to be in any more pain.”



  “I refuse to be drugged by anyone, even a healer, Dad.”



  Melinda shook her head.  “It's your choice, Mr. Weasley.  But as you insist on doing this, I must insist that you keep your screaming to a minimum. It makes me ill-tempered,” she told him, her
  smile all teeth and little warmth.  She disliked the macho-types as, in her opinion, they screamed louder and with less cause than a child getting a shot.



  Charlie looked at her, a bit alarmed and she stood up and pointed her wand at his leg. Any chance he may have had to change his mind however, ended when she murmured an incantation and pain hit him
  in waves.  Refusing to cry out, he ground his teeth together and closed his eyes tightly



  He felt a slight pressure on his shoulder.



  “Calmly, Mr. Weasley,” Melinda McKinny's soft voice said through the fog of pain.  “The lead has been removed and the wound has been cleaned and healed. It's over now.  But you must control your
  breathing or you'll hyperventilate. That's it, slow, deep breaths.  Just like that.”



  When Charlie finally opened his eyes, he found himself staring into a pair of concerned, green eyes.  He smiled weakly, before sitting up straight in his chair. His leg throbbed, but the agony of
  it was gone.



  “Thank you, Mrs. McKinny,” he told her, his voice hoarse.



  “You're welcome.” She stood up and smiled at him.  “I'm sorry if I seemed a bit harsh.  While I understand your reason for refusing the potion, I hope you understand that no healer likes to see her
  patient suffer needlessly.  Next time, do this poor healer a favor and take the potion.”



  “As I don't plan on having a next time,” he began, smiling.



  “And now that you've jinxed yourself well and good, I think that's my cue to leave,” she said, laughing.



  “Oh, don't leave,” Arthur said.  “The rest of the family will be here soon for lunch.  I was hoping you would join us.”



  “Thanks for the offer, but I don't want to intrude.” She finished packing her supplies and stood up. “Make sure to keep an eye on that injury,” she told Charlie.  “You shouldn't have any problems
  but if you do, contact me, or one of the other healers, immediately.”



  “Yes Ma'am,” Charlie said with a salute.  “However, Dad's right.  You should stay for lunch.”



  The front door opened with a bang and loud voices were heard in the den. “Dad!  Where are you?”



  “We're in the study,” Arthur called, then grinned at Melinda.  “Too late.  The clan's all here and you'll not make your escape now.”



  “Dad, what's going...Oh!” Ginny Weasley said as she skidded to a stop in the doorway.  “Hello... Mrs. McKinny, isn't it?”



  “It is. And you must be Ginny,” Melinda replied.  “It's nice to meet you. Your father has told me so much about you.”



  Ginny blushed to her roots. “It's nice to meet you, too.  Oh, Charlie!  How's your leg?”



  “Better.  Healer McKinny's healed it up for me, good as new.” He stood up and flinched slightly from the pain.  “Dad and I were just telling her that she's welcome to lunch with us.”



  Ginny's eyes widened for a moment, then she nodded vigorously.  “Yes, that would be lovely,” she choked out.  “Excuse me a moment.”



  She bolted from the room and the three adults frowned at each other.  What they didn't hear was the whispered conversation between her and the twins in which she informed them that Inga had been
  correct, their father was dating Mrs. McKinny.



  With a shrug, Arthur escorted their visitor to the den and introduced her to Fred and George, who wore nearly identical expressions of glee.  Ginny, looking rather innocent for one who'd just
  rudely rushed from the den, stood behind them.



  While the twins entertained their guest with amusing stories of their time at Hogwarts, Arthur and Charlie began lunch.  A few minutes later, the twins excused themselves.



  “How bad was Charlie's leg?” Ginny asked as she watched the twins disappear.



  “Nothing that couldn't be fixed, but I'm glad he didn't hold off any longer than he did.  He was suffering from lead poisoning, and the source of the poison was still in his leg.  I removed it,
  cleaned up the infection and leeched out the poison before healing it. He should be fine, though it will be a bit painful for awhile,” Melinda told her.



  The front door banged opened once more and Bill entered the den.



  “Hey short stuff, how are you?” he asked as Ginny flew into his arms.  “I hear OWL's were a pain.”



  “They're not over yet and that's all I have to say about them,” she mumbled into his shirt.  “I haven't seen you in awhile.”



  “That's because you spend all your time with Neville,” he teased, pulling her ponytail lightly.



  She slapped his arm playfully, then turned and pulled him further into the room.  “Come, meet Mrs. McKinny, or do you prefer Healer McKinny?” Ginny asked.



  “Either will do,” Melinda said,  standing.“Though I prefer to be called Melinda. You must be Bill Weasley.  It's nice to meet you.”



  “A pleasure, Melinda.  So you're the one who's to heal our Charlie, then?” he asked.



  “She's just done so and he's already up and about,” Ginny told him.



  “Was it bad?”



  “Nothing too serious,” Melinda began, only to be interrupted by the re-entrance of the twins. She sat back down and watched the siblings interact. They were boisterous group and obviously cared for
  each other and their teasing good humor was infections.  When Charlie called them into the kitchen for lunch, Melinda had been accepted as part of the group and they entered, laughing together.



  The laughter continued through lunch.  As the meal ended, Arthur sat back in his chair and scanned his family, feeling a small pang for his missing sons. Oddly, the gentle sorrow he usually felt
  when thinking of Molly was gone and, as his eyes settled on Melinda, he thought he knew why.



  His reverie was interrupted as George stood and tapped his spoon on his glass. 



  “Attention, attention!  In honor of this gathering of the Weasley clan, and to congratulate Dad on accepting the the post of Deputy Minister...” George trailed off, looked at his twin and raised an
  eyebrow in question.



  When Fred stood and grinned cheekily, Arthur tensed and leaned over to Melinda.  “Hold on to something,” he murmured quietly, watching the twins as one would eye a poisonous snake.



  Melinda frowned, unsure of what he was talking about, but soon found herself gripping the edge of the table as Ginny's eyes widened and she moved her chair back from the table.



  “And to Healer McKinny, as a friendly warning about what she may be dealing with in getting involved with a Weasley, we present this gift,” Fred continued, pulling a small package out of his pocket
  and carrying it to his father.  Setting it down, he pulled out his wand and un-shrunk it.  It was large, very large, and was pushing plates off the table.



  Bill, being quicker than the rest, managed to save the plates and floated them gently into the sink before turning back to watch the show.



  Charlie was staring at Melinda, his eyes narrowed.  Ginny covered her mouth with her napkin and tried desperately to stifle her laughter.



  “Go on, then.  Unwrap it,” George said encouragingly.  “Fred and I have been working on it for a few days now.”



  Touched by the gesture, but cringing at what the twins may have thought up for a gift, Arthur had no choice.  He unwrapped the package slowly, delaying the inevitable.  Tearing away the last bit of
  paper, he stared down at the enormous book for a moment before the title registered.



  The Complete Chronicles of Contraceptive Charms

  And

  The Illustrated Guide to Sexually Pleasuring Your Witch



   



  Combined by Fred and George Weasley and gifted to their father, Arthur Weasley, on the occasion of his promotion to Deputy Minister.



  Not happy with that, the twins had set the title in large, red, blinking letters, ensuring that every eye in the room was drawn to the book.



  While the twins beamed with pride, Bill snickered.  Arthur shoved wrapping paper over the book, hiding the title as best he could, then buried his face in his hands.



  Charlie stood, scowling.  “I don't understand.”



  “You don't?” Fred asked, surprised.



  “Perhaps Dad will let you borrow his book then, to study up,” George quipped.



  “That's not what I meant,” Charlie all but growled.  “What has Healer McKinny to do with your bloody gift?”



  Seeing Melinda's embarrassment and his father's discomfort, Bill stood.  “I don't think it's any of our business, actually.”



  “Of course it's our business,” Charlie spat.  “He's our father and he happens to have a wife!”



  “Ex-wife,” Ginny reminded him.



  “Aye, ex-wife, and she likely the cause!  Where's your husband, Mrs. McKinny?”



  Her face pale, Melinda raised cool eyes to meet Charlie's.  “He's dead, Mr. Weasley.”



  The quiet statement silenced the room quicker than any shout for calm could have.  Into the silence, a quiet, angry voice was heard.



  “You will apologize to Mrs. McKinny,” Arthur said, his eyes boring into this son's.



  “I won't.  Her husband's death gives her no right to break up a marriage,” Charlie retorted, still glaring at the Healer.



  “I divorced your mother months before I met Melinda, and you'll not accuse her of such a foul thing again.  Now, apologize, or leave my house.”  Father and son stared at each other, while the other
  Weasley's looked on in shock.



  “Enough,” Melinda stood, her hands trembling and her complexion still pale, though her voice was firm.  “I will not come between a father and his son.  Mr. Weasley, should your leg begin to bother
  you, I suggest going up to the hospital and having another healer tend to it.”  She looked at the other family members and smiled shakily.  “It was nice to meet you all.”



  Turning to Arthur, her smile slipped and she shrugged a bit helplessly.  “I'm sorry.”



  He pushed away from the table, stood and took her arm.  “Come, I'll escort you out.”  When she tried to resist, he pulled her closer to his side and began walking towards the front door.  There was
  a scuffling noise behind them, but neither turned back.



  At the door, Arthur turned her to face him.  “I'm the one who's sorry, Melinda. I should have expected something like this.”



  “How could you have?” she asked, not meeting his eyes.



  “I know my boys.  I knew the twins would do something, though I didn't think it would be this public.  And Charlie, well, he's had a hard time accepting the divorce, though I didn't put all the
  signs together until now.  I'm sorry you were caught up in it.”



  “I meant what I said, Arthur.  I won't come between you and your family.”



  “You won't.  It's time that my children understand that they do not dictate what I do with my life.”



  “But...”



  “But nothing. They are adults now and they can like it or lump it.  I'm not willing to give up someone who makes me happy just to please them,” he told her fiercely.



  When she looked up at him with wide eyes, he smiled and kissed her gently on the cheek.  “I'll come by in a few days and we can talk more, alright?”



  She nodded.  “All right. I'll see you then.”



  Back in the kitchen, Bill and Fred had physically restrained Charlie when he'd tried to follow their father to the door.  After wrestling him into his chair, he relaxed only after they threatened
  to immobilize him if he didn't.



  “How long has this been going on?” he ground out, glaring at his siblings.



  “Dunno,” Bill said.  “This is the first I've heard of it, though I'm not surprised. Dad's a young man.  There's no reason he shouldn't date.”



  “No reason!' Charlie exclaimed.



  “No reason at all,” Fred said, leaning back against the counter and glaring at this older brother.



  “Things have changed, Charlie.  You'd be better off accepting than fighting it,” George added.



  “Or you can leave,” Ginny said.  “After all, you haven't made much of an effort to fit in here, have you?  It's almost as if you're here to...” Her eyes narrowed as she trailed off.



  “Here to what?” Charlie asked her furiously.  “See my family?  Make sure they're safe?”



  When no one said any thing, his hands balled into fists.  “Am I the only one who sees something wrong with this situation?  Dad divorces Mum and takes up with some little slut who's young enough to
  be his daughter?”



  The slap caught Charlie off guard and his eyes swung to his enraged sister in shock. 



  “Don't you EVER say something like that again.  She saves you from lead poisoning and you call her a slut?  What an ungrateful piece of shit you've become!”



  When Charlie stood and raised his hand to strike her, Bill, Fred and George all drew their wands, though they need not have bothered.



  Ginny, seeing her brother's intention, instinctively raised both hands, palms out. Light burst forth from her upraised hands and struck Charlie in the chest, causing him to double over in pain. She
  grabbed him by the hair and forced his head up and his eyes to meet hers.



  “Never threaten me or anyone else in Haven.  Brother or no, I'll not stand for it,” she told him quietly. “Things have changed, Charlie.  Accept that, or leave. Those are your only options.”



  She let him go and stepped back.  The twins and Bill moved to stand beside her and they all waited for Charlie's answer.



  He glared at them for a moment and remembered Dumbledore's warning about the possibility of his family being under some dark, controlling magic, and realized he may have just found the proof of
  it.  His sister was much more powerful than she'd ever been, or even shown any hint of being, and his brothers did not look surprised by her abilities.  Unwilling to be forced from Haven, he
  swallowed his rage and looked at his feet.



  “I guess I have no choice,” he said quietly.  “It's just that things have changed so quickly for me.”



  Bill sighed, put a hand on Charlie's shoulder and gave it a comforting squeeze. “We know that.  We'll help you as much as possible, but you really should apologize to both Dad and Melinda. In truth
  if they are dating then this was date number two or three Charlie.”



  “Do you think she'd accept it? I know Dad will, but I don't know the healer very well,” Charlie admitted, raising his head only after he was sure he had his expression under control.



  “Oh sure, she's a nice one, she is,” Fred told him.



  “And she'll be good for Dad, you'll see,” George added.



  Ginny said nothing, only continued to watch Charlie closely.  He was lying, she knew it.  She just couldn't figure out why, or what he was lying about.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry (May 27th)...



  Minerva rubbed the bridge of her nose tiredly and looked down at the pile of parchments on her desk. NEWT's and OWL's were over for the fifth and seventh year's, but the other students were still
  finishing up end of year assignments. She wasn't looking forward to the grading that still needed to be done and was trying to find an excuse to put off her own routine paperwork as Headmistress.



  Finding nothing to distract her, she slipped her glasses back on and reached towards the pile, but froze when a knock sounded on her door.  Looking up, she breathed a silent thank you to whomever
  was looking out for beleaguered Headmistresses.



  “Come!” she called, firmly shoving her paperwork away from her.



  The door squeaked open and Millicent Bulstrode slipped into the office. Minerva smiled as the young woman shut and locked the door, then cast a silencing charm.



  “Miss Bulstrode, it's good to see you.”



  “Hello, Professor. I'm sorry to interrupt, but there's something I need to talk to you about,” Millicent said as she approached the desk and sat down in the chair McGonagall waved her towards.



  “Nonsense.  To be truthful, I was hoping someone would come along and save me from the drudgery of routine paperwork. What can I do for you?”



  “I have a bit of a problem, Ma'am.  School will let out soon, and I need to find a reason to stay here.”



  Minerva frowned.  “Stay?  Are you having problems at home, my dear?”



  “Oh, it's nothing like that, Professor,” Millicent replied, leaning forward a bit in her chair.  “It's just that Palmer and Joyner will be staying at the school this summer, won't they?  Neither
  has family in Haven, so they really have no place else to go.”



  “They and several other students will be staying here at the school over the summer, yes.  Oh!  I see what you're getting at.  It would be difficult for you to keep an eye on them if you're off in
  Haven, wouldn't it?”



  Millicent nodded, the relief in her eyes evident. “I'll need a good reason to stay behind, Professor.  Not just for the students, you understand, but for my family, as well.”



  “You've not told your family what you're doing, then?” Minerva asked, concerned.



  “Of course not.  The fewer to know a secret, the more likely it is to stay one,” Millicent said firmly.



  McGonagall's lips twitched. “I see Slytherin is still alive and well.”  When the young woman began to bristle, Minerva waved a hand towards her and made a tsking sound.  “That wasn't an insult,
  Miss Bulstrode.  Slytherin had many fine qualities that most in that house let fall by the way in recent years,  discretion being one of them, as I believe Mr. Longbottom pointed out at our last
  meeting.



  Now, a good reason to keep you here over the summer.”  Minerva leaned back in her chair.  “It just so happens,” she said, her eyes falling on the stack of paperwork awaiting her attention, “that I
  am in need of an assistant.  Your transfiguration scores are high enough to warrant the position and I really could use the help.”



  “Thank you, Professor.  I never expected something like this, but it's perfect. And certainly more pleasant than what I feared I may have to do to stay,” Millicent said enthusiastically.



  “Tell me that after helping to grade first year transfiguration essays.” Minerva's eyes danced.  “Well, now that we've settled that,” she continued, “I'll just write up a request to your parents
  for your assistance this summer.  Have them sign it, then return it to me and we'll be set.”





  Padfoot Manor (May 29th)...



  Harry and Remus walked into the study, both were engaged in an animated discussion. The rest of the room was filled with members of the Brotherhood and a few key people whom Harry considered
  essential. Luna and Ginny both wore exhausted smiles on their faces. Today had been their last OWL and, once it had been completed, the two girls had rushed back to their dorms, packed and moved
  their stuff to the Manor. Neither had any intention of staying at the school any longer than necessary. Minerva had grudgingly gave her consent to the move.



  Remus sat in a chair up near the front of the room while Harry stood, surveying everyone present and considering what he was about to say. In one corner of the room Eocho misted into view. He
  nodded at Harry and stood watching carefully.



  “Thank you all for coming. Before I begin... Luna? Ginny? You two get everything moved alright?”



  Both girls nodded happily at Harry. That they were tired was obvious, but Neville and Draco would take care of them later.



  Harry smiled in reply. “Good enough, then. Now, we've all been running around without any real direction for nearly a month and that has to stop.”



  He waited while a murmur rippled through the room. “Eocho is teaching one person from each couple to commune. He tells me that with a little luck, that process should be done soon. In the meantime,
  each person should be starting to teach their partner. This is critical. Everyone needs to learn this skill.



  “Once everyone can commune, Eocho will pass knowledge to each person. For example, he will teach me fighting techniques, which I will pass to everyone. From what I understand, Eocho can transfer
  knowledge to a person, but it's a dangerous process and can only be done once to each person. So while I learn the combat magics of the Brotherhood, I have to learn the Rune Magic the old fashioned
  way. Each of us will become a teacher to the rest. Hermione will learn Druidic Rune Magic. From what I understand, it's very different from what was taught in Ancient Runes. Once she knows that,
  she will teach it to the rest of us.



  “Luna, Eocho says he wants to teach you something called Large Field Magics. It's some sort of derivative of Rune magic and warding, I think. You'll teach that to us once you've absorbed what Eocho
  has given you.”



  Harry glanced over at Luna and she nodded with a dreamy smile. Inwardly, he shuddered when he considered the concept of Luna teaching anything.



  “Some of us will work as couples. For example, we'll take Dan and Emma and Terry and Susan. Susan and Terry will work with Amelia, coordinating the Ministry and the Brotherhood's efforts. And
  because the Brotherhood has to work within the confines of the both the Wizarding and Muggle worlds, Dan and Emma will work towards bringing it up to modern standards as an organization.”



  Terry looked up in surprise, then he gave Harry a tight grin. He had been a bit upset when he learned that the Brotherhood meant he'd have to drop out of Auror training, but this sounded even more
  interesting in the long run, and it had the added advantage of working closely with Susan and her aunt.



  Harry nodded at Terry, then turned his attention back to the others. “Draco tells me he's getting swamped. Ginny, you'll be helping him, along with Tonks. Tonks will be taking over the Elves from
  Draco so he can concentrate on the pure intelligence aspects of his job. Tonks, you'll also be working with Miles so that he understands what we represent.”



  Dan Granger frowned for a moment. “Just what do we represent, Harry?”



  “That's a good question, so let me explain exactly what we are. The Brotherhood has a long and distinguished history that we are only now becoming aware of through Eocho's teachings. But in our
  current situation we will be the ones to deliver justice to Voldemort. After the war, the Brotherhood will become a living entity. Members can remain active after Voldemort's defeat, or be placed
  on inactive duty, but the Brotherhood will always remain for one purpose. We are arbiters for justice. Remus and I have talked extensively with Eocho about this. The Brotherhood has a defined role
  in times of peace to lead by example.



  “The Brotherhood isn't about a lifelong commitment to an organization, it's about a lifelong commitment to the ideals of justice. In Eocho's time. justice was more brutal than it is today, but the
  ideals are the same. Our primary job after Voldemort is to modernize the Brotherhood and bring it into line with modern values,” he said, shooting an apologetic look towards Eocho.



  Eocho crossed his arms and scowled at Harry for a moment before nodding for him to continue.



  “Some of us will be right in the thick of the fighting, others will be a little further back. All of us need to learn to fight and protect each other. That's why everyone will be learning the
  fighting techniques and combat magics, as well as the healing magics. The Aurors that Miles is training? They have the job of weakening Voldemort's machine. You all have the job of covering my back
  while I take on old snake face.”



  Harry stopped and looked at his friends and family expectantly.



  Terry looked up from whispering in Susan's ear. “Harry, I'm not trying to make waves but do we want the Brotherhood to coordinate with the Ministry so openly?”



  Harry shrugged. “The Brotherhood isn't a secret organization, Terry. While some of our operations may be secret, the existence of the Brotherhood isn't going to remain a secret, nor should it.
  After Voldemort, we will be extremely public in what we do. It can't be helped. Bringing down Voldemort will push us all into the spotlight. Part of what Dan and Emma will be doing is planning on
  taking advantage of that publicity. We can't prevent future Dark Lords from arising, but we can take steps to make it harder. That's going to be one of our primary goals.”



  “This is a thing most strange,” offered Eocho in a heavy tone. “The code by which we lived must change. I like not the reason for it, but Dan hath told me about the powers of the muggles. In my
  day, they didst not have such power. Or such numbers. The Maglios is correct, we must needs change our laws to meet the present day, but we mustn't forget from whence we came.”



  Harry gave Eocho a respectful bow. “We are trying, honored teacher. The gulf between your time and ours is great, but we can bridge it. I know it in my heart.”



  He glanced down when Hermione placed a hand on his arm, but she was looking at Eocho.



  “Honored teacher,” she said in a soft tone, “we all pledge to do our best for the Brotherhood, and make you proud of us.”



  Eocho looked at her for a moment. He moved to stand closer to fireplace. “It is ever thus with new initiates, my daughter. Now other tasks await thee this day,” he said, fading from view.



  “I am never going to get used to that,” quipped Emma Granger.



  “Magic,” snickered her husband.



  Emma shot Dan a disgusted look. “I'm getting tired of you using that as an excuse for everything these days. It rains, you blame it on magic. I lose a shoe, you blame it on magic.”



  The two ignored the others around them, while everyone else watched with a fair amount of amusement. Hermione grinned at her father, she knew he was teasing her mother. She felt a tug at her blouse
  and she looked at a worried Harry.



  “Is that going to be us in twenty years?” he asked in a concerned whisper.



  She realized that Harry was misreading her parents playful bickering. He didn't have many role models for a successful relationship and was interpreting her parents teasing for a fight. She shook
  her head and smiled at him to ease his concern.



  “They aren't fighting, Harry,” she whispered back.



  Harry glanced over in time to see Emma wave her wand, tying Dan's shoelaces together.



  “If you say so,” he said dubiously.



  Hermione looked at Harry's concerned face and broke into a fit of laughter. Dan retaliated by changing Emma's comfortable trainers into calf high combat boots.



  “Ha! Magic!” Dan chortled, grinning at his daughter who he thought was laughing along with him.



  Harry shook his head. “I have other meetings to attend to today before tonight's town meeting.”



  With that he stood, leaned down and kissed Hermione on the cheek, then left the room and two ex-dentists turned enthusiastic wizards.





  The Ministry in Exile, Haven...



  Amelia leaned back in her plush chair and contemplated how opulent her office was compared to her old office as head of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement. The office wasn't nearly as plush
  and opulent as what Cornelius had put together, but it was more comfortable than she was used to dealing with. Harry and Bertrand Lovegood had insisted on making it this way. Bertrand called it an
  'image issue', and Harry just felt she deserved something more than that spartan office she had set up in the Operations center.



  She glanced out the window of her new office, looking into the main square of the town of Haven. It had been decided to relocate the Ministry in Exile to the town, away from the Operations Center,
  which would remain under the Fidelius charm along with the manor house. The new, three story brick building had been built in record time, thanks in part to
  the large number of elves assisting in the building. The new building was located next to the town hall, and the new Gringotts branch.



  She was about to reach for another report stacked neatly in her in-box when a head appeared in the doorway.



  “Mr. O'Dalley is here, Minister. He apologizes for not letting you know in advance, but he asks for a moment of your time,” said the young woman.



  Amelia dropped the report gratefully back in her in-box and waved to the young woman to send O'Dalley in.



  “Michael! Come in, have a seat. I admit I wasn't expecting you until later tonight when we held the town meeting, but I'm always happy to see you.” She stood and shook his hand before he sat down.



  “Yes, well, I have sort of an interesting request for information from my government, Madam Minister.”



  Amelia arched an eyebrow at his formal tone. Taking her seat behind her desk, she straightened in her chair. “How can we be of service?”



  O'Dalley leaned back in his chair and looked somewhat embarrassed. “It's two requests, actually. As you are aware, our own intelligence service believes that Voldemort managed to put over a hundred
  Death Eaters into Northern Ireland before Lord Potter erected his ward. Unfortunately, we are drawing a blank in finding them. Our boys are a little too well known by the local criminal element,
  which makes it nearly impossible to do any kind of undercover operation...”



  Amelia nodded and jotted down a few notes on a pad, then she looked up. “So you're hoping to borrow one or two of our lads for an undercover operation?”



  O'Dalley nodded vigorously. “Yes, although to be honest, if possible, we'd really like to borrow Ms. Tonks. Other volunteers would be welcome, but her metamorph abilities are without peer. There
  are so few metamorphs to start with and, of those, even fewer still go into law enforcement. Ms. Tonks would be ideal for this operation.”



  Amelia frowned. “Now that is a bit of a problem, Michael. Nymphadora Tonks is still listed in our Auror ranks, but she's on permanent detached duty to Lord Potter and his Brotherhood of Druidic
  Knights. We can ask her, but I am no longer able to consider myself her superior and order her on an assignment.”



  “That's what I told my boss, Madam Minister, but I was told to make the request official,” O'Dalley said seriously. Amelia nodded. She understood that the Death Eaters in Northern Ireland posed a
  serious threat to the Irish Government and they were understandably nervous about them.



  “Let me send her a message asking her to join us if she can, Michael. Then you can present your request in person,” offered Amelia.



  O'Dalley smiled in agreement, as this was much more than he expected to get out of this meeting.



  Amelia scribbled a note and called for an elf to deliver the message, then she turned back to O'Dalley.



  “You said you had two requests?” she prompted.



  “Yes, this one comes from several departments. It seems there have been a few public sightings of someone resembling Albus Dumbledore. Most notably he has been spotted in Cork and in Stonewall
  Lane.”



  Amelia scowled.



  “My government requests clarification of why Albus Dumbledore is not assisting your efforts.”



  “Albus Dumbledore is wanted by the British Ministry in regard to a number of charges. He may have once been the leader of the light, but he has fallen from that path,” Amelia said stiffly.



  “Wanted!” exclaimed O'Dalley.



  Amelia nodded grimly. “Dumbledore is wanted for theft, conspiracy, and a host of other charges, mostly perpetrated against Lord Potter. I will be honest with you, Michael, it was only my promise to
  Harry Potter that has kept Harry from killing Dumbledore. I intend to see Albus Dumbledore prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.



  “When Harry learned of the scope of what Dumbledore had done to him, he was very angry. Had I not promised to investigate the case, Dumbledore would be dead, Potter would be in Azkaban and
  Voldemort would be now be working on taking over the rest of the world,” Amelia finished softly.



  O'Dalley expression was troubled. It was like learning that Father Christmas was really an arsonist. “Madam Minister, would you be willing to share at least some of the evidence you have against
  Dumbledore with us? You must understand. From our position, we have no knowledge of these charges, and he did kill the last Dark Lord. Only this morning my own Minister was touting the public
  relations coup that could be had if Harry Potter and Albus Dumbledore were working together.”



  Amelia nearly choked at the thought of Harry and Albus in the same room, let alone working together! Scowling, she realized the request was not only valid, it was necessary. “I will make our
  evidence available to you and someone in your prosecutor's office. It is also my intent, since he seems to be roaming about your country, to formally inform your Government of his fugitive status.”



  Amelia glanced up as the door opened to admit Tonks and she waved the younger woman to a chair rather tiredly.



  Turning back to O'Dalley, she continued. “We are not requesting that you pick him up just yet, Michael. If you could keep an eye on his movements for now however, we would be appreciative. Right
  now we simply do not have any place to put him. And considering what happened the last time someone tried to arrest him, I doubt that your men would be able to take him without a lot of help.”



  O'Dalley nodded and made a note in a small notebook.



  “Dumbledore's finally shown up?” asked Tonks quietly.



  Amelia nodded.



  “Lord, don't let Harry find out,” murmured Tonks and Amelia's lips tightened.



  “Just what did he do to Lord Potter?” asked O'Dalley.



  Tonks turned to face O'Dalley. “Michael, there isn't enough time in the day to go into it all. But Albus Dumbledore was the one who decided what happened to Harry after his parents were killed. He
  circumvented his parents will and recorded wishes and placed Harry into an abusive environment, all the while systematically stealing money every year from Harry's trust vault.



  “Harry arrived at Hogwarts knowing nothing about magic and having been physically and mentally abused. He has worked hard to rise above the legacy of his childhood and I think he's succeeded, to a
  large extent, but I think he'll spend the rest of his life healing from the experience. Dumbledore was responsible for that and other things that happened to him after he started attending
  Hogwarts.



  “When I first learned about it, I wanted to lead the team that would have arrested him. But Amelia instead decided I would more useful by helping Harry.”



  Amelia watched the two. She knew that Tonks would go far if she stayed in Government service, but she also knew that the younger woman had broken one of the cardinal rules of law enforcement - she
  started to care about her charge until she turned from bodyguard to big sister. Amelia didn't really hold it against Tonks. She was, after all, still young, only six years older than Harry himself,
  and she was legally his guardian. There was also a certain undefinable aspect about Harry that pulled at a person's heart.



  “Yes, well, now that we've talked about Dumbledore, let's discuss why I sent for you, Tonks,” Amelia interrupted. “Michael has something he'd like to ask you. I informed him that you're on
  permanent detached duty, and therefore I couldn't order to you take a new assignment. So Michael? It's your question,” she said with a grin.



  O'Dalley nodded and proceeded to lay out the problem for Tonks and what the Irish Government would like to do about. He also laid out, in greater detail, what they'd like Tonks to do, supplying her
  with information he hadn't told Amelia.



  When he was finished, he sat back and waited.



  Tonks sat in her chair, thinking hard. It would mean putting off some of the training she would be doing for the Brotherhood. On the other hand, all they were asking for her to do was find the
  Death Eaters, then get out and let them know where they were hiding.



  “I'm going to give you a tentative yes, Michael. I need to clear it with both Harry and Remus, but I don't think there will be any real problem,” she said thoughtfully. “Harry, in particular, will
  recognize the importance of finding these Death Eaters, especially with the wards coming down tomorrow.”



  O'Dalley grinned, the relief evident in his expression. They had been searching for the Death Eaters for a month and had come up empty handed. Tonks and her abilities should help matters.



  Tonks excused herself and left the office to return to the manor house. Both Amelia and O'Dalley watched her go before O'Dalley stood to take his leave.



  “Michael,” Amelia said softly before he had reached the door. O'Dalley turned in surprise.



  “Nymphadora Tonks is an extremely valuable agent and asset of my government, but even more importantly, Harry Potter loves her like she's his big sister. Please make sure you take all possible
  precautions to bring her back safely. If anything happens to her, you'll be the one that will have to tell him and Remus both.”



  O'Dalley swallowed nervously and nodded his understanding. “We'll do out best, Amelia, and pray that Lady Luck is on our side for the operation.”





  Parliament Building, London...



  Lucius Malfoy was pacing in his office. It had been surprisingly easy to gain control of the country. Keeping control was another matter. There were reports of food riots and uprisings from all
  over the country and the military was using every man they had trying to keep things under control. There had also been a massive influx of wizards rushing to Voldemort's banner, but that slowed to
  a trickle after the Irish Ministry released details on the Line of Death Potter had put on the country.



  Lucius paused in his pacing and stopped to shake his head. The amount of power required to ward an entire country! It both astounded and frightened him. Not for the first time did he wonder if he
  had made a mistake in joining Voldemort. His own son had joined forces with Potter and, if rumors were to be believed, was becoming a force to be reckoned with in his own right. That he lost
  Narcissa as well only angered him. She was lousy in bed, a cold, frigid woman. There had never been any love between the two of them, and as Lucius progressed in his passion for Voldemort's cause,
  all feelings for Narcissa died away. She was merely a brood mare to sire his heir off of.



  Someday, he'd have the pleasure of killing her slowly, maybe while Draco watched. Then he'd kill Draco for defying the master.



  Glancing down at his desk, he spotted the letter from Dolohov, who was safely outside of England. Lucius wasn't sure whether he should be envious of him or not. Dolohov reported that he was holding
  his men close to their base and keeping their efforts to a minimum for the moment. Sooner or later he'd have to report Dolohov's actions to the master, but he thought he'd wait a day or two longer
  in the hope that Dolohov would have something more positive to report.



  A knock at the door tore him away from his thoughts.



  “Come!”



  The door opened and a Death Eater entered the room. The man smiled expectantly at Malfoy, who had no patience for his games today.



  “Well Hammersmith? I haven't got all day, you know.”



  The man paled. “Sir, I have someone I would like you to meet. We found him hiding,” he said, then he waved to a man at the door. Two men entered. Between them they dragged a very frightened Dudley
  Dursley.



  “My Lord, I have the pleasure of introducing you to Dudley Dursley, formerly of Little Winging, Surrey,” said Hammersmith proudly.



  Malfoy grinned broadly. “Dudley Dursley? Where did you find him?”



  “He was hiding out in a food mart in Dorking, my Lord.”



  Lucius nodded. “Very well, leave him to me for now. Dudley and I need to have a little chat.”



  The two men holding Dudley unceremoniously dropped him and he fell to the floor with a groan. Lucius stepped around his desk, one hand holding his wand. He eyed the rotund youth who lay panting on
  the floor.



  “I'm pleased to see you're still alive, Dudley,” Lucius in a deceptively calm tone.



  Dudley looked up at Lucius, loathing filled his eyes as he spotted the wand. “Bugger off, you fucking freak!” he spat. “I don't talk to your kind.”



  Lucius smiled thinly. “Ah, but I'm afraid you really have no choice, my boy. You see, I have plans for you which require you to be alive, and cooperative. I wanted to use your father, or even your
  mother, but unfortunately neither of them survived their prolonged lockup without food and water.”



  Dudley growled deep in the back of his throat and he lunged up from the floor, only to collapse once again under the effects of the Cruciatus curse.



  Lucius allowed the curse to linger for a few seconds, then he released the boy. “Now then, let me explain the facts of life to you, boy. You have your life, for now... If you do not do what I tell
  you, you will lose even that. There are methods I could use to control you, but they are detectable by wizards.”



  Dudley groaned on the floor and looked up at the pale blond wizard, his expression one of terror.



  “Do as you are told, boy and you will be rewarded. Fail... and you'll spend your days screaming in more pain than you can imagine.”



  “I'll do anything,” whimpered Dudley from the floor.



  “Yes, I think you will. I can't imagine how a sniveling worm like yourself could be related to Potter. Well, no matter, we'll get you squared away,” Lucius said, then he turned back to his desk.



  “Hammersmith!” he yelled. A moment later the door opened and the wizard entered the room again.



  Lucius looked at the wizard for a moment, then he grinned maliciously. “Take this muggle out and see that he's trained to do what we discussed...” Lucius said in a harsh tone.



  Hammersmith nodded eagerly and gestured for the two men waiting in the doorway to pick up Dudley. When he turned to follow them from the room, Lucius stopped him.



  “One moment, Hammersmith. I know you enjoy using the Cruciatus curse. Feel free to use it in training him. But I want him alive and sane! If you damage him, I'll see you get kissed,” Lucius said
  with a sneer.



  The man paled and bowed low. “Yes, my Lord.” he replied shakily, backing from the room.



  Lucius sat in his lush chair and leaned back comfortably. Yes, life as the number two man to a Dark Lord is good enough for me , he thought. He could
  finally put his plan in motion to get Harry Potter. The master would reward him well.





  Harry's study, Padfoot Manor...



  Harry shook his head and threw down the parchment on the desk. He knew it was his job to kill Voldemort, but every time someone wanted a decision about something, they were sending him requests. No
  one ever told him that being the supposed savior of the Wizarding world required drowning in a sea of paperwork!



  The door to the study opened, admitting Dan and Emma, followed by Remus and Tonks. He scowled at them. It was petty, it was childish, and he knew it. It even annoyed him that their interruption was
  annoying!



  “Uh oh, I know that look,” murmured Remus.



  “What look?” asked Tonks.



  “That look,” exclaimed Remus, pointing at Harry. “Note the eyebrows pushed together, the narrowing of the eyes and the tightness around the lips? That's James' annoyed look.”



  The four stood there snickering as Harry slowly relaxed after deciding it wasn't worth the effort to kill them all.



  “So what has you all upset, cub?” asked Remus after he stopped chuckling.



  “This!” Harry said in exasperation and he pointed at the in-box filled with papers. “Look at this stuff! For some reason everyone seems to think I'm the one to make the decision on all this!” he
  exclaimed, then he pulled some papers from the pile. “Look, Miles asking for more appropriations to cover the expense of reinforcing the walls of the test area used by Fred and George. Oh, and
  here's a request from Minerva asking if it's alright to include the school in an inter-school Quidditch tournament the Irish run every year. She wants to know if next year would be alright with me!
  Here's another from Olga Johansen reminding me that I haven't shown up to any of the weekly dances, and she says a nice boy like myself... argh!!! She knows I'm engaged!”



  Tonks doubled over laughing and Harry shot her a venomous look. He thought seriously of shrinking her clothing down to nothing right there in front of Dan and Emma, but decided against it.



  He shook his head angrily and stood up.



  Remus raised his hands, “Easy, cub. It's just paperwork that's gone to you when it shouldn't have. I thought I had stopped most of it from getting through.”



  “Harry, what you need is an administrative assistant. Most of this is too trivial for even Remus to deal with,” offered Emma.



  “An assistant?” echoed Harry.



  “Yes, someone to look through the papers that do reach you and decide which you need to deal with personally and which you can defer to someone like Amelia,” Dan said, then he paused for a moment
  before adding, “In fact, I think that Hermione would be pleased as punch if you asked for her help in organizing this stuff.”



  “But she's busy with her research,” protested Harry.



  “Only because you haven't asked her for her help. This isn't a full time job, after all. She could do it for you every morning with time to spare,” Dan replied smugly.



  “Just how is this stuff getting to you, Harry?” asked Remus. He had been intercepting Harry's owls so he knew it wasn't arriving that way. The only owl that went to Harry directly was Hedwig.



  “Elves, Remus. Every morning they deliver these requests and reports to me.”



  Remus frowned. “Elves? Well, point of fact, that's why we're here. We need to talk about the elves.”



  Harry winced. “Great. Look, before you rope me into anything new, I think I'll ask Hermione to join us. The last thing I want to do is make any decision about the elves without her input.”



  Emma leaned towards Dan. “He's learning quicker than you did,” she said softly. Dan shot her a grin while Harry scribbled off a note. He summoned a house elf who immediately saluted him upon
  arrival. Harry groaned inwardly, but he returned the salute and handed the note to the elf to give to Hermione. Then he turned back to Dan.



  “Do you know one of the elves called me Brigadier the other day? I know you didn't mean for this to get so out of hand, but the elves are running around bestowing ranks on people. Hermione's a
  colonel!” he said, throwing up his hands.



  Dan smiled smugly. “I always knew she'd do well!”



  Harry's eyes narrowed as he examined his future father in law. “She will, despite hanging out with me. You, on the other hand, I'm not so sure about. Especially if I have my way. The blasted elves
  are confusing the wizards in town. They just aren't used to military elves!”



  “Who is?” Tonks murmured, a bit too loudly.



  As Remus tried to subdue his snickering, Harry smiled sweetly at his guardian and asked if she wanted another new wardrobe.



  The debate over clothing size was cut short when Hermione and Eocho entered the room. Harry blinked in surprise, then he stood. “Honored Teacher, I apologize for disturbing your lesson with
  Hermione, but I need her advice concerning an issue with the elves.”



  “I understand, Maglios. Thy mate has a keen intellect and it would be churlish of me to deny her advice to thee on such important matters. Might I stay and observe? The situation of the elves
  intrigues me, as we had no such relationships in my time,” said Eocho.



  “I would be honored to have your advice, as well,” Harry replied formally.



  Harry and the others had tried on several occasions to see if Eocho would respond to a more casual tone of conversation, but he appeared reluctant to do so.



  Hermione took a chair next to Harry's desk and looked around. “Remus, I believe you were about to tell us about some problem with the elves that doesn't have anything to do with their military
  bearing?”



  “It's really simple, Harry. With the exception of the Hogwarts elves, who are bound to the school, and Winky, who's bound to Hermione, all of the other elves are not bound to anyone or any thing.
  This means that the usual strictures about keeping our secrets doesn't apply. It also means that an elf like Kreacher could conceivably come to work here, causing similar harm.”



  He scowled at Remus, but said nothing. He knew where Remus was heading with this conversation and he had decided that he was going to defer to Hermione on any issue concerning the house elves.



  Harry turned to Hermione. She noticed his glance and winced inwardly. Her bonding with Winky had turned her from a depressed, drunken elf into a vivacious, friendly little creature. She had had
  several heart to heart conversations with the little elf and had come to realize that house elf bondage needn't be a cruel thing, and it was, in many ways, beneficial to the elves.



  She was about to make a comment when Remus jumped on Harry because of his glance.



  “Harry, this is important. I realize that you want Hermione's input on this issue, but we can't afford to wait while she decides if house elf servitude is morally acceptable,” he said in a
  chastising tone.



  Harry blinked in surprise and Hermione bounced from her chair in anger. “That's unfair, Remus! As much as I despise the slavery of the elves, I've learned it doesn't need to be a cruel thing. If
  bonding the elves will save us, and them, then let's bond them.”



  Tonks nudged Remus. “Maybe we should get Winky a gift for changing Hermione's mind,” she said with a wide grin.



  Hermione glared daggers at Tonks while Harry stared at his girlfriend in disbelief. Hermione looked at him and sighed. “Oh, really Harry. It's a girl's prerogative to change her mind, you know.”



  “Change your mind about the color of a room, or about what to serve our guests, yes. But something as altering as a fundamental belief?” Harry asked stupidly.



  Hermione narrowed her eyes and stared at him. Emma leaned over to Dan. “That was a really bad move on his part.” she said, loud enough to be heard.



  “I'd say so. But it was quite profound, nonetheless,” he agreed. Emma narrowed her eyes and stared hard at Dan.



  Tonks leaned towards Remus, but before she could say anything, Remus held up a hand to stop her. “Don't say it, Tonks. This is one fight we're not joining in on.”



  Harry glanced at Tonks and Remus and started to laugh, then Hermione followed suit, a moment later her parents were also laughing. Tonks was still pouting over the lost opportunity.



  “Alright,” said Harry. “If we have to bond them, I think we should first offer to allow any elf to bond to any family who's willing accept them in Haven. After that, I'll accept some and suggest
  that each family take a few to help with their properties. Those that are left over maybe we'll bind to the town?” he asked, looking at Remus for confirmation.



  Remus nodded.



  “But Harry, most of us don't own any properties,” protested Emma.



  “Not now, perhaps. But the war won't last forever and I can practically guarantee that will change,” he replied smugly. Hermione glanced at him sharply. He knew something and wasn't telling them.



  “While I have everyone here, I've been asked by Amelia and the Irish to help their Aurors with an undercover operation,” Tonks said quietly.



  “What? When?” asked Remus, surprised and concerned.



  “Amelia only asked me about an hour ago, Remy. I told them yes, but that I'd have to clear it with both you and Harry first,” Tonks said meekly, trying to avoid his hurt gaze.



  Harry leaned back in his chair thoughtfully, then he reached into drawer and pulled out a small bracelet. “Portus,” he murmured over the bracelet, then he cast several concealment charms on it
  before standing and walking around his desk to hand it over to Tonks.



  “I can't say I like it, but I've learned that sometimes it's necessary to send the people you love into danger. Wear this, don't even let the Irish know you have it. I'll feel better knowing you
  have a portkey on you at all times and I think Remus will too,” he said seriously.



  Remus' eyes were bright with unshed tears and he nodded, not trusting himself to speak. He really didn't want her risking herself like this.



  “My child, I will visit thee later this evening. I know of a shield charm thou canst cast without a wand and I will teach it unto thee,” Eocho said solemnly. He had been told about Tonks' job as an
  Auror and he wholeheartedly approved of it.



  Harry and the others shot him a grateful look while she had eyes only for Remus. He looked at her for a long time. “I can't stop you from going on this mission. Tonks, but after we're married, you
  and I are going to have a long talk about this. I don't want our kids left without a mother because she volunteered for some mission at the Ministry,” he said in a low, husky voice.



  Tonks blinked back the tears that appeared in her eyes. “Fine then, I guess you'll just have to set a date if you want that kind of input in my life,” she said with a smirk. Although they were
  engaged, they had not really given any serious thought to when they wanted to marry.



  Remus grinned at her and glanced over at Eocho, who nodded at him with his own smile. “Well, I'm sort of glad you mentioned that. I've been talking with Eocho and he suggests that we take care of
  that little problem during the festival of Lughnasadh. It took me a while to figure out exactly what and when he was talking about. But we're basically looking at August first to handfast everyone
  using the Brotherhood rite. I've looked up the history of this particular festival and it is the traditional Celtic time to hold handfastings.”



  Harry smiled at Remus and he murmured, “That's a very convenient date.”



  Tonks looked at him and frowned. It meant Harry would be of age and he would not have to go to her for permission. Harry returned her look and then turned to Hermione.



  “Well, Hermione? Does August first agree with you?” he asked impishly. He just couldn't help grinning.



  Hermione looked at her mother, grinning. “Well, Mum? Do you think we can get the gown and the caterer set up in time? That's barely two months away.”



  Emma pulled out a small notebook and began to take notes. Then she looked up at her daughter and grinned sheepishly, realizing that Hermione was teasing her when both Dan and Harry broke into
  laughter.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  “Report,” Voldemort said calmly.



  The Death Eater groveled for a moment longer, then pulled out a parchment from under his robe.



  “My lord, our buyer in the United States claims to have found a dealer capable of obtaining the cauldrons you wanted, as well as several other items. The buyer says he has already purchased two
  cauldrons in your name and has had them shipped via the usual route. They should arrive within the week.”



  “And? Is that all?”



  The man scrapped the floor again. “No, my lord,” he stammered. “I have a report from Akers, in which he states that he thinks Lucius may be running several operations that he hasn't received your
  approval for.”



  “Lucius,” sneered Voldemort. “He always was an ambitious bastard, but I know how to keep him in line. Inform Akers to maintain his watch on him and see if he can find out more.”



  The Death Eater nodded, then gagged as a particularly foul odor wafted through the Great Hall where Voldemort kept his throne and held his audiences.



  Voldemort frowned. “That damned poltergeist! What about the search for a new Necromancer?”



  The Death Eater gagged a few more times and he struggled to get himself under control. Peeves had been seeding the castle with rotting meat and other items that were making duty at Hogwarts a
  hellish job. Several more staircases had collapsed, killing other Death Eaters, and there were no longer any stairs to the Seventh floor. It had to be abandoned entirely when the last staircase
  collapsed.



  “We are trying, my lord,” said the Death Eater. “But we haven't found any in Britain and so far none have answered our calls for a Necromancer from outside the country. We even tried kidnapping the
  one employed by the French Ministry, but they had an Auror guard on him.”



  Voldemort was about to reply when the Hall echoed with the sound of uncontrolled flatulence. Peeves floated across the room mooning the Dark Lord. His pants were down around his knees and he was
  facing away from the Dark Lord, bent over. Clouds of gas were erupting from his buttocks at high velocity and several Death Eaters started coughing as the clouds hit them.



  “Lizard wizard! Got no lips! Got big hips!” shouted Peeves.



  Voldemort growled and cast a curse at the pesky poltergeist. The spell hit Peeves square in the ass and he fell to the floor, where his body exploded into a wave of purple goo covering a full third
  of the hall. The goo steamed and a foul odor wafted through the room.



  The Dark Lord screamed in frustration and his fist crashed down on the arm of his chair. He reached out and grabbed a Death Eater by his robe.



  “Go out and find me a necromancer or I will skin you alive and use you for a rug!” he growled.



  He pushed the terrified Death Eater away from him and scowled at the other assembled servants who were all cowering in their robes. From behind him he heard the sound of a raspberry and he wondered
  if other Dark Lords had problems like this.





  The Town of Haven...



  Charlie Weasley walked slowly up the lane towards the center of the town. He was becoming very frustrated. Everyday his father and Bill vanished into the new Ministry building and the twins
  disappeared to some place he couldn't find.



  And Ginny! He growled softly in his throat as he once again planned to tear apart the boy Ginny was supposed to be marrying sometime this summer. His father had tried to explain things to him, but
  hadn't done a very good job of it. And what had she hit him with that day in their father's cottage?  Her power was unbelievable, and no one had been able to explain it to his satisfaction. Vague
  details about special training up at the manor with some new teacher hadn't done anything to calm his fears about some outside source controlling his family.



  Arthur had downplayed the situation between himself and Molly in an attempt to make Molly look better than she was for Charlie's sake. Bill and the others had planned to pull him aside at a later
  date and set him straight, but they had been too busy.  As a result, Charlie was still left with the feeling of wrongness about the issue, and was sure he was missing some key element his family
  was hiding from him. With the subtle twisting by Dumbledore, he was sure that element was something dangerous.



  Bill was helping Arthur deal with the influx of volunteers due to arrive next week from the United States. Charlie had probed as gently as he could, but neither would confirm the numbers. Rumor,
  however, had them ranging anywhere from a hundred Aurors and their families to ten thousand crack hit wizards.



  He had chuckled at that, and guessed that it was a lot smaller, but there was no denying the fact that there were a large number of house elves working on expanding and adding homes to several of
  the small roads that branched off the main street in town.



  Haven was another frustration for him. Here was a brand new town, full mostly of Wizards, but also containing a small population of Muggles and, for the most part, everyone he had talked to spoke
  of Harry Potter as if the boy had personally saved them. Of the dozens of people he had asked, only one could honestly say they had spoken with Harry Potter, and yet all of them were convinced he
  was their hero.



  He hoped to find out more tonight at the town meeting. Harry was supposed to come to town to talk about what measures were being taken to ensure their safety now that some of the charms around the
  town were going to be dropped. It was a big step and people were nervous about it.



  Charlie had been sharing his views about Haven with Dumbledore via their notebook. Dumbledore had been very excited to hear the Fidelius charm was going to
  come down, as it would give him access to the town itself.  He had also mentioned Ginny's new abilities, her level of power and the mysterious new teacher up at the manor.  Dumbledore had been
  concerned about it, but knew he could do nothing from a distance, and had advised caution. He had also confessed that he didn't know anyone named Melinda McKinny or what influence she may have on
  Arthur.



  Charlie paused in his ruminations and spun on his heel, but he didn't see anyone behind him. He shook his head and wondered if he was becoming paranoid, or if someone was really following him.
  Turning back towards town, he continued walking...and never noticed the elf shadowing him.





  Harry's study, Padfoot Manor...



  “Remus, Hermione, have either of you ever heard anything about a Chaos cauldron?” asked Harry. Their meeting had covered several other topics since dealing with the Elves and the handfasting, now
  Harry asked about something he had read of only that morning.



  “I can't say that I have,” said Remus. Hermione shook her head.



  Harry frowned and rifled through the pile of parchments in his in box. “I know I saw it in here. Ah... here it is. This is a copy of a note sent from the Hogwarts ghosts. As you know, I set them up
  with a way to be able to send us information about what they might overhear in the castle. Draco and I both get copies of these messages. But this one has me stumped.



  “According to the Bloody Baron, the castle is due to receive something called a Chaos Cauldron. Two of them, actually. Also, the ghosts tell me that Snape is being held prisoner in the secondary
  potions lab where he spent several weeks attempting to make a potion. Miles wanted to know if we wanted to mount a rescue mission to get Snape out of there, but I put a stop to that. With his dark
  mark we can't get him out of Britain, even if I wanted to rescue him.”



  “What does Draco's research department say about this cauldron?” asked Hermione.



  Harry blinked in surprise. “Draco has a research department?”



  Hermione huffed a few times at him. “Honestly, Harry, he told me he sent you a notice days ago that he was increasing the size of his staff to handle the myriad jobs he has.”



  “Funny you should mention that, Hermione,” said Dan. “We were just discussing earlier how you might be able to help Harry by reviewing the papers he's been getting every morning. Most of them he
  doesn't need to even see. The problem is he's been getting swamped with paperwork.”



  Hermione looked surprised and she turned to look at Harry. He looked back a bit sheepishly. “I could use your help with this stuff. Merlin knows you're more organized than I am.”



  Her eyes glowed and she grabbed the large stack of parchments in his in box and started to sort through it, shaking her head at some of the requests she was seeing.



  Both Emma and Dan chuckled over their daughter's behavior, but she ignored them. Dan turned serious, glancing between Eocho and Harry.



  Harry caught the look. “Dan? Is there something else you want to bring up?”



  “It's not so much as wanting to bring it up as needing to bring it up. Eocho and I have had many a conversation about modernizing the Brotherhood, but we have one sticking point which bothers me a
  lot. To put it simply, Eocho and I are on opposite sides of the coin when talking about crime and punishment.”



  Harry looked over at Eocho, who nodded in grim agreement. “A dead thief cannot steal again.” he said solemnly in an uncompromising tone.



  Everyone in the room winced at Eocho's pronouncement. Sometimes Druidic justice meant victims were buried alive in peat bogs, or hung, or pitted. It was a brutal form of justice at best.



  Harry frowned for a moment, then his eyes widened. “Let me see if I have this straight,” he said, turning back to Dan. “Right now, we imprison a thief for however many years depending on the crime
  committed, right?”



  Dan nodded in agreement.



  “Our Honored Teacher here advocates a strict form of justice which, by today's standards, is harsh and unworkable in either the Muggle or Wizarding worlds. Correct?”



  Both Dan and Eocho nodded.



  “Now, neither of you has a problem with the fact that I have to kill Voldemort, and neither of you seems to consider my killing him as a crime. Why is that?”



  Dan glanced and Eocho and motioned for him to speak first.



  “It is not a crime to be the instrument of justice, Maglios. Thou are compelled to the deed by necessity and by prophecy. Thy foe hast killed for evil purposes and must be stopped at all costs.”



  Harry glanced over at Dan who shrugged. “I'll agree with that,” he murmured.



  “Alright, we have someone who has killed on numerous occasions and who is obviously deserving to be punished, but is currently beyond the reach of any legal authority who can punish him.”



  He paused and watched as everyone thought about what he was saying. He recognized the look on Hermione's face and wasn't surprised to see it echoed on Emma's just a few seconds later.



  The silence dragged on for a moment longer. “Then the solution is to ignore the crimes that regular government can deal with and just deal with those people who have moved themselves outside of the
  law?” asked Tonks in a perplexed tone.



  It took another minute as people pondered that thought and Harry watched as they all started nodding.



  “Precisely. The Brotherhood will have many roles to fulfill, but serving as judge and executioner should only happen when it's fallen outside of the bounds of regular society. At least, that's how
  I saw this particular problem,” he said, slightly embarrassed.



  “Harry,” Hermione said softly, “don't be embarrassed by that idea. It even took me a moment to catch up to where you were heading with it.” She turned them to look at her father and Eocho. “I'm
  curious however. How come neither of you thought of that idea?”



  Dan and Eocho managed to look suitably embarrassed.



  “Sometimes, my daughter, the fight over a thing is more fun than the thing itself,” Eocho said, wrapping the tattered remains of his dignity around himself while Hermione rolled her eyes.





  Haven Town Hall...



  Harry walked onto the stage and took a seat near the podium that had been set up. The hall had been expanded magically for tonight's meeting and it looked as though the entire population of Haven
  was planning on attending. He sat next to Amelia and Ragnok, both of whom looked far more comfortable than he did. He smiled as Michael O'Dalley took a seat next to him.



  In the front row sat Hermione, Remus and Tonks and the rest of the Brotherhood. For tonight, Harry had insisted that all of those in the Brotherhood wear their now customary costume of the light
  tan concealment cloak with the Celtic Cross on the breast. The cloaks had been modified to include a much larger cross on the back. Eocho had not insisted on any sort of costume for the
  Brotherhood, but he highly approved of the cloaks as part of their formal dress.



  Harry stopped daydreaming when Amelia stood and approached the podium. Casting Sonorus on herself, she began to speak. “If every one can please take a seat,
  we can get started.”



  She smiled at several people in the audience while the crowd settled down. “Thank you all for coming here tonight. We called this meeting because we wanted to address some concerns in regard to
  dropping the Fidelius charm on the town of Haven. Now, before begin, I want to say that the charm will come down tomorrow morning for the entire town only.
  This does not include the school, Operations Center or the Manor House.”



  As the crowed moved restlessly, Harry scowled. His original plan had been to drop the charm on everything but the Manor and the Operations Center, but Millicent's information about the students at
  the Haven School had necessitated adding the school to the list. It would make it that much harder for those students to cause mischief if they couldn't owl their parents so readily.



  His thoughts cut off abruptly as the noise level in the hall rose.



  “You people are setting us up as targets for a Death Eater attack!” someone shouted from the back of the hall. Several voices echoed his concern and a number of people stood, shouting back and
  forth at each other. It was only a matter of time before curses were flying.



  Harry frowned. The meeting had barely started and it was already developing towards a full scale riot. He leaned over to O'Dalley. “Signal your men, Michael.”



  O'Dalley blinked in surprise at hearing the order so soon, then he nodded in agreement. He waved at his head constable, who smiled grimly and nudged the man next to him. Within moments the lead
  constable had the attention of his men.



  Forty men spread out along the walls of the hall and lifted their wands. As one, they cast the cannon blast spell, which momentarily deafened and silenced everyone in the hall.



  Amelia shot a grateful look at O'Dalley and turned back to the crowd. “Now, if you are finished complaining, you can sit down and relax while I explain why this action was necessary and what steps
  your government has taken in order to ensure your safety.



  “First, I will ask Mr. Harry Potter to explain why we needed to drop the charm in the first place.”



  Amelia stepped back from the podium and Harry stood. There was a moment of silence, then someone started clapping. Before he could reach the podium, only a few short feet away, the clapping had
  spread throughout the hall, embarrassing him greatly. He stood at the podium and the sound of the clapping washed over him. Finally, he held up a hand, his expression practically begging people to
  stop.



  Slowly the tumult began to die down. Hermione shot him a comforting look and he tried to relax. He amplified his voice with his wand, then let it slip back into its holster.



  “Thank you, my friends. I am not used to speaking in public, so I'll ask you to bear with me. As of this morning, the town of Haven and its school boasted a total of four thousand nine hundred and
  sixty residents, most of whom are British subjects who have escaped the troubles back home. Haven is a safe harbor from those troubles, but as a town we have failed to achieve one critical thing; a
  working economy.



  “Haven has Ollivanders and Weasley Wizarding Wheezes, although I believe they are closing their shop in order to dedicate their services to taking back our home...” he said, then paused as a ground
  swell of applause for the Weasley twins surged through the hall. Both twins bounced from their seats and waved wildly to the audience before sitting again. When the applause died down, he
  continued. “When I invited Gringotts to open a branch office here, it was correctly pointed out that so long as the town remained hidden from the rest of the Irish Wizarding community, we could
  never achieve a working economy.



  “As part of my negotiation's with Gringotts, they have agreed to offer long term, low interest loans to anyone wanting to start up a business here in Haven. They are willing to offer reduced rates
  on business accounts and business services until your business gets off the ground.



  “We have three times the number of people who lived and worked in Hogsmeade, but there isn't a single pub or robe shop or bookstore in Haven. There are dozens of empty storefronts and we have the
  ability to add dozens more. For those who aren't interested in running their own business, the businesses will be hiring people. So will the Ministry and other industries which will be moving into
  this area.



  “No doubt some of you have heard about the large building being erected behind main street. That building will be the new home of Granger Publications, the only wizarding publishing house that
  combines wizard and muggle materials. They will be hiring in the next few weeks, as well.”



  Harry ignored the stunned looks from Dan, Emma and Hermione. That would be a conversation for later, and not here in front of everyone.



  “The charm needs to be taken down so that we can breath life into our town and so that people could find jobs. We aren't taking it down in order to make you targets. Far from it. We have taken
  extra steps to protect you. I am going to steal a little of Amelia's speech and let everyone here know that a few days ago I placed a line of death around Haven just like the one I put around
  Britain. No one with a dark mark will survive crossing that line, and no one with a black aura will cross it with becoming truly ill.”



  Harry stepped away from the Podium and took his seat. He motioned for Amelia to take over. There was moment of stunned silence followed by another round of thunderous applause.



  Amelia stepped up to the podium and amplified her voice again. “Thank you, Mr. Potter. I'd like to remind everyone that afterwards we will open up the floor to a question and answer session, now as
  to the other steps we have taken in order to ensure everyone's safety...”



  Harry tuned Amelia out. He had heard about these steps dozens of times over the last month. He looked out over the hall and had to admit to being impressed by the large number of people. Then, as
  usual, his eyes sought out Hermione. No matter how much time they spent together, he still searched for her when they were apart. She was the brightest spot in his life and, like a moth to a flame,
  he was drawn to her. He watched her, calmly listening to Amelia, and thought about how empty his life had been before she'd become a part of it.



  Hermione shifted uneasily in her seat for a moment then she turned her head, searching. Spotting Harry, she smiled shyly. There were times when he could look at her and make her feel weak in the
  knees. He was sitting up on the stage, not really staring, but he was looking at her with his heart in his eyes. He smiled gently at her when she smiled at him. She suppressed the urge to giggle
  because Harry's look could only be described as moonstruck.



  Finally he turned his attention back to Amelia before her parents, or worse, Remus, spotted him staring at her.



  The meeting quickly moved onto the question and answer phase. Harry was a bit surprised at how many people asked the same question in different ways, but Amelia stressed that the constabulary
  wasn't the only resource Haven could call upon if they needed more manpower. The large Auror force from the Ministry Operations Center would be available and, of course, there were the incoming
  Auror volunteers from the Americas that could help in a pinch, if need be.



  One question, however, did catch Harry off guard.



  “I saw Albus Dumbledore in Stonewall Lane last week! Why isn't he helping us?” came the shouted question.



  Harry paled and resisted the urge to stand. Amelia glance over at him with a calming look.



  “At the time of the fall of Britain, the true British Ministry considered Albus Dumbledore a wanted fugitive. He is wanted for questioning on a number of possible criminal charges. Frankly, we were
  unaware, until today, that he had managed to escape from Britain. But the simple fact is, the man is wanted in connection with a number of crimes. We have informed the Irish Ministry and other
  Ministries around the world of his fugitive status.”



  The hall descended in a murmur as neighbor spoke to neighbor about the great Dumbledore. Muggles, not knowing any better, were filled in by their Wizarding neighbors.



  Amelia held up her hands. “I know this comes as a great shock to many, but the evidence we have in this matter will stand up in a court of law. In fact, until Archibald Richfield assumed the post
  of Minister and gave the country to Voldemort, I was in charge of the investigation against Dumbledore.”



  There was a long moment of silence following Amelia's words, then some woman at the back yelled out, “We've still got Potter!”



  A collective sigh of relief ran through the audience and it seemed by unanimous approval the meeting was over. People started standing and heading to the food tables that were being filled by the
  kitchen crew and several dozen house elves.



  Amelia glanced warily at Harry, thankful that people hadn't asked for additional clarification on the charges. He sat stonily through the last of her statement, but she could see the anger
  smoldering behind his eyes. She walked over to him and placed a hand on his shoulder. He glanced up at her curiously.



  “I promised you we'd bring him to justice, Harry,” she said softly. “I intend to keep that promise.”



  He relaxed a little and nodded. “I know, Amelia. It just caught me off guard. I thought he was part of my past and wouldn't trouble me anymore.”



  “We'll try to see he doesn't bother you anymore, Lord Potter,” said O'Dalley. The Irishman, now in charge of the constables of Haven, smiled at Harry, offering his support. Amelia stepped back,
  releasing his shoulder.



  “I think I know exactly what will liven up your mood, Harry, and here she comes now.”



  Harry stood and looked at Hermione who stared at him with an expression of worry. He took two steps and embraced her tightly.



  “I'm alright, love. It just caught me by surprise, that's all,” he whispered. Then he turned when he heard the sound of music coming from the far end of the hall. A number of elves were clearing
  away the chairs and a group of towns folk had started playing music. Couples were already taking advantage of the music and the cleared space.



  Harry looked back at Hermione and chuckled at her expression. “Perhaps tonight I should get Olga off my back?” he asked with a smile that made her weak in the knees again.



  “How so?”



  “Let's go dancing,” he said impishly.





  Author's Notes:



  TAAAA DAAAA! Once again you've hit the bottom of the file. The end of the line, the last chance for gas. Yes, it's the dreaded Author's notes, which shouldn't be confused with the Author's Noses
  which is disgusting and snot a nice thing.



  To our ONE reviewer complaining that chapter five was too long, we decided to ask some of our other readers. At the time of this writing one hundred and ninety six people responded to our question
  of “Are the chapters getting to long?”



  Zero people responded to the answer of “Yes my brain hurts trying to read so much.”



  Ninety Five people responded to the answer of “No, I read War and Peace in a single sitting.”



  And one hundred and one people responded to the answer of “I don't care as long as you keep posting.”



  There you have it gentle reviewer with the short attention span. The masses seem to have no problems with the size of our chapters. So we're throwing a Bronx cheer out to all those with the short
  attention spans. And you have our pity. The people have spoken.



  No Harry will not be driving an Astin Martin, a BMW or even the ever popular Super Yugo.



  We've decided to comment on all those people that think it's cool to leave descriptive reviews consisting entirely of punctuation characters. So here is our comment.



  ^$%%#^##**@!!!#@^#$##!!@@#$$%__--++!!!!



  Enough said.



  About the Updateless list. It is my intent to first bitch about all those stories which I happen to like. After I run out I'll be seeking candidates for the list.



  For those of you wanting a Harry/Dumbledore face to face rumble, it's coming. First we have to open up Haven so that others can find it.



  There seems to be a lot of concern over Charlie and why he's following Dumbledore. Remember that Charlie was found by Dumbledore. He was wounded at the time and seriously exhausted. Dumbledore
  cared for him and plied him with carefully crafted 'truths'. Some people have trouble believing that he wouldn't be so blindly believing of him. But in our version of the Potterverse he hasn't had
  everything explained to him, and because Dumbledore got to him first, things are going to see... off to him.



  Eventually Harry will learn about Ginny's feelings towards Charlie. But for now it's enough that Draco knows, and that Charlie and Harry haven't been brought in close contact yet.



  Fawkes abandoned Dumbledore in Sunset, and no, we will not be seeing Fawkes returning to this story.



  Fawkes is currently vacationing in the Disney World Tiki hut where he can be seen in twelve shows daily.



  And now....



  THE UPDATELESS LIST!



  The Cleansed Power by Doreedo.



  http://www.fanfiction.net/s/2438537/1/



  This little three chapter Gem hasn't been updated since September of 05. The author has some really interesting ideas and a concise, easy to read, writing style. Unfortunately The Cleansed Power
  seems to have run out of steam.
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chatper 7 - And so it begins

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  We've run out of Alan Rickman movies. Face it Ladies, he's not exactly a Harrison Ford you know. We thought about having guest appearances from other stars, but we thought people might get
  confused. So without any further explanation from us. We proudly present Alan Rickman on Ice!



  A spotlight appears in the center of the ice rink and a solitary figure shakily skates up to stand in the center of the spotlight.



  "Ahem... The authors of this story have invited me to sing the national anthem..."



  The figure paused as someone whispered something at him from beyond the light.



  "Oh... alright. The authors of this miserable excuse for literature beg to remind you oh magnificent readers who have access to donuts and refuse to share, that they do not own anything relating
  to Harry Potter. They further ask that I remind you all that Harry is currently single and perhaps gay in canon having dropped a hot red head for the silliest of reasons..."



  Alan stopped in mid-sentence and looked in consternation as a herd of Elephants started sliding towards him on the ice.



  "Help!" he gurgled before being hit by a sliding pachyderm.



  The spotlight swung wildly and settled on Harry holding the gates to the ice open while Hermione shot stinging hexes at the backs of the rampaging elephants.



  Hermione looked up at the spotlight. "He is most certainly not gay!"



  "Was that really necessary?" asked Alyx plaintively.



  "No, but it was fun," replied Bob. "Besides, I got Alan Rickman to insult Harry."



  "You're going to piss Harry off you know." Alyx pointed out.



  "Nah, He'll survive, besides, if he wants to keep getting laid he'll leave me alone."



  Harry stopped short of hexing Bob and slowly backed away.



  "Behold the power of the Author. The pen is still mightier than the wand!" quipped Bob.



  "I need a new husband, someone more normal," moaned Alyx.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 7






  Weasley Residence, Town of Haven, evening of May 29th...



  Arthur Weasley sat on the edge of his bed and sighed heavily. Tonight's town meeting and impromptu dance had been a smashing success, but he now found himself exhausted. Amelia's proclamation about
  Albus Dumbledore had come as a shock to a great many people and he had personally spent most of the night explaining to people that yes, the charges against Dumbledore were sound. Many people
  hadn't wanted to believe it and his own son, Charlie, was among them.



  Arthur smiled briefly as he recalled managing to steal away from the crowd for a few moments of time with Melinda. He had even managed to drag her out, rather reluctantly, onto the dance floor for
  one dance. He recognized she was still grieving over the loss of her husband and that it would take time before she was ready to let him go, but for now he was content to be her friend.



  After the dance, he had returned to the crowd, noticed Charlie scowling at him from a corner, and realized he'd have to speak to him soon. His son really was a good man, but he was working with
  incomplete facts. The problem was those Weasleys who knew the facts about what the family had done to Harry felt deep shame and didn't want to talk about it. No one had told Charlie about the theft
  of Harry's money and the payments going to Ron, or the fact that Molly and Arthur had known about the abuse, but had ignorned it at Dumbledore's request. In retrospect, Arthur realized it was a
  mistake to have not explained those facts to Charlie.



  He laid back on the bed, pulling the covers over him and listened to the soft murmur of voices as people left the town hall and passed the cottage, laughing and joking. His house wasn't far from
  the hospital, so it wasn't uncommon for there to be sounds all night long. It was in the dark, during times such as these, that he admitted to himself that he was lonely. He thought of Molly and
  smiled in the darkness, his mind traveling back in time to a younger, beautiful Molly Prewett dressed in her Yule Ball gown. That was the way he wanted to remember her.



  While Arthur fell asleep, Charlie was awake in his own room, writing in his charmed journal.



  Having just come from tonight's town meeting I find myself troubled to think that so many are being taken in by this ruse. There had to be three thousand people in
  the magically enlarged hall, and yet they ate up every word spoken by Amelia Bones, Harry Potter and some Irishman named Michael O'Dalley.



  According to Minister Bones, at least that's the title she's claiming now, Albus Dumbledore is a wanted fugitive of the British Ministry of Magic in Exile and his
  fugitive status is now known to the Irish Ministry, as well as other Ministries around the world.



  Charlie looked up from his journal in annoyance. In the light of a nearby gas street lamp he spotted several people laughing and singing. They were coming from the direction of the town hall -
  obviously late night party types. Frowning, he turned back to his journal.



  I am positive this is a grave mistake on the part of everyone here, but the 'Minister' is quite clear on the subject. Albus Dumbledore is wanted on serious
  charges. Given the look by this O'Dalley character, there is no doubt in my mind that he would attempt to arrest him should he show up in Haven after the Fidelius charm is lifted.



  The biggest surprise of the evening was Harry Potter. I don't recall him being so well built or so tall, but then I haven't seen Harry since his participation in
  the Tri-Wizard Tournament. He talked about erecting a ward around the town similar to one he put around Britain. I don't claim to understand all the details, but putting a ward on an entire country
  seems to me to be an outrageous claim. The power required is astronomical, and he's just a boy still! Anyway Haven is warded, there is a designated apparation point and the town is supposedly under
  an anti-apparation ward. I haven't tested it, but it wouldn't surprise me to find the town warded like that.



  Another thing that bothers me is Ginny. She performed an incredible feat of wandless magic the other night on me. Tonight, she and several others attended the town
  meeting in which they were all wearing a similar cloak. If I didn't know better, I would say it was some kind of uniform. It's scary. She's not the little sister I remember. Every time I see her or
  one of her friends walking about Haven, I see people treating them with respect. Even the Constables seem to think Ginny and her friends have some sort of unwritten authority. She makes me feel
  uneasy. It's like she is seeing into my mind and judging me. I think I'll speak to my Dad soon about finding work here and maybe getting a place of my own.



  Charlie leaned back and rested his hand. He hadn't done this much writing since leaving Hogwarts. Through his window he saw that the party goers had vanished, leaving only the lights of the
  Hospital shining in the distance.





  Johansen's Residence, Haven (June 2nd)...



  "Where are the children?" Melinda asked as she sat down at the Johansen's kitchen table. She was off duty from the hospital and had wandered over to the Johansen's home as they were one of the
  few families she knew in Haven.



  "Oh, most are out with Sven, helping in the fields. The twins are with George and Fred and the others are playing, or have been put down for their naps," Olga said as she poured tea for her
  guest and sat down across from her.



  Melinda stirred her tea for a few moments before looking at Olga. "I'm not sure I thanked you or Sven properly for taking the children in," she began.



  "Tsk! There is no need. We always wanted more children, Sven and I, but after Johan, I was unable to conceive again. The children, they are a joy to us."



  "How are they doing?"



  "Many had nightmares for some time, but they are getting better. They know they are safe here and part of our family. The youngest seem to be bouncing back the quickest, but the older children
  are beginning to trust again."



  Melinda sipped her tea before replying. "I'm glad to hear it. I've been worried about their adjustment after all that's happened to them."



  Into the silence that followed, Olga looked at her guest carefully. Now that she had been reassured about the children's welfare, the older woman could see the tension in Melinda's stiff posture
  and white knuckled grip on her teacup. With a mental shrug, Olga did what she had always done in situations such as these.



  "Now that you've been reassured about the children, why don't you tell me what else has brought you here today?"



  Melinda looked up, startled, causing Olga to laugh softly.



  "It's obvious to anyone with the eyes to see, girl. Something else is bothering you."



  Melinda shook her head a bit ruefully. "I should have known I'd get nothing past you."



  "Perhaps you weren't trying to, hmm?"



  "Perhaps not," the dark haired woman agreed as she picked up her teacup. Her eyes drifted to the kitchen window and became unfocused.



  Olga took a quick sip of tea and said, rather casually, "I noticed you and Arthur Weasley dancing together in the town hall a few nights ago."



  Melinda's eyes swung back to Olga sharply, but she remained silent.



  "Ah. I think I see where the problem lies."



  "And probably more clearly than I," Melinda replied, placing her cup carefully on the table.



  "Oh, I doubt that," Olga said. "You see the problem, you just can't see the solution through the pain. Now, tell me and we will see what we can do, hmm?"



  Surprised, Melinda found herself doing just that. She explained what had happened while at Arthur's cottage, including how Charlie had reacted to the twins' mistaken assumption that she and Arthur
  were dating, and the family fight that followed. She had, thankfully, missed most of it, but Arthur had told her about it a few days later when he'd stopped by to see her and apologize once more
  for the way his son had acted towards her.



  Now she found herself torn. She didn't want to cause problems in the Weasley family, but she enjoyed the time she spent with Arthur. However, finding pleasure in his company caused her pain because
  she felt as though she was betraying Michael's memory.



  "I feel like I'm being pulled in three different directions and I just don't know what to do anymore," Melinda concluded as she slumped back in her chair.



  "The first thing to do is relieve some of the pressure you feel."



  "It's not that easy."



  "Oh, but it is that easy," Olga said firmly. "First, the responsibility you feel for the problems in the Weasley family are admirable, but misplaced. If what you say is true, most of the
  children like you and have no problem with you and their father dating..."



  "We're not dating!"



  Olga rolled her eyes. "Fine, then. Not dating. As I was saying, most of his children do not mind that he is... 'not dating' you. The problem lies with Charlie, not you. He and Arthur will work
  things out in their own time, or not. You may be the excuse for it this time, but if Arthur gave in to the demands of his child, it will not end with you, and he is a smart man to see it. Let them
  work it out between them and take your cues from Arthur."



  "He said something very similar to me," Melinda said as she refilled her teacup. "But after spending so much time with the children at Mother Wilma's, the thought of causing a break between
  father and son is horrifying to me."



  "You would not be the cause, my girl, just one of the symptoms," Olga told her.



  Melinda thought over all that had been said, and then nodded. "You're right," she said quietly, meeting the older woman's eyes.



  "Of course I am!" Olga exclaimed, her eyes dancing. She stood then and moved to the counter. Removing a dish towel from a pan, she cut two slices of very rich-looking chocolate cake and, taking
  forks from a nearby drawer, returned to the table. Placing one of the small plates before Melinda, she sat down and told the girl to eat before turning to her own plate.



  When only crumbs were left, Melinda pushed her plate away and sighed. "I really need to learn how to cook!"



  Olga collected the plates and took them to the sink, laughing. "Why bother when you can come here?"



  "Hmm, very true. All of the calories and none of the work. But it doesn't seem very fair," Melinda said, grinning.



  "But that won't stop you, will it?" Olga asked. "You know I love to cook for those who enjoy it."



  When Olga began to fill the sink with soapy water, Melinda drew her wand and cast a quick cleansing charm on the dishes and then levitated them back into the cabinets.



  Olga clapped merrily. "Come over for a meal anytime, my dear girl! I'll be happy to cook for you, if you'll do the dishes for me."



  "Deal," Melinda told her, smiling as the older woman came back to the table and sat down next to her.



  "It must be a fine thing to be a witch," Olga said.



  "It does have its moments."



  Olga stared at the witch for a moment, then shook her head and sighed. "I believe we have one more thing to discuss today, yes?"



  "And what is that?" Melinda asked curiously.



  "The feelings of guilt you have when you spend time with Arthur," Olga said, watching her closely.



  Melinda looked away from the shrewed eyes watching her and closed her eyes for a moment. Standing suddenly, she wrapped her arms around herself and bit her trembling lip. "I know, it's foolish.
  Michael's gone and I need to accept it."



  "Oh, child, there is nothing foolish about grief," Olga told her softly. "Nor is there a right or wrong way to mourn those we've lost.



  "Acceptance will come in its own time, and with it will come the willingness to let go of what might have been. My mother used to say that when one door closes, another opens. She was right and,
  when you're ready, you will step through that door and move on."



  "What if I don't know how?" Melinda asked quietly, tears slipping silently down her cheeks.



  Olga stood and wrapped her arms around the younger woman. "When the time comes, child, you will."






  Armagh, Northern Ireland (June 2nd)...



  Antonin Dolohov looked up in surprise as Evans slapped down a newspaper on the table. Peering down, his eyes widened when he saw the headline.



  Harry Potter Unveils Whole Town!



  In a move designed to help the refugees from the troubles in Britain, Amelia Bones, the Minister of the British Ministry of Magic in Exile led this reporter and
  others on a guided tour of a town built by Harry Potter to house the refugees from the disaster that befell their country.



  While precise numbers weren't available, the town of Haven boasts both a primary and secondary school, the complete library of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and
  Wizardry, the seat of the Government in Exile and a hospital containing over three hundred beds.



  " The Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry contains all we could salvage from Hogwarts before we had to evacuate. Minerva McGonagall, the Headmistress, hopes
  that by the start of next term we will be able to open our doors to Irish children as well as the children of the refugees," said Minister Bones.



  Bones, who accepted the position after the evacuation from Britain, refused to say more about large numbers of Aurors in the town's population, except to say that
  the British Ministry would continue to lead the fight against Voldemort, even from this location.



  According to Bones, the town now contains a branch of Gringotts bank and is working to bring in new businesses...



  For Apparation Coordinates and Haven Directory, see page 3a.



  Dolohov placed the paper down on the table again and thought furiously. He didn't have a lot of men, barely a hundred, including himself, and another forty who had yet to be marked or trained, and
  the town was undoubtedly warded to some extent.



  He looked up at the man who'd given him the Daily Dublin. "Evans, gather up five men. I want to find out more about this 'Haven' so we can report back to the Master about it. Do not enter the
  town. It may have wards similar to those around Britain. No, better yet, take a few of the recruits who haven't been marked. Use one of the recruits to check out the town."



  Evan nodded and walked from the room. Dolohov watched the door close behind him before going back to reading the paper. Perhaps I'll finally have some news to
  report to the Master after all, he mused.



  Meanwhile, just a few miles away, a middle aged man checked into a rundown hotel. The man had spent most of the morning wandering about the city. It wasn't hard to find the Wizarding part of the
  town once one knew what to look for. And Tonks knew what she was looking for.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry's Study (June 3rd)...



  Harry reached over his desk and grabbed his cup of tea. With Hermione's help, he had just finished setting up for their daily morning meeting. Hermione had jumped into the job of being Harry's
  chief of staff concerning the war and Haven growth with a passion and Harry wasn't sure how he had muddled through without her help before. Every morning she went through the pile of incoming
  papers and whittle the pile down to just a few that he had to look at. She also came up with the idea of a daily breakfast meeting, in which major problems could be dealt with.



  This morning the meeting was being attended by Miles, Draco, Michael O'Dalley, and Bill Weasley, who had assumed a leading role in the running of the town of Haven itself to help his father. Other
  mornings, Amelia would attend, or Minerva. Attendance varied, depending on the needs of the day. Surprisingly, Remus opted for a less visible approach. As Harry's chief of the household, and one of
  the lead researchers for the Brotherhood, he spent most of his time with Eocho and Hermione. He normally caught up with Harry in the evenings.



  "... and Millicent is currently working her way through the list of blood purists at the school. She's basically set herself up in the same role as Pansy used to occupy. With Luna now gone from
  the school, she's using a more direct method to send me dispatches. Also, with Minerva's permission, we have asked the school elves to keep a closer eye on things than they did at Hogwarts. That
  information is forwarded to Minerva first, then sent to me if she deems it necessary," Draco said, while referring to his notes.



  "What about Haven itself?" asked Bill Weasley.



  Draco sighed and pulled another parchment from his folder. "Haven is more problematic. Few of the families had house elves back in Britain, so few are taking advantage of them here. We've put
  many to work in roles that would have been performed by municipal employees, doing this such as street sweeping, lamp lighting and so on. We have a few possible hot spots in town, but we do not
  have enough evidence to take action against anyone," Draco replied, then his eyes flickered to Bill warily. He was not about to go public with Ginny's suspicions until he had hard evidence on
  Charlie.



  "And the twins?" asked Harry with a bit of a grin. He loved hearing what they were up to. He kept promising he'd visit with them, but so far hadn't found the opportunity.



  Draco smiled in response. "Ah, yes. Well Q branch is experiencing some growth difficulties, but they continue to turn out items that have been used successfully by Miles' people. The demand for
  new products has increased the size of the twin's operation, but other than the occasional explosion, few people in the Operations Center even know they exist."



  Miles winced at Draco's description. The last explosion had shifted the entire building six inches to the north and collapsed half the wards.



  "On the international front, you know about the cauldrons Voldemort's looking for. We have people looking into the issue, but so far they haven't found anything. On a more disturbing note, we
  heard from the Norwegian Ministry. As it turns out, Durmstrang was hidden in Norway, though anyone who hadn't attended the school was unable to find it. Anyway, several high level members of the
  Norwegian Ministry made mention of their letters to their children going unanswered. So an Auror group was dispatched to the school to see if anything was wrong.



  "The report goes on to say that all of the sixth and seventh year students are missing, along with most of the faculty and the school library. The students who were left behind were under a
  compulsion not to reply to any owl posts."



  Harry leaned forward and placed his elbows on his desk. "So we're talking about what? One hundred students and perhaps ten teachers having gone over to Voldemort?" he asked with a frown.



  "I'm afraid it's more serious than that, Harry," Miles said with a frown. "Durmstrang was a more popular school among the pure bloods. The school actually had a much larger student population
  than Hogwarts, despite Hogwarts having the greater prestige. The number of missing students is closer to two hundred and fifty, along with nearly forty teachers."



  Harry scowled at the news. "Are we certain they've gone to Britain?" he asked.



  When Miles and Draco both nodded, Harry sighed and lowered his head to one of his hands. He scrubbed his face tiredly with the other before looking up at them again.



  "Miles, I want our people safe. I don't care who's holding a wand on them. We have enough experience with student aged Death Eaters. Let your people know they are authorized to use deadly force
  to safeguard themselves and their missions," he said in a weary tone, thinking of Dean Thomas, Pansy Parkinson and Theodore Nott.



  Miles nodded again and scribbled a quick comment in notes. "Will you speak to Amelia about authorizing this, Harry?"



  Harry waved a hand at him. "Yes, I'll talk to her about it. I don't want someone hurt because a sixteen year old got jumpy. I don't like our side using Unforgivables, but I don't see any other
  option... What else have you got for me, Miles?"



  "Hmmm... Well, as you are aware, the number of rescue missions has dropped dramatically. All of the school families have been rescued... those who wanted rescuing, that is. Now our missions are
  more in the role of intelligence gathering. We have several operations that we're considering, but we need hard intelligence before we can do any of them.



  "The American contingent arrived two days ago. I have to say they seem like a noisy bunch of chaps, but they do know their business. We'll begin joint training sessions with them in a few days. I
  planned on holding off until the Canadians showed up. Their group is supposedly larger than the American group. Several other Commonwealth nations have pledged sizable forces as well. Between
  Canada, Australia, New Zealand, India and the U.S., we're looking at over one thousand Aurors all totaled before the middle of the month. Add to that our Aurors and trainees and we're looking at a
  fighting force of nearly fifteen hundred.



  "The European nations say they will be sending contingents later in the month, but the word out of Washington is that some of the nations may be less than forthcoming. Apparently, the French
  tried to dictate to the U.S. what their level of involvement would be among the muggle governments. The U.S. Government did all but threaten nuclear war if the French didn't back off.



  "The American Department of Magic managed to put a stop to that, but the French are pretty upset about it. As a result, their Ministry is willing to help, but they are less than enthusiastic
  about it," Miles said.



  Harry's expression grew distasteful and he made another note in his book. "I'll speak to Amelia about this also. I know nothing about international politics, but it's in no one's interest for the
  French and the Yanks to be fighting right now. And we certainly don't want anyone talking about their bigger weapons. I think we've seen too many of them as it is."



  Miles smiled thinly and nodded to Bill Weasley.



  Bill smiled nervously. His work with Gringotts and his abilities as a curse breaker meant he could have fit into many places. Instead, as a favor to his father, he had accepted the task of helping
  get the town's economy on track.



  Harry started to chuckle at his nervousness. "Don't worry, Bill. This isn't like talking to Minerva."



  Bill blushed and fumbled with his papers. "Damn Weasley complexion" he muttered under his breath and everyone chuckled.



  "Alright, then. As everyone knows, the Fidelius Charm on the town came down three days ago. Amelia and Minister Mallory escorted the press around, showing
  off the town the same day. Since then, I've fielded requests to open several businesses, both from inside Haven and from outside."



  Bill consulted his notes before continuing. "We have requests for frontage space for a clothing shop, a book store, two pubs, one restaurant and a toy shop. Of the requests so far, three are from
  local people. We also have two manufacturing companies that are looking to expand into Haven and take advantage of the space we have. Quick Quality Cauldrons is looking for a facility that will
  probably employ close to one hundred people, and Applebee's Apothecary Supplies is looking into the possibilities of opening up multiple greenhouses. Applebee's would only employ about twenty-five
  people, but I've been talking to them about moving their mail order processing here, as well. That would add another seventy-five employees. Finally, there is Granger Publications," Bill
  concluded, looking at Harry with a grinning.



  Hermione scowled at him before turning her scowl on Harry, who smiled benignly back at her. Granger Publications was Harry's idea. He had hired someone to organize the basic structure and run the
  company for Dan and Emma. Dan would produce a version of his little book for each school year that would then be duplicated and sold as a study aid world wide. They were also exploring the
  possibilities of using the same format for Healer and Auror training.



  The night that Harry had publicly announced Granger Publications at the town meeting, the Grangers, and Hermione had jumped all over him when they'd returned to the manor. It had taken some fast
  talking on Harry's part, but he had managed to make them understand the need for the company. The majority of the company was owned by the Grangers, with the minority in Harry's hands. That
  discussion had been one of the hardest Harry had ever had with his future in-laws and it was one he hoped to never have to have again.



  "Yes, do tell about Granger Publications," commented Hermione in a dry voice.



  Everyone snickered. It was common knowledge that Harry had sprung the company on Hermione's parents as a surprise. Bill coughed and looked nervously at Hermione before continuing.



  "Well, moving on then. The Americans have moved in and are settling in nicely. The number of children has strained our capabilities somewhat and I've spoken to Minerva about that in regard to
  next year. Between our own capabilities and offers from the Irish, we should be fine when next September rolls around."



  Bill shuffled through his papers, then turned his attention towards Harry again.



  "Good news there, Bill. Keep on top of the school problems though. I suspect that Minerva will need to hire additional staff for September," Harry said after a moments thought. "Michael? Do
  you have anything for me?"



  "Not really, my lord," said O'Dalley.



  Harry frowned. He had been unable as yet to break O'Dalley of the habit of using that honorific.



  "We've had a few cases of drunken rowdiness, but that's about it. Most everyone approaching the town is either coming up the road or using the designated apparation point. We've had a fair number
  of sight seers, but nothing we can't handle. As to the other matter, I've been reliably informed that your agent has made it up 'north'."



  Harry nodded thoughtfully. "Thank you, all," he said, checking his watch. "Now if you'll excuse me, I still have some time before I have to meet with Eocho for my morning session."



  As a group Miles, Bill and O'Dalley stood and filed from the room. Hermione turned to Harry and studied him for a long moment.



  "You know Mum and Dad are still annoyed about what you did with Granger Publications," she said softly.



  Harry leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes for a moment. "Yeah, I know. But it couldn't be helped. Granger Publications will ultimately be one of our largest employers for Haven. I had to
  get it off the ground without interfering with what your parents were doing too much. That's why I brought in an outside manager and put your parents in charge overall. I don't want them angry with
  me, Hermione, but I need that company up and running. Your Dad has the product and can make new ones. From there, it's out of his hands except to accept the profits. Personally, I still think his
  idea is brilliant. I wish I'd had one of his study aids back in my first year."



  Hermione sighed. "Don't take this wrong. Your idea was good, Harry, it was the surprise that angered them."



  Harry cracked opened his eyes and stared at her for a long moment. Hermione held his gaze. She was one of the few who could. "Hermione, you and I both know your parents didn't have the financial
  resources to start that company. They would have fought tooth and nail against my handing them a bag of money and telling them to go start it. All I did was start it for them, then hand it over."



  Hermione smiled briefly, acknowledging that he was right. "But what about the part about keeping it secret from me? Your own fiancÃ©e?" she asked, curious to see how he would answer.



  Harry chuckled. "You? You would have fought me just as hard, if not harder. You are your parents daughter in all ways," he replied with a laugh, quickly ducking the throw pillow she aimed at
  his head.





  Haven Operations Center, Q Branch...



  Helga and Inga opened the door to their office and were surprised to find it strangely silent. The two blonds exchanged a worried glance. Fred and George had increased the size of the office staff
  recently and to enter the office these days and find it silent was worrisome if not downright frightening.



  "What do you think?" asked Helga in a worried tone.



  "Let's look in the lab before we start to panic," offered Inga.



  The two dropped their cloaks on a chair and approached the door to the large laboratory and testing area. The sign on the door admonished people to enter at their own risk. Opening the door they
  could clearly hear the sound of several people laughing at the far end of the large room. Curious now, the twins walked over to a small crowd of people.



  Ginny, Fred and George's sister, was sitting on the floor, holding her sides and laughing, while Fred and George sat, staring sadly at the work bench looking at the antics of their latest creation.
  Standing next to Fred and George were several of their new staff members, all laughing as well.



  Sitting on the bench were three, six inch high people who were busy pummeling each other.



  "What is going on here?" asked Inga in a stern tone.



  Fred hastily waved his wand and the three figures froze, while George stood up and turned to face the girls. Most of the staff hurried back to their own work stations, but Ginny remained on the
  floor, giggling. The Weasley twins shot her a murderous look before turning back to their girlfriends.



  "Oh... um... nothing really. We were just trying out an idea that you'd mentioned once, but it didn't seem to work," George said sadly.



  "One of our ideas? Which one?" asked Helga.



  "The talkie walkie things. But it didn't work quite the way we planned," said Fred with a lost expression on his face.



  Helga and Inga suppressed the urge to laugh at Fred's look. The Weasley twins hated to admit they hadn't succeeded in doing something. The duo looked as if someone had told them their puppy had
  died.



  "So, show us. Maybe we can tell you where you went wrong," offered Inga with a smile.



  Fred nodded and waved the girls closer to the table. He waved his wand and all three figures straightened up and looked at him expectantly. Ginny climbed up from the floor and stood at the end of
  the work bench where she could watch. Each figure seemed to be dressed in a white T-Shirt with a name on it, and a pair of pants.



  Fred looked up as Inga read off the names on each figure. "Larry, Curly and Moe?"



  "We needed to give them names of some sort. Amy suggested the names after seeing them in action," offered Fred apologetically.



  "Now, our idea was to create something to carry messages, like those talkie walkie things," George said proudly.



  "Walkie talkies, George," Helga said, smiling at her boyfriend.



  George stopped for a moment and looked at her, then nodded. "Right, Walkie Talkies. So, anyway, the idea is to give the message to the Walkie Talkie and it would travel to another Walkie Talkie,
  pass the message along and then return."



  "Moe," said Fred, "tell Larry that we need more Aurors."



  Moe nodded and started to walk towards Larry, but he fell when Curly tripped him. Moe leapt to his feet and Larry ran over and poked Curly in the eyes. Curly immediately ducked down howling in
  pain. Moe moved to hit Curly, but instead hit Larry when Curly ducked. In just a moment the three where rolling around on the table, fighting. Ginny hit the floor again laughing and the twins'
  faces contorted in amusement at the sad expressions worn by Fred and George as they watched Larry, Moe and Curly.



  "I think we need to explain Walkie Talkies better," suggested Helga.



  Moe slapped both Larry and Curly in a single swing. Curly pulled a bowling pin out of his pocket and hit Moe in the head. It made a surprisingly loud thwapping sound.



  Inga nodded, wide eyed. From behind them came a scream as someone fell through a hole in the floor. Both Fred and George looked over with interest.



  "Look! They got it working!" shouted Fred, then he turned and bolted towards the hole in the floor with George in tow.



  Helga and Inga followed behind them, never noticing Ginny freezing Larry, Curly and Moe and sliding the three figures into her pocket.



  Helga ran after the two red heads. "Got what working? I swear I can't keep up with what you two are working on anymore," she complained.



  Fred and George leaned over the perfectly round hole in the floor. The interior of the hole was pitch black and far away screaming could be heard emanating from it, as if coming from a great
  distance.



  Fred looked up at one of the men nearby. "You used Amy as a test subject?"



  The man nodded. "Yeah, I pushed her in," he replied with a grin, which Fred and George returned.



  Inga pointed at the hole in the floor. "What the devil is that?"



  George looked up at Inga. "This? It's a portable hole. It's really only about seven feet deep, but the illusion is that you are free falling forever. We think it will make a great trap for the
  Aurors. A person will remain in the hole until someone flips it over."



  Fred ran a few diagnostic charms on the hole, then turned to the man who had pushed Amy into the hole. "Can you whip up a dozen of these for Miles' people to play with in the field?" he asked
  intently.



  "I'll have them ready in a few days." came the reply.



  "Excellent! Now let's go back into the office and talk about this Walkie Talkie business," said George linking his arm with Helga and pulling her towards the office.



  "But... but... what about Amy?" sputtered Inga as Fred dragged her towards the office.



  "Oh, someone will let her out sooner or later," Fred said with a shrug.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry's Study...



  Harry limped back into his study after his lesson with Eocho. Each lesson began in the same manner. They spent a short time communing, during which Eocho would pass key elements of the lesson to
  him, then they would put elements to practical uses for the remaining two hours. Brotherhood fighting techniques were brutal on his leg, but Eocho insisted that, as Maglios, it was up to Harry to
  learn these techniques.



  Harry's mobility hadn't significantly increased, but his stamina and his ability to go for longer periods before his leg turned lame had increased, much to his pleasure. Eocho had taught Harry
  several spells that assisted him in dealing with his leg afterwards. One such spell he had warned Harry only to use in dire emergencies. The spell would give him nearly all of his old mobility
  back, enabling him to duel without the possibility of the leg going lame. But with the good, came the bad. The downside of the spell, according to Eocho, was that when the spell wore off, the
  disability of his leg would be increased, permanently. With repeated uses of the spell, it was possible for the leg to become a useless appendage, unable to sustain his weight for even short
  distances. The pain would be chronic, and permanent as well.



  Harry sat in his chair and cast a spell which gently tightened his pant leg and warmed it around his calf, massaging his aching leg and providing him relief. It was probably one of the best spells
  Eocho had taught him. He sighed in relief, then considered carefully his next meeting, due to start at any moment.



  Two small pops alerted him to the fact that his visitors had arrived. Looking up, he smiled at Dobby and the other elf and motioned for them to take a seat in the chairs he had conjured for them.
  Dobby scrambled into his chair, but the other elf looked scandalized by the notion of sitting.



  "Please, Pappy, sit. I would like to talk to you both and I would personally feel more comfortable if you would sit down while I do," Harry said in a kindly tone.



  The old elf looked up at Harry for a long moment before carefully positioning himself so he was sitting, just barely, on the edge of the seat. Pappy, or 'the Pappy' as the other house elves called
  him, was the oldest living house elf among those in Haven. It was the closest thing one could find in a position of authority among house elves.



  Harry tried to smile reassuringly at Pappy, but he knew he couldn't break years of treatment as an inferior in a single meeting.



  "Pappy, I know this sort of meeting is unusual, but it is very necessary. I have asked Dobby to attend this meeting, despite the fact that most elves think Dobby is an unnatural elf. Dobby has
  been very helpful to me and can help us here," Harry said, trying to carefully frame his opening remarks.



  "Dobby is not right in the head," said Pappy firmly. Dobby's ears drooped and his eyes flashed with a touch of anger.



  Harry made a motion to Dobby, preventing him from speaking. "Dobby is my good friend and part of my family. Regardless of what the other elves may think, Dobby is a Potter. I value his advice and
  his help in dealing with the other elves has been invaluable. For the duration of this meeting I will ask you to not insult my family," Harry said in a hard tone.



  Dobby looked up at Harry and beamed, while the Pappy shivered under Harry's hard gaze.



  "Now, moving along. I have a problem and I need to deal with it as quickly as I can. I need to prevent another Kreacher."



  Dobby looked startled and Pappy looked confused.



  "Dobby, perhaps you can explain to Pappy about Kreacher?" Harry suggested. He really wanted to help Dobby mend some of the fences between himself and his own kind.



  Dobby nodded vigorously. "Kreacher was evil elf. He belong to house of Black. He committed ultimate evil for which Dobby and Winky punished him for Master Harry."



  Pappy looked horrified. "Kreacher betrayed his master? Maybe Dobby isn't so bad after all."



  "I need to avoid another Kreacher incident," Harry said, interrupting the two elves. "Kreacher betrayed Sirius Black and lied to me, which resulted in Sirius' death. We have many elves here
  in Haven. I need to make sure that none of them will betray us."



  Dobby nodded in understanding, but Pappy looked horrified at the idea that any elf would betray them.



  "Pappy, other than the Hogwarts Elves, and a few here in the manor house like Dobby and Winky, none of the other elves are formally bound to anyone and therefore not under the strictures of the
  Master/Elf bond," Harry reminded the old elf gently.



  "We woulds be happy to bond with you, Master Potter. In fact, we needs to bond soon anyway," Pappy told him.



  Harry nodded thoughtfully. "Yes, I am aware of the limitations on your kind. What I would like to propose is this. I will give every elf time to find a family in Haven who would take them in.
  Those elves than cannot find a family, I will accept either as a personal bond or as bonded to the town of Haven. Is this acceptable?"



  "What ever you wants, Master Potter. It's not for house elves to decide such tings." said Pappy.



  Harry sighed, knowing full well that trying to convince Pappy that he could make his own decision would be a useless gesture.



  "Alright, then. Dobby? How many elves had joined in the war effort?" Harry asked curiously.



  "There be five score helping Master Draco and another ten score waiting for their turn to help," replied Dobby.



  The three talked for a few minutes longer before Pappy asked for permission to go alert the other elves of the changes.



  "Master Harry?" asked Dobby after Pappy left.



  "Hmmm?" Harry was still lost in thought considering the number of elves wanting to help the war effort.



  "Was you saying the truth? Dobby is a Potter?" asked the little elf in a hopeful tone.



  Harry broke away from his thoughts and smiled at his friend. "Dobby, back in my second year, you tried to save me from Tom Riddle and you did save me from Lucius. We are bonded by something
  stronger than the Master/Elf bond. I owe you a life debt. You are my friend and part of my family now, and for as long as the Potter line continues."



  Dobby's eyes welled with tears and his lower lip quivered slightly. "Dobby will proudly carry the name of Potter and make my family proud of me," he declared.



  "I know you will, Dobby. I've always been proud to be your friend, and am even happier that you are part of the family," Harry replied with a smile. Dobby nodded and vanished, leaving Harry
  chuckling to himself.





  Padfoot Manor Grounds (Later that evening)...



  Finding Harry tonight was easier than she thought it would be. She stepped onto the back porch and could hear the strains of his tin whistle playing in the distance. Following the sound of the
  music, she walked away from the manor and into the woods.



  She didn't have to go far before she found Harry sitting with his back against a tree. Several piles of peanuts were strewn about the forest floor nearby and several squirrels were snacking on
  them. One squirrel, however, seemed to be particularly bold and was perched on Harry's shoe, its tail twitching in time to the music.



  Harry's eyes lit up, spotting her, and he motioned for her to sit next to him. Hermione moved slowly closer, as she didn't want to frighten off his audience. Several squirrels chattered loudly at
  her when she got too close to one of the piles of peanuts, but most ignored her. Sitting next to Harry, she grinned when he smiled around his instrument and started a lively tune, causing many of
  the squirrels to twitch their tails in unison. Hermione had to suppress a laugh when she saw the dozen squirrels twitching in time to his music. When he was done, he leaned his head back and closed
  his eyes. His hand seemed to slip all by itself into hers.



  "Are you alright, Harry?"



  "Yes, I think I am," he replied, a soft smile on his face. He still had his eyes closed and wasn't looking directly at her. "I spoke with Dobby and the Pappy today," he said softly.



  She frowned for a moment. "And?" she prodded.



  "I had thought that bringing up Kreacher and Sirius when I explained the problem to the Pappy would be painful... but it really wasn't. I still miss Sirius, but it doesn't hurt as much now. I
  don't feel like I have a huge gaping hole in me anymore when I think of him."



  "You're healed and moved on then," she said.



  "I suppose I am," he replied thoughtfully, "but I should warn you one of our kids will be named Sirius."



  She leaned into his shoulder and he wrapped an arm around her. "I think I can live with that. So who are your friends?"



  Harry cracked his eyes open and looked to see her gesturing towards the squirrels. "Oh, them... Nutters and company. I haven't named them, I just bring them peanuts every couple days."



  Hermione laughed softly, then turned to peer intently at him. "What did you tell Dobby today? I've never seen a house elf that happy. He's practically walking on the ceiling."



  Harry chuckled at the thought. It was something he wouldn't put past the little elf. "I told him today that no matter what happened, as long as the House of Potter lived, he would be a Potter."



  Hermione pushed away from him slightly and she stared at him with wide eyes. "You called him a Potter? Oh, Harry, you gave him the greatest compliment he could have ever hoped for."



  Harry shrugged. "I meant it. He's saved my life at least once, twice if you count him catching that Razorback spider. Dobby is a lot like me, Hermione. He's the odd man out. His own kind fear and
  dislike him. Making him a Potter gives him a sense of identity that transcends being just an Elf. He wants to be free, but he also wants to belong to something. It's a feeling I can identify
  with."



  His comments surprised and shocked her a little. "Do you really feel like you don't belong anywhere?"



  Harry tightened his arm around her shoulder for a moment, then he turned and watched the antics of his furry friends as they scampered around the piles of peanuts.



  "I used to, Hermione. Before Hogwarts, I thought I was completely alone. Then I discovered our world and thought I had finally found home. That changed for a while last summer, and then changed
  again as our relationship grew. I have my place, Hermione. I'm a Potter, and a Black and I have a wonderful woman that completes my life. Someday, when our jobs are done and we grow up enough,
  we'll raise a family and you'll teach the little ones to read and I'll teach them to prank and play Quidditch. We're different people, but we're like two halves of a whole. We balance each other
  out and rely on the strength of the other to help with our weaknesses."



  Inwardly, Hermione was shocked to find Harry so serious and yet so focused. She looked at him with a fond smile, then decided it was time to lighten the mood.



  "I know how you feel, Harry, but you have more weaknesses than I do. It's the flaw of being male," she said primly. She moved to smooth her skirt as if she hadn't said anything out of the
  ordinary, then squeaked in surprise when he tackled her and began to tickle her.





  Government House, Haven (June 5th)...



  Michael O'Dalley looked over another report and swore that if he had to look at another domestic violence report, he'd scream. His Constables had only been active for a few days and already there
  was a clear pattern of problems within the Haven community.



  Amelia and Harry were aware of the problem and were working diligently to fix it, but it basically boiled down to too many adults with too much free time on their hands. Everyday more and more
  people were being put to work as businesses started up, or moved into town, but there was still a sizable number of people who needed employment.



  O'Dalley shuffled through the report on his desk until he found the projection report provided to him by Bill Weasley. According to the report, nearly a third of the adults would have some sort of
  work available to them by the month's end. Others were fanning out from Haven, looking for work within the Irish communities. The Irish Ministry had bent over backwards to provide work permits for
  anyone looking to find work in Wizarding Ireland. They also offered a fast track to full citizenship for anyone looking to immigrate permanently from Britain.



  In the meantime, O'Dalley had to admit that the three or four cases his men had to deal with every night weren't all that bad. No pubs had opened yet in town, although that was supposed to change
  within a week, so liquor was still in short supply. And, of course, he had come up with a novel way of punishing anyone that got excessively out of hand.



  Every morning the Elves that took care of the garbage pickup found they had a disarmed wizard volunteer to help remove the refuse. Usually a single day of picking up garbage was enough to keep
  anyone from getting too rowdy on his watch.



  O'Dalley put Bill's report back on his pile and glanced out the window of his office. He'd had a long, intense conversation with his wife last night and the thought of that conversation was enough
  to distract him from work. He had brought up the idea of moving to Haven. There were plenty of cottages and homes available, and they were bigger than where he and his wife were living now. Haven
  was growing and he was frank enough to admit to himself that he enjoyed being part of it. His children would have Wizarding children to play with, and he could live like a wizard, rather than
  hiding among muggles, as he did now.



  He shook his head and jumped from his chair when a small wall map began to chime. A hand appeared, pointing to one area on the northern outskirts of the wards. Rushing to the door, he opened it and
  called to the group of five Constables.



  "We have intruders. Section North six, outer ward. Get everyone over there. I'll join you as soon as I alert the backup squad leader."





  Training and Ritual Room, Padfoot Manor...



  Harry dodged a flying knife and conjured another set of small shields, which he then sent spinning down the platform.



  "No, no, no! You must concentrate! Your opponent will see your shields and send his weapons over them! You must conjure them where you want them in the first place!" shouted Eocho, who
  demonstrated what he meant by pelting Harry with bursts of pebbles. The pebbles wouldn't injure him, but they would sting.



  Harry nodded as Eocho banished Harry's metal shields. "Now begin again!"



  At the far end of the platform, a series of knives appeared and flew towards him. Harry raised a hand and conjured a wall of solid ice. Deep thumping sounds were heard through the room as the
  knives sunk deep into the ice.



  "Good! Good! Now multiple...," Eocho trailed off as Harry's eyes flared with power. He held out a hand and his staff appeared within it.



  "There's been a breach in the wards," Harry snarled just before he vanished.



  Eocho floated alone for another moment, smiling. "The Maglios keeps his duties," he said to the empty room, then he, too, vanished from the room, leaving only a melting wall of ice pitted with
  knives.





  Haven outer ward, section North Six...



  Harry apparated into chaos. He quickly cast a shield just in time for several Reducto r hexes to splash harmlessly against it. He was confused for a moment.
  Several men were down and he wasn't sure who was fighting who.



  "MY LORD!" came a shout and suddenly Harry pitched to his knees as someone tackled him from behind. Harry rolled out from under the person and pulled himself up to his knees. Deciding to put an
  end to this as quickly as he could, he used a wide field version of the Stupefy hex that Eocho had taught him.



  " Stupefy prolixus agri!" he shouted.



  There was a flash of light from the crystal orb atop his staff, followed by the sound of several wizards apparating away. He blinked his eyes furiously from the flash of light and could see the
  slowly fading shield left behind by the wizards who had just apparated away.



  Standing, he looked around. Nearby was one dead Death Eater who had crossed the ward, and another man was down on his hands and knees, vomiting. Two of O'Dalley's Constables lay nearby, one
  stunned, the other badly wounded and bleeding heavily.



  Harry took two steps and knelt next to the injured Constable. He looked up as O'Dalley knelt across from him on the other side of the man and started to apply several healing charms.



  Harry reached over and unclipped the man's badge. "Portus," he murmured and the badge glowed blue for a moment. Then he laid the badge down on the man's chest.



  "Take him to hospital, Michael. I'll take care of our guest," Harry said.



  O'Dalley nodded gratefully and touched the badge on his injured comrade. A moment later, the two vanished.



  Harry turned and stood. "Enervate," he said, pointing at the stunned Constable. The man blinked his eyes for a moment, then rolled over and climbed to his knees.



  "Ambush! Everyone find cover!" he shouted.



  Several of the Constables standing next to their prisoner started to chuckle at their friend.



  "That's Charlie for ya!" shouted one Constable. "Slow on the uptake, but he always knows what's going on."



  Laughter broke out among the Constables again. Harry couldn't help but admire the resiliency the men, going from an attack to cracking jokes and teasing one another in just a matter of moments. One
  of the men then noticed Harry, who stood off to one side, smiling, and nudged his fellow Constable. The other man looked carefully, then swallowed nervously and braced to attention.



  "I'm sorry, m'lord. We didn't notice you there," began the Constable.



  Harry waved the man to silence. "It's alright, Constable, stand easy." He then surveying the scene. "It looks like we have one unmarked Death Eater wannabe who try to cross the wards," he
  said in satisfaction as he watched the man in question become more violently ill. "And one marked Death Eater also made the attempt, judging from the body parts strewn around."



  "Cor! He's a wannabe? I thought maybe someone hit him with a curse," exclaimed a Constable, pointing to the moaning man on the ground who was still trying to retch up his guts.



  "Oh, he was hit by a curse alright. The same ward that will kill a Death Eater, will turn anyone with a black aura very sick. Right now our jolly fellow here is wishing he could die ,as every
  bone in his body feels like it's breaking as his stomach ties itself into knots," Harry said with a tight smile.



  The other Constables looked wide eyed at Harry for a moment, then sternly down to their prisoner. The others exchanged a look. "Begging your pardon, m'lord, but what is the procedure with
  something like this? I know this was mentioned, but no one ever described the procedure."



  Harry thought for a moment. "Well, when I put the ward around Britain in place, I made an agreement with the Irish Ministry about this. The prisoner would be questioned before being given an
  antidote. That questioning should be done with at least one Irish Auror present. I suppose the smart thing to do would be to disarm him, strip him of any equipment he might have and move him to one
  of the holding cells at the Operations Center until we can get an Auror and the antidote there..." Harry trailed off and stared into the nearby tree line, suddenly tense. Someone nearby had cast
  a spell!



  Harry raised his staff high above his head. "Patefacio meus os," he muttered and the staff glowed as the nearby trees turned transparent. There was a popping sound and he had a brief image of
  an old man apparating away. Swearing, he turned to the Constables.



  "Get the prisoner to the holding cells and alert the Irish. Tell Michael I want an update on his man's condition, as well as a report on the interrogation of the prisoner," Harry said angrily,
  his eyes flashing dangerously.



  As one, the men nodded, and many saluted for good measure.



  With one last look towards the trees, Harry vanished from sight.



  "COR! Did ya hear that? He didna make any sound!" exclaimed an awestruck Constable. The others nodded and shivered just a little before turning back to clean up the scene and move the prisoner.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry appeared in the main foyer of the manor. His magic was flaring to match his anger. He was certain he had spotted Dumbledore, and so close to a Death Eater attack! Had the old man finally
  crossed the line that should not be crossed? He didn't know, but he did know one of his people had been hurt and he had arrived too late to be of any help.



  The manor rumbled as his anger warred with his common sense and Harry knew he needed to get himself under control. He turned and walked purposefully towards the training/ritual room that they used
  for training sessions with Eocho. As he did, his magic distorted the very fabric of the manor. He could only hope that the room was empty.



  Approaching the room, the door bulged inwards alarmingly before snapping off the hinges. Entering the room, he barely took note of the fact that Eocho was in session with Hermione and Luna, except
  to shield all three of them. Then he conjured a series of stone obelisks and directed his anger and frustration at them. He smiled grimly as they exploded soundlessly, one after the other.



  Eocho drifted through Harry's shield and hovered behind him, waiting for him to pause. When Harry ran out of obelisks to destroy, he spoke.



  "A most impressive display, Maglios, but do you not think you might channel your anger better?"



  Harry paused and turned to look at Eocho. He seemed startled to see his mentor, though he had unconsciously shielded him when he'd entered the room.



  "Anger is a powerful feeling," Eocho said softly. "Properly applied, you have power to move mountains, Maglios. But this uncontrolled, unbridled display is most unseemly. Especially when you
  interrupt my lessons."



  Harry glanced over at Luna and Hermione, both of who smiled encouragingly at him and he felt suddenly embarrassed. "I apologize, Honored Teacher. I was angry and not thinking properly," he
  said, looking down at his feet.



  Eocho stared at him hard for a long moment. "Yes, there is great anger in you, Maglios. And even greater power. The two make for a difficult mix. Go to the corner and center yourself, while I
  finish my lessons. Then we shall speak of how to use your anger properly."



  Harry bowed slightly to his mentor and walked over to the corner, dropping the shield he had held on the two girls. Once in place, he stripped out of his shirt and shoes, then began to work on his
  Ti Chi sets.



  Eocho drifted back to two girls, smiling at them both.



  "Honored Teacher, is he alright?" asked a worried Hermione.



  "Yes, my child, he will be fine. Your chosen has a great temper, which he must learn to control. I thought I could wait to teach him, but it seems I must start today. He saw something I know not,
  but it disturbed him greatly and caused his magic to slip from his control, something that should never be allowed to happen."



  "Harry will be fine, Hermione. He has you and the rest of us to help him," murmured Luna. "He's just upset today because of what he saw."



  Hermione turned to look at her strange friend intently. Luna often had flashes of insight that others didn't. "Do you know what he saw, Luna?" asked Hermione hopefully.



  The blond shook her head. "No, I don't. But I do know it shook him."



  Eocho stepped forward. "Enough. I will help the Maglios when we are done here. Now, let us talk about how proper placement of the runic stones will allow you to cast a spell over a very large
  area..."





  Hogwarts Castle...



  Severus Snape gave the potion one final stir and then sat back on a stool. The two Cauldrons of Chaos had been delivered several days ago and, as expected, he had been able to successfully create
  the final potion required. He had sent word to Voldemort two days ago that he'd be ready today. Now it was just a matter of waiting.



  Snape moved away from the small cauldron and returned to the manuscript that most clearly defined the ritual. Some parts of the description were missing, so he used other books to help fill in the
  blanks. He had removed several of the nearby work benches in order to create the necessary space for the ritual, and had spent the last three hours balancing his time between covering the floor
  with runes and tending to the final potion. It hadn't been easy. The steel cable which tethered him to the ceiling had to be lengthened by several feet so he could kneel down on the floor to draw
  the runes, and that required Voldemort's permission.



  The door to the dungeon banged open and Snape looked up, his expression paling. After all this trouble, he still wasn't sure that he wouldn't be the first victim of this ritual in over two thousand
  years. He didn't think so because it would leave him unable to make any more of the potion. But Voldemort wasn't known for making rational decisions.



  The two guards stepped into the room. Both pulled their wands out and motioned Snape to move to the back of the room. Severus raised both hands and walked backwards until he bumped into a wall. He
  stayed there for a moment, shivering, and a line of sweat appeared on his brow. Voldemort then swept into the room and eyed him dangerously.



  "So spy... I have been informed that you have completed the potion successfully?" he said in a condescending tone.



  Snape nodded frantically.



  Voldemort glanced at one of the guards behind him and the man hastily conjured a chair for the Dark Lord to sit on.



  "So... Explain the process to me," Voldemort commanded.



  "M-M-My lord... the process is quite simple. With the three potions, you can absorb the power of another wizard or even that of a muggle." he said, then slowly slid into lecture mode.



  "Many people think Muggles and Squibs have no power, but that isn't accurate. They have power, just not enough to activate a wand. You could siphon the power of twenty muggles to get the same
  power as from one weak witch. But it works best with witches and wizards.



  "There are three potions required. The potions in the blue and green flasks are for the victim, the white flask contains the potion of absorption, which you would drink."



  Snape halted when Voldemort held up a hand.



  "You will demonstrate this process," Voldemort said, then he snapped his fingers.



  Two Death Eaters appeared in the doorway with a weakly struggling woman. She was filthy, heavily bruised and her clothing was torn. She was bleeding from somewhere under her skirt and moaning
  pitifully. Snape quickly schooled his face into a blank mask as he recognized the former Ravenclaw and Head Girl, Penelope Clearwater. Behind her walked Walden McNair.



  "Severus, so this is where you have been hiding," McNair said with a sneer. "This slave was scheduled for disposal since no one wanted to use her anymore." he said, then he kicked Penelope.



  She fell out of the grip of the two Death Eaters and lay on the floor moaning. Snape gestured to the two Death Eaters, who reluctantly reached down and pulled Penelope to her feet.



  "Take her over and position her in the center of the pentagram," Snape said in an emotionless voice. He walked over and picked up the blue flask and a small ceremonial knife. Immediately, the
  two Death Eaters by the door had him under wand point. Voldemort raised one hand stopping them and Snape turned away from them, walking to where Penelope stood.



  He looked at the two Death Eaters holding her. Placing the knife on a nearby work bench, he reached out and grabbed Penelope by the nose. She gulped a mouthful of air and struggled harder as the
  two Death Eaters tilted her backwards. Snape leaned forward and as she opened her mouth once more to take a breath, he poured the contents of the blue flask into her mouth. Then he dropped the
  flask and forced her mouth closed, while still holding her nose. She struggled weakly for a second, then she swallowed the potion.



  Once she had swallowed, Snape stepped back and told the two Death Eaters to release her. Penelope swayed dangerously, as if she was going to fall, then she straightened up and stared at Snape with
  hate filled eyes.



  "Traitor! Potter was right about you..." she snarled. Then she tried to spit at him, but it was too much of an effort for her. Slowly her eyes glazed over and she ceased all motion.



  "She is now ready to begin the ritual. The first potion accomplishes two simple things. It gives her the innate knowledge she needs to complete the ritual, and the overwhelming desire to do so.
  Since the ritual won't begin until the recipient steps into the receiving circle, she'll stand like that until she dies of dehydration or starvation.



  "McNair, drink the contents of the white flask, pick up the green flask and the knife, give both to the girl and then step into the receiving circle. The green flask contains a concentrating
  potion. It will concentrate her magic, then she'll release it. The potion in the white flask protects you at the same time as allowing your core to absorb and enlarge enough to accept what she
  gives you."



  McNair quickly picked up the white flask and downed the potion, then he grabbed the green flask and knife, handed them to the girl and stepped into the circle just outside of the pentagram.



  Penelope blinked at McNair for a moment, then she uncorked the flask. She placed the open flask at her feet and then sliced her wrist deeply. The blood dripped at a steady rate down her palm and
  she moved her arm so that some of the blood fell into the open flask.



  The blood continued to drip into the flask until there came a hissing sound and smoke poured from the flask. Dropping the knife, she bent down and picked up the flask and drank the potion.



  Penelope shuddered a few times and a look of sheer terror appeared on her face. It was possible to see she was fighting for control over the first potion and losing. Raising both arms over her
  head, she looked upwards as if in prayer.



  "Ego tribuo vos meus vox," she shouted. Then she looked back down at Snape, sheer horror written on her expression. A bright pulse of light flowed down her body and into the pentagram and her
  scream caused many in the room to flinch back in sheer shock as her horror of what was happening to her was transmitted in that agonizing sound.



  The pulse of light hit the pentagram and flowed into the receiving circle, enveloping McNair. McNair arched his back and screamed in reply as the power flowed into him, forcing his magical core to
  expand.



  Pulse after pulse of light left Penelope. Faster and faster the pulses came, until they merged into a steady stream. After McNair's initial scream, he had settled down and seemed to be smiling,
  even standing a little taller, if that was possible.



  Penelope, on the other hand, continued to scream, but her cries grew steadily weaker until there was one final bright burst of light as her core collapsed. She gave a strangled cry and collapsed in
  the center of the pentagram.



  McNair stood breathing heavily and flexing his fists. He smiled thinly at the unmoving form on the ground. McNair turned and nodded gratefully to Voldemort and knelt. "Thank you for this boon, my
  Lord. I will use it in your name and your name alone," he said, then bowed until his forehead touched the floor.



  "Yes, Walden, I know you will," Voldemort said sibilantly. "After all, you know the price of failure, do you not?"



  McNair cringed on the floor and nodded vigorously.



  Voldemort turned his attention back to Snape. "Well spy, what are the side effects?" he asked in a dangerous tone.



  "My Lord?"



  Voldemort smiled thinly. "Come now, Severus. Even I know a dark ritual like this is not without side effects and caveats."



  Snape winced and nodded lamely. "You can only partake in the ritual once in a fourteen day period, my Lord, and the texts clearly say this ritual should not be repeated more than twenty times.
  They don't say what will happen, but it can't be good if they are warning against it."



  "And the victim?"



  "She is dead, my Lord. The ritual drains everything from her, including her life force. Only a small part of her magic goes into powering the ritual and some is lost in the transfer, but the bulk
  goes to the one in the receiving circle," Snape replied.



  "Excellent. Prepare enough potion for myself and some others I will select. I will use the ritual to increase my power and the power of some of my personal guard," Voldemort said, then he stood
  and turned for the door. He paused in the doorway and turned back to Snape. "Severus, you may yet prove your usefulness to me. I am pleased. I think I'll have one of the slaves sent down here for
  your enjoyment. Use her, and teach her to clean your cauldrons. We can't have a Potions Master of your caliber wasting his time on trivial matters."



  Snape bowed low to Voldemort, ever mindful of his precarious position. "Your generosity is overwhelming, my Lord."



  "Yes, it is," Voldemort said, smiling thinly. With one final look at the corpse, he turned and left the room with McNair scurrying behind him.



  The two Death Eaters picked up Penelope's body and followed McNair from the chamber and the door to his dungeon slammed shut. Snape leaned heavily against a table and wiped the perspiration from
  his forehead. Well, at least I won't be alone in here all day anymore , he thought bitterly.





  Parliament Building, London...



  Lucius Malfoy sat and stared sourly at the pile of parchment and paperwork sitting on his desk. It had sounded like running a country would be a wonderful thing, but no one had told him about all
  the work it entailed.



  The door to his office opened and his aide, an oily wizard by the name of Hammersmith, stepped into the office.



  "You wanted to see me, sir?" asked the younger wizard.



  "Yes. I want a progress report on young Dudley," Lucius said with a deceptive smile.



  Hammersmith nodded. "Yes, sir. Young Dudley was rather intransigent at first, but as you suggested, a carrot and stick approach worked well enough. Judicious use of the Cruciatus curse when he
  was uncooperative and rewarding him when he was cooperative made him see reason. Since then, he's been rather well behaved."



  "And what is he learning?"



  "Right now, Sir, it's mostly basic physical training. He wasn't in very good shape. We turned him over to one of the muggle military trainers, who thinks he's being trained for a secret
  assassination mission overseas. Apparently, one of the muggle government organizations used to carry out secret assassinations, so the story turned out to be quite believable.



  "Anyway, he's undergoing intense physical training and also learning the use of some of the muggle firearms. When he's done especially well, the muggle trainer will allow him some time with one
  of the girls we keep around to entertain the troops. We've also discovered that Dudley has some unique tastes in his women and prefers to be rather rough with them."



  Lucius nodded and waved the man to silence for a moment. Dudley's sexual preferences wasn't anything he was interested in.



  "When do we think he'll be ready to use?"



  "We still need another few weeks, Sir. We take him at least once per week to see his parent's bodies, as you ordered. And we've done everything we can to reinforce the idea that Harry Potter is
  the reason why his parents are dead. His rage against Potter is becoming quite intense."



  "Excellent. Most Excellent. Stay on top of this project, Hammersmith. I want him ready as soon as possible. Try offering him more incentives, even if it means catering to his unusual tastes,"
  Lucius said thoughtfully.



  "I'll do that, Sir. Will there be anything else?" Hammersmith asked.



  "No... Yes. Send that idiot, Akers, to me. He's been sending me reports about troop movements all week and it's giving me a headache," Lucius replied wearily.



  "Yes, Sir," Hammersmith said, then exited the room.





  Ballincollig, County Cork, Ireland (Evening, June 5th)
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 8 - Score one for the good guys

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  "Are you sure this is how you want to do this?" Alyx asked while she eyed her husband curiously.



  "Trust me," proclaimed Bob. "It's the latest rage to do disclaimers while wearing nothing but a thong."



  Alyx thought about it for a moment, then nodded. "Alright, but you do realize that all the Alan Rickman fan gurls out there are going to go ape when they see Snape in a thong."



  Bob stopped and stared at her in confusion. "I meant for you to wear the thong, not him," he muttered darkly.



  The curtain opened and standing in the middle of the stage was an mortally embarrassed Severus Snape wearing nothing more than a thong. It was a loverly shade of green with a hint of racing
  stripes.



  The audience gasped, and the sound of projectile vomiting could be heard from where Harry and his friends sat.



  Hermione stood, her arms outstretched. "I'm blind!" she screamed.



  Ginny fainted and Luna turned to Draco with a look of shock on her face. "He's paler than you are!" she murmured. Draco, who was busy hurling over two rows of seats was too busy to answer her.



  "The authors of this confusing tale have informed me that they have no wish to be confused with JK Rowling. They do not own the rights to the Potter Universe, or all rights therein. And
  furthermore I feel I must protest being forced to wear this obscene garment." Snape said, trying to summon up his dignity.



  Bob leaned over and pushed Alyx's mouth closed, then wiped her chin free of drool. "He's not Alan Rickman," Bob said conversationally. "Besides, thats an exploding thong."



  Alyx turned to glare at Bob. "I hate you, you do know that don't you?"



  "Yes dear," Bob replied smugly.



  The curtain closed, then it billowed out from the explosion.



  Alyx eyed the stage carefully. "Oh dear, we'll have to replace those curtains now."



  Bob nodded and contemplated his next disclaimer. Torturing Snape was to much fun!





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 8





  Padfoot Manor...



  Eocho drifted through the manor as he did every evening. He was very circumspect in avoiding the bedrooms, but it wasn't uncommon for him to come through a wall into one of the many sitting rooms
  or studies and join in a conversation with the people he found there.



  It was late and he had just finished an extended session with Hermione and Luna concerning rune stones and what they could do. Hermione had explained to Eocho what Harry thought in regard to
  Dementors and her own research into them. He agreed it did sound like an ancient curse and the magic certainly had the capability of forcing such a transformation. For the past few days he had
  helped Hermione with her research in trying to understand the curse in the hopes of finding a way to lift it.



  He paused before drifting through another wall and shook his head. If he had been corporeal, he was certain he would now be suffering a headache. Luna had joined Hermione in her research but, where
  Hermione was looking for a counter curse, Luna was convinced an answer already existed and she just had to find it.



  " It all comes down to balance, revered Teacher. Nature will not allow one form of creature without an countervailing form to balance it," Luna said
  dreamily.



  " But, Luna, there are plenty of creatures we are aware of that do not have counterparts. Vampires, for instance or werewolves," protested Hermione.



  " Hermione, you know werewolves are a result of a disease and not a true species. The same can be said for Vampires. Look at how they spread their species, by
  infecting others. No, if you want to examine balance, you need to see the true species. Manticores and Nundus are balanced by dragons. The Griffin and the Sphinx, Acromantulas and Basilisks,
  Nifflers and Side Whomping Uninooks, the Great Land Whale and Purple Plummaged Acroroc" Luna said seriously.



  Eocho paused and turned to stare at Luna, Hermione blinked in surprise. Luna didn't miss a beat, she simply stood and faced the two.



  " No, we must consider how to find a way to restore the balance." Luna said as she paced back and forth.



  " My child," Eocho said gently,"the Dementors are the result of a curse and not created by nature. Does nature even consider them a species of
  hers?"



  Luna waved a hand, dismissing his concern. "Nature had to approve the change in the first place or the curse would have turned the caster into a five legged
  Grabow. Mind you, no one has ever seen a five legged Grabow before. Most people see the more common seven legged Grabow, but only just before it hurls itself from the tree to rip out their throat.
  No, nature had to agree to such a change and they are a species at this point. Their population grows, although no one has ever studied their reproductive cycle. Hmmm. I wonder if I can obtain a
  Mastery in magical creatures if I were to study it?"



  Hermione shot Eocho a pained look, and his brow wrinkled in confusion.



  " Well then, Luna, what do you suggest we do?" asked Hermione, who was still trying to figure out where the conversation was going.



  " About studying their reproductive cycle? Oh, I suppose it would be fascinating, Hermione, but since your dead set on killing them all off, don't you think that
  would be a waste of time?" the blond asked, staring over Hermione's right shoulder at a very interesting spot on the wall. She was certain the spot had moved, as it used to be over Hermione's
  left shoulder.



  Hermione resisted the urge to grab her hair and pull it out by the fistful. "No, about the Dementors and your idea about balance," she said through gritted
  teeth. Then she turned to glare at Eocho... or tried to. Their revered teacher currently had his head stuck through the wall and the noise coming from the next room sounded suspiciously like
  laughter.



  Luna looked startled, then suddenly focused on Hermione. Her eyes narrowed as she stared at the older witch for a moment before her eyes misted with unshed
  tears.



  Hermione reeled under the onslaught of Luna's emotions, mostly joy and happiness. She started to push herself away from Luna, but the blond's focus changed,
  releasing her from the emotional storm.



  Eocho pulled his head from the wall and turned to watch his students.



  " We've truly come a long way if you're willing to ask my advice on something, Hermione," Luna said softly. "I never thought I'd see the day when you'd ask
  me for advice."



  Hermione smiled tremulously at Luna. "I know we've had our differences, Luna. I don't always understand you and I'm not sure I ever will. But those of us who
  know you also know how intelligent you are. I know you can help with this."



  Luna sat down across from Hermione. "Since I brought this up, I'll ask. I'm still not entirely sure it's a valid path."



  Luna closed her eyes and took a few breaths. A fine soft green glow surrounded her and it seemed to contain hundreds of twinkling lights.



  Hermione looked at her, unsure of what was happening, then blinked in surprise when she heard a small pop beside her. A strange, eight legged cat with a prehensile
  tail looked at her for a moment, then vanished with another pop. All around the room bizarre creature after bizarre creature appeared with a pop, then vanished a moment later. Perhaps the weirdest
  creature was the short naked man with a horn protruding from his forehead. He looked angrily at Hermione and shook his fist at her, then grabbed himself and gave her a rude hand gesture before he
  vanished.



  When Luna finally shook herself and opened her eyes, the glow faded. She looked around the room for a moment, then smiled sadly.



  " What was that?" asked an amazed Eocho.



  Luna stood and brushed a speck of imaginary dirt from her skirt. "Oh, I had to ask Nature if I was on the right track."



  " You --- You communed with nature?" asked Eocho incredulously.



  Luna smiled dreamily. "Of course I did. Communing is nice and all, and it's wonderful to commune with Draco when we're making love, but it's not all that useful
  elsewhere. I mean, I tried communing with a tree once, but that didn't work very well, as we don't speak the same language at all. But communing while making love works very well."



  Hermione peered at Luna inquisitively.



  Luna, spotting her expression, snickered. "Try it, Hermione. It's fascinating."



  Eocho shook his head, sat down on nothing, and stared at the girl.



  " I must go now. There is a book growing in the Haven school library that I need to check. It may hold a clue to our problem. And Draco needs me tonight," Luna
  said, as she walked from the room.



  There was a moment of silence after Luna left.



  " Did we accomplish anything with this meeting?" Hermione muttered.



  " Yes child, we did -- I think. Luna picked a path to research 
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 10 - Angels and Weddings

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  The curtains pull back and spotlight lights up center stage. There is a moment of silence and then you can clearly hear the sound of approaching footsteps. Slowly the figure of Alan Rickman enters
  the pool of light and he bows, then smiles at the audience.



  "WOOO WOOO! GET NAKED!!!" shouted a voice from the audience.



  Harry turned to Hermione. "Do you really want to see that slimy git naked?" he asked in a hurt tone.



  Hermione blinked and realized she might have gone too far. "I just want to a few photos for my scrapbook!"



  Harry turned and grabbed at his program reading it angrily.



  Rickman frowned. "I will not get naked, not for you Miss Granger, or for anyone else. I am a serious artist!"



  "Yeah yeah, artist my arse," muttered Harry. Hermione elbowed Harry in the eye.



  "Show us your butt!" she yelled.



  "Do you mind? I am here at the gracious invitation of the authors who would like me to tell you that they make no claim whatsoever to the Potter universe. All that stuff belongs to JK Rowling.
  And on a more personal note, I too hate Snape and am quite thankful that no one in their right mind would possibly confuse me for a character I play in some silly movie."



  "Yeah yeah enough talk! Get Naked already!" Hermione shouted, then she swished her wand an a loud disco beat began to play. A mirror ball lowered from the ceiling and Rickman suddenly found
  himself on Roller skates wearing only a pink pair of speedos.



  Rickman looked up in outrage while Hermione tried to climb over the rows of seats to get to the stage. She nearly made it to the stage when Draco and Luna pushed him off the stage. Hermione
  scampered onto the stage and looked around uncertainly. A noise from one of the balcony booths drew her attention.



  "No you can't do this! I'm under contract. Wait, I'll tell them I won't do the movies anymore! Noooo!"



  Suddenly Rickman, aka Snape, plunged through one of the curtains and plummeted a hundred feet to his death. Draco and Luna look at each other, smiled, then winked at Harry.



  "Death to Roller Disco!" shouted Luna from the balcony.



  "Funny, I thought Disco was making a come back," murmured Bob.



  "Over my dead body," snarled Alyx.



  "Nooooooo!!!!" wailed Hermione.



  Alyx turned to Bob and glared at him. "Back to the Snape/Rickman thing again are we?"



  Bob shrugged. "Sometimes the old material is the best material. Besides, if he's dead, they'll have to write Snape out of the movies."



  "You are evil and must be destroyed!" Alyx proclaimed holding a pitchfork.



  "Yes dear I know," replied the unflappable Bob.





  Sunrise over Britain

  Chapter 10






  Haven Town Square (July 18th)...



  Hermione watched in horror as Harry and Dumbledore dueled. Had the circumstances been different, she would have laughed at the comical sight of the completely bald ex-headmaster. He looked as
  though he had been the hapless victim of a Weasley prank.



  The reality, however, was far more sinister.



  She tried several times to get a shot in, but her father had held her too far back from the fight. Ginny had moved closer, but Bill intercepted her as well. She cried out when Harry landed a
  weakened flame curse on Dumbledore and he apparated away with his robes aflame. Barely a second later, Harry was thrown a good twenty feet from the front of the Enchanted Goat when the orb
  Dumbledore had hurled at him exploded at his feet.



  Harry landed with a sickening thud and slid a few feet. Hermione couldn't help but moan in pain seeing him lying so still on the ground. She fought against her father's hold, but Dan was too
  shocked to do anything but hold her tighter.



  The fight was over and it took several seconds for that fact to sink into the minds of the stunned onlookers. It had been a public battle with literally hundreds of witnesses, all of whom were
  still recovering from the nights Dementor attack.



  A collective sigh went through the crowd and Hermione finally broke free from Dan's grasp.



  "Harry!" she shouted and ran to his side.



  He lay on the gravel road, bleeding from several wounds. Hermione dropped to her knees next to him and reached out, then pulled her hand back. She wasn't sure where she could touch him. He coughed
  once and opened his eyes.



  "Hermione?" he whispered.



  "Shhhh. Rest, Harry," Hermione said through her tears.



  Another man squatted down on next to Harry and started to cast diagnostic spells. The man did a doubletake when he recognized Harry.



  "Well, Harry, we meet again. No, don't move yet. I'll get you fixed up," Sam said.



  "Hi, Sam," Harry replied weakly and he tried to smile.



  Sam looked at Hermione. "Say, Harry, who's the pretty girl? Friend of yours?"



  "Sam, meet Hermione, my fiancÃ©e," he mumbled.



  Hermione nodded to the healer. Then looked surprised when he reached over and grabbed her hands, placing them on Harry's shoulders.



  "Pleased to meet you, now hold him flat for a moment," Sam said with a small smile. "Harry look into your pretty lady's eyes. This is going to hurt."



  He nodded and stared up at Hermione. Sam rotated Harry's arm, then gave a strong pull on it. Harry moaned and he arched his back against Hermione's hands as his shoulder popped back into the
  socket.



  Sam ran a few more diagnostics and frowned as he leaned down and pushed up Harry's pants leg.



  "That's an old injury," Hermione murmured.



  "I'll say," Sam replied, then looked down at Harry. "Alright, you've scrapped a nice bit of skin off your back with that slide, and you had a dislocated shoulder. Asides from that, you're
  exhausted. Have your regular healer check you over and get some sleep. Oh, and no magic for at least 24 hours after you wake up."



  Harry nodded tiredly at the healer, then looked up at Hermione, who was still kneeling by his head with her hands on his shoulders. She looked down at him and her expression hardened.



  "Just what did you think you were going to do, Harry James Potter? You were exhausted and you went to fight Dumbledore? Are you insane? You could have waited a day so we could plan and capture
  him. But no, you have to be the Bloody Boy-With-No-Brains and run off to a fight which nearly got you killed! We're getting married in two weeks and you're picking fights!"



  "He started it," Harry mumbled.



  That, of course, was the wrong thing to say, as it only wound her up more. She applied guilt like a pro, delivered a passionate appeal to him about what he put her through, and threatened him with
  bodily harm if he ever scared her like that again. When she took a deep breath to continue her rant, Dan stopped her by placing a hand on her shoulder and squeezing gently.



  "Hermione, look," Emma said.



  Hermione looked down, only to find him fast asleep.



  "Lets get him up to the manor," Dan suggested.



  Hermione conjured a stretcher and levitated Harry onto it. She was about to levitate the stretcher when the healer held up his hand.



  "He's Harry Potter?" Sam asked in an incredulous tone.



  Hermione nodded tiredly, then lifted the stretcher for the walk back to the manor.



  Sam watched Hermione and her parents head off to the manor after thanking him for his help. Then he shook his head and turned to see if there was anyone else in need of help.



  "Well I'll be dipped in shit," he muttered to himself with a grin, then turned to the business of handing out chocolate.





  Cairngorn Mountains, Scotland...



  The cottage was very isolated and, while old, it appeared to be well maintained.



  As such, no one saw the flaming person who appeared on the porch of the small cottage. There was a whooshing sound when the flames were extinguished and then, swaying, the person ripped the still
  smoldering clothing from his body.



  Naked, Dumbledore stumbled a few feet, gasping in pain, before collapsing to his knees. He swayed from the pain of the burns and then pitched forward, face down.



  Silence descended once again on the remote mountain cottage and for a moment, nothing disturbed it. Then the door to the cottage opened and a pair of elvish arms reached out, pulled Dumbledore
  inside and slammed the door behind him.





  Padfoot Manor (July 19th)...



  Hermione watched Harry wake from his deep sleep. Danni had been in and out several times during the night while Hermione dozed fitfully on divan. According to Danni, his magical core was quickly
  returning to normal levels. The greatest damage had been to his shoulder and that was healing nicely, even if it would be sore for the next day.



  She shook her head, trying to wake up. Magical Medicine was in some ways more advanced than Muggle Medicine and in others more primitive. Danni knew that Harry's arm and shoulder would be sore
  today, but it hadn't occurred to her to have him put his arm into a sling for the day. For all the power those in the magical world had, it still amazed her that they missed the simple things.



  A sound from the bed caused her to cease day dreaming as she stood up and moved quickly towards the bed.



  "Ow," moaned Harry as he tried to stretch. He sat up unsteadily and swung his legs off the bed. He made a move to wipe at his face with his hand and winced in pain.



  "I really blew it last night didn't I?" he asked, hanging his head.



  "Yes, you did."



  "I let my anger lead instead of my head," he said ruefully, then he shook his head.



  Hermione refrained from saying anything. Now that she'd had time to calm down, she knew his own sense of right and wrong would be bad enough without her adding to it. The last thing he need was her
  to start ranting at him again.



  Harry straightened and winced again. "What's wrong with my shoulder and arm?"



  "You dislocated your shoulder last night. It's going to be sore today. Danni left you a potion to drink. It will speed the healing enough that, by tomorrow, it should be fine. Also, she agrees
  with that American Healer. No magic for you today. Luna's little stunt left you almost totally drained. Your little fight with Dumbledore certainly didn't help, either," Hermione said, trying to
  keep the biting edge out of her voice.



  "Are you still mad at her?"



  Hermione moved to stand in front of him, her hands on her hips. "Harry, she nearly drained you dry last night. And we both know if it weren't for that, you wouldn't have gotten hurt by
  Dumbledore," she replied angrily.



  Harry sighed, looked out the window and his eyes become unfocused as he remembered the details of the night before. "The pain was incredible, but at the same time, I could feel her pleading for
  help. I think she had to feel the same level of pain I was feeling during the power sharing. She didn't mean to hurt me," he said softly.



  Hermione sat next to him on the bed and leaned against his good shoulder. "I know," she replied with a heavy sigh. "But she hurt you so bad and I was afraid for you," she finished in a
  whisper.



  "Well, I'm better now," he said with a grin. "And now we have something to combat the Dementors, just like you wanted."



  Hermione sat up straight and frowned, crossing her arms across her chest. "Yes, Luna's Angels."



  "So that's what she's going to call them? Not Free Floating Grumpmucks, or Albino Snorkacks?"



  "Oh no, she's staying with Angels. And, honestly, I'm not too sure she's wrong about the name," Hermione said with her first real smile of the morning.



  Harry turned to look at her and arched an eyebrow in a questioning glance. "Oh?"



  "Well, she was right about what they do. Apparently they feed off Dementors. When no Dementors are available, they seem to like being around happy people. It's almost as if they feed off the
  happiness. We're not sure exactly how many Angels were born last night, but we guess it was close to fifty. Of those, most have already left Haven, but three pair have stayed. One pair is hanging
  around the school, another is in town near the primary school, and the final pair has taken up residence near the Johansens home."



  Harry groaned and put his head in his hand. "The Johansens! How could I have forgotten about them? Are..."



  "Relax, Harry, they're fine. They were a bit shook up, but I think the Angels nearby are helping the children even more than the chocolate did."



  "But what about..."



  "Harry, enough," Hermione said with no small measure of annoyance in her voice. "Right now you need to get up, take a long soak in the tub to help heal that shoulder, then have some
  breakfast. After that, I've arranged for several people to meet with you to fill you in on the details."



  Harry looked at her in surprise, then grinned. "Are you handling me, Mrs. Potter-to-be?"



  Hermione smoothed her skirt and looked at him primly. "If I don't, no one else will, Mr. Potter," she replied with an impish grin.



  One hour and a hot bath later, Harry walked back into his bedroom, half dressed. Hermione looked up from the breakfast table.



  "Keep your robe on and don't put on a shirt just yet. Danni wants to have one final look before you get dressed," she called.



  Harry nodded and sat down at the table with her. She smiled and offered him a pastry.



  "So, who's coming to the meeting this morning?" he asked, trying to sound casual. If there was one thing he had learned about Hermione it was that if she didn't want to talk about something,
  you might as well speak to the walls.



  Hermione eyed him suspiciously for a moment, then shrugged. "I've asked Amelia, Remus and Michael O'Dalley. Ginny asked to bring Charlie around later, but I told her I would get back to her after
  talking to you about it."



  Harry frowned and was about to reply when the door to the bedroom opened. Danni walked in, her eyes examining him before she ever reached him. Emma followed, closing the door behind her.



  "Ah, you're awake. Good. That saves me the trouble of waking you. Have you had a soak this morning?" Danni asked, walking over to stand next to the table.



  Harry nodded and eyed the healer warily.



  She shook her head at him, though her eyes danced. "You know, if you didn't get yourself hurt like this, I wouldn't have to poke and prod you, Harry," she said, openly grinning.



  Harry scowled at her, but she ignored him, concentrating instead on pulling his robe off his shoulder. She ran a quick diagnostic charm, which caused his shoulder to glow a soft blue tinged with
  green. She bent over to examine the glow more closely, then stood up, smiling.



  "Excellent, you're healing well and should be fine by tomorrow morning. Until then, don't aggravate your arm by moving it too much. As for your core, it's nearly recharged. I'd lay off any big
  magics for today, if I were you," Danni said warningly.



  Harry nodded and peeled out of his robe with the healer's help. Then she helped him put on a T-Shirt that read, "I refuse to star in Voldemort's psychodrama!"





  Weasley Residence, Haven...



  Charlie Weasley sat at one corner of the table and kept mostly to himself. Last night's revelation about Dumbledore had him stunned still. The attack that followed almost immediately afterward and
  Harry's duel with Dumbledore seemed a blur. It hadn't been until the early hours that he had finally managed to get to sleep. He had followed his father and helped where he could last night.



  When he had gotten up this morning, Ginny had stopped by to inform him that he would be seeing Harry up at the manor house later today. He had to admit now that Ginny frightened him. She was a
  truly formidable witch and totally unbendable when it came to certain issues.



  Arthur looked worriedly between the two of them and offered to come with Charlie for his meeting with Harry. It was an offer Charlie gratefully accepted.



  "Worried about meeting with, Harry?" asked Arthur in a sympathetic tone.



  "A little," Charlie mumbled in reply.



  "It's never easy to admit you've made a mistake, Charlie, especially to Harry. I remember when I came clean with him back around the holidays," Arthur said, expression softening. "He was
  willing to give me another chance, despite what we've done to him as a family."



  "How could Ron have done those things, Dad? I mean, we all knew he liked Hermione, but... Bloody bollocks, what a pounce I've turned into," Charlie said.



  Arthur laid a comforting hand on his shoulder. "Perhaps, but knowing you've made a mistake is the first step to fixing it. As to Ron... well, he changed," he said pensively, running a hand
  through his thinning hair. "He became someone else, someone we didn't know. I will always mourn the Ron I like to remember, the small boy in love with chess and Quidditch."



  Charlie nodded thoughtfully and stared for a moment at his bowl of cereal before speaking again. "I don't know if I've ever felt more ashamed, Dad," he said in a voice barely above a whisper.
  "I put everyone in danger by bringing Dumbledore into Haven, and now my own sister hates me."



  "I don't hate you, Charlie," Ginny said in a flat voice. "I think you're pig-headed, stubborn and a bloody ass for refusing to believe us. I hate that we had to force you into a Pensieve to
  see the real memories. And for forcing us to relive those painful memories. You broke trust with your family and that's going to take a long time to regain. But you're my brother and I don't hate
  you."



  Charlie's head lifted up and he looked at his little sister. For the first time since he arrived in Haven, he could see the twinkle in her eyes and a slight smile tugging at her lips. Charlie
  smiled back at his sister and a little weight lifted from his heart.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry sat at his desk in his study. He had finally managed to get Hermione to stop hovering over him and sit down. Emma had put his arm into a sling. It made it easier for him to move around, but
  harder to do some things. Danni, after taking a close look at the sling, approved of it, and told him to live with it for today, no matter how annoying it may become.



  Now he sat reading a list of the casualties from last nights attack. It looked bad initially, but even he had to admit that they had been incredibly lucky. They'd had one death from a killing
  curse, and one adult kissed by a Dementor. There were dozens of minor injuries caused by people running in panic. He frowned when he saw that a number of small children had been injured in the
  panic when a few Dementors had come close to one of the residential streets.



  After several minutes he wordlessly passed the report to Hermione to read, then wiped a hand over his face tiredly. "I think we got off lucky," he murmured.



  "Lucky? It's a bloody miracle," Amelia said with a snort. "Had it not been for the Angels, we would have had a bloody disaster on our hands."



  "I don't like this part about the children," Hermione said with an unhappy expression.



  O'Dalley looked thoughtful. "How about organizing a block defense?"



  Everyone turned to look at him.



  O'Dalley tried to hide his grin. "It's simple, really. I was reading about some of the things the muggles did in their great war, and this was one of the ideas that struck me as making sense. If
  it had been in place last night, there would have been fewer injuries."



  Hermione pressed him on the concept. "How does it work?" she asked intently.



  "It's not a big deal. We select a few trusty people on each block and call them 'Wardens'. In the event of an attack, it's their job to direct people to previously set up safe areas, like the
  Town Hall, the school, maybe a few other places. Then the Wardens see that their block of people get there safely. Last night we had a panic. The Wardens directing people should prevent that."



  Remus looked up from staring at his feet and nodded. "I like the idea."



  Harry looked at each person and received a nod in return. "Alright, it's agreed. Michael, that sounds like an excellent idea and I think I might have just the candidate to head up the effort.
  I'll speak with him today and tell him to contact you."



  O'Dalley nodded. Inwardly he was relieved to hear that he wasn't going to be in charge of this, as well. He had realized last night that his constables needed better training and he was already
  considering ways to accomplish that.



  "Harry, about that orb Dumbledore threw at you last night?" Remus asked.



  Harry frowned and nodded for Remus to continue.



  "I had the twins look over the area where it hit. From what we could tell, the thing was charmed to explode if the orb came in contact with the ground, as you discovered. Had the orb hit you
  directly, you would have been bathed in liquid Imperio us."



  Remus paused as Hermione paled and gripped Harry's arm tightly. Amelia's only reaction was a tightening around her mouth.



  "As you know, liquid Imperio us normally requires the victim to imbibe the potion. It can be absorbed through the skin, but at a much slower rate. What it
  would have accomplished would have been to make you highly suggestible for a short time. Oh, and the twins were highly excited by the idea of an exploding orb, it's like their flash bangs, but
  different. I think they'll have a working prototype in a few days," Remus concluded with a bit of a grin.



  Harry smiled as well. He, too, could see the value of a hand held explosive device.



  "What about Dumbledore? Is there a connection between him and the attack that occurred just prior to your dueling with him, Harry?" Amelia asked.



  Harry shook his head. "I am beginning to think that among Dumbledore's many qualities is a stroke of bad luck. I discovered he was in town last night just after the attack and went off like an
  idiot after Luna had drained me of most of my magic. He'd been in Haven for a while, from what I understand. I don't have all the details, but our duel was strictly a coincidence with the other
  attack. And probably the first attack as well."



  Amelia considered that for a moment. "Well, that's a bit of a relief, actually. The idea that Voldemort and Dumbledore might have become allies was rather frightening."



  "To all of us," Hermione replied in agreement.



  There was a minute of silence, then Amelia broke it. "I spoke with Mallory at the Irish Ministry this morning. They offered to provide additional Auror support, if needed."



  O'Dalley looked up from his notes. "I'd like to take them up on that offer for a week or two. I think I want to increase the training level among my constables and I want to see every one of them
  getting a course in field medicine."



  "I'll let them know we accept their offer then," Amelia said, then she frowned slightly. "We've also had a request through Minister Mallory to procure a couple Angels for their Department of
  Mysteries to study."



  Harry scowled and turned to Hermione. "How many Angels do we have in Haven again?"



  "Six of them," Hermione replied.



  Harry turned back to Amelia. "I don't think I'm willing to allow that to happen, Minister. Those Angels saved many lives last night. We owe them a debt of gratitude. Experiments in a lab are not
  the proper way of expressing it. I would be willing to allow several of their researchers to come to Haven to study the Angels, so long as they conduct their research under the auspices of our
  Beast Master, and that their research is not harmful to the Angels in any way."



  Remus rolled his eyes and started to laugh. Harry was setting up the Irish to work under Hagrid, who would see that no harm came to the Angels in Haven. Even Hermione couldn't resist the urge to
  laugh.



  "I'll let them know about your generous offer, Harry," Amelia replied with a smile.



  The door to the office opened and Ginny stuck her head in. "Oops. I'm sorry, Harry. I didn't realize you were still busy," she said.



  Harry smiled at her. "Don't go, Ginny. I think we're done here now. Right?"



  He looked around and everyone nodded as Amelia, O'Dalley and Remus stood up and walked to the door. Hermione made to stand, but Harry shook his head at her.



  Remus, seeing the Weasleys, stopped at the door. He turned around to look at Harry. "Would you like me to stay as well, Harry?" he asked as he stepped aside and Ginny, Arthur and Charlie filed
  in.



  "No thanks, Remus. I think we can handle this one," Harry said with a reassuring smile.



  Remus nodded and left the room, closing the door behind him.



  Harry looked at the three Weasleys and his expression hardened. Then he leaned back in his chair and tried to run his hand through his hair, only to wince when he chose the wrong arm. Reaching out
  slowly, he pulled the casualty report closer.



  "Do you know there are now over thirty six hundred adults and fifteen hundred children in Haven, Charlie?" Harry asked in a neutral tone.



  Charlie blinked at the seemingly unrelated question. "N-N-No, I didn't," he stammered in reply.



  "Most of them are refugees from Britain, people who couldn't stand the Ministry or were working for the Ministry when it fell and managed to get lucky enough to fall in our nets. Some of them are
  family members of students. Healers, seamstresses, enchanters, clerks, shop keepers, mothers, sons and daughters, husbands and wives, all looking for a safe place for themselves and their
  families."



  Harry paused for a moment and stood up from his chair. He turned and walked slowly over to the window and gazed out towards Haven.



  "I built this place in the hopes of trying to save something good from Britain. I dreamt of a place where people would once more be able to stand on their own two feet and be proud of it. We've
  set up a government, we've started planning to take back our homeland, but those people in that town over there still look to me to provide them with protection. I didn't ask for that
  responsibility, but there it is."



  He turned from the window then and glared at Charlie. "What gives you the right to put those people into jeopardy?" he snarled.



  Charlie cringed back from Harry, who's eyes were aflame, back-lit by an unholy combination of sheer magical power and blazing anger.



  "H-Harry, I'm sorry. I didn't intend for anyone to get hurt," Charlie stammered.



  Harry closed his eyes when he realized that his anger, while justified, would solve nothing. With a deep sigh, he let his anger bleed away. When he opened his eyes once again, they were calm,
  though penetrating. "Charlie, I need your family. Ginny is my sister in a way you'll never understand. Your father is one of Amelia's key people and I have learned to trust him once again. Bill
  has done wonders in the economic office and the twins have been contributing more to the war effort than anyone realizes. I can't afford to have them distracted by what I should rightfully do to
  you.



  "Therefore, I am going to give you a choice. You can leave Haven, today, never to be welcome back within our wards, or you can join your family in helping our efforts. Be warned, however. No
  matter what it may do to your family and my relationship with them, if you break faith with me again, I will not spare you a second time."



  Arthur closed his eyes and breathed a sigh of relief. Ginny watched, her face a mask, as Charlie hung his head.



  "I don't deserve a second chance, Harry. I know that. But since you're offering one, I'd be foolish not to take it. I'll stay."



  He looked up at Harry then and their eyes locked. Charlie shivered under the younger man's gaze and tried to break away, but found himself trapped by it.



  "Very well. This afternoon you will report to Michael O'Dalley, head of the Haven Constabulary, and inform him that you have been put in charge of the block Wardens, as well as seeing that
  appropriate shelters are built around the town. Last night we suffered a number of preventable injuries, especially among the children, due to the panic caused by the Dementors. While I don't
  believe we'll suffer another Dementor attack, the townspeople must be taught what to do in the event of an attack. That, Charlie, will be your job. You endangered the people of Haven. You'll pay
  for that by helping to make them safer," Harry said.





  Later that day in another part of the Manor...



  Hermione paused in the corridor when she heard someone call her name. Peeking into one of the retiring rooms, she spotted Narcissa Black sitting on a small couch, enjoying a cup of tea.



  "Hermione dear, please come in. I've meant to speak to you for a while now," Narcissa said in a friendly tone.



  While Narcissa and Emma had become close friends, Hermione hadn't had much contact with the older witch and she still harbored a little uneasiness concerning Narcissa's past.



  "Tea?" Narcissa asked as she deftly poured a second cup of tea and offered it to her.



  Hermione accepted the cup and sat in one of the arm chairs facing Narcissa.



  Narcissa smiled. "Relax, my dear. I won't bite you. I've had some wonderful conversations with your mother. She is quite proud of you and your accomplishments."



  Hermione blushed slightly and mumbled something into her tea.



  Narcissa laughed, then put her tea down and leaned forward, her expression turning very serious. "Hermione, considering your background, you've done really well for yourself."



  Hermione bristled at the implied insult about her background, but held her tongue when Narcissa held up her hand.



  "No, dear, I don't mean your blood background. I've had enough of that silly tripe to last me a lifetime. No, what I mean is that you were raised in... what do the muggles call it? The middle
  class?"



  Hermione's eyed widened in comprehension and she nodded. "Actually, being dentists, my parents were probably considered upper middle class or even lower upper class."



  Narcissa shook her head and refrained from commenting about the bizarre activities of Muggles. "My dear, in a few days time you will be the wife of Harry Potter. Or, to put it in more concise
  terms, you will be the wife of the last living heir of the Potter family, as well as the current head of the Black family."



  Hermione nodded, though her confusion was obvious when she looked at the older witch.



  "You will be Lady Potter, or Lady Black, depending upon the occasion. Why, the social obligations of such a position are enough to overwhelm a person," Narcissa said with a sigh.



  Hermione stiffened slightly in her seat. She had looked forward to being Mrs. Potter, but she'd never made the connection between Lord Potter-Black and there being some unnamed Lady in the wings.



  "I hardly think we'll have time for socializing, at least until Voldemort is defeated..."



  "Oh, piff! Voldemort is merely a stepping stone for you two. With you by his side, your Harry would fight the Atlantic Ocean and probably win. No dear, I realize that the war will put a lot of
  things on hold. But what you need to understand is that you will have obligations not only to your husband, but to the families."



  Hermione frowned. "Are you talking about children?"



  "Only partially. Having children to keep the family line alive is important. But so is making sure the family's prestige and reputations are upheld. I've watched you struggle for the past few
  days trying to learn how to cook. But let's be practical here, shall we? You have Dobby and Winky who will probably stay with you and Harry for the rest of their lives. You also have other house
  elves. Cooking is probably the last thing you need worry about. And finally, you have Harry, who, through no fault of his own, knows how to cook."



  "Are you implying I have to become some sort of social butterfly?" Hermione asked through gritted teeth.



  Narcissa paused and gave the younger woman a look.



  Hermione felt the urge to cringe back, but held her ground. She would never become some empty headed bimbo!



  "No dear, what I am saying is that part of your job involves the politics of highly placed families. I know that you have a desire to promote the welfare of house elves. What you fail to realize
  is that, in a mere few days time, you will have the political clout to actually accomplish that desire."



  Hermione's expression altered slowly from disgust and anger to one of wonder. Seeing it, Narcissa smiled.



  "Yes, dear. You will be Lady Potter, wife and confidant of the savior of the wizarding world and, eventually, the mother of his children. You will have the ability to influence his seats on the
  Wizengamot when it's reformed."



  "Wait," Hermione said. "What do you mean?"



  Narcissa smiled. "Harry hasn't told you that he holds two hereditary seats on the Wizengamot?"



  Mute, Hermione could only shake her head.



  "Don't be too harsh with him, dear. He probably doesn't know himself," Narcissa said with a slight frown. She leaned back in her seat and her fingers drummed on the arm of the couch for a
  moment. "You know, I think I will need to speak to Remus. Both of you are woefully under-prepared for what will happen after the war is over. Remus has a sound financial mind, so he can stay on
  helping you manage the estates. But politics? That's a more personal game. Stabbing your enemy in the back, ruining them without killing them..."



  When Narcissa's eyes glowed with remembered victories, Hermione frowned. The woman may no longer be a Malfoy, but she had been, and probably still thought of herself as a Slytherin. What she had
  learned from her house had enabled her to survive not just her marriage, but her dealings with Voldemort and his followers. She was a tough, formidable woman, and Hermione realized that there was
  much she could learn from her.



  Narcissa shook her head and turned her gaze back to Hermione. Seeing her expression, she smiled."I see you are beginning to understand. Good. Now, I am going to start by helping you and your
  mother understand what you need to know about politics. In a way, politics has a magic all of its own and it's very satisfying."



  "My mother?" Hermione asked, puzzled. Then her eyebrows furrowed in concentration and she nodded in understanding. With Granger Publications taking off and the prestige stemming from their own
  involvement in the war, the Grangers would be new money and a power unto themselves, and firmly allied to the Houses of Potter and Black.



  Narcissa grinned. "Emma was right about you. You do understand. Now then, let me send for Emma and we can start with the basics..."





  Haven Operations Center (July 22nd)...



  Caleb looked up from the paper Miles had handed him and stared at Miles in consternation. "This came from the Muggles?" he asked incredulously.



  Miles smiled tightly and nodded. "It actually came to us through the Canadian Ministry of Magic, but yes, it started with the Muggle Government in exile."



  Caleb scratched his head absently. "I don't know, Miles. Is this really important? I mean, we're in the middle of planning our first real operation and this will draw resources away from that."



  Miles frowned and looked over at the large wall map of Britain. "I know what it will do, Caleb, but this is important. The Muggles are concerned about this and it would be in our best interests
  to cooperate with them. We walk a very fine line here. The Ministry of Magic is fundamentally part of the Muggle Government, even if most of the Muggles don't know we exist. It's been that way
  since twelve hundred and eighty two. As such, we have to respond to these requests occasionally to ensure the Muggles cooperate with us when needed."



  Caleb nodded. He could understand what Miles was saying, but that didn't mean he had to like it.



  Miles leaned back in his chair and watched his friend as he came to grips with the politics of the situation. Finally, Caleb relaxed and looked back at Miles.



  "So, what can you give me?" asked Miles.



  "When do you need them by?" Caleb asked, trying to stem the manpower loss.



  "Tonight, tomorrow at the latest."



  Miles chuckled as the other man's jaw dropped.



  Caleb shook his head, then muttered a quick incantation while waving his wand. A moment later, a piece of parchment appeared in his hand containing his complete roster of Aurors. Scanning his list,
  he scowled. "Most of the Canadians are still at the Irish training facility working on their Patronus charms. Surprisingly, the Americans picked it up very quickly. They don't have any need of
  it, but it seems to tickle their fancy. I heard about the block party they held the other day that had hundreds of glowing animals in attendance," Caleb said with a strained smile. The Americans
  were a rowdy lot and often gave him a headache with their mannerisms and speech, but they generally were a reliable bunch of blokes.



  Miles chuckled. He had heard about the block party and how the Americans had introduced the beer and fire whiskey chaser. It was said that the Hospital ran out of Sober-up potions the next day.



  Caleb looked down at his list again and his expression brightened. "How many men do you think we need, Miles?"



  "Two squads ought to take care of it. One for outer security and the other for the actual dirty work."



  "Quite so. So why don't we try the Yanks for this one? We could use a squad of our boys for security and one of the Yank squads?"



  Miles grinned. "I like it. Have the boys assemble in the briefing theater at eighteen hundred."



  Caleb stood and nodded to Miles before walking from the office. He had orders to issue.





  Strike Team Alpha, Maldon, England...



  Maldon was once a sleepy little historic town on the coast of England. All that changed with fall of the Government and the take over by the military. Now days Maldon was a bustling army controlled
  town. People who had been caught by army patrols were brought to Maldon for processing. Some, having useful skills, were put to work. For the rest, it was the sprawling slave labor camp that had
  sprung up around the town.



  Maldon was different from the surrounding communities for another reason. They had electricity. The military saw to that. The town had become a staging area for army forays into neighboring
  communities. Britain, as it currently existed, consisted of regions tightly controlled by the British Army, no-man lands and regions of total anarchy.



  The high powered transmitter had been in operation for less than a month, but it's presence had been quickly noticed by the Muggle governments who were keeping an eye on the region. The broadcasts
  contained a mix of propaganda and coded messages, although it wasn't known who those messages were meant for. It's location within a population center, as well as being encircled by extensive
  anti-air defenses, made it a difficult target for the Muggle military to reach.



  The transmitter was housed in a nondescript gray building on the end of Cromwell Lane. It was an unremarkable building, save for the one hundred foot tall radio antenna behind the building. The
  transmitter was the brain child of Lucius Malfoy, who had learned about the power of the media in controlling the masses long before the fall of the previous government. It also helped Lucius keep
  in contact with his ever expanding overseas network. The ward placed around Britain by Harry Potter might prevent Death Eaters from passing, but it did nothing to Muggles and, with the help of the
  British Army, Lucius had quickly built up an overseas spy network.



  Nautical Twilight defines a time when the sun is below the horizon, but the sky is still lit by sunlight. It's effectively dark at ground level and becomes one of the most difficult conditions for
  the human eye to work in.



  It was into this twilight that Strike Team Alpha arrived.



  The team consisted of two squads under the over all command of Caleb Newman. Squad one was entirely American in makeup, and would be going for the primary target, the transmitter. Half of squad two
  would provide outer security for squad one, while the other half of squad two provided a diversion.



  At the same time, over fifty house elves would begin a country wide magical diversion to distract the Death Eaters.



  Caleb stumbled slightly as he arrived by portkey.



  The team was in and not far from their primary target. The American squad leader, a short man named Arnold Blake, gave a low whistle and every one of his people immediately cast a spell on
  themselves. He then frowned and looked at Caleb. Gesturing, several of his men moved among the British Aurors casting the same spell, while the squad leader cast it on Caleb.



  "It's a temperature nulling charm," Blake whispered. "With it, you can't be spotted by the Muggle infra-red equipment."



  Caleb nodded at the man, but he made a mental note to get more information later about the charm and why it was necessary. Checking his watch he realized that, if everything had gone as planned,
  the elves would have started their diversion three minutes ago. That meant that the Death Eaters would be chasing ghosts all over the island right about now.



  "Let's move out," Caleb said to Blake.



  Blake nodded and then made a series of hand gestures. Five men nodded and split off from the group, heading southeast towards the first diversionary target, the town generator farm.



  Everyone waited tensely. It would take the second group a few minutes to make their way down to White Horse Lane and destroy the generators.



  Caleb knelt not far from the primary target and watched the minute hand on his watch move at a snails pace. The generators were only a few blocks away, but getting there meant threading ones way
  undetected among hundreds of Muggle military.



  The explosion, when it came, rocked the ground and Caleb nearly fell from his knees. Blake made a motion with his hand and his men moved forward just as the town plunged into darkness. Around them
  hand torches could be seen turning on and the shouts of alarm came from several directions. In the distance, a siren wailed.



  To the southwest Caleb could see a fireball rising over the buildings as the fuel for the generators exploded in their fifty gallon drums. He grinned seeing one drum hurtling high into the sky like
  a rocket. Secondary explosions began as the fire spread from the fuel depot to a nearby ammunition depot.



  Caleb turned away from the carnage to the south just in time to see Blake running back towards him. Blake skidded to a halt and crouched down.



  "The building is ready and I have two men prepared to take down the antenna."



  "Do it then, Sergeant. I'd like to get us all home tonight," Caleb replied with a grin. He was impressed by how quickly the Americans worked.



  Blake gave a low whistle. There was a pause, and then the building simply imploded silently, causing Caleb to look questioningly at Blake. The explosion should have been near deafening. When Blake
  merely smiled and turned back to watch his men, Caleb looked at the building once more.



  One moment it had been a gray, two story brick structure, the next moment it was a pile of rubble. There hadn't even been so much as a cloud of smoke to mark its destruction. Caleb noted the
  antenna and mast seemed to wobble from side to side before tilting to the north and coming down into the nearby river.



  Blake whistled again and his men started to appear, returning from the target site. So far, no one had noticed what had happened to the radio station. All Muggle attention was on containing the
  fire sweeping through the supply depots.



  Caleb did a quick head count, then he pulled out his flare gun and fired a single green star shell into the air, signaling to the distraction team to use their portkeys. With a nod to Blake, he
  grabbed his own portkey and left the area, arriving in the Operations Center a moment later.



  Miles stood nearby taking a head count as the men arrived. He finished two minutes later and smiled in relief, having accounted for all personnel involved in the field operation and noting the lack
  of injuries.



  "You can tell the Prime Minister that that radio station is now off the air for good," Caleb said as he approached Miles. "The Yanks were even better than I expected."



  "Thank you, Commander," Blake said, coming up behind Caleb. "I'll take that as a compliment."



  Caleb grinned at Blake. "You should. Get your boys debriefed and fed, Sergeant. Pass along my compliment and tell them it was well done."



  Blake nodded and moved off to collect his men, while Caleb and Miles watched.



  "That's how I like a mission, Caleb, in and out quickly with no casualties. Pity they all can't be that way," Miles said softly.



  "True enough, Miles, true enough," Caleb said tiredly. It hadn't been a long mission, it hadn't even been a strenuous mission as far as he was concerned. But the tension was tiring enough. All
  Caleb wanted now was to relax with a pint and his wife in his arms.





  Padfoot Manor (July 25th)...



  Harry stood with Luna, Eocho and Hermione out behind the manor. He had finished making the rune stones a while ago and now they were testing them.



  "I think we should try something simple, like a light shield to begin with," Eocho offered.



  Luna nodded and pulled four rune stones from a nearby table. She walked about twenty feet away and placed the stones down on the ground.



  "Tiwaz, Raidho, Isa and Gebo in a cross shape, with Isa facing north," she mumbled to herself. With the last stone in place, a glowing silver dome sprang up over her. She stood smiling and
  looked at Eocho, Harry and Hermione expectantly.



  "Since these are stones made by the Maglios, we know they will be very powerful," Eocho said softly, then he turned to Hermione. "My daughter, aim a spell to hit her shield. Spare no
  power."



  Hermione blinked in surprise and looked shocked, but Luna smiled at her encouragingly.



  Hermione raised her wand. " Reducto !" she shouted.



  The explosive hex arced out from her wand and splashed harmlessly against the shield. Luna smiled and, reaching down, broke up the stone configuration, causing the shield to collapse.



  "Well, it obviously works like we thought it would," Hermione said as Luna approached.



  Harry scowled and crossed his arms, his expression tight.



  "Something displeases you, Maglios?" Eocho asked, floating over to him.



  Harry gestured in the general direction of where Luna had stood. "This is all well and good, but there are over a hundred rune stones in a set. People won't have time to sort through various
  stones to pick out what they need, then remember the precise configuration while in combat. This just isn't practical."



  Hermione placed a calming hand on Harry's arm. "One step at a time, love. First we see what we can do with the stones. Then we work on making it practical."



  Harry sighed and wiped a hand over his face. "Alright, but right now the only good I see for these toys are static defenses and rituals. We need a way of setting up a shield using the stones
  that's as fast as doing it with a wand, otherwise it's of no use."



  Harry turned and walked back to the manor, his shoulders slumped.



  Hermione frowned. She had been very pleased with the results of this test and wished that Harry could see the potential. She moved to follow him, but Luna stopped her.



  "He's not really angry at you or upset about the stones, Hermione," said the blond girl.



  "Oh? Then what's his problem then?" asked Hermione, slightly miffed. She still hadn't fully forgiven Luna for what she had done to Harry during the Dementor attack.



  "He's just feeling down. Between the attack last week and the responsibilities he carries, it's making him anxious and worried. He thought that the stones might play a pivotal role in his fight
  with Riddle, but is coming to realize that they won't. He worries because he hasn't figured out how to kill Riddle yet," Luna said, then she paused a moment.



  Eocho, listening to Luna talk to Hermione, was startled. He and Harry had been working on that problem, but had not divulged their progress to anyone.



  "He's just anxious, Hermione. He's looking for an answer and failing to see it," Luna finished softly.



  Hermione looked at Harry's retreating back for a moment longer, then turned back to Luna. "Do you know what the answer is?"



  Luna nodded in Harry's direction. "No, but he does. It's inside of him, part of him, and always has been. I'm not sure he'll ever see it for what it is until he needs it."



  Seeing Hermione's look of surprise, Luna smiled. "Go to him, Hermione. He needs you now and he's particularly vulnerable to Two Toed Flair Snipers at the moment."



  Eocho waved to Hermione, motioning her to go and she turned to follow Harry as Eocho floated over to join Luna.



  "You see much, my daughter," Eocho murmured.



  She turned and smile at him. "I see what I see, Honored Teacher. The miracle Harry searches for is right under his nose and he'll never see it for what it is. When the time comes, it will blossom
  and still he won't see it for what it is. In the meantime, he will continue to seek it," Luna replied.



  "I suspected as much, but could not tell him. Will he ever recognize it?" Eocho asked.



  Luna shrugged. "I don't know. Anyone who's been around him for any length of time can see it, though they don't understand its importance. Even he sees it. But while you and I recognize it for
  what it is, he does not.



  Eocho nodded thoughtfully. "So what will you do with the Rune Stones?"



  "Turn them over to the Weasley Twins, I think," Luna offered.



  "I'll suggest that to Hermione then," Eocho said with a grin.





  Johansen Farm, Haven (July 25th)...



  Harry stopped to look over the two Angels hovering over the farmhouse. At night they could be clearly seen and their glowing white light was a comfort to those who saw it. During the day, however,
  the Angels were nearly transparent.



  Now, for the first time since the attack a week ago, he was able to really look at them. He and a few others were on their way to visit with the Johansens and they had stopped after spotting the
  two Angels that had taken up residence near the farm.



  "They are quite pretty, aren't they?" he murmured.



  "It's strange. They have an uplifting effect on everyone around them. It's almost like they exude a natural cheering charm," Remus offered quietly.



  "Are they sentient? Like centaurs and elves?" asked Hermione as she watched one Angel hovering nearby.



  Remus frowned. "We're not really sure, Hermione. We know that Dementors seem to have a form of sentience about them, although it's fairly primitive. Luna says they are, but they are still babies
  and haven't developed any language skills as yet. Hagrid isn't sure and, because they don't appear to be dangerous, I don't think he's all that interested in them."



  "Does it matter? I don't know about anyone else, but I like them," Tonks offered. "They make me feel good and I get a warm feeling being around them. It's like knowing that someone loves
  you."



  The others turned to Tonks, who had the grace to blush.



  Harry watched one Angel float in their direction. He lifted up a hand towards it and it hovered closer.



  "It's like it's made of glass," he whispered when the Angel brushed up against his hand with one wing.



  The Angel's face was transparent like the rest of its body, but they could clearly make out the smile on its face. The Angel reached out and touched Harry's hand with one of its paws. There was a
  brief flash of light and then the Angel flew high into the sky above them before swooping down to hover over the farmhouse again.



  Harry shivered and felt himself slip into a memory. He watched himself playing the tin whistle for Hermione in the Room of Requirement.



  "Harry?" Hermione asked in concern. "Are you alright?"



  Harry smiled at her, his expression filled with a childlike wonder. "I'm fine, really. I think Luna said it best when she called them anti-Dementors. They are everything a Dementor isn't. He
  touched me and for a brief instant I was back in the Room of Requirement, playing the tin whistle for you and giving you the music box for your birthday."



  Remus and Tonks shared a look.



  "I've often wondered how well that gift was received," Tonks said, grinning slyly when Hermione blushed.



  Harry laughed and grabbed Hermione's hand. "Let's get over to the Johansens? We could stand here all night talking about that gift and other things."



  A few minutes later they were ushered into the kitchen of the Johansen household. Harry and Remus were told that Sven was working in one of the barns and they went in search of him, while Hermione
  and Tonks stayed with Olga and talked about the wedding plans.



  Harry stepped into the cool interior of the darkened barn. In one corner he could make out a figure hunched over a foot powered sharpening stone. Sven methodically moved the blades of a pair of
  shears over the stone. Sparks flew from the stone, casting little flashes of light in that corner.



  Remus coughed to catch Sven's attention and he looked up. Spotting Harry and Remus, he broke into a grin and stopped pumping the sharpener.



  "Mr. Lupin, Mr. Potter! What a surprise!" he exclaimed, then he stood and grabbed several stools, which he passed to Remus and Harry.



  Sitting on a milking stool he eyed the other two men, then he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out his pipe. "So, then," he said, lighting his pipe. "What brings you two gentlemen to
  my little farm?"



  Harry and Remus exchanged a look, then Remus began to speak. "Sven, I don't know if you've heard that they're thinking about holding some elections in town."



  "Oh, ya, I heard about it. Mayor and Deputy Mayor. Foolish business, if you ask me," Sven said.



  Remus looked at Harry.



  "I'm sorry you feel that way, Sven. The truth is, we came here to ask if you'd run for one of those positions," Harry told him, looking embarrassed.



  Sven stared at Harry in surprise.



  "I know it's a shock," Harry said, "but look at it from my perspective for a moment. Both of these positions are largely ceremonial and really have little power within the framework of the
  Government. But you and your wife have done so much to make people reconsider their position on Muggles. You, as Mayor, would take that to another level. We are a divided people, Sven, Muggles and
  Wizards. You and your wife have shown people that the distinction isn't important. Now we need to make it more obvious."



  Sven looked at Harry for a long moment as he puffed on his pipe furiously. "This job, would it take much time from my farm?" he asked quietly.



  Remus chuckled. "A Mayor of a Wizarding town isn't like a Mayor of a Muggle town, Sven. It's largely a ceremonial position. You'd be there to officiate at banquets, or to attend opening
  ceremonies. The real power still lies with the Government. As to the number of hours it needs? Well, some people make it a full time job, but most only spend an hour or two a week on it."



  Sven frowned and stared at the ground for a moment. "How long a term does the Mayor serve?"



  "Usually it's a two year term," Remus told him hopefully. He really wanted Sven to agree to this.



  "Two years and then I can quit? You promise?" Sven asked. He felt he owed a very large debt to the two men before him. If he could repay them a little by doing this, then he would.



  "You can quit earlier if you want, but we wouldn't ask you if we didn't need you," Harry replied in a serious tone.



  Sven stood and paced around for a few moments, then he calmly straightened a few tools hanging from the wall. Finally, he turned back to Harry and Remus who were waiting anxiously for some sort of
  response.



  "This is too big a decision for me to make alone. I need to talk to Olga before I decide," he declared.



  Harry relaxed a bit. It wasn't an outright refusal. "We understand, Sven, but I hope you'll agree. We could use your help in this."



  Sven nodded, then grinned at the two men. "Come, let us go surprise Mama and see if she wants to be a Mayor's wife. Even if she doesn't, I know she has fresh strudel waiting."



  Laughing, Harry and Remus stood up and followed Sven from the barn.





  Padfoot Manor (July 31st)...



  A gentle breeze swept over Harry and the bed rocked softly in the morning sunlight.



  The birds seem awful loud this morning, he thought fuzzily.



  He was tired and wanted to sleep in, so he rolled over and pulled the lightweight blanket up around him. The rolling caused his bed to rock noticeably. Hermione had made a big deal about it being
  their last night together before the wedding and she had been insatiable. Harry had been thrilled with her last night, but he was justifiably tired when they finally drifted off to sleep.



  Nearby, a Bluejay started to caw loudly and Harry pulled his pillow over his head for a moment. When that failed to help, he sat up and rolled out of the bed without bothering to open his eyes
  first.



  That was a mistake, he realized, when he found himself sinking to the bottom of the pool. When his feet touched the bottom he pushed off with his toes, adding a bit of magic for a boost. In short
  order he was standing on the edge of the pool, dripping wet and more than just a little put out.



  He stood for a moment, blinking in the bright sunshine and wondering just which of his friends was responsible for his unscheduled morning swim, when his concentration was broken by three dancing
  pigs. The pigs pranced and danced around him, singing a merry little birthday song, and his eyes narrowed.



  "Fred, George and Ginny," he growled, then vanished from the poolside, leaving the three pigs still singing.



  In the bedroom, Harry wasn't surprised to see that his bed was right were it was supposed to be. Nor was he surprised to find Hermione gently snoring under the blankets. The Weasleys had obviously
  transported him from his bed without waking her.



  He cast a few detection charms, picking up Ginny and Fred's signatures and noted that Hermione was under a deep sleep charm, but it was wearing off. Harry grinned and then dressed quietly. He had
  work to do.



  "Good morning, Remus. Coffee?" Harry asked nearly an hour later.



  "Morning, Harry. Happy Birthday!" Remus said with a smile.



  Remus reached for a platter of bacon as Hermione walked into the room. Both men turned to greet her when a scream came from one of the upper floors. Remus had bolted to his feet before he noticed
  that Harry was calmly sipping his coffee.



  "What did you do, Harry?" Hermione asked suspiciously.



  He shrugged as another scream came from upstairs.



  Dobby appeared, pulling on his ears nervously. "Master Harry Potter, sir. Dobby did as you asked. Now littlest wheezy is very angry!"



  "Don't worry, Dobby, she doesn't know that you're involved. Besides, all you did was hold them in place while I charmed the beds," Harry said with a smile. Then he turned to Hermione. "I
  didn't to anything too elaborate," he said, wincing slightly at the scream coming from upstairs. "I'm just getting payback for the birthday prank the Weasley's played on me this morning."



  "So what's causing Ginny to scream like that?" Remus asked.



  Harry buffed his nails. "Oh, nothing too bad. I just charmed her bed to do everything in it's power to keep her from getting out. The twins will find themselves in a much more precarious position
  though, as their mattresses will be quite.... amorous."



  Remus started laughing loudly. Hermione shook her head and grinned at the thought of someone getting one over on the twins.



  Neville stepped into the dinning room and looked at Harry darkly. "I hope you don't plan on pranking us through the honeymoon!"



  Harry laughed. "If any pranks happen on your honeymoon, they won't be from me. But that's right up the twins' alley, so you might want to be careful there, mate! Besides, the problem Ginny's
  currently having with her mattress is simple payback for my unexpected trip to the pool this morning."



  Neville relaxed a bit, then speared a sausage off the platter and hurriedly left the room to go rescue is bride to be.



  Harry smiled and reached for another piece of toast as Ginny screamed again from her bedroom upstairs.





  Hogwarts Castle (Later that same day)...



  Voldemort stepped over the smoking corpse of his Death Eater and left the ritual circle.



  Severus Snape looked at him fearfully from a corner of the room. Hiding just behind Snape was the girl Voldemort had given him several weeks ago.



  The Dark Lord reached for the small crystal orb sitting on a bench and smiled when it lit up, then he toed the corpse with his foot. "Have someone get rid of this trash," he said in a low
  growl.



  Stretching out his hand, he could see a flickering glow about it. "You were right, Severus," Voldemort said, his eyes boring into the man. "Taking Alderman after he had undergone the ritual
  twice has given me more power than just taking a single wizard's magic. Yes, this will work well. This way I can get around some of the limits of the ritual."



  Voldemort lifted up the crystal orb in one gaunt hand and the light from it filled the small potions lab and ritual chamber.



  "Tell me, Severus. How many batches of potion do you have ready?" Voldemort asked in a hissing whisper.



  "Only twenty, my lord. As you know, the potion does not have a long shelf life, but I have four cauldrons always brewing the potion," Snape stammered.



  "Excellent. Excellent work, indeed. Let me reward you for your fine work. CRUCIO!"



  Snape pitched to his knees moaning in pain, then he started to scream as he writhed on the floor. A minute later Voldemort released him from the curse and stared at him.



  "Never forget your place, Severus. You live and die by my will alone," Voldemort sneered. "You never were very good as a spy, did you know that Severus? Dumbledore used you. I used you. The
  only person who didn't use you was Potter. Hmm. Potter... I wonder..."





  Padfoot Manor...



  Remus, Hermione and Neville watched in amusement as Ginny backed Harry into a corner.



  "You listen to me, Harry James Potter. I don't care if I did help the twins prank you today, that was no reason for you to sneak into my bedroom and charm my bed to keep me from leaving it,"
  she shouted.



  "First the sheets held me down, then the mattress folded itself in half, pinning me in," she yelled, then she went for her wand.



  Remus and Neville rushed forward and pulled her away from Harry.



  "Let me... I just want to... one hex..." she said, while wrestling Neville for her wand.



  Harry sighed and relaxed. He knew Ginny would understand that it was just payback for their birthday prank and would eventually calm down. She might even calm down
  this year , he though, wincing as he watched her jerk violently on Neville's arm.



  He inhaled sharply as a long forgotten pain rippled across his forehead. Lights danced in front of his eyes and he clearly heard a voice in his mind.



  " Happy Birthday, Potter," Voldemort said with a laugh.



  Harry pressed the heel of his palm against his scar and he slid to the floor. He had been lax in performing Occlumency and his shields had eroded without his noticing. Now he was paying the price
  for that oversight. He moaned and frantically rebuilt his shields while waves of pain washed over him.



  The others in the room fell silent as they realized that something was very wrong with Harry.



  Harry grabbed at the channel Voldemort was using just as the Dark Lord pushed another wave of pain at him. A scream tore from his throat and blood started to seep from his scar. Harry writhed for a
  moment, then he threw all his power into forcing Voldemort out. He pushed his way down the channel, forcing his consciousness into Voldemort's.



  Hermione knelt next to Harry, trying to keep him from hurting himself, while Ginny ran to get help. Suddenly Harry's body exploded in light. He reached up with a single hand and twisted it sharply
  like he was turning a door knob.



  "Enjoy the pain, Tom," Harry snarled and the windows in the room exploded outwards. There was a huge cracking sound like a burst of thunder directly overhead.



  Everyone in the room ducked and winced at the painfully loud sound. Recovering, they looked at Harry, concerned. He was still on the floor, but he was breathing heavily and his scar was bleeding
  slightly.



  "Harry?" Hermione said softly.



  "I'm alright," he replied in a voice barely above a whisper. "It was just Voldemort trying to get through my shields."



  "And he nearly succeeded, did he not?" came a familiar voice.



  "Yes, Honored Teacher. I haven't been keeping up with my Occlumency exercises of late," he said in resignation. He knew he was about to receive a lecture.



  "Harry didn't you occlude your mind last night?" Hermione asked, then she blushed realizing that she was the reason why he hadn't.



  Harry looked at her and smiled gently. "It's alright, Hermione. No real harm's been done and I think old Moldy Warts probably has a bigger headache than I do at the moment. I pushed him out and
  gave him a taste of his own medicine," he said, then he sat up unsteadily. He winced when he saw the blood on his hand and gingerly touched his scar.



  Eocho stared hard at Harry. "I think it would be best if we work on your occluding this afternoon, Maglios. You have let that slide too often."



  Harry nodded, chagrined that he had let something important slide like that. Then it dawned on him. "Wait a moment," he said, placing both hands to his head. "Voldemort's stronger! When I
  attacked back, I was in his mind. I saw him going through the ritual. I saw... Oh, Merlin! He's killing wizards who have already taken part in the ritual!" he said with a gasp. His head was
  pounding so hard he thought his skull would split.



  The door opened and Emma stepped in, carrying a small bottle. She gave it to Harry, then looked at him with concerned.



  "That must be how he intends to overcome the limitations of the ritual," mused Remus.



  "I think this was just a test case, Remus. It seemed like he only picked up the power of two or three wizards," Harry said. Tipping up the bottle Emma had brought, he drank the potion, then
  grimaced at the foul taste.



  "Well, he's still limited in the time factor. He can only do one ritual every two weeks," Hermione offered.



  "Yes, and now we can see how he'll overcome the limits to make himself as strong as Harry," Dan replied.



  When Harry stood and began to sway on his feet, Hermione steadied him. "Will you be alright? Maybe you should lay down?"



  He smiled. "I'll be fine. The potion's already starting to work. I think I'll spend the afternoon meditating and working on my Occlumency shields."





  Hogwarts Castle...



  The group of eight Death Eaters looked at the prone form of Voldemort on the floor with uncertainty. He had been sitting in his throne listening to their reports, when a voice said, "Enjoy the
  pain, Tom!" It was followed by a sound so loud it blew out every window in the castle.



  Now, just a few seconds after the windows had exploded, Voldemort lay unconscious on the floor, barely breathing and his faithful minions didn't know what to do about it. Ordinarily it was death to
  touch him, and yet clearly he'd have to be moved to a bed.



  "Should we move him?" asked one Death Eater.



  "No. Send for Malfoy," another replied with a sneer. "He's the Dark Lord's favorite, so let him risk the Master's displeasure at being touched."



  Several Death Eaters nodded in agreement. In the meantime, the Dark Lord could remain on the stone floor.





  Preparations (August 1st)...



  Eocho checked the position of the sun, then looked over the grounds. He had cast the circle in a wooded glen near the memorial lake, using crystals and protective runes. Assuring himself that
  everything was in place, he hovered nearby for a time, reflecting on what would soon take place there.



  The ceremony was deeply meaningful for those who believed. It was not as elaborate as many Christian services, or as involved as Neo-Pagan ceremonies, but it was ancient. It predated the Christian
  horde by thousands of years and Eocho was honored that the newest members of the Brotherhood had asked him to perform it. He knew the Seeress, Hermione, had some problems with some of the
  Brotherhood's tenets, but was proud of her tolerance, something the people of his time had lacked. He saw a Christian ceremony in her future with the Maglios, but he was not insulted by it. He was
  happy to see that Harry himself seemed to accept that part of her, though he did not share her beliefs. At least, not yet.



  With a gentle shake of his head, he rose up to the treetops and, with one last look at the ceremonial grounds, disappeared.





  The Women...



  With the use of obscuring charms, the young women made their way to the grounds. Most of the townsfolk were unaware that a ceremony would shortly take place, and the obscuring charms were cast to
  make sure of it. It had been decided that with Eocho performing the ceremony, the guest list would be restricted to only those who knew of him and his connection with the Brotherhood.



  They were escorted to the grounds by Emma, Olga, Minerva, Narcissa, Amelia and Constance. The last minute addition of Jenny Boot, Terry's mother, had been agreed upon by all. While she did not know
  Eocho well, she had been at the meeting when he had explained the need for handfasting.



  Once in the woods, they made their way towards the glen. The women of the escort, dressed in cloaks and gowns of brightest white, stopped the party before reaching the circle. While still screened
  by trees, the group made last minute adjustments to their clothing.



  Cloaks were removed and gowns were brushed of imaginary lint. Narcissa reached into the pocket of the cloak she'd just removed and took out a chest the size of a teacup. Setting it on the ground,
  she removed the shrinking charm with a flick of her wand. As she opened the chest, the other women of the escort lined up the brides and waited for her signal.



  Looking up, Narcissa smiled at the young women before her, then motioned the first one forward.



  Hermione, dressed in a gown of deepest red, symbolizing the fire and creative spirit of love, moved towards the blond, her expression calm. She stopped, then curtsied and bowed her head,
  acknowledging Narcissa's position as the highest ranking female of the family she was preparing to pledge herself to.



  Narcissa nodded, then reached into the trunk and removed the wreath Hermione had created for the ceremony. Ivy for fidelity and cedar branches for strength were woven together with Myrtle flowers
  for love, fern fronds for honesty and oak leaves for bravery, creating a wreath that symbolized what Hermione saw as Harry's finest qualities.



  Receiving the wreath from Narcissa, Hermione curtsied once more, then stepped aside and waited.



  Luna was next. Dressed in a gown of emerald green to symbolize life, harmony and nature, she, too, curtsied, acknowledging Narcissa's position in the Black family.



  Narcissa removed the wreath Luna had created for Draco, then smiled with real pleasure at her future daughter-in-law as she passed it over.



  Taking the wreath, Luna curtsied once more, then joined Hermione. Narcissa turned to the next member of the escort, Constance Longbottom. Seeing that Constance was ready, she walked towards
  Hermione and Luna. Standing between them, she touched each young woman's cheek softly. Then, with a slight signal of her hand, the three began to walk towards the glen and the people who awaited
  their arrival.



  Constance turned to the next young woman in line and smiled as Ginny Weasley approached, dressed in an gown the color of indigo, which symbolized intuition. When the flame-haired witch curtsied and
  bowed her head, Constance raised a wreath from the chest and, rather than passing it to the young bride, stepped around the trunk and kissed the newest member of her family on the cheek.



  "There can be no more suitable a bride for my grandson. There had been little happiness in his life until you became a part of it. With your love and guidance, he has grown and flourished into a
  fine young wizard. I am proud to call you granddaughter," she whispered, passing the wreath to the younger woman.



  Ginny curtsied again. "Your welcome means more than you can know, Mrs. Longbottom. For the first time in many months, my family is growing. I am so tired of losing the ones I love," she said,
  as silent tears slid down her cheeks.



  Taking Ginny's hand, Constance smiled. "All wars end, child. This one will too. Your strength will remain as long as you hold on to your faith and the love of your family. But today is not a day
  for mourning or sadness. Today we celebrate life!"



  With a small tug of Ginny's hand, Constance drew her towards the glen and the people waiting for them, leaving the next member of the escort to step forward.



  Minerva, standing in for Remus' mother who had been killed in the first war, moved to the trunk and waited. Tonks, dressed in a gown the color of turquoise to symbolize protection, health,
  confidence and strength, approached the older witch and curtsied. Smiling, Minerva removed the wreath from the trunk and gave it to the blond woman before her. With a final curtsy, the two moved
  off towards the glen, and the people waiting for them.



  Jenny Boot stepped forward and smiled as Susan approached her. With a curtsy, Susan, dressed in a golden colored gown to symbolize wisdom, took the wreath Jenny offered, then dipped her knees once
  more and bowed her head.



  Taking the young witch's hand, Jenny raised her up and the two walked towards the glen, and the people waiting for them.



  Amelia shrunk the trunk and placed it in the pocket of Narcissa's cloak. Olga gathered the other cloaks and passed them to the witch, who sent them to the manor where they could be retrieved later
  if they were needed. The two looked around the area and, with a few flicks of her wand, Amelia erased the small traces of their passage through the wood, leaving it the way nature made it.



  With a look, the two remaining members of the escort linked hands and walked towards the clearing, and the people waiting for them.





  The Men...



  In a tent set in the woods on the far side of the glen, Harry paced. He was aware of the amused gazes of the other men in the tent, but didn't acknowledge them. He was nervous and didn't really
  care who knew it. He would have been glad to know, however, that those watching understood. They all felt the same thing, though to a lesser degree.



  While Harry's nervousness was obvious in his pacing, the others were lounging on the plush rugs and pillows strewn around the floor. The wreathes each had made for his bride were on a table next to
  the tent entrance. Neville and Bertrand were reading, while Draco, Remus, Arthur and Dan were discussing Haven business. Terry and his father John were playing a game of chess while Bill and Sven
  watched.



  The men getting married stood out from the other men in the small tent as they all wore shimmering silver robes. Those who made up the escort, Dan, John, Arthur, Bertrand, Bill and Sven, wore
  white.



  When a small bell chimed in the tent, the men all flinched slightly, and the sound of ghostly laughter was heard.



  "Be brave, my children," Eocho said as he appeared in the tent, his eyes dancing. "Your futures approach the glen."



  Draco launched a pillow at his teacher and scowled when it sailed right through him.



  "Temper, temper," Eocho chastised gently, laughter still evident in his voice.



  "Alright, let's get this over with," Harry said. He squared his shoulders, picked up his wreath and faced the tent entrance.



  Dan laughed as he walked towards the younger man. "Now, Harry, if Hermione heard you say that, she'd skin you alive."



  "Yeah, well, she's not here, is she?" he asked, glowering at Dan. "Why did we have to do this in front of a bunch of people? A private ceremony would have worked just as well."



  "You know everyone here, Harry," Remus told him as he brushed the wrinkles out of his robe. "There's nothing to be nervous about."



  Harry glared when Remus started brushing the wrinkles out of his robe as well. "I'm fully capable of taking care of my own clothing, thank you," he said as he pulled away from the older man and
  tugged his robe straight. "The next time we do this, we're eloping!"



  "Are you planning on having more than one wife, then?" Draco asked as he stood up. "I'm sure Granger will just love that."



  "I wouldn't tell Hermione that until after the honeymoon," Neville suggested as he, too, climbed to his feet.



  "Not if you want to have a honeymoon," Bill pointed out.



  Harry raised his eyes to the roof of the tent, begging for patience from anyone who might hear his plea.



  "Why ask for something you already have, Maglios?" Eocho asked curiously.



  "Don't you have a job to do or something?" Harry asked him.



  "Enough. Leave Harry alone," Arthur said. "If you keep on him, we'll never get you lot married and I am not up for dealing with five angry brides-to-be! Now, line up and let's...what was it
  you said, Harry? Oh, yes. Let's get this over with."



  Harry and Remus stood at the front of the line, with Dan between them. Next came Draco with Bertrand beside him, then Neville with Arthur as his escort, and finally Terry, with his father.



  The tent flap was opened as Eocho faded from sight and the procession started. Bill and Sven were the last to exit, and they paused after stepping out into the sunlight. Sven checked the
  surrounding area for any belongings they may have left behind, while Bill sent the tent back to the manor, and erased all traces of their presence from the area, leaving it the way nature made it.





  Handfasting...



  With a few quick strides, Bill and Sven caught up with the procession and entered the circle. While the others continued on to the altar at the center, Bill and Sven each stood to one side of the
  opening in the circle, waiting.



  A few minutes later, the ladies appeared from the woods and walked to the circle's opening, heads bowed in reverence. As Hermione, Narcissa and Luna crossed into the circle together, their heads
  came up proudly and they walked towards the altar at a stately pace.



  Once each young woman and her escort passed into the circle, Amelia moved to stand next to Sven, while Olga stood with Bill. With everyone in position, the guests were finally free to pass through,
  though there weren't many. The Weasley and Johansen twins entered together, followed by Johan, Flitwick, Miles and Danni.



  Once the guest were through, Bill, Olga, Sven and Amelia turned as one and either bowed or curtsied to each of cardinal directions, beginning with the east, the direction of the rising sun and the
  symbol of rebirth and new beginnings. Then Bill and Amelia drew their wands and, working together, closed the circle. Once done, all four turned to face those now standing at the altar.



  "Come forth, Guardians, and join us. Nothing can break the circle, once closed," Eocho stated.



  Together the four approached the altar and stood behind the couples and their escorts. When they were in place, Eocho looked at the people before him, nodded once and began.



  "May the peace and safety of this circle and those within it be blessed by the Gods, for we are all gathered here in a ritual of love, with those who would be wedded," he said, his voice rich
  and vibrant.



  "I call upon the beings of Air and Fire, Earth and Water, to bless those who stand within this circle. Lend of them your constancy and courage, your protection and wisdom, your love of life,
  passion and laughter, your faith and hope everlasting, that they may be strengthened in the conflict to come. Raise them up, oh Gods of old, and embrace them as your children as they fight to save
  this world."



  Eocho waved one hand over the altar and a small, contained, but extremely hot fire sprung up and burned merrily with blue-white flames. Reaching beneath the top of the altar, he came up a moment
  later with several items, which he kept carefully hidden from view.



  "To Earth, the embodiment of strength and constancy, we give this gift of silver, taken from your breast and rendered beautiful," he said, holding the bracelet up for all to see, then dropping
  it into the flames, were it melted quickly.



  "To Air, the embodiment of wisdom and protection, we give this gift of White Mulberry, wild grown, yet shelter to all who seek its branches." Eocho held up several small twigs from a Mulberry
  tree, then dropped them into the flames.



  "To Fire, the embodiment of passion and love, we give this gift of Jasmine, grown with patient care and sacrificed in your honor." Dropping the small flowers into the fire, the witnesses
  watched them char and turn black.



  Eocho held up the last remaining item so that it caught the rays of the sun. The flash of light was dazzling as a small golden torque was displayed.



  "To Water, the embodiment of the soul, we give this gift of ancient gold, summoned from the secret stashes of your people, that you may once again know us and, though our ways may now be
  different, know the purity of our spirit and of our purpose."



  The golden torque, once dropped into the flames, melted, just as the silver bracelet that proceeded it. Eocho waited a moment, then spread his arms wide, palms up, in a welcoming gesture.



  "Here our prayers, know our hopes, feel our faith. We await your blessings."



  Nothing happened for a moment and several people shifted awkwardly. Then the fire went out.



  As the smoke spiraled skyward, forms could be seen dancing with it, twisting and whirling. A breeze began to blow and upon it were voices, unintelligible to be sure, but they brought with them a
  feeling of peace and tranquility to those within the circle.



  A sigh went through those gathered in the glen and Eocho smiled gently before addressing them once more.



  "Today we are gathered in the presence of the Gods not only to receive their blessings for our great task, but also to witness the joining of the couples before us. Handfasting is an ancient
  rite, a sacred rite, and not entered into lightly. It is the binding of two lives, the creation of one soul, in the joyful hope of being so bound for eternity.



  "As most here know, the handfasting ceremony signifies that two people have agreed to live as man and wife for the time of one year and one day. At the end of that time, the couple may sever
  their connection to one another. If they choose to remain together, however, the binding is permanent and nothing, not even the Gods, may separate them, for this ritual has not just the weight of
  mortal law, but of celestial law as well."



  Eocho paused for a moment, letting those gathered absorb the seriousness of his words. Then, with a slight gesture, he indicated that the first couple should come forward.



  Harry, with Dan beside him, and Hermione, with Narcissa next to her, stepped in front of the altar and bowed their heads. Then, in their duties as escorts, Dan and Narcissa took the wreaths from
  their charges and took one step back.



  Eocho's expression became stern as he addressed the couple before him. "Harry James Potter and Hermione Jane Granger, do you come before this gathering of mortal and immortal to bind yourselves,
  one to the other, in joy and love, and with the understanding that you will never again be alone in this world or any other?"



  "We do."



  Eocho turned to Dan and Narcissa and held out his hands. "The wreaths," he demanded.



  The escort stepped forward and placed the wreaths on the ancient priest's hands. Then, bowing their heads once more, returned to their places behind the bride and groom.



  Turning to address the gathering, Eocho raised his voice to be heard by all. "In times past, wreaths such as these held the same meaning as the rings many of the couples have already exchanged.
  The shape, a circle, symbolizes the everlasting. In the binding of these two souls, there is no beginning and no end. There is no 'mine' or 'yours'. There is only wholeness, only one. There is only
  eternity.



  "These wreaths were made, one for the other, before this ceremony. In that way, the individual, the essence of the one, is also present here today.



  "In Hermione's wreath we see Myrtle flowers and Cedar, Fern, Ivy and Oak. By this we know that she sees in Harry his love and strength, his honesty, fidelity and bravery."



  Eocho turned to Hermione and held out her wreath. She curtsied deeply before taking it from him.



  Holding up the other wreath, Eocho raised his voice once again. "In Harry's wreath we see Amaryllis and blue violet flowers, Birch and Plane tree shoots and the budding flowers of the Hollyhock.
  By this we know he sees in Hermione her beauty and love, her gracefulness, intelligence and creative power."



  Turning to Harry, he held out his wreath. As Hermione before him, Harry bowed deeply, expressing his respect, before taking the wreath.



  "Turn now to your beloved," the priest told them seriously, "and make known to each other, and to those gathered here, your feelings and intentions."



  Hermione turned toward Harry, looked down at her wreath... and panicked. She had written her vows weeks ago. She had studied them relentlessly and memorized them as she would for a test. Now, for
  the first time in her life, she drew a blank.



  As she stared at the wreath, not saying a word, Harry had to quash the urge to squirm. Forgetting the crowd, he focused only on Hermione. Had she changed her mind? Was she having doubts? Unable to
  take it any longer, he reached out and raised her head with a finger under her chin so he could look into her eyes. Green eyes met brown, and understanding passed between them.



  Smiling, he leaned closer to her and whispered, "See what happens when you study too hard? The brain can only hold so much before stuff before it starts dribbling out the ears."



  Hermione's eyes narrowed dangerously. "Then perhaps you should try to study a bit more. The sound of the wind rushing through your ears at night makes it hard for me to sleep!"



  Realizing what she'd just said, she slapped a hand over her mouth and gazed at him, horrified. "Harry, I didn't mean that," she mumbled from behind her hand.



  Harry's laughter drown out her words.



  Narcissa, Dan and Emma, who had been staring at the young woman first in amusement, then in shock, watched as the young man reached out and touched Hermione's cheek gently.



  "You rise to the bait every time. I knew what your reaction would be. That's why I said what I did," Harry told her, his eyes dancing with amusement. Then, taking her free hand, his eyes turned
  serious. "This isn't a test and you're not going to be graded. I love you and I know you love me. Right now, in this time and place, nothing else matters. No matter what the future may hold for
  us, know always that you are the most important person in my life. No one and nothing will ever change that.



  TÃ¡ mÃ© chomh mÃ³r sin i ngrÃ¡ leat, tÃ¡ mÃ© chomh doirte sin duit. I love you so much," he said as he placed his wreath upon her head.



  Hermione shook her head as she tried to blink away her tears. "You never cease to amaze me. Do you know that? Just when I think I have you figured out, you do something like this. When I think
  that I couldn't possibly love you more, you go and prove me wrong. Eocho says that, after this ceremony, our souls will be bound into one. I say differently. At the end of last summer, I felt you
  in my heart and your presence within me has only grown since then. You have been a part of me for a very long time now, Harry Potter. I love you and I want nothing more than to be with you
  forever."



  Raising her wreath and placing it on his head, she smiled and said, "TÃ¡ mÃ© chomh mÃ³r sin i ngrÃ¡ leat, tÃ¡ mÃ© chomh doirte sin duit. I love you so much."



  Joining hands, they turned then to face Eocho, only to find him grinning at them.



  "Leave it to the two of you to change the ceremony," he teased them gently. "But love will take its own path, and we must follow where it leads." Signaling to Dan and Narcissa, the two
  stepped forward and Eocho gave them each a ribbon - one red, the other silver.



  The escort then approached Harry and Hermione and began to wrap the ribbons around their joined hands in an elaborate Celtic knot they had practiced for many days.



  "As your hands are bound fast, one to the other, so too are your lives," Eocho told them. "In one year and one day, if you do not sever the bond, two souls will no longer exist. In their
  place, the one will take precedence. Two bodies, one spirit, bound together for eternity. If this is your wish, turn to each other and declare it."



  Turning to face each other, her left hand bound to his right, Harry and Hermione gazed at each other for a moment. Then, in one voice, they declared, "Is mise le meas agus i dtÃ³lamh. Yours,
  faithfully and always."



  "My blessings upon you and your newly born union. Let nothing and no one come between you," Eocho intoned formally.



  When the sound of many small bells ringing was heard throughout the circle, all looked to Eocho for understanding.



  Arms spread wide, the ancient priest laughed happily. "The Gods, too, offer their blessings upon this joining. Shelter under their protection and know they are well pleased by you both. Go now,
  my children, and begin your life together!"



  Harry and Dan bowed deeply, while Hermione and Narcissa curtsied. With one last look, the four turned away and joined Emma, and the others gathered to watch the ceremony.



  Dan quickly hugged his daughter and shook Harry's hand. "Congratulations to you both. I need to join Remus, but we'll talk at the reception," he told them.



  "I, too, must return to the ceremony,"Narcissa told them quietly. Congratulations, my dears. I will see you both later."



  When Dan and Narcissa walked back towards the altar, Emma hugged Hermione, then Harry. Rather than trying to speak, the three turned back to the ceremony and watched as Luna, Narcissa, Draco and
  Bertrand stepped forward and paid their respects to Eocho.



  "Draco Amadeus Black and Luna Laural Lovegood, do you come before this gathering of mortal and immortal to bind yourselves, one to the other..."





  The Reception...



  "You're looking mighty pensive for such a happy occasion, Minerva," someone said gruffly.



  Minerva started for a moment, then looked up at Miles Pickerton, who was smiling at her and holding two drinks. He gestured at the chair next to hers.



  "May I?"



  Suddenly and inexplicably flustered, all Minerva could do was nod and accept the drink he offered. Miles sat next to her and together they watched the party going on around them for a few minutes
  without speaking.



  "What troubles you, Minerva?" he asked.



  She sighed and played with her glass for a moment. "I suppose I'm suffering from what all people my age suffer from, Miles; Too long a memory. I'm sitting here wondering what Frank and Alice
  would say, were they here, or James and Lily, or Luna's mother."



  "I think they would be proud of their children. Oh, perhaps they wouldn't have wanted to see them get married so young, but I think they would be proud of them nonetheless. James was a wicked and
  cunning fighter. So were Frank and Alice, for that matter. Neville is a wicked and cunning fighter, and Merlin knows I don't want to get involved in a fight with Harry. No, I think their parents
  would be proud of them today."



  Minerva looked out over the dancing couples. The reception was set up with a series of long tables in a rectangular pattern and a large open area for dancing in the middle. All eight of the newly
  wed couples were in the center, at the moment, dancing. Minerva could see Olga nearby, supervising the elves. Sven, who had apparently appointed himself official taster, was behind her.



  "Did you know I first saw Harry on the day he was born?" Minerva asked with a smile.



  "No. I didn't know you were that close to the family," Miles replied in surprise.



  "Lily, like Hermione out there, was one of my favorite students. She was as good in transfiguration as James was. Her specialty was charms and potions, but I loved her like a daughter. As a
  Muggle born, she was so lost when she first came to Hogwarts. Everything was new and frightening to her. As for James, well, he was a handful, but mostly in a good way.



  "I remember visiting St. Mungo's to see a friend when James caught me in the hallway and dragged me to the maternity ward. Oh, he was simply splitting with pride..."



  " Come on, Professor! You've got to see this," James said, bubbling over with joy.



  " James Potter, don't think you're too old to get detention if you're pulling pranks here in St. Mungos," Minerva replied snappily.



  James sniggered and pulled her into the room where Lily lay on a bed holding a bundle in her arms. Minerva skidded to a stop and both hands flew to her
  mouth.



  " Oh, the baby! Lily, are you alright?" she asked in a rush.



  James gently lifted the bundle from his wife's arms and handed it to Minerva. "Harry James Potter, meet your honorary Aunt, Minerva. If you're really lucky,
  Harry, someday she'll be your Head of House," he said softly.



  " Call her Aunt Minnie," said an impish voice behind her.



  Minerva frowned. "He'll do no such thing, Sirius Black. And if you know what's good for you, you'll behave yourself."



  She looked down at the sleeping bundle, performing the customary scan to check fingers, toes, etc. Then Harry opened his eyes and yawned hugely. A nearby
  candelabra flared, leaving scorch marks against the wall. Minerva looked up and arched an eyebrow at Lily.



  Lily nodded. "Not even a day old and he's already experiencing accidental magic discharges. He nearly set Hagrid's beard on fire."



  Minerva passed the baby back to Lily, who looked down at him with love and pride.



  " You're going to be a powerful wizard someday, my little Harry," she whispered to her son.



  A flashbulb exploded and Minerva looked up to see James taking a photo of her and Lily together.



  " I'll see you get a copy, Professor," James told her, smiling.



  "A copy of that photo still sits on my nightstand. Times back then were hard and we grasped at every piece of happiness and normalcy we could find."



  "Aye, I remember Minerva. But this is a new time, and we have new challenges. Things aren't as dire as they appear to be," Miles told her with a smile.



  Minerva nodded and smiled at him, then she heard a cough. Looking away from Miles, she saw Harry and Hermione Potter standing in front of her.



  "Would you dance with me, Aunt Minerva?" Harry asked in a serious voice.



  Minerva's eyes misted with unshed tears and she nodded, allowing Harry to lead her out onto the dance floor. Meanwhile, Hermione was tugging a reluctant Miles out to dance as well.



  "Your parents would be proud of the man you've become, Harry," Minerva said, while Harry led her through the slow dance.



  Harry smiled down at her. "I hope so. I've tried to live as I think they would have wanted."



  "You've succeeded. Your mother would be so pleased with Hermione. Her one great fear for you was that you would have fallen into the pure blood beliefs."



  "Hermione is... special. I don't know if I can describe it, Aunt," He said, then he shook his head in frustration. Describing Hermione was impossible for him. How could he describe the single
  most important person in his life? Words just didn't suffice. Looking back at Minerva, he smiled. "Besides, as a half blood, it would be rather foolish of me to believe as many pure bloods do,
  wouldn't it?"



  He turned when he felt a tap on his shoulder. Behind him were Miles and Hermione.



  "Partner switch?" offered Miles.



  Seeing Minerva was agreeable, he bowed to her and switched to dancing...with Miles.



  Harry and Miles took several bumbling steps, each instinctively trying to lead the other, when the shock finally wore off enough for Miles to start laughing.



  "I meant switch female partners, you prat!" Miles exclaimed as he pulled away from Harry and walked back to Minerva.



  "That will teach you to be more specific," Harry told him as he wrapped his arms around Hermione and began to dance.



  "Merlin! And you had to deal with all of the Marauders? How did you ever survive?" Miles asked Minerva as he lead her out onto the dance floor.



  "There were moments when I wasn't sure I would," Minerva said laughingly.



  Nearby a pair of red heads danced to the slow tune.



  "Are you happy, Ginny?" asked Charlie pensively.



  Ginny looked up at her older brother, her eyes serious. "Yes, I am."



  "Good... I wish..." he started, then faltered.



  "What do you wish?"



  "I wish I could have been there. I've only one sister and it will always bother me that I wasn't able to watch her marry," Charlie said with a sigh.



  Ginny smiled gently and lifted a hand up to cup his cheek. "It takes time to rebuild trust, Charlie. You were excluded from the ceremony because there are things you aren't ready to know just
  yet. It will happen in time, if you allow it. Besides, this is just one piece of my life. You won't be excluded from the rest of it."



  Charlie smiled down sadly at his petite sister, looking so elegant and refined in her wedding robe.



  When the music finally ended, the couples made their way to the head table for dinner. It had been a long day and few of them had eaten before now due to nerves. Years later, Harry would never
  remember exactly what he ate. He'd just remember that he'd had something.



  After dinner, Dan stood and tapped a glass with a spoon to get everyone's attention. Nearby, elves were appearing with four trunks, one for each couple.



  "Now that I have your attention, I'd like to begin. Normally, it is customary for the best man to offer a toast to the happy couple. But tonight we're going to break with tradition somewhat.
  Besides, we'll be here all night if every best man is to give a toast.



  "As you can see, the house elves are preparing what our couples need for their honeymoons and I'm sure they all want to start their trip as soon as possible. So please, lift your glasses
  everyone, and let us toast to the happy couples. May their lives be filled with love and may their love strengthen them in the days to come," Dan said, lifting his glass.



  From the other tables came shouts of, "Here Here!" and glasses were raised in salute.



  When the crowd died down, Dan stood again. "Our couples have agreed to a final dance before they leave. So let's give them a nice round of applause one final time before they leave us for the
  evening."



  Just as the music started to play, a disturbance was heard from one side of the tables. Several people were approaching the party, including Michael O'Dalley and several of his constables.



  Harry, hearing the noise, steered Hermione over to where Michael O'Dalley and his men would arrive. Hermione took a step to the side so that they could both face the oncoming group. They both
  recognized O'Dalley and the two constables, but not the older couple, though Harry thought they looked vaguely familiar.



  From over Harry's shoulder there came a shriek and a pink hair woman bowled Harry down from behind in an attempt to reach the older couple.



  "MUM! DAD!" yelled Tonks. Remus followed his wife until he reached Harry, where he paused long enough to help the younger man to his feet.



  "Didn't we get them out in the main evacuation, Remus?" Harry asked in confusion.



  Remus shook his head. "No, they were traveling at the time and we couldn't locate them. Then we heard some rumors that they had escaped to southern France, but we were never able to pin anything
  down."



  "Even owl post?" Harry asked incredulously.



  "By the time Britain fell, the owls were as confused as everyone else. None of our owls got through to them. They might have used a Fidelius charm, or
  just some sort of obscuration charm coupled with an anti-scrying charm," Remus replied.



  "They must have learned about Haven in the papers," offered Hermione.



  Remus smiled softly as he watched his wife. "Yes, I suppose so. I'm just glad they made it out alright."



  Tonks grabbed both the man and woman and hugged them tightly, tears streaming down her face. Harry placed a hand on Remus' shoulder and gently propelled him forward.



  "Looks like we got here too late to give the bride away," murmured Ted Tonks as he reached out to grip Remus' hand.



  Remus shook it gladly and grinned. "Better to be a little late than to never show up."



  Andromeda cupped her daughter's cheeks in both of her hands. "You make a wonderful bride, m'love."



  Tonks blushed outrageously and her hair cycled through an entire rainbow of colors. Then she looked disappointed. "Oh, bloody Merlin! We're about to leave for the honeymoon! But you just got
  here," she said unhappily.



  Remus stepped forward and put an arm around her shoulders. "We can delay or even postpone..."



  "No!" Andromeda exclaimed, holding up a hand imperiously. "If you delay, it will only be a vacation when you get around to taking the trip. Go... your father and I will be fine and we'll be
  here when you get back."



  Ted nodded in affirmation.



  Harry moved forward and addressed the new arrivals. "I insist you stay at the manor while we're gone. Your daughter is family to me and you'll be more comfortable there."



  Tonks smiled at Harry gratefully, then turned back to her parents. "Mum, Dad, this is Harry Potter. Harry, these are my parents, Ted and Andromeda Tonks. Harry got married today too."



  "Then we won't hold you up either," Ted said, shaking Harry's hand. "Thank you for the invitation to stay in the manor and we'll see you all when you get back."



  "Congratulation," Andromeda added as she, too, shook Harry's hand. "Enjoy your trip."



  "Thanks," Harry said, then turned away and rejoined Hermione on the dance floor.



  Satisfied that her parents would be fine, Tonks and Remus allowed themselves to be pulled out onto the dance floor for one more dance with her parents. When the dance was finally done, a hush fell
  over the crowd.



  Harry walked over to where the elves had laid out the trunks. Finding the one that belonged to Hermione and himself, he sat down on it. Hermione kissed her mother farewell and she joined him,
  sitting on his lap.



  He looked at her and grinned. "Well?" he asked.



  "Well, what?"



  "We can't go anywhere until you tap the trunk with your wand," Harry said to the laughter of the crowd.



  Hermione blushed. "Oh... I forgot."



  "Definitely a day for me to remember," Harry quipped with a smile and then they were gone. One by one the other couples repeated the process of activating the portkeys or apparating.



  Dan chuckled at the antics of his daughter and son-in-law.



  Emma turned and looked at him, arching an eyebrow.



  "Before you go commenting on how your daughter acted during her wedding, I'll remind you that you forgot to fuel the car for ours and you had to push us three kilometers to a petrol station,"
  she said archly.



  Dan ducked his head and wandered away from his wife, muttering, "I wonder if there is any more cake left?"





  The Newly Wed Game (Draco and Luna)...



  Draco and Luna appeared in the lobby of a posh tropical hotel that catered to Wizarding guests. Luna smiled prettily at Draco as a house elf dressed as a bell hop appeared.



  "Mr. Black? Your cabin has been arranged and is ready. If you will just follow me?" the little elf asked.



  Draco nodded to the elf and then reached for Luna's hand.



  "It was nice of Harry to let us use this place. I wonder if we'll see any beach combing Snip Wippets while we're here," Luna murmured softly.



  "Maybe," Draco offered with a smile. He was quite used to Luna's off comments by now. She had greatly cut down on them, but they still slipped out from time to time.



  Following the elf down a sandy path, he led them to a two story A frame cabin facing the beach. A large window adorned each floor, allowing an unfettered view of the beach and the nearby ocean.



  "The presidential cabin, Mr. Black. The refrigerator is fully stocked, as is the bar. We also offer twenty four hour room service. Simply ring the hand bell located in the dinette and a staff elf
  will appear to take your order. Next to your bed you will find a brochure outlining some of the highlights of the island. The management is pleased to be able to serve a family member of one of our
  directors," said the elf in a serious tone.



  Draco could only nod in surprise, then he nudged the door open with his foot and picked up Luna. Luna's laugh sounded like gentle bells in his ear as he maneuvered her through the doorway.



  Draco carried his bride all the way into the bedroom and stopped. Luna looked at him questioningly.



  "Dray? What's wrong?" she asked.



  "I'm not sure. I've seen several of Dan's muggle movies where the groom carried the bride over the threshold, but they never show where he put her," he replied with a hint of confusion in his
  voice.



  "Well, where would you like to put me?"



  He colored a bright red ,which really made his blond hair stand out and Luna laughed huskily, causing him to blush harder.



  "Put me on the bed Dray," she whispered in his ear.



  Draco lowered her to the bed and she quickly sat up. "Why don't you see if there's any butterbeer in that bar over there, then go change. I'll head into the bathroom and change out of these robes
  while you're looking for the drinks," Luna told him, then she started to rummage around in their trunk.



  While Draco looked for the drinks, Luna went into the bathroom.



  Draco finally found something acceptable to drink, a Muggle soda. The bar was sorely lacking in butterbeer. Turning around, he froze, seeing Luna exit the bathroom.



  She wore a gossamer robe and nothing else. Although they had been intimate before this, never had they been so casual about it. They both felt for the first time that they didn't have to sneak
  around.



  Draco backed up a bit until he sat roughly on the bed and stared at her. When she smiled at him, he returned it. Though he didn't say it, he was worried about what was to come. They had still not
  discovered the key to controlling Luna's emotional broadcasts. Of the few times they had made love, the only way they could do it was with her masking her emotions and it ruined the experience for
  her.



  Draco suddenly stiffened on the bed. He felt something within him snap, and he looked up at her as she approached him, concerned about the emotions she felt from him.



  This situation is ridiculous, Draco thought angrily. I want her to enjoy it as much as I do, but her broadcasts overwhelm
  me every time! He was angry at himself, at Luna and at life in general. He had a beautiful wife and he couldn't share that most basic of needs with her because of what she was!



  Draco stood and stalked towards her. Luna stepped back fearfully and he grabbed her arms. His grip was firm, but not firm enough to hurt. Something in Luna seemed to click and she melted against
  him.



  "You're mine," he growled holding her and caressing her. His hands ran over her body and her senses spun with an increasing desire. She could feel his passion rise as he cupped one of her
  breasts in his hand and gently pinched her nipple. The bond she had created with him when she had saved his life opened like a sluice gate. When his hand cupped her mons, she lost all control and
  started to broadcast her emotions. A small part of her mind screamed for her to stop, but she ignored the logical in favor of the physical.



  "Not this time, Luna," Draco snarled. She gasped as the bond opened even wider and she could feel him feeding her emotional assault back to her. She screamed once and clutched at him as she
  orgasmed.



  Exulted, he lifted her in his arms and laid her on the bed. He undressed quickly, then opened her robe.



  Shivering, she reached for him even as she struggled to control the broadcasting of her emotions.



  Draco positioned himself over her and leaned down close enough that his lips brushed hers as he spoke. "You're mine," he repeated in a savage whisper. "Forever, Luna."



  She cried out and surrendered to his passions and her own. Draco, in his own way, had managed to unlock the secret to managing her broadcasts. In claiming her for himself, the two surrendered to
  each other, both attaining ascendancy and submission to the other.



  On a small, unplottable Carribean island, a couple, now husband and wife, started a new life together, having overcome the final hurdle.





  International Apparation/Portkey Point, Calais, France
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 11 - Honeymoon Surprises

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Severus Snape walked out onto the stage and stood regally in front of the audience.



  "The authors of this fine tale have invited me to speak about how they do not own anything in this story. The characters are the sole property of JK Rowling and other people, not the authors. The
  Authors further wish to claim abject poverty, so suing them would be a waste of money. Bob even went as far as to claim they rent their food, but I don't believe that in the least. Although I did
  have to return the cookie they gave me so maybe he wasn't kidding."



  Snape finished speaking and looked expectantly out at the audience in confusion. The longer he waited, the angrier he got. Finally he couldn't take it anymore.



  "WHAT? No herd of rampaging hippogriffs? No tying me to a missile? No death and dismemberment? No burning to death? No..." Snape paused for a moment and paled.



  "By Grabthar's hammer, by the sons of Warvan, you shall be avenged!" he blurted in surprise.



  Snape stopped speaking and looked horrified. "GIRL POWER!" he shouted as his hair braided and his clothing changed into a yellow polka dot dress.



  Snape glared and stared at one section of the audience. Then he reached into his robe pulling out a fish. "A Hero is as good as his weapon!" he called stamping his feet. Then he dropped the
  fish and slapped both hands over his mouth.



  In the audience Harry and Hermione smiled at each other. "Wait til the love/lust potion kicks in, should be any minute," murmured Harry.



  "A love/lust potion? Oh Harry that is too cruel," admonished Hermione halfheartedly.



  "I know, but it's fun," he replied. At that point a twelve foot tall purple Dinosaur burst onto the stage staring at Snape. "I LOVE YOU, YOU'LL LOVE ME..."



  Snape screamed in despair as the Dinosaur reached him.



  "This is low, even for you," hissed Alyx to Bob.



  "Yes Dear, I know. Now would you still like me to spank you tonight?"



  "Of course!" Alyx gleefully cackled in reply.





  Sunrise over Britain

  Chapter 11






  Hogwarts Castle (August 2nd)...



  Voldemort looked up in surprise to see Lucius Malfoy stride into his audience chamber. Normally he came to Hogwarts every other week. Lucius was early and that meant something interesting was
  coming.



  "Lucius! This is not your normal day to report. What news have you for me?" Voldemort said.



  Malfoy stopped roughly five feet from the Dark Lord's chair and bowed so deeply he nearly groveled. "My lord, I wish to report on some information that has come into our hands."



  Voldemort leaned forward. "Yes? What is it?"



  Lucius looked down at a small book where he kept his notes. "First off, we are now one hundred percent sure that both Antonin and his men have been eliminated. We have heard nothing from them in
  over a week now. I have contacted one of the syndicates to see if they can find out any information for us."



  Voldemort scowled fiercely.



  Lucius glanced up from his book and cringed under the baleful gaze of his master. Hurriedly, he continued with his report.



  "Also, it seems that Potter wasn't very discriminating when he took the students from the school. We have heard from a couple of students via their relatives in Europe. We are working on
  establishing a more direct method of contact with them. Interestingly enough, the students report that there appears to be some sort of fight going on between Potter and Dumbledore. The Irish
  Ministry has proclaimed Dumbledore to be a wanted fugitive."



  Lucius paused and waited while the Dark Lord considered that piece of information.



  Voldemort leaned back in his chair, pondering. "So... Potter and Dumbledore are at odds. This could work to our advantage."



  "It appears so, my lord. There were unconfirmed rumors that the Ministry had been investigating Dumbledore on Potter's behalf. When Richfield took over the Ministry, that bitch, Bones, removed
  all the confidential files from the Department of Magical Law Enforcement, so we never could confirm the rumor," Lucius told him.



  Voldemort nodded. "What else have you for me?"



  "It appears that our French friends have spotted two of Potter's inner circle entering France yesterday. I have asked them to track them down and observe what they are doing. I thought about
  authorizing a hit wizard, but I wanted to get your approval before we try that."



  Voldemort reached down and stroked Nagini while he considered that. "What other news have you for me?"



  "Nothing more at the moment, my lord. The consolidation in and around the London area is complete and we have total control of that region now. The army has moved into the uncontrolled out lying
  regions and has begun to pacify them. The army has found it necessary to recruit some of the more violent civilians, but that seems to be working in our favor.



  "On the international front, we have managed to expand our network considerably by contacting several Wizarding crime syndicates. Most aren't aligned with our cause, but are amenable to helping
  us for the right price. A few are hoping that once we can solve the barrier problem, they can ally themselves more fully with you. Our friends in Milan have located another cauldron for your use
  and I expect it to arrive in a day or two. Our agents in the middle east are keeping those countries on the fence, so the British will find no help from them.



  "The British Government in Exile is still trying to bring other muggle governments in on their side, looking for support for a possible invasion. Most of the governments are unwilling to commit
  to such an endeavor, however. It appears they have misinterpreted all those Dementor attacks as some unknown contagious disease."



  Malfoy paused, startled by the high pitched scream that trailed off. Voldemort frowned. "Have you had no luck finding me a Necromancer?" he snarled.



  Lucius paled. "No, my lord, We have tried, but none of those we know of are willing to come here. The one we tried to kidnap was too heavily protected by the French Ministry. The art of
  Necromancy is very rare, my lord, and most Ministry's guard their Necromancers closely, to protect them."



  "Damnation!" Voldemort said, pounding a fist on the armrest. "That thrice damned poltergeist has killed nearly twenty men so far, and we now have new ghosts infesting the castle. It disturbs
  my sleep."



  As he spoke, a spectral figure of a Death Eater floated into the room. "TURN BACK FROM THY EVIL WAYS," the ghost cried. Several of the living Death Eaters flinched and Voldemort growled deep in
  his throat.



  " Crucio " he whispered at one Death Eater who was cowering back from the ghost, visibly frightened.



  Voldemort lifted the curse after a few minutes, seemingly bored with the whole process, then he turned his attention back to Lucius.



  "Lucius, your news pleases me for the most part. It is a pity about Dolohov, but his performance and reliability had become erratic of late. I will send word to our French friends about what to
  do about Potter's friends. Now, sit. I wish to discuss other matters with you."



  A chair appeared and a very startled Lucius Malfoy sat down in his master's presence for the first time since pledging himself to the Dark Lord.



  






  Cairngorn Mountains, Scotland...



  Dumbledore's first impression even before he opened his eyes was one of pain, overwhelming pain. He opened his eyes and frowned. Ripples of pain crossed his face and he moaned piteously on the bed,
  writhing in his agony.



  "Master Dumblydore should not try moving," piped a small voice.



  "Of all the people I expected to see at this safe house, you are the very last, Albus Dumbledore," said a gruff and familiar voice.



  Dumbledore tried to lift his head to look around. Something wasn't quite right with his vision. He turned his head towards the source of the voice.



  "Alastor?" he croaked.



  The little elf placed a drink to his lips. "Drink, Master Dumblydore, it wills make you feel better and help heal."



  Dumbledore drank sparingly. He wasn't sure of his situation, except to say he was in considerable pain.



  "Aye, Albus, it's me. And for once I can honestly say I look better than you do. Nippers and I are all you have when it comes to a healer. You've been asleep for weeks now... Why did you do it,
  Albus? Are you that willing to risk your very soul?"



  Dumbledore peered up at his old friend in consternation. "What are you talking about?"



  "I heard it on the wireless. The Irish Government has placed a price on your head for an unprovoked attack at Potter's Haven. I know you and Potter don't see eye to eye anymore, but can't you
  leave the lad alone? He's the one who now leads the fight against Voldemort."



  Dumbledore leaned up in his bed. "It should be me," he snarled, then he collapsed back in his bed, panting.



  "Well, that isn't going to happen anytime soon, Albus. You've been badly burned, and your eye is injured. It's going to take you a long time before you can get out of bed, let alone lead any
  fights. I'll let you stay here long enough to heal, then you need to go elsewhere if you're looking to fight. I want no part of your battles with Potter or Voldemort or whomever. I just want to
  live here quietly, in peace," Moody said sadly. He was depressed that he had to take this hard line with his old friend, but he would not allow himself to be pulled into some sort of vendetta.



  Dumbledore looked up at his old friend in shock. The potion was starting to make him drowsy and it took all his strength to nod in agreement. He'd work on changing his mind after he was better.



  Moody watched Dumbledore slip off to sleep. "Oh, no you won't, Albus," he murmured softly, then he turned to Nippers and gave the little elf instructions for dinner.



  






  Anafi, Mediterranean Sea...



  The sun was well above the horizon when Harry finally woke up. He was naked, as was Hermione who was currently using him as her own personal mattress. He smiled and caressed her cheek tenderly. For
  a moment he thought she'd ignore him and continue sleeping, but she cracked an eye open, looking at him.



  "Good morning, Mrs. Potter," he whispered, then he tightened his grip on her.



  She smiled and stretched against him. All thoughts of breakfast and getting up fled his mind. "I like the sound of that," she murmured, then she lightly gripped his stiffening erection. "I
  like this even better."



  Harry chuckled as she blushed from her own boldness, then he kissed the top of her head.



  "Sweetie, as much as I'd like to, you sort of drained the well dry last night and I need a little time to recover. Besides, we have a busy day scheduled for today," he said with a grin.



  Hermione propped her head up on one hand and continued to lightly stroke him. "Oh? I don't think you're as drained as you claim. But just what do you have planned for today? After all, this is
  our honeymoon."



  Harry shuddered from the sensations she was causing and tried to concentrate on the conversation. "I had Remus make some arrangements for us. Today we meet with a Gregorios Stavros in Athens.
  He'll be showing us around the Wizarding sections of the city. Remus tells me he's the manager of one of my family's companies here in Greece. I know we have only ten days for our honeymoon, but
  once Voldemort's gone, we're going to do it right. In the meantime, we'll explore Athens, and Minerva has given me a letter of introduction to get us into the Library at Alexandria, in case you
  want to go see the restoration."



  Hermione quickened her hand for a moment then she crawled up and straddling him. Harry gasped as he slid into her and she smiled down at him. "It's nice having a husband who caters to my
  desires," she said in a husky voice, slowly riding him. "I'll just have to think of a nice way of thanking him."



  Harry growled in the back of his throat and pulled her down to kiss her.



    





  El Magica, not far from St. Thomas...



  Draco woke to a wonderful sound. Someone was singing softly, and it sounded perfect to him. A large open window allowed a cool breeze to waft over his naked form. Sitting up, he spotted some
  clothes laid out for him. Luna was no where to be seen, but unless he was mistaken, she was singing softly to herself in the other room. Dressing quickly, he went to join her on the first floor of
  the two story cabin.



  Luna sat at their dinning table, playing with several flowers. What surprised him the most was that she had apparently decided that clothing was optional for breakfast. She wasn't completely naked,
  though. She wore a floral print skirt and a crude looking hat made from palm fronds. Around her neck was a necklace of iridescent shells.



  She looked up at him and smiled widely. He could feel her no longer masking her emotions and he could feel the bond between them insulating him, protecting him from being overwhelmed.



  "Good morning my husband," Luna said with a lilting laugh to her voice.



  Draco smiled and tried to tear his eyes away from her breasts, lightly swaying as she breathed. "Good morning, my wife," he mumbled then sat down next to her, staring at the table.



  Luna leaned over and kissed him on his cheek, then touched his face. "We're married now, Dray. You're allowed to look at me."



  Draco nodded and tried to ignore the flush climbing up his cheeks. "I know, Luna. But seeing you like this... it only makes me want to take you back upstairs to make love to you again."



  Luna laughed throatily and hugged him, then offered him a cup of coffee. "Later, my sweet. Right now we need to eat and we need to talk... about what happened last night."



  "Last night?" he asked, somewhat confused. This was a new aspect of Luna. Despite her attire, or lack there of, she seemed tightly focused for a change.



  "Yes. Last night you stabilized our bond. Now, at least when we're alone, I no longer need to mask my emotions. For the first time in my life I can be myself. You are my anchor and my
  protector," she said in a gentle tone.



  Draco took a sip of his coffee and tried to formulate his thoughts into words without hurting her. "Does this mean you'll be able to be yourself around anyone, or just me?"



  Luna reached out and cupped his cheek gently. "My poor Dray. This really has caught you off guard, hasn't it? I can feel you struggling, trying to frame your questions. Don't be afraid of hurting
  my feelings. I know how strange I appeared to everyone. And I know how much you love me, despite my little quirks. The quirks aren't gone Dray, they are just better... Controlled, perhaps?... Yes,
  controlled would be the right word."



  Draco leaned into her touch, surprised at how much he craved her gentle caress. Luna laughed softly and leaned over to wrap her arms around him. After a few minutes she released him.



  "Eat up, Dray. After breakfast we'll take a morning swim. It was going to rain today, but I asked the rain to hold off until the afternoon. After our swim we'll shower together and spend a lazy
  afternoon making love."



  Draco's eyes glazed over with the images she painted in his mind and he nodded, completely skipping over her comment about her postponing the rain until later.



  Luna stood and put on a bikini top, then she winked at Draco and walked out.



  Draco, his mind still a whirl, grabbed one last bite of his toast, then he followed her out of the cabin and onto the beach. He would have walked into the sea fully clothed if she hadn't reminded
  him to take off his shirt and shoes.



  






  Paris, France...



  Terry leaned out over the balcony and looked at the Eiffel Tower in the distance. He turned at the knock at the door.



  "I'll get it," Susan called.



  Susan came out of the bedroom wearing a robe. She opened the door and spoke to the person outside the door. Terry could hear her talking in French and he shook his head, marveling that she was so
  fluent in the language. A minute later a man wheeled a cart into the suite and started to move food from it to the table in one corner of the living room.



  "Terry, breakfast!" she called.



  He turned and walked back into the living room, heading for the table while she took care of the tip.



  "This sure is a nice place Harry arranged for us," he said with a grin. The large windows showed the city spread out before them. The bedroom was lush, bordering on decadent and the bath was
  positively hedonistic.



  Susan smiled at him and poured them both a cup of tea. "From what I understand, the Potter family owned interests in several muggle and Wizarding hotel chains. He and Remus found out where we all
  wanted to go and then arranged for us to stay."



  "I know, Susan, but look at this place! There are three unused bedrooms to this suite. It's the only suite on the whole floor!"



  Susan giggled softly. "It's called the Owner's suite, Terry. I'm just happy that Harry did this for us. Did you see that bathroom?"



  Terry grinned back at her, and looked at her carefully. She wore the filmy nightgown she had come to bed in under her robe. Her attire was giving him ideas, which caused him to blush to his roots.



  She laughed at his coloring. "We can spend the day here if you like. Hermione gave me a list of things to see and do in Paris that we can pick from. But that can wait until tomorrow."



  "It figures. Hermione would have an itinerary set up for us. Let me guess, all educational stuff?" he asked with a laugh.



  "Let me check," she said, getting up from the table to get the list.



  A moment later she walked back into the room holding the parchment. She walked slowly, approaching Terry while she read the list.



  "No," she murmured in surprise. "This is the first time I've really looked at it but, shockingly, she lists several night clubs and theaters. She says the Wizarding section of Paris has great
  shopping. She also recommends a few restaurants and several museums," she told him, looking up with a grin.



  Terry smiled and pulled her into his lap ,nuzzling her neck for a moment. "That must be Harry's influence on her. I'm sure she would have listed only libraries and museums if it weren't for
  him."



  Susan sighed and ran her hands through his hair. "I don't know, Terry. She's mellowed a lot since she started seeing Harry. I'll bet she had no educational plans at all for their honeymoon."



  "So let's plan on spending a little more time here today, then later we can check out one of those restaurants and maybe a club," he suggested while slipping a hand inside her robe.



  She shivered in his lap and tightened her grip on him. "I like that idea."



  






  The town of Haven...



  "Over there is our town hall and meeting place. Next to that is the Ministry building, which is where we're heading," said Arthur.



  Andromeda and Ted shook their heads in amazement. Neither had expected Haven to be so well built or so organized. They had envisioned something on the same level as a muggle refugee camp. Instead,
  they found a neatly built town with shops and schools. The town had gotten off to a shaky start but now was a bustling hub of activity.



  "And Mr. Potter built all this?" Ted Tonks asked incredulously.



  "That's right," Arthur said with a nod. "The town, schools and hospital. He even negotiated with Gringotts for a branch to be opened here. That's it, next to the Ministry building."



  Both turned to look at the white marble building that seemed to lean precariously to the left and yet somehow stayed standing.



  "Remarkable," murmured Andromeda.



  "What's really remarkable isn't the town, it's the people," Arthur offered.



  Ted and Andromeda turned to look at him curiously. "What do you mean?" Ted asked.



  Arthur paused in the middle of the street and looked at the two of them for a moment. "When Harry first proposed his idea, he meant to try to save some of the Hogwarts students, their families
  and some friends. From that point, it grew. We now over five thousand people in the town. More than three times the population of Hogsmeade, which was the single largest pure Wizarding community in
  Britain.



  "One third of our population are either muggles or squibs. Harry and his friends have done a lot to promote the idea of muggles and wizards working together and living together. He's even backing
  a muggle for the office of Mayor. Personally, I think the man will win too. Harry tries to maintain a low profile here in town, but everyone here knows they owe a debt to him."



  Andromeda shook her head. "I still don't understand all this. Why is my daughter so involved with Mr. Potter? Why would he care about her?" she asked in confusion.



  "Harry knew your daughter first as an Auror and a member of Dumbledore's Order of the Phoenix," Arthur said after a moment. "But more importantly to Harry, he knows her as Remus' girlfriend.
  Remus is the last living connection he has to his parents and, in a way, Remus is his surrogate father. Harry loves Remus, and loves what your daughter does for him. She's brought joy into Remus'
  life, and Harry considers her to be like a big sister, or perhaps a young aunt. Because of that, he considers her, and the both of you as her parents, to be part of his extended family. If there is
  one thing I've learned about Harry Potter, it's that he will do anything for family."



  "Yes, I could see that in his eyes yesterday. Just the look he gave Remus and Dora. And his generous offer for us to stay at the manor house," Ted mused.



  Arthur nodded in agreement, then looked up at the building they stood in front of. "Ah... here we are. The Ministry building."



  "Why are we coming here again, Mr. Weasley?" asked Andromeda.



  "You two traveled through some areas that Miles Pickerton wants to talk to you about. We've had some reports about V-V-Voldemort receiving aide from crime syndicates and the like. Miles just
  wants to ask you a few questions, that's all," Arthur said reassuringly.



  Ted and Andromeda shared a look of relief as Arthur ushered the two into the Ministry building. A few moments later he led them into a small office. Behind the desk sat Miles Pickerton, who looked
  up and smiled a welcome as they entered.



  "Thank you for bringing them by, Arthur. Amelia said she received the figures from the Irish you needed. Should I send them up to your office when I'm done?" Miles asked in a gruff tone.



  Ted and Andromeda shared worried look and wondered if they were somehow in trouble.



  "Just send me a note when you're done here, Miles, and I'll come get them," Arthur said agreeably.



  Miles nodded and Arthur walked from the room, closing the door behind him.



  "Please, be seated. This won't take long," Miles said with a smile. "I just have a few questions for the two of you."



  "Are we in some kind of trouble?" asked Ted. "I know we just showed up without any kind of warning..."



  Ted trailed off as Miles' grin grew larger. "No, you're not in any kind of trouble. I wanted to talk to you both because you might have information we could use."



  Andromeda perked up at this. "Oh? How so?"



  Miles glanced down at a parchment in front of him. "According to my sources, you are a developer of new charms, and your husband is an investigator for the Wizarding part of Lloyds of London.
  Both careers require substantial observational skills."



  "So what is it you need of us, sir?" asked Ted curiously.



  "What I'm wondering is, did anything seem out of place or odd during your trip? Especially across France? We've had disturbing reports that several crime syndicates have been helping Voldemort's
  forces there, including one attempted kidnapping of the official French Necromancer."



  Ted Tonks leaned back in his chair and looked at the ceiling for a moment. "No, I don't think I can recall..."



  "Wait, darling," said Andromeda. Ted turned to look at her. "Remember those people at the customs check in?" she asked.



  Ted's eyes lost their focus as he recalled their entry and exit from France. "Yes... we had traveled up from Spain into Pic d'Estats. The customs clerk was very curious about our travel plans.
  More than what I'd consider normal for that kind of job."



  Andromeda leaned forward in her chair looking intently at Miles. "Teddy received notice to visit a villa in southern Spain that had been damaged by a herd of hippogriffs. Since it had been a
  while since we had a vacation, I went along with him, figuring we could turn his trip into a working vacation. While we were gone, the government fell and everything fell apart back home. Teddy
  cast an obscuring charm on us as a precaution. Then we made our way north. Teddy wanted to go to the Paris office of Lloyds to see if we could find out any information about what was going on at
  home," Andromeda said, then she choked up a bit.



  Ted put a comforting hand on his wife's arm. "She's safe and so are we, Andy," he murmured softly.



  Miles nodded in agreement. "Yes, you're both safe now. I understand you had a difficult time not knowing what was happening at home, or with your daughter. But that's all behind you now," he
  said gruffly, though his eyes shone with warm understanding.



  Andromeda smiled weakly at her husband and Miles. Then she prompted her husband again.



  "Tell him about the exit point, Teddy," she said softly.



  Ted glanced at her, then looked back at Miles, his expression growing somewhat embarrassed. "By the time we had reached Calais, I was downright paranoid. All the time we spent in Paris I couldn't
  shake the feeling that we were being watched. When we learned about Haven, I went and picked up two false passports from my office, showing us as Irish citizens. Sometimes we need to use phony
  passports in an investigation to help conceal who we are. Anyway, at the Calais checkpoint, the customs officer spent quite a lot of time examining our papers, then tried very hard to convince us
  to use a government made portkey, despite the fact that we were clearly planning to apparate. To be honest, Mr. Pickerton, the man felt odd to me and I was well glad to be gone from that place."



  Miles frowned and wrote a small note on a piece of parchment, then he folded it and tossed it into the air. Before the parchment could begin to fall an owl swooped into the room and grabbed it.
  Miles looked at the two and grinned.



  "Inter-office express owls. It's an idea one of the Weasley boys came up with," he said in explanation. A moment later Charlie Weasley walked into the office.



  "You wanted to see me Miles?" he asked.



  "Yes, Charlie. How are things going with the block wardens?"



  "We've got the wardens in place, and tomorrow they'll have the last of the wards set on the town hall so we can use it as a shelter. After that, we'll need to build shelters and I still have to
  look at what we can do for the school. It's pretty open," Charlie replied. He recognized Ted and Andromeda, but had no idea why he had been summoned to this meeting and thought it best to remain
  quiet for the moment.



  "Charlie, you went through the Calais customs point, didn't you?" asked Miles.



  "Yeah," Charlie said in a low growl. "The customs officer nearly got me caught, too."



  "Can you describe him?"



  Charlie leaned against the wall and thought for a moment. "It's been a while, but let me think. He was of medium height and build and had black hair with a bald patch in the back. I seem to
  remember that he walked with a slight limp."



  "That's him!" exclaimed Ted Tonks.



  "You had to deal with him?" Charlie asked.



  "Yes, on our way here," Andromeda told him.



  Miles looked between the three, then shrugged. "Alright then, I'll send word to the French Ministry. They'll put someone to watch him. My thanks to all three of you."



  Miles stood from behind the desk and led them out of the office, thanking them for their help.



  






  Q Branch, Haven Operations Center...



  "Oy! Move a little further to the left," Fred shouted at George.



  "Are you sure this is a good idea?" asked Helga worriedly. She could see her boyfriend standing down at the far end of the testing area waving at Fred.



  Fred looked up from adjusting the homemade rocket and eyed her in confusion. "Why? Don't you trust us?" he asked with a grin.



  "Actually, she trusts you," offered Inga. "It's your inventions that she's worried about. And the fact that you're using her boyfriend as a target."



  Fred glanced downrange to see George prancing around playfully, then he looked at the five foot long rocket with the erumpent fluid warhead and scratched his head. He stepped back from the large
  rocket and looked at the two girls. Helga stared back at him, looking very worried, while Inga tried to look encouraging.



  Fred sighed. Then he stepped away from rocket and looked downrange at his brother again. "OY! Get up here!" he shouted.



  A minute later George came trotting up to the three of them. "What's the problem? Something wrong with the rocket?" he asked in confusion.



  Helga placed a hand on his arm. "No, George, but I don't see why you have to be the target for this thing," she said, starting to get angry.



  "You know, we could get Amy to do it," George offered.



  Fred blinked in surprise. "Is she back yet? I told you that the ejection charm on the broom was too powerful!"



  "Oh, yeah, she came back two days ago. Did you know the muggles have put up some sort of box that people are living in that floats over the planet? Amy claims she saw it! Can you imagine anything
  so crazy?"



  Fred and George started laughing at the idea, while the Johansen twins frowned at the two of them. Both girls had tried to explain some of the muggle advances before, without much success.



  When Fred finally stopped laughing he looked around the work area. "So where is Amy, anyway?" he asked, unable to see her.



  "Oh, she'll be in tomorrow, I think, I gave her the day off to go get her toes reattached," replied George while he buffed one broken fingernail.



  Helga and Inga looked at each other in horror.



  Fred chuckled appreciatively and clapped his hands. "Right then, we'll postpone the test until tomorrow. Now then, what's next..."



  Fred stopped as a wall panel dropped open and an alarm sounded. George dived for a cabinet and started pulling out dragon hide gloves and an apron. Through the open panel an owl flew in and dropped
  a smoking red letter into Fred's open hands. He blanched and dropped the letter in fear.



  "NO!!! It will explode!" yelled George as he made a dive for the letter, catching just in time with one gloved hand.



  The two Johansen twins looked at George fearfully. Neither had seen a howler before and from the reaction of Fred and George they knew this was something to be wary of.



  The letter suddenly opened itself and levitated a few feet above George's hand.



  "FRED AND GEORGE WEASLEY!" shouted a voice that was clearly Ginny's. "IF YOU DON'T SEND ME THE COUNTER TO THIS IMPOTENCY CURSE, I SWEAR I WILL CURSE YOUR DANGLY BITS TO BITE! THE NERVE OF YOU
  HEXING MY HUSBAND BEFORE WE LEAVE ON OUR HONEYMOON! WAIT UNTIL DAD HEARS ABOUT THIS, WHICH SHOULD BE IN ABOUT FIFTEEN MINUTES. I PROMISE YOU TWO YOU WILL RUE THE DAY YOU CROSSED ME. JUST WAIT UNTIL
  YOU GET MARRIED! I PROMISE YOU I WILL CURSE YOU WITH A COUNTER TO EVERY CONTRACEPTIVE CHARM IN EXISTENCE! NOW SEND ME THE COUNTER TO THIS CURSE THIS INSTANT OR I WILL APPARATE BACK THERE AND DEAL
  WITH YOU PERSONALLY!"



  The letter then exploded, knocking everyone to the floor. Unfortunately, the explosion also ignited the fuse on the rocket. Fred rolled over to lay atop Inga, protecting her, as George did the same
  to Helga.



  The rocket took off with a whoosh of sparks and a great cloud of smoke, causing everyone to cough.



  Fred poked his head up and waved a hand trying to clear the smoke away enough to see. The door to the work area opened and Arthur Weasley stepped into the room, looking angry.



  "Look out, Dad!" shouted Fred.



  Arthur took one look and dived to the side as the rocket flew out the door. The door slammed shut, but a scream could be heard on the other side. A scream that sounded suspiciously like Amy, who'd
  obviously just come back from the hospital. Then the wall bulged ominously as the rocket exploded.



  Arthur lifted his head and glared at his two sons before standing up. "Fred! George! I want a word with the both of you!"



  Fred and George cringed and helped their girlfriends climb to their feet. They walked towards their father, protesting their innocence the whole way, as the Johansen twins eyed the smoking door in
  horror.



  "That poor girl," Inga whispered to her sister.



  "I'm sure it was more than her toes, this time," Helga agreed.



  






  The Waldorf Astoria Hotel, New York City (August 3rd)...



  Ginny sat at the breakfast table and drummed her fingers impatiently on the surface. She had sent a message to her brothers yesterday and she was still waiting for a reply. She looked fondly at the
  closed bedroom door where Neville lay, still sleeping. Despite being handicapped by an impotency curse, he had risen to the challenge, pleasuring her so many times on their wedding night and last
  night, but it wasn't enough! Ginny huffed a few times and mentally put her brothers under a slow testicle crushing hex. How dare they!



  Neville was taking it a lot better than she expected. A Weasley would be punching holes in the walls or throwing things. But not Neville. In many ways, he reminded her so much of her father. He was
  soft spoken, easy going, quick to smile, but a real powerhouse when angered. Neville was their third best dueler in the Brotherhood behind Draco and Harry. She was sure that if Neville really
  wanted to, he could probably bypass Draco, he was that good.



  He was her anchor and she recognized it. He calmed her on days when her abilities disturbed her, he helped her maintain a grip on her temper. Their personalities were so different, yet somehow they
  fit perfectly together.



  She sighed and stared at the bedroom door again, feeling guilty. Since their handfasting, Neville had gone out of his way to give her pleasure, but she had been unable to return the favor, thanks
  to her prat brothers.



  Their first encounter with the curse had been enough to pin the blame firmly where it belonged. She and Neville had arrived in New York City early enough for them to go out to dinner before
  retiring for the night. She had dressed with care, wanting to knock his socks off. The evening gown she'd chosen had shimmered with its own magic. It had several charms on it that she thought she
  might have to use, but the dress, coupled with her own, innate sensuality, had made them unnecessary.



  Neville had come to bed wearing only a pair of boxers and when she got close enough he merely pulled her into an embrace that he held for a good five minutes before he started kissing her.



  It was something that she had realized early on in their relationship. Like Harry, Neville had grown up with a family who didn't show affection well, and he craved it. He craved holding her and her
  touch and probably would for the rest of his life. He could hold her all day long as far as she cared. She felt safe, content and loved in his arms.



  Neville took her to bed and began pleasuring her for what seemed like hours before he finally decided it was time. She eagerly helped him peel out of his boxers and as soon as he did, a cloud of
  green smoke emitted from his penis and he fell back onto the bed in shock.



  The cloud rose above the bed and slowly formed into the words ,"Don't be silly, you can't use this Willy!"



  She screamed and poor Neville fainted.



  Ginny looked up in surprise when she heard scratching at the window and saw a long distance courier owl with a small package. She opened the window, letting the owl in. It flew to the table and
  landed and Ginny could have sworn she heard it sigh in relief.



  "Let me see what you have," she said kindly, then she removed the small package from it's talons. She poured some water into a dish and put a small plate of sausage in front of it before
  turning her attention to the package.



  Opening the package she smiled seeing the letter from her father.



  Ginny love,

  I am pleased to tell you that this package contains the counter for that pesky curse. Your brothers are rather contrite and apologetic about it, but I told them it would probably be best that they
  waited until you got home before they groveled and begged for their lives.



  Ginny snorted a laugh.



  In truth, they are sorry. The potion to counter the curse was supposed to be packed in your belongings by Helga or Inga. But the other set of twins didn't like
  what our twins had in mind and figured that getting them in trouble with you would be a perfect prank in itself.



  Give Neville his potion, the counter should work immediately, and so should Neville. (Are you blushing now, my daughter? Did you think Fred and George had the
  monopoly on teasing?) Please be safe. I know you'll be back soon, but I miss you and my new son-in-law.



  With love,

  Dad



  "The window's open, eat and drink your fill, then let yourself out again," she told the owl. Then, opening the small box, she looked at the dark liquid in the crystal vial. With the vial
  clutched in her hand, she strode into the bedroom.



  She smiled when she saw Neville stirring.



  "Good morning, Mr. Longbottom," she said, bouncing on the bed next to him.



  Neville smiled up at her and reached up to caress her cheek.



  "Good morning."



  "Open your mouth, my love. The counter potion arrived a little while ago," she said with a impish grin and she held up the vial.



  Neville blinked in surprise, then opened his mouth. She poured the potion in and he instinctively swallowed, then grimaced at the taste. She handed him a glass of water, which he gratefully
  accepted.



  "All better now?" she asked.



  "I guess so... I hope this isn't another prank," he said in an unsure tone.



  Ginny straddled him, her gaze suddenly turning very predatory.



  "Ginny?"



  She ran her hands over his well muscled chest and closed her eyes.



  "For nearly three days now you've left me a gasping heap on this bed using nothing more than your fingers and mouth. Well, now it's my turn for a little old fashioned Weasley revenge..."



  Neville paled and swallowed nervously. She looked down at him and licked her lips. She'd been waiting for this moment for so long, she had the urge to rip his boxers off with her teeth.



  Neville smiled weakly at her and ran one hand up her flank, causing her to shudder. She bent down and gently nipped at one of his nipples, causing him to suck his breath in. Neville pulled her
  closer and all thoughts of revenge on her brothers fled.



  






  The Montmartre, Paris, (August 4th)...



  It was war, plain and simple. Terry stepped from the building with Susan hanging on his arm. Both were blushing furiously. A casual passer-by might even think they were competing for the biggest
  blush. They had just finished their evening with a trip to the Moulin Rouge, a cabaret recommended by Hermione, and had been shocked to discover that the show was blatant in its sensuality and
  sexuality.



  This was the culmination of their day. One which, despite having been recommended by Hermione, had turned out very successfully.



  Terry tried to signal a cab, but he and Susan were laughing so hard it was difficult. Somehow during the show their newlywed status had been discovered and several show girls had come down before
  the show to teach Susan how to dance for her husband.



  At first, Terry had thought the idea funny, but when Susan actually started to grind in his lap, he turned a wonderful shade of red. Privately, he had the courage to admit he rather liked what she
  was doing, but he would have preferred it to be in a less public place.



  A cab finally pulled over in front of Terry and Susan and they piled into the backseat. Susan sprawled on the seat and laughed. She was more than a little tipsy.



  "Hotel du Louvre," Terry said, trying not to laugh at Susan and help her sit up.



  The cabbie grinned in his rear view mirror and nodded.



  Behind them, as the cab pulled away from the curb, a man stepped out of the shadows and watched with a feral grin.



  "Hotel du Louvre," he whispered. "Now we have them."



  






  Haven School (August 6th)...



  Millicent Bulstrode looked up from her breakfast when she heard the soft sound of wings and watched two owls fly into the dinning hall. Her eyes narrowed when they flew to Jack Palmer and Mindy
  Joyner and delivered letters. This was the third morning delivery the two had received, and Millicent had been waiting for it.



  As had become their habit, Palmer and Joyner stood up and left the hall quickly, letters clenched tightly in their hands. Once they'd left the hall, Millicent followed them, though her pace was
  slower. She knew their routine and knew where they were headed.



  Once outside, Millicent turned away from the path to the owlery building and quickened her pace. The path she took would take her to a small grove of trees where she could conceal herself, but
  still see the owlery. Once there, she squatted down, pushed the anticipation she was feeling aside, and waited.



  She didn't have to wait long. Two owls took wing from the owlery building. It was time to act.



  Concentrating carefully, she formed a picture in her mind and focused her power inward. In just a matter of seconds, a sleek, fierce Gyrfalcon replaced the large, rather ugly looking young woman.
  With three hopping steps, she was airborne and winging her way towards the two owls. She remained behind the other birds, waiting for her moment. Once they'd passed over the school and out of sight
  of anyone watching from the windows, she acted.



  With a quick burst of speed, she caught up with her pray. The owls, finally realizing they were being hunted, split up, and the falcon chose her target. Following closely, she increased her
  altitude slightly and, with a savage cry, reached out with her talons and sunk them deeply into the wing muscles of the owl.



  With an screech of agony, the owl tried to turn and face his attacker. The falcon, realizing they were losing lift, clamped her talons tighter and beat her wings furiously. The owl struggled and,
  with a ripping sound, the falcon's talons were torn from his flesh. He tried to pump his wings to regain altitude, but found it useless. The letter clamped in his own talons fell from his grip as
  he plummeted towards the ground.



  Swooping down, the falcon caught the letter and spiraled in a lazy circle for a moment, watching as the owl hit the ground and bounced. With a triumphant scream, the falcon dove towards the ground,
  landing lightly next to the motionless owl.



  Releasing the letter, the falcon hopped onto the owl and tore into his feathers, stripping them off to reach the meat below.



  






  Cairo, Egypt (August 6th)...



  Harry approached Hermione and tried to wrap the long scarf around her head.



  "What are you doing?" asked Hermione in confusion.



  "Shhh... I'm getting you presentable," he murmured, as he tied the large scarf over her head, covering her hair entirely. Then he transfigured her shorts and tank top into a full length heavy
  robe.



  "But I don't understand," she said, protesting the hot scarf and robes.



  "We're going to see the library, but the culture is unlike any you're used to. Minerva and Filius both briefed me on this," he replied, then he wrapped both arms around her, pulling her close
  to him. She felt a momentary sense of dislocation and knew he was apparating both of them someplace.



  The dizziness quickly passed and she blinked in the blistering sunlight. Off in the distance she could make out the great pyramids of Giza. Nearby was a collection of tents, clustered around a
  small oasis. She could hear bells from a herd of goats and could see several small children tending the herd atop a nearby rise.



  Harry grabbed her hand and led her forward, weaving his way in among the tents as if he was looking for something in particular. Finally, he stopped outside a tent and examined the markings along
  one side of the entrance.



  "Say nothing unless someone speaks to you," he whispered. Hermione bristled behind the hot scarf and robes she wore.



  Still holding her hand, he walked forward, pulled aside the flap and entered the tent, pulling her in after him. Inside were several men, seated in a circle on plush cushions. In the center of the
  circle was a bowl filled with a pungent smelling sauce.



  "Marharba," Harry said, carefully pronouncing the unfamiliar word.



  The oldest of the men looked up at Harry and smiled, showing many gold capped teeth.



  "Ahlan wa sahlan," he replied, before switching to English. "Please be seated. My house is your house during your stay."



  Harry led Hermione over to an open spot and he sat on the cushion. Hermione moved to sit next to him and he subtly shook his head at her. Her eyes flared behind her scarf and he winced internally.
  He was in so much trouble!



  "You were expecting us?" Harry asked in surprise.



  The old man laughed. "Yes. My good friend Filius owled us that you might be visiting. Please, Mrs. Potter, be seated. We appreciate your trying to accommodate our customs, but we are more
  cosmopolitan than our muggle counterparts. I am Sheik Alim Hosary, head of our Department of Magical Antiquities."



  Hermione sat next to Harry and shot him an angry glare before turning her attention back to their host and smiling gratefully. Harry had the grace to look apologetically at her.



  "Your English is quite good, your Excellency," she murmured.



  Hosary smiled at her comment, then he turned and clapped his hands. A flap opened in the back of the tent and several young women entered, carrying bread and fruits. An older woman stood by the
  entrance and watched the girls carefully. Harry got the impression that the older woman was the one in charge of the girls.



  "I graduated from Hogwarts in 1901, Mrs. Potter," he said with a grin, "After that, I attended Cambridge. Come, let us eat and talk of business."



  Harry eyed the many women who were setting up the food. He had expected a Wizarding home, even if it was a tent, to be staffed with elves, not humans.



  "I see you're noticing my wives, Mr. Potter. They are a great comfort to me in my old age," Hosary said merrily. "When you have six wives, you will know what I mean."



  Harry blinked and a quick vision flashed before his eyes of multiple wives dressed in filmy scarves, then changed into a vision of Hermione dressed the same way. He shook his head trying to clear
  his thoughts.



  "Do not get any ideas," Hermione said in a quiet voice, though not quietly enough judging by Hosary's laughter.



  "I wasn't... Well, not seriously," Harry protested weakly.



  "Good, because I don't share," she replied primly.



  Hosary eyed the two for a moment, his eyes danced with mirth over their comments. "Filius said you would be interested in visiting the library, yes?"



  Harry nodded. "Yes, that is our desire. My wife is something of a scholar and since we were in the area we hoped we might be able to arrange a visit."



  Hosary raised his eyebrows at Harry's 'in the area' comment. The Egyptian Ministry was well aware they had come from Anafi. Then he nodded and gestured to one of the girls who came forward and
  offered him a tray from which he selected a small stone.



  "The library is one of our greatest national treasures. We were fortunate that there were several powerful wizards on duty in the library the day Emperor Theodosius the First ordered all pagan
  temples, including the Library, destroyed. In desperation the head librarian, Achmed Assim, an arch mage, caused the library to sink into the harbor. His efforts not only put the library out of
  reach of the muggle defilers, but he protected the library by enveloping it in a protective bubble. He died saving his library, using the last of his magic to move thousands of scrolls from the
  muggle area of the library to the Wizarding one.



  "Even though the library is submerged, powerful magics protected it. Unfortunately, those wizards who helped Assim save it also lost their lives in the effort. Consequently, the library was only
  rediscovered thirty years ago."



  "Excuse me, Excellency, but if the library is submerged..." Hermione began.



  "How can anyone get to it?" he asked and she nodded in reply.



  "Via a special portkey, like the one in my hand," he replied with a gentle smile. "We have only a few rules for the library. You may not remove any scroll or book from the library. If you
  want to remove something, one of the librarians will make a copy of the book or scroll for a minimal fee. The Ministry of Magic has declared the library to be sanctuary. Within the library there
  can be no fighting. To do so will result in death. Even the casting of magic is generally frowned upon without permission from a librarian," Hosary said solemnly.



  Harry and Hermione nodded their understanding.



  "Excellent! Let us finish our meal, then you can depart to the library. A librarian will provide you with the necessary translation charms when you arrive."



  Over the meal, Harry and Hermione found Hosary to be a well educated man who was very interested in what they had accomplished in Haven. Harry spoke of that, while Hermione quizzed their host on
  the local history. She learned that the great pyramid of Giza, with its single, unused burial chamber had, in fact, another chamber. The real burial chamber was protected by an ancient version of
  the Fidelius charm, explaining why the muggles never found it.



  As the meal was cleared away, Hosary sipped coffee and contemplated his guests for a long moment. Hermione, in particular, found his scrutiny somewhat disconcerting and she was glad that Harry was
  there.



  "We here in the middle east have watched your growing problem for a quite a while now, Mr. Potter. There is considerable debate over it in our Wizengamot, as well as our brother Arab
  Ministries."



  "I do not mean to offend Excellency, but may I ask what the debate is about?" Harry asked cautiously.



  Sipping his coffee he eyed them for another minute before replying. "Some factions within our governments wanted to side with Voldemort, others wanted to side with you. Still others wanted
  neutrality. Some in our government see you as a threat to our way of life. Tell me, what course do you think we should take?"



  Harry leaned back on the cushion, glad of Hermione's comforting presence next to him. "It would be presumptuous of me to suggest a course of action for your government, Excellency. Both Voldemort
  and I represent change, that much is true," Harry said softly, then he looked upwards at the tent ceiling. "I have seen the change that Voldemort represents first hand. Under his rule, he will
  crush everyone he considers different. He will force his ideas and his values on those who will accept them, and kill those that will not.



  "I know some of what the press has said about me, but all I truly want is to live my life freely, to have a family and see them grow up in peace and harmony. People look to me to set an example
  and I find that difficult. This is not something I asked for," Harry replied.



  "And yet here you are, married to a muggle born," offered Hosary, then he shrugged apologetically at Hermione.



  Harry's eyes hardened and the tent shook slightly as the wind kicked up outside. "I did not marry Hermione to set any sort of example, unless marriage for love can be called such. I married a
  woman whom I loved more than life itself. Her skills and knowledge surpasses that of most pure bloods. Lineage is important when determining inheritances and royalties, but it is what we do with
  our power that defines us, not our blood. Take Voldemort, for example. He slaughters muggles and half bloods when he himself is a half blood. That makes no sense to me, except to prove the man has
  lost all sanity along with his humanity. As to my choice of mate, she is the one I want to spend my life with. I chose her not because of her blood, but for her spirit and courage, her sense of
  self and because she loves me as much as I love her,"



  As Harry spoke, the tent rattled and his eyes glowed eerily. Hermione reached up and touched his shoulder and he glanced at her. Looking into her eyes and understanding her thoughts, he closed his
  own and drew a deep breath, calming himself. She was right. Anger here would solve nothing.



  Several of the other men who had been observing Harry had backed away nervously.



  Hosary smiled at Harry when the younger man opened his eyes again. "Not all change is something to embrace, but I can sense the good in you, Mr. Potter. Few men among our culture would speak so
  openly of their feelings for their mates. I am pleased to hear you do so and I am pleased we had time for this conversation. But now, it is time for you to visit the library."



  Harry nodded as Hermione accepted the small stone from their host. With a nod of thanks to Hosary, Harry reached over and touched the stone and moment later they were gone.



  






  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry (August 6th)...



  When the knock came, Minerva nearly growled in aggravation. The students were able to enjoy their summer break, but the Headmistress quickly found that she had more work than ever. Schedules had to
  be made for the next year, the proper forms filed with the Ministry, lists of food, potions and other supplies had to be created. The work seemed endless, and interruptions didn't help.



  "Come!" she barked out and her eyes narrowed when she saw the woman who entered. "Good afternoon, Miss Bulstrode."



  "Headmistress," Millicent said with a nod. Closing the door behind her, she drew her wand, then raised an eyebrow in question.



  Nodding her permission, Minerva sat back and watched the young witch ward the door against entry and eavesdropping.



  Slipping her wand back in her pocket, Millicent turned and walked to the chair in front of the McGonagall's desk.



  With a wave, Minerva motioned her to sit, then she leaned forward. "What can I do for you today, Miss Bulstrode?"



  "I have some information, Professor. Usually I would give it to Draco, but he's gone at the moment and I don't think it can wait. I thought I should bring it to you." She reached into the
  pocket of her robe, pulled out a wrinkled and battered letter and placed it on Minerva's desk. "I'm sure you'll find this interesting."



  Picking up the letter, Minerva noted the bloodstains, but held her questions for the moment. Reading the recipients name, she scowled and quickly opened it.



  Dear Mum and Dad,

  I told you, no one knows what Jack and I are doing. These people are easily fooled by a few pretty words of remorse and are too trusting for their own good. But that's to our benefit, so I
  certainly won't complain. As you always say, Dad, give me a stupid enemy every time!



  Yes, the odd creatures that appeared during the Dementor attack are still around. We have one here on the school grounds but I haven't been able to get close
  enough to it to examine it. When I try, it moves away rather quickly. I don't want to draw attention to myself by chasing it down, so I can't tell you any more about them than I already
  have.



  Now, for my news. Potter and his friends seem to have left Haven. I don't know where they've gone, but they all left the same day. You should tell Mr. Malfoy that
  if he still wants to get his hands on Draco, now is the time. I haven't seen Narcissa, but I'm sure she'd come running if Draco was in danger.



  I'm also hearing rumors that have filtered up from town that Dumbledore was here in Haven and that he and Potter fought. I'm not sure what happened, except that
  Dumbledore fled and Potter was injured, although his injuries don't seem to have been that serious.



  Any news on when Jack and I can get out of this place? We hate it here, surrounded by muggle-lovers and blood traitors!



  That's it for now. I want to get this out before breakfast is over and people start wandering the grounds.

  Love,

  Mindy



  When McGonagall raised her eyes, Millicent smiled nastily. "It's always nice to know what others think of one, isn't it?" she asked the Headmistress.



  "Hmm, yes. But it works to our advantage. I'm surprised that Miss Joyner sent this in the clear."



  "She didn't. It took a bit of work, but I was able to remove the encryption charm on it."



  "Nice work, Miss Bulstrode. However, I do have a few questions," Minerva said, her eyes sharpening.



  "Ma'am?"



  "How did there come to be bloodstains on the letter? I certainly hope, as a former Slytherin, you didn't do anything obvious, like bashing Miss Joyner over the head."



  Millicent looked offended. "Of course not! The blood is from the owl sent to deliver the letter. He didn't want to give it to me. We fought, he lost."



  "So succinct," McGonagall murmured. Then, sitting forward, she pinned the younger witch to her chair with just a look. "You'll have to help me, Miss Bulstrode. I was under the impression
  that, once airborne and on a delivery, owls stop for no one."



  When Millicent remained silent, Minerva pressed on.



  "Hagrid tells me that he's been finding a lot of dead birds and rodents on school grounds lately. I had my suspicions, you understand, but I wasn't sure who might be the cause. With this," the
  Headmistress said, holding up the letter, "I think I've found the answer. Tell me, Miss Bulstrode, when did you become an animagus?"



  Millicent sighed and slipped down a bit in her chair. "My cousin taught me the summer after fifth year," she said quietly. "I only managed to get everything put together correctly just before
  we evacuated Hogwarts."



  "And your form?"



  "A falcon."



  Minerva's eyes narrowed. "What kind of falcon?" she asked intently.



  "A Gyrfalcon."



  When the Headmistress growled and stood up suddenly, Millicent flinched back.



  "You!" Minerva sputtered.



  "What?" Millicent exclaimed as she stood up and put the chair between herself and the older witch. "What did I do?"



  "You were the one dive bombing me two days ago out near the greenhouses!"



  "Dive bombing you? I would never, Headmistress, I swear it. I was out near the greenhouses two days ago in my falcon form, but I was only playing with a cat...OH!" Millicent's eyes widened and
  she took a quick step back. "Oh, Professor, I'm so sorry. I didn't realize..." She trailed off and swallowed nervously.



  "From this moment on, Miss Bulstrode," Minerva said through clenched teeth, "you will limit your hunting to wild animals and kindly leave the
  domesticated species alone!"



  "Yes...yes ma'am. I promise." Millicent said fervently, twisting her robes in her hands and trying to figure out a way of fixing such a blunder.



  "Oh, sit down, girl!" Minerva told her as she fell back into her own chair with little grace. Watching her student sit, she shook her head."Remind me to inform the house elves to feed you
  more. You've obviously been sampling the local wildlife too much. Now, we have work to do and we've wasted enough time today as it is."



  






  Padfoot Manor (August 6th)...



  "Remus? what are you doing back so early?" asked Narcissa.



  Remus spotted Narcissa and Amelia having tea in the sitting room and he entered the room with a smile.



  "Tonks wanted to spend a little time with her parents. We promised each other that we'll go on a real honeymoon when we have the chance," he replied.



  Narcissa waved him to a seat and poured him a cup of tea, which he accepted gratefully.



  "You wouldn't believe just how difficult it is to get a decent cup of tea in Rome," he said with a smile. "It's almost as bad as what the Yanks drink."



  Amelia chuckled and nodded wisely. "I will admit privately that it is hard to find decent tea on the continent."



  "At least you didn't have to put up with the French and their version of tea," Narcissa offered. "I've tasted stronger water than what they offer."



  Remus nodded. "I just hope Susan and Terry can put up with it for a few more days."



  Amelia leaned forward in her chair and her expression paled. "They went to France?" she gasped.



  "Yes," Remus replied. "I set up the honeymoons for all our couples. Harry and Hermione are in Anafi, off the coast of Greece, staying at the Potter vacation home. Susan and Terry are in
  Paris, staying at a hotel that Harry's family owns a controlling interest in. Draco and Luna are doing something similar, but in the Carribean and Neville and Ginny went to New York. I know
  everyone was upset about keeping the destinations secret, but Miles insisted we do it that way for security."



  Amelia's hands started to tremble and she had trouble putting her tea down without spilling it. Remus and Narcissa looked on with alarm.



  "Amelia? What is wrong?" asked Narcissa.



  "France," she whispered. "The French customs service has been compromised."



  Remus bolted to his feet. "I'll go talk to Miles right away. If necessary, I'll contact Susan and Terry and we'll bring them home. But let's see if we can put a few Aurors out to watch over them
  first so they can enjoy their honeymoon in peace."



  Amelia nodded weakly and Remus walked quickly from the room.



  






  The Sunken Library at Alexandria...



  They arrived in a open air courtyard surrounded on all four sides by marble columned buildings. The light had a flickering, shimmering quality about it and Harry looked up, then blinked in
  surprise.



  Above them he could clearly see the most massive shield he had ever come across in his life. It shimmered and wavered, causing the sunlight to do the same. Above the shield was water, about thirty
  feet of it, and he shuddered involuntarily.



  Hermione gasped when she followed Harry's gaze upwards. This was magic the likes of which she had only read about.



  Harry was distracted by the approach of two men who stopped a few feet away from them. Both appeared to be wearing uniforms, one more ornate than the other. The more ornate dressed man bowed his
  head slightly and spoke.



  "Welcome, gentle visitors. I am Malik, head librarian and chief of the restoration. Sheik Alim Hosary alerted me to your visit," he said.



  Harry and Hermione smiled. Hosary had been true to his word and made good on his promise to make their trip as easy as possible.



  "Thank you for your welcome, Malik. I know we'll find our visit an enjoyable one," Harry replied.



  "The Sheik tells me your wife is a scholar. I have assigned one of my assistants to aid her. Is there any particular subject she wants to examine?" asked Malik.



  "Yes," said Hermione. "I know most of the library consists of middle eastern lore, but I am interested in seeing what, if any, material you might have from the pre-Christian Britons,
  especially Celtic or Druidic lore."



  Malik smiled broadly. "I think you will be surprised to find what materials have been collected over the years, Mrs. Potter. My aid will show you the relevant sections and help you in your
  search."



  Harry turned to look at Hermione. "Do you have enough money on you? Anything you want to copy will cost something." he asked with a smile.



  Hermione patted a purse tied to her belt. "I should be fine. If I need more I'll come find you."



  When Harry shook his head and grinned, she turned away and followed Malik's assistant to one of the buildings. Harry turned back to the smiling Librarian.



  "And what of you, Mr. Potter?"



  "It pains me to admit this, but my wife is a far better scholar than I am. I admit I find the shield interesting and I am interested in the restoration effort. Is it true the library was only
  rediscovered thirty years ago?"



  Malik nodded and his eyes lit up with interest. "Yes, the library was hidden to protect it. Thirty years ago we found it as the charm hiding the library finally wore off."



  "Really? It wasn't a Fidelius charm then?"



  "No. Unfortunately the spell used has been lost to the ages, but it successfully hid the library since the third century when the pagan temples and libraries were ordered destroyed. Now days, we
  use obscuring charms and anti-muggle repellers to keep away unwanted guests," replied Malik proudly as he led Harry through one building into another atrium.



  Harry nodded and looked at the shield overhead once more.



  "Would you like to see more of the grounds, Mr. Potter? I would be pleased to show you around," offered Malik.



  "Yes, I would like that Malik," Harry said softly, looking around. Something was bothering him, but he couldn't put his finger on it. "Tell me, Malik, how often are the wards and that shield
  checked?"



  Malik stopped and looked at Harry warily. "The wards and shields are checked daily, Mr. Potter. Why?"



  "I'm not sure. It's just a feeling I have that something isn't right. I know we're not supposed to perform magic here without permission. May I perform a passive look?" Harry asked worriedly.
  The feeling of impending doom had increased with their arrival in the atrium.



  Malik nodded worriedly and he fingered a dagger at his belt.



  Harry extended his senses and looked overhead at the shield. Looking at the aura of the shield he could see a wash of black sweep over it every few seconds. Looking around, he could see the library
  complex surrounding the atrium on three sides, the forth side opened to the sea.



  With a scowl, Harry began walking to the source of the wash of black flooding the shield several times a minute.



  "Malik, do you see that outcropping of rock?" he asked, pointing beyond the shield towards a pile of rocks on the sea floor.



  He turned to look at Malik when the man didn't respond, and was surprised to see nearly a dozen librarians and others standing in the atrium, their wands drawn and pointed at him. "Malik?"



  "Sorry, Mr. Potter, but we cannot allow what you have learned to be spread around," Malik said in an acidic tone.



  Harry blinked in surprise, then he started to scowl. "I am trying to help you, but if you don't want my help, fine. I'll gather my wife and we'll leave immediately. This place isn't safe and I do
  not intend to let her stay here any longer than necessary now that I know that," Harry replied. Then he looked at the other librarians holding wands on him.



  "Put them down and get out of my way, or use them," he growled at the men surrounding him as his magic flared within him, causing his eyes to glow eerily.



  "HOLD!" thundered a voice. Harry whipped his head up to see Hosary and over a dozen Aurors approaching. Behind them were four more Aurors protecting Hermione, and Malik's assistant, who was now
  in chains.



  Malik paled and snapped out a command.



  Several of Malik's men fired off curses, catching Harry and the Aurors by surprise. A bone crushing hex hit Harry's arm and he gasped in pain, then his anger, and his magic flared.



  A shield snapped into place and he gestured with his other hand. Three of Malik's men fell to the floor, gasping for air as Harry banished every bone and piece of cartilage in their bodies. Without
  immediate help, they would suffocate.



  Harry shielded Hermione and the Aurors protecting her, then he turned his attention to the fire fight going on between Malik and the Sheik's men. He was forced to dodge several killing curses while
  he moved closer. He had an idea he had been itching to try for a while. Rolling to one side, his vision danced with spots when he rolled on his injured arm. The arm started to bleed from several
  places as pieces of bone pierced his skin.



  Harry raised his good arm and his aura flared brightly. There was a flash of red light like a flash bulb going off and the atrium fell silent. His wide area stun field had stunned Malik and all of
  his men, and at least six Aurors.



  Harry pushed himself painfully to his feet and looked around carefully. He could see the Sheik and his men advancing carefully, disarming Malik's men. Most of the Aurors watched Harry warily.



  "Harry!" Hermione yelled and rushed past the Aurors to his side. "You idiot! What were you trying to do? You know there's no fighting in the library," she fumed at him.



  He swayed slightly and looked at her for a moment in disbelief. No fighting in the library? Honestly, it wasn't his fault! Then understanding twisted its
  way through the pain and he almost smiled. Hermione always babbled when she was worried.



  While Hermione berated him, Sheik Hosary had come up beside her.



  "I think, Mrs. Potter, we can make an exception in this case," Hosary said softly. "Mr. Potter cast no spells until Malik and his men attacked. Besides, most of his actions were clearly
  defensive."



  As the Sheik spoke, Harry broke out into a cold sweat and his skin paled. The Sheik's eyes widened when he spotted the blood dripping from his arm. He turned and snapped out a few orders in Arabic.
  Hermione stepped back and looked at him with concern, then she conjured a chair for him to sit on.



  He dropped into the chair heavily. His vision kept graying out on him and there was a buzzing sound in his ears.



  Those Aurors still conscious were busy binding and moving Malik's men away from the area. Harry looked up when he caught a bit of the conversation between Hermione and the Sheik.



  "I'm sorry, Excellency, but even if I did know the spell he used, I doubt I could counter it. He is so much stronger than I am and many of the spells he's been creating of late are beyond my
  ability to perform," Hermione said, sounding apologetic.



  "Wide field stunner," Harry murmured groggily.



  "Can you revive my men, Mr. Potter?" asked the Sheik.



  Harry nodded and waved a hand. Around them the stunned Aurors started to move. A healer pushed his way forward and cut the sleeve from Harry's shirt, then started to work on his arm.



  "The shield... under attack..." Harry moaned and both Hermione and Hosary looked at Harry in consternation. "The shield... weakening... outcropping..." When the healer started to bind up
  his arm, Harry groaned and passed out.



  Hosary looked over to the shield and pulled out his wand. He cast several charms, his expression growing grimmer with each spell. Finally, he turned back to Harry and Hermione. "Mrs. Potter, I
  must ask that you and your husband to leave the library immediately. My personal healer will take you and your husband to a place of safety."



  Confused by the turn of events, Hermione could only nod as the healer pressed a rope portkey into her hands. Her last view of the library was that of the Sheik snapping out orders and dozens of
  other wizards apparating in.



  






  Haven Operations Center...



  Miles frowned at the man before him. His idea was coming back to bite him and now he had to do something about it, and do it fast.



  Remus paced in front of Miles' desk, his expression clearly worried. The two were waiting for both Amelia and Caleb to arrive. The door opened a few minutes later to admit the worried Minister,
  followed a short time later by the Auror.



  "Caleb, we may have a problem and I need to know if we can pull any of the Aurors we have training for the protective service detail and put them in the field right away," Miles said grimly.



  Caleb scowled and sat in one of the empty chairs. "The PSD is brand new, Miles. We have several men who are experienced, but we're using them as instructors. All the trainees are fully qualified
  Aurors, but have no PSD experience. Why don't you tell me what's going on and I'll see if I have anyone who fits your needs?"



  Amelia sat hunched in another chair, clearly frightened. Susan was her last living relative and she loved the girl like a daughter.



  Miles wiped his face with one hand and nodded to Caleb. "As per usual security, we kept the honeymoon destinations of Harry Potter and his Brotherhood secret. I'll stand by that decision, mostly,
  but it turns out it was a mistake. The Minister's niece and her husband passed through the Calais customs checkpoint six days ago, Caleb. We now have confirmation from two different sources that
  the checkpoint is dirty."



  Amelia knuckles turned white on the arms of chair she was gripping.



  Caleb nodded for a second. "Are you looking for an extraction? Or for someone to protect and cover them? They're due back when? The tenth?"



  "The eleventh, actually, but as to the mission," Miles hesitated and looked over at Amelia. "It's really your call, Minister. If we perform an extraction like we've been doing in Britain, it
  will be on foreign soil and could be considered an act of war. However, a discrete protective detail may not be capable of fending off an all out assault on them. I think it might be necessary to
  break a few laws by giving your niece and her husband portkeys which bypass the customs points as an emergency measure."



  Amelia frowned. "I hadn't considered the possible consequences. If we were to put a protective detail on them and then also give them an emergency portkey?" she asked looking around.



  "A portkey won't be necessary," Remus said. "They already have them."



  Miles raised an eyebrow and looked at Remus curiously. "Since when?"



  "Their Brotherhood medallions are set to be portkeys. Susan and Terry can activate them. They will also activate automatically if the wearer suffers any major physiological change."



  Amelia sagged in her chair, the relief evident in her posture.



  "Look, this should be straight forward. We have three instructors training a total of fifteen students. I'll inform the instructors that tonight they will be beginning a live field exercise with
  their students. They can pick up their charges and follow them discretely from there," Caleb offered.



  Miles looked up from his desk and glanced over to Amelia. "That works for me," he offered.



  Amelia nodded in agreement and allowing Caleb to leave to set up the details.



  "Should we send someone after the others?" asked Amelia worriedly.



  "I don't think it will be necessary, Amelia. They all know about their emergency portkeys and I think they're all capable of taking care of themselves," offered Remus in a confident tone.



  






  Cairo, Egypt (August 7th)...



  The first thing Harry felt was a bone tearing pain shooting up and down his arm. He moaned and tried to roll but someone prevented him from moving. A cool cloth was placed on his forehead.



  "Hermione?" he asked in a pained whisper.



  "Right here, Harry. Try not to move. You've been dosed with Skele-grow. That's why your arm hurts so much," she replied.



  Harry opened his eyes and blinked them clear. Hermione sat next to him and she was dressed oddly. The pants she wore were tight at the waist and ankle, but billowy everywhere else. Her shirt was
  loose fitting and short, just covering her breasts, which swayed with each movement she made, but exposing her stomach to the navel. Both shirt and pants were blue in color and the material was
  very sheer, nearly transparent.



  Pulling his gaze away from such an enticing sight, he looked around and noted that they were in a walled off section of a tent and his bed had rolled up mosquito netting. "Where are we
  Hermione?" he asked in a worried tone. He couldn't help but notice the bags under her eyes from lack of sleep.



  "His excellency set us up in a tent near his own so his healer would be able to visit you several times during the night. He says the Skele-grow should wear off soon and you'll be as good as new
  then..."



  Hermione paused and then angrily dashed tears away from her eyes. "Damn you, Harry Potter!" she said, then punched him in his good arm. "Am I going to spend the rest of my life watching you
  get injured?"



  Harry winced slightly at her punch and pulled her down to him with his good arm. She nestled into his shoulder and wept softly. He held her with his free arm and kissed the top of her head. "I'm
  alright Hermione. It's just a minor wound. You said it yourself, I'll be as good as new in a few hours, right?"



  Unable to speak, Hermione nodded against his shoulder instead. His hand was stroking her hair, relaxing her. He was alive. He would heal. They were safe.



  Within a few minutes she was asleep in his arm. Harry smiled and looked up at the tent roof, thinking about the night before. He didn't get far in his thoughts when he joined his wife in sleep.



  Several hours later Harry awoke feeling someone prodding his arm.



  "Ah, you're awake, Mr. Potter," said the stranger with a comforting smile.



  "Er..."



  "I am Sheik Hosary's personal healer, and I have just finished checking over your arm. I'm pleased to say you're fully healed, although one wonders if sleeping with your wife might have sped the
  healing process," the healer said with a grin.



  Harry blushed, It didn't help that Hermione was still asleep on his shoulder and that one of her hands was under his shirt.



  "His Excellency asks that you join him as soon as you're able. Your wife was up most of the evening helping you, so I'd let her sleep a little while longer. There is a fresh change of clothing
  for you here," the healer said, pointing to a pile of clothes.



  "Please tell his Excellency that I'll be there shortly," Harry said, then he began the painstakingly slow effort of squirming out from under his wife without waking her.



  The healer smiled knowingly and left the tent.



  Harry dressed slowly. His arm was stiff and some of the clothing was unfamiliar to him. He had just finished dressing when Hermione woke up.



  "I like the look of that," she murmured, admiring him in his outfit.



  Harry blinked. The loose pants and knee length shirt made him think, in his mind, that he was wearing over-sized pajamas. Hermione stretched and rolled to a sitting position.



  "Why are you dressed liked that?"



  "The healer came by and said my arm was fine and told me the Sheik wanted to see me. While he didn't say it was urgent, from his tone it sounded like it might be important."



  "Are there clothes there for me as well?"



  "What's wrong with what you're wearing?" Harry asked with a twinkle in his eye.



  Hermione glared at him for a moment before breaking out in laughter. "These are pajamas, Harry. It's alright for my husband to see me dressed this way, and someone like the healer, but I can't go
  out in public like this. I'd set East-West relations back a thousand years if I did," she joked.



  Harry picked up the extra clothes and tossed them to her. "Remind me to get you some pajamas like that," he said in a soft tone.



  Hermione looked up from picking through the clothes and blushed at him while she changed. Once she was dressed they left the tent and quickly located the Sheik's tent in the encampment.



  Harry held the flap and let Hermione enter the tent, then he followed her in. It took a moment for their eyes to adjust to the darkened interior. The central chamber of the tent was unchanged with
  pillows and platters of food scattered around in the middle. There was one incongruous change.



  Sitting next to Sheik Hosary was a man dressed in a perfectly pressed three piece suit. The conversation came to a halt when people noticed Harry and Hermione standing, unsure, in the entrance.
  Then the man in the three piece suit stood and strode forward purposefully.



  "My word, Lord and Lady Potter. I am so pleased see you up and about, my Lord. I was just discussing bringing our embassy doctor here to check you over and maybe relocate you to more comfortable
  quarters," said the man while pumping Harry's hand furiously.



  Harry and Hermione exchanged a glance, then he turned back to the man. "Ummm... I'm fine, really. And you are?"



  "Oh, introductions! Of course, how rude of me. Rupert Cinan, Deputy Assistant Charge d'Affairs, British Embassy. We received notice from your Department M that you might be visiting and were
  asked to offer any assistance. When we learned that you had been injured, the Ambassador thought it best to send me out insure everything was alright," said Cinan, puffing up.



  Harry smiled slightly at the man. "Please tell the Ambassador that we're fine. It was a minor accident and his Excellency here has been a most gracious host, seeing to our needs in every way. We
  intend to conclude our business here with his Excellency and then return to our vacation home in Anafi for a few more days before moving on."



  As Harry spoke, Cinan pulled out a small notebook and scribbled his message furiously. He looked relieved to see both of them in good shape, then he bowed to the Sheik before leaving the tent.



  Harry and Hermione looked at each other for a moment before they both started to laugh. Harry couldn't help but compare Cinan to Percy Weasley, as they both seemed to be cut from the same cloth. He
  shot the Sheik an apologetic look.



  Hosary shook his head and waved them towards the pillows. "Please, sit."



  Once his guest were comfortable, Hosary looked at them curiously. "I thought I knew all the departments within the British Ministry, but Department M?"



  Hermione shrugged in confusion and looked to Harry.



  "That must be what the muggles call our Ministry or maybe it was Remus Lupin," Harry commented, then he looked at Hermione and explained. "He did say he would take care of all the details for
  each of us."



  "Ah, of course. Your chief of staff," Hosary said sagely.



  Harry blinked in surprise, then he smiled. He never really thought about him in that manner, but it really did fit what Remus did for him.



  "Excellency, can you tell us what happened after we left the Library last night?" Hermione asked.



  Hosary smiled broadly at the two of them. He waited while one of his wives served them chilled fruit juice and candied figs, then he began to explain.



  "We, that is, my Government and I, owe you a powerful debt, Mr. Potter. As you had surmised, the shield was under attack and was weakening. It took several hours of interrogation, but I believe
  we have managed to piece together what was happening."



  Harry and Hermione both leaned forward in interest.



  "Our Library, like so many other libraries of magical texts, has one section open to the public, and another, closely guarded section, which contains powerful and dangerous magics. This section
  is restricted to only a few researchers and Government employees.



  "Malik, as it turns out, was a member of the Blood Jihad, a group not unlike your own Death Eaters. They have goals similar to Voldemort's, although we do not believe they are currently allied or
  even working together. The Blood Jihad was planning on stealing as many texts from our restricted section as possible, and they planned on hiding the theft by flooding the library. Up until your
  arrival, no one was suspicious of what Malik was doing. He was a trusted Librarian and Restorer. Then you arrived."



  The Sheik paused and looked at Harry curiously, causing the younger man to flush under such scrutiny.



  "I was curious, Excellency. The idea of the library being underwater intrigued me and so did the shields and wards. When I want to, I can see the aura of magic, so I looked at the shield,
  examining its aura and I noticed a wash of blackness that came a few times a minute. It didn't seem to be part of the shield, which led me to that rock outcropping and... Well, you know what
  happened from there," Harry said softly, looking at his feet. Hermione reached out and gripped his hand in her own, showing her support.



  "How did you happen to know there was a problem in the Library, Excellency?" asked Hermione.



  "Our culture is not without bad elements, Mrs. Potter. One of the custodial employees is actually an employee of our Department of Magical Law Enforcement. He noted the problem with Mr. Potter
  and sounded an alarm, which alerted me and a phalanx of Aurors we keep on standby," he replied, then he turned back to Harry.



  "However it happened, Mr. Potter, we are forever in your debt. You helped save the lives of our Aurors and saved one of our national treasures. Many in our Government have taken note of your
  actions and have changed their minds concerning our position. As of this morning, our Ministry has contacted your Ministry and offered its support in the struggle against Voldemort. Word of the
  change of our position and the reason behind it is spreading throughout the Middle East. A number of countries look to Egypt to lead the way and are following suit," Hosary said seriously.



  Harry looked shocked. It amazed him how such an innocent trip could result in major changes.



  "We are busy trying to rebuild a staff of Librarians and people to complete the restoration. But I'm afraid, for the foreseeable future, the library will remain closed. I have contacted several
  trusted, retired librarians and they have agreed to find the materials Mrs. Potter was so eager to find and send copies to you. Is that acceptable?"



  "Oh, yes, your Excellency! That's much more than I expected," Hermione said with a catch in her voice. "I was afraid we'd be banned at the least for using magic and fighting in the
  Sanctuary."



  "Not at all, Mrs. Potter. I realize that, to an outsider, our laws appear harsh, but they are not without exceptions. Your husband fought to defend himself and others. In doing so, did us a great
  service. It would be uncivilized of us to punish either of you for that," replied the Sheik with a grin.



  Harry smiled at Hermione's reaction. She was practically bouncing on her cushion.



  "With that cleared up, I think it is now time for us to part ways, my friends. You have a honeymoon still, and I have to help get the message out that my Government will aid your cause," Hosary
  said as he stood up and bowed slightly.



  Harry stood and helped Hermione to her feet, then he looked at his host. "I hope, Excellency, that someday you will do us the honor of providing you with hospitality when you visit Britain."



  The Sheik looked pleased and he raised a hand. "That is in the hands of the almighty, Mr. Potter. But I think that someday it will come to pass."



  Harry nodded and pulled Hermione into a tight embrace. She smiled up at him and they vanished from the tent.



  






  Hotel du Louvre, Paris (August 8th)...



  Terry lounged on the day bed in their suite and watched Susan. She wore an outfit she had purchased for what she called their 'private time'. Right now she was busy trying to remember the moves
  some of the show girls had shown her several nights earlier. She was not pleased with her efforts, and oblivious to the fact that Terry was practically drooling as he watched her move.



  They had a muggle radio on, playing a loud dance melody which Susan was dancing to. She was playing with Terry, getting close enough for him to try to remove her clothing and then dancing away.



  She danced closer to Terry and he lifted up a glass of wine for her to drink with one hand while his free hand caressed her bum. She laughed and danced out of his reach.



  In a suite below, four men prepared to apparate. The fifth man of their team was several floors below, planning to light a fire to cause panic in the hotel. The sixth and final team member was on
  the roof of an adjoining building, waiting for the team to arrive with their targets. He had their portkey, which would take them directly to Britain.



  A well executed assault can be accomplished in seconds if everything goes exactly to plan.



  Unfortunately, this one didn't go to plan.



  Susan danced close enough for Terry to get a good grip on her. She tried wriggling from his grasp, but since the music had stopped playing on the radio she figured she was ready for a new game. The
  popping of four apparations into the suite was like a gunshot in the silence provided by the radio. Terry heard the noise and his training under Harry and Eocho took over. He pulled Susan tightly
  to him and rolled off the day bed, casting a stunning spell aimed at nothing as he went. The idea was to make the attackers react by ducking his spell. When they hit the floor, he cast a shield.
  Susan rolled out his arms and looked around frantically for a moment. Her wand was by the bar, across the room.



  Terry kicked over the day bed to give them some cover. He could feel the hotel shake from an explosion many floors below him. Somewhere, a fire alarm started to scream. Terry popped up and fired a
  blasting hex in the general direction of the attackers. The attackers finally realized that it wasn't going to be an easy job and had taken cover, from which they returned fire.



  One man set the day bed on fire, while two others kept a steady stream of curses flying, pinning Terry and Susan next to the burning bed. Terry glanced at Susan for a moment and his expression
  hardened. Susan was frantic because she was unarmed, and close to panic. Shouts came from the door and Terry spun to cast a sealing spell on the door. The last thing they needed was more attackers
  at this point.



  " Reducto !" Terry shouted, popping from behind the burning bed. There came a scream from the other side of the room. Terry staggered under the impact
  of a bludgeoning hex, but he managed to quickly get behind the cover of the burning bed.



  "Filiolus pango frendo," shouted one of the attackers. Susan and Terry were both thrown heavily back as the day bed exploded in a powerful blast that tore a hole in the floor and ceiling. Terry
  rolled with the blast coming to a stop atop an unconscious Susan. Struggling to stay conscious, he grabbed her Brotherhood medallion and they both vanished.



  There was a moment of shocked silence, then the door to the suite burst inward and the Haven security team entered, firing hexes. Within minutes all four attackers had been subdued and restrained.
  The lead officer of the protective detail looked around in panic. Except for blood stains, there was no sign of his charges.



  






  Anafi, Mediterranean Sea...



  Harry leaned across the table and placed the strawberry in Hermione's mouth. Both laughed silently, feeling silly for doing something so clichÃ©. Hermione reached out and selected a strawberry,
  then she looked at Harry and licked her lips. He started to smile at her, then froze for a moment before frowning. Hermione froze a moment later, then shivered.



  Harry reached for his medallion, which trembled and burned against his chest. He abruptly stood. "Sippi!" he called.



  The ancient elf appeared with a pop and Harry turned to address him.



  "Sippi, pack our belongings into the trunk. Hermione and I must leave immediately. I'll send an elf named Dobby to pick up the trunk," he said.



  Sippi's eyes grew enormous. "Master won't forgets we here?"



  Hermione smiled and knelt down next to the little elf who had told her so many stories about Harry as an infant. "Of course we won't, Sippi. You and Tippi are part of our family just like Dobby,
  who you'll meet soon. Once we're back in England, in our own home we'd love for you and Tippi to come stay with us."



  Sippi looked up at Hermione, the devotion obvious in his eyes and she hugged him. Harry knelt down and hugged him as well, then he pulled Hermione into a tight embrace.



  She looked at him in confusion. It was too far to apparate tandem without exhausting him! Harry closed his eyes and held her tightly. A bright aura burst into being around him and it slowly
  expanded to include Hermione, as well. The light was so bright she buried her face in his chest.



  There was a shimmer and a loud humming noise from the two of them and suddenly they were gone from the vacation home. Hermione had the impression of being shot out of a long tunnel at an incredible
  speed.



  






  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry and Hermione arrived to complete and utter chaos. Hermione stared at Harry in consternation. However he had transported them, it hadn't been apparation. It was far too slow for that, and
  about half the speed of a portkey. Harry's glow slowly faded and he watched for a moment, scowling, at the people running around, shouting to one another.



  "SILENCE!" Harry thundered.



  Everyone screeched to a halt and stared at him. "Remus, what's happening?" he asked in a soft tone.



  "Susan and Terry just arrived by portkey, Harry. They're both injured."



  "Where are they now?"



  "They arrived at the medallion point, in the basement," came the reply.



  "Fine. Remus get some elves to move them into their room. Set them up with twin beds for now. Tonks, you and Narcissa apparate to the hospital. Tell them we have an emergency involving two
  patients and that we require two healers. If they give you any problems, just grab a healer and apparate. Emma, you and Hermione start up the cauldrons, I'm sure we'll need some potions so it won't
  hurt to get a potion base simmering."



  For a moment there was complete silence as people gawked at him.



  "Move, people!" he barked. "Don't just stand around staring at me, for Merlin's sake!"



  When people jumped and began scrambling from the room, he shook his head and pinched the bridge of his nose. He hadn't exhausted himself using the travel spell, but it left him with a wicked
  headache. He went into the sitting room and extinguished the lights, choosing to wait in the dark.



  One by one other Brotherhood members arrived and joined him, waiting for news. All had been alerted to the problems by the medallions. The first to arrive were Neville and Ginny, then Draco and
  Luna.



  Luna paused in the doorway for a moment before turning around and disappearing back into the manor. She returned a while later and handed Harry a goblet containing a steaming potion. He looked at
  it warily while everyone else looked on sympathetically.



  "Go in one gulp, Harry. That's what works for me," offered Neville with equal parts sympathy and humor.



  Harry tried to glare at him, but thanks to his headache, he failed miserably. Gathering his courage, he tipped the goblet up and downed the potion. He gagged several times, but his headache started
  to recede almost immediately.



  "I told you that spell would give you a headache, Harry," Luna told him smugly.



  Harry turned to look at Draco. "Did you have to bring her back with you mate?" he asked plaintively.



  "I'm afraid so, Harry. I've sort of grown fond of her," Draco replied with a grin.



  "Oh, really?" asked Luna with a mischievous glint in her eye. "I specifically remember you shouting out how much you loved me last night. In fact, you spent nearly an hour moaning about how
  you loved me and what I was doing."



  Draco blushed and buried his head in his hands. He remained that way for a only a moment before Luna walked over and pushed him back in his chair, then sat in his lap.



  "Can't win for trying," quipped Neville with a small laugh.



  The group sat quietly, talking and waiting for news for nearly an hour. Everyone turned when Hermione finally entered the room. "The healers say it's alright for us to come up now."



  Harry was surprised to see Amelia and John and Jenny Boot filing out of one of the other rooms. Apparently they weren't the only group waiting for news. Hermione led them to a second floor bedroom
  where Terry and Susan had been taken. Inside was Danni McNeil, Harry's personal healer, and an auburn haired woman he didn't recognize.



  Eocho floated through a wall to join them and Harry frowned. He looked quickly between the white, translucent figure of his teacher and the auburn haired woman before moving forward, a spell
  already on his lips to erase her memory. Ginny stopped him.



  "Don't, Harry. I vouch for her and I'll speak to her about this. She's a really good friend of my father."



  Harry scowled at Ginny, but she simply smiled sweetly in return. Then his eyes widened when he realized how much emphasis she had put on 'really good friend'. Ginny looked at him and nodded.



  Amelia and John pushed their way to the front of the group but they stopped when both healers motioned them to be quiet. Jenny, who'd followed her husband through the crowd, reached out and took
  John's hand.



  Danni took one last look at Terry, then turned to the people anxiously waiting for information.



  "They're both going to be fine, so everyone can relax," she said with a smile. "Healer McKinney and I have healed what we can and both are now out of danger. Mr. Boot has suffered nerve
  damage in one of his legs and in an arm and will require many months of healing before he's fully recovered, but he will recover.



  "Mrs. Boot had several broken bones, which we've fixed. She'll have a bad scar on her arm, probably because Mr. Boot rolled on top of her, trying to protect her, and inadvertently forced the
  broken bone through the skin. But that's mostly a cosmetic thing. She also had some concussive damage from a powerful blast which resulted in some internal bleeding, but we've taken care of that as
  well.



  "We don't think her pregnancy has been compromised, but until we're absolutely sure, we're going to confine her to her bed," Danni finished with a smile. All in all, she thought, it was very
  good news.



  Everyone stared at Danni, then at Susan sleeping on the bed.



  "Pregnant?" whispered both Amelia and Jenny.



  "Oops... looks like someone's been naughty," quipped Draco in a hushed tone. Luna serenely smiled at the news of Susan's pregnancy and elbowed Draco in the ribs.



  Danni looked at Amelia sharply. "Yes. About six weeks, I'd say. Didn't you know?"



  Amelia and the Boots shook their heads mutely and both healers frowned at them. Melinda McKinney stepped forward.



  "Alright, I know this has come as a shock to you and maybe you're angry. But I'll hex you myself if you speak a single harsh word to these two. They've just come through a traumatic experience
  and the last thing they need is anyone yelling at them. We don't know what state Susan will be in when she wakes, but her frame of mind is important to her health and the health of the baby,"
  Melinda said fiercely.



  Ginny stepped forward and placed a hand on Melinda's arm. "I think they get the message," she said softly, grinning at the healer.



  Amelia moved over to Susan's bed and sat gently on the edge of the bed. "I didn't know," she whispered. "A baby!"



  Harry turned to the others. "I think it's time for us to leave. We found out they'll be alright and that's what matters."



  "A baby," murmured Luna dreamily, causing Draco to pale rather dramatically.



  "You are so toast," Neville muttered to him.



  Harry looked at Ginny, who wasn't filing out of the room with the rest of them and frowned.



  Seeing it, she shook her head. "I'll be along after I speak to Melinda," she told him.



  He nodded once in understanding before leaving the room. He felt strangely upbeat about the turn of events, even though they'd all had to cut their trips short.



  Everyone followed Harry back downstairs to the sitting room. He collapsed into a chair and pulled Hermione down into his lap.



  "Oh, this is wonderful," Hermione exclaimed. "I saw a book in the library that was all about pregnancy and magic. It had all sorts of spells to help the mother and baby."



  "I'm just glad they'll be alright," said Draco. "You know, with Terry injured and Susan pregnant, they won't be able to do very much."



  "They're still part of the Brotherhood and our friends, Draco," Harry said firmly. "We'll just have to see that they're taken care of until they can resume their duties, or pick up with
  something new."



  "And a party," Luna said with a huge smile.



  "A party?" Harry asked.



  "Of course. Susan's going to have a baby and we have to celebrate that. Babies attract Flying Tangbiters, and everyone knows Tangbiters are good luck," she told him dreamily.



  She never noticed the pitying looks Draco received from nearly everyone as she contemplated the idea of a baby.



  






  Parliament Building, London (August 9nd)...



  Cyrus Hammersmith smiled at the scene. It had taken longer than they had expected, but the results had been worth it. Dudley had lost most of his weight and converted the rest of his bulk to
  muscle. He wasn't a tall lad, but he was well built and his gaze was eerily intense, if slightly unfocused.



  "Are you sure he's ready?" asked Hammersmith.



  "Oh, quite, sir! The lad is as good as he is going to get," replied one of Dudley's trainers.



  "Very well. I will inform Lord Malfoy of this news. In the meantime, put him on a training regime to keep him sharp," he replied.



  Hammersmith turned and swept from the room. Lord Malfoy would be pleased. And if this plan worked, the Master would be pleased with all of them.



  A few hours later a lone owl flew from a window of Parliament building. It circled several times before getting its bearings. Turning, it flew south, its precious message beginning a circuitous
  route to its final destination.



  






  Authors Notes:



  Yes, the Longbottoms and Lockhart were rescued along with the rest of the patients at St. Mungos. We have no plans to bring either of them out soon, but they are safe in Haven.



  Bigdrunkguy: You might want to check that rocket fuel you're drinking. If you want to see a story where Harry is killed you'll have to look elsewhere. You won't find that here. Frankly we like
  stories which have happy endings.



  Why doesn't Harry chop off his leg and replace it with a silver one like Wormtail has for a hand? Well here's the poop on the leg chopping. NOT GONNA HAPPEN. How do you even know Harry knows which
  spell Voldemort used? Next dumb question please.



  The barrier. Yes Voldemort has no dark mark, unless its engraved directly onto his soul. So yeah he could cross the barrier, but it would make him very very very sick to do so. Besides, he doesn't
  know anything about the magic or the spell used to create the barrier. Consequently he's not going to run any risks of crossing the barrier.



  How important Luna is to the Brotherhood is only starting to become clear. She's powerful in ways that none suspect. Each of the Brotherhood has something to contribute, but Luna will hold a
  special role throughout the story.



  Yes it was necessary for Dumbles to escape again. Harry and Dumbledore aren't finished yet, but I needed to put him out to pasture while other things happen. Having Dumbles off healing solves that
  problem nicely.



  The treating of religion in fan fiction is largely ignored. We opted to deal with it, but at a subtle level. Hermione grappling with her upbringing in light of what she learns from Eocho is merely
  one part of that storyline. Harry's experiences with religion are nil. He doesn't know enough to believe or disbelieve. Perhaps Hermione will ultimately sway him to her view point, perhaps they
  will find some middle ground. In any case religion has impacted the Wizarding world for a long time, and not in a good way. Exploring that aspect in light of a more moderate Christian point of view
  is interesting.



  What the others did for their wreaths is available from Alyx who spent the trouble to write all that up. If you want that information, drop her a note on our yahoo group. The language was Gaelic.



  Alastor Moody gets a brief cameo in this chapter. He's alive and in hiding. Do not expect him to play any significant role in the story though.
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 13 - Aftermath and a Reckoning

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  "Are you sure Muggles wear clothing like this?" asked Albus Dumbledore.



  "Oh yes Sir, absolutely!" replied Hermione. Harry sat a little further back offstage trying hard not to laugh hysterically.



  "My word! Muggles certainly are imaginative!" Dumbledore said, sucking on a lemon drop.



  "Do you remember your lines sir?" asked Hermione.



  Dumbledore nodded and eyed the stage with relish.



  "Your on!" shouted Harry. Dumbledore nodded, a glint in his eye and he stepped out onto the stage wearing a studded leather bustier, fishnet stockings and thigh high leather boots ending in six
  inch stiletto heels. He wore a dainty crown and around his waist a tutu.



  "Good Evening Ladies and Gentlemen. Before we can begin these evening's show, the sponsors would like me to tell you that the authors of this story make no claim to any rights or ownership of
  Harry Potter, here, or in any parallel dimension. All rights to Harry Potter and the Potterverse belong to JK Rowling."



  There was a pause and a frame was slowly lowered from the ceiling. Tied to the frame and covered by a sheet was Severus Snape. Dumbledore walked over to the frame and tilted it to the studio
  audience could see him better. He was gagged and his eyes were bulging out of his head.



  "Now moving right along," Dumbledore said with a grin. "Today's lesson concerns alien abductions and how to tell if you've been anally probed. Our volunteer, Severus Snape has been probed for
  tonight's demonstration. Unfortunately the Wizarding world knows little about aliens, so we asked Amy to serve as our probe for the evening..."



  "STOP!" yelled Alyx.



  "What?" asked Bob



  "You're not going to do this! I refuse to let you get away with this! How could you?" Alyx raged at him.



  "Well I wanted to use a penguin but I didn't have any handy!" protested Bob. Meanwhile the sheet slid enough off Snape to see a pair of feet sticking out of an impossible place. Alyx quickly
  closed the curtain and turned to the audience.



  "I most humbly apologize for Bob. He made the mistake of sending me this file early and as a result I've not been able to make sure he gets his meds on time."



  Meanwhile Bob ignored Alyx. He hovered over the stage a few feet in the air and chanted "I am Bobholio!"





  Sunrise over Britain

  Chapter 13





  Padfoot Manor, Harry and Hermione's room (evening of August 25th)...



  Harry stepped out of the bath and toweled himself dry before dressing. He knew he had been extraordinary lucky not to have been injured. It was something Caleb spent nearly an hour shouting at him
  about.



  He leaned over the sink and cast a shaving charm. It wasn't as precise as using a razor, and there was the slight chance that you might miss and lop off an ear, but he was too tired to bother with
  his razor tonight.



  Stepping out of the bathroom, he grinned. Hermione sat at their breakfast table sipping tea, while in front of his seat sat Dobby's idea of a light dinner. Harry sat and surveyed the rack of lamb,
  potatoes and gravy and shook his head. He started pulling items onto his plate when he noticed Hermione didn't have one.



  " Not hungry?"



  " No, I had something light earlier."



  " Light? If Dobby made it, it was probably elephant sandwich!"



  Hermione laughed and started to choke on her tea. After a moment she was able to breath again and she shot Harry a reproachful glare.



  " I'm going to tell Dobby what you said."



  " My Heart, in case you haven't noticed, I haven't said a word. In fact, I'm talking with you and eating, and not speaking with food in my mouth."



  " Oh, fine. Rub it it."



  Harry waggled his eyebrows at Hermione and she flushed.



  " Stop thinking dirty thoughts at me and eat your dinner," she sent him.



  Harry chuckled and went back to eating. When they weren't directly talking he could still feel her through the channel, surface emotions and the like. It was a sensation he found comforting.



  The couple sat quietly after he finished dinner. When Harry looked over at Hermione, who was staring out the window, he noticed her shiver slightly.



  " What's bothering you?"



  " I'm not..."



  " Yes, you are. Something is bothering you, Hermione, and I want to know what it is."



  She grimaced, then sighed before lowering her head. A single tear rolled down her cheek and Harry jumped from his chair in alarm.



  " I guess this is one of the drawbacks of the bonding. I can't hide things from you."



  He knelt by her side and wiped the tear away. "Not easily, you can't. But isn't sharing one of the reasons why you wanted this bond in the first place?"



  " Yes, but..."



  Hermione's lower lip trembled and she looked at him with a haunted expression. He reeled under the onslaught of emotions pouring across the bond, mostly grief and loathing for what she had done
  during the battle. It was ironic to Harry. He found himself having to console her for the very same things she'd had consoled him for.



  " My Heart, it's never easy to take a life, and yes your actions today did result in the death of Death Eaters. But they chose their path, as we've chosen ours.
  I don't want to make this more difficult for you, but you've made the choice to fight. If you continue to stand by that choice, then you must realize that people will die at your hand. This is war,
  and death will come with every battle from this point on. If that is unpalatable to you, remember this. Had it not been for your actions, there's a good chance that we would be comforting Ginny as
  she mourned the loss of her husband."



  Her head snapped up and her wide eyes met his. "Are you sure about that?" she asked verbally, her voice indicating both hope and disbelief.



  Harry nodded. "I've reviewed the Pensieve memories and helped with the debriefs. Able company came very close to being overrun. It was only a combination of the Angels arriving and the first
  salvo of rockets that turned the tide. Neville stopped his squad from running in panic, then cast the first Patronus. But when the Dementors swarmed, it was dreadfully close."



  Hermione slumped down a little in her chair. "It's not much, but it helps," she whispered.



  " I know your actions have caused you pain but, in truth, you were doing what a warrior does. I may be Maglios, but you are my mate, my warrior queen,"
  he sent to her, then he flooded the connection with his feelings for her.



  Hermione's eyes popped open in surprise at the depth of some of the emotions she felt. She felt his overwhelming pride at her strength and her courage, compassion and sadness for her pain.



  She leaned over his kneeling form and embraced him, pulling his face into her breasts. How did I ever get so lucky? she thought.



  " I ask myself that same question every day," he replied in a cheeky tone.



  She pulled away and looked at him suspiciously.



  He grinned and said, "Sorry, love, but you were thinking very loudly."



  Hermione laughed and as she started to pull him closer to embrace him again, a knock sounded at their door. The two exchanged a look, then Harry shrugged and walked over to the door to see who it
  was. He opened it to find Dan and Emma standing outside, looking very anxious.



  "Dan? Emma? Come in. What's wrong?" Harry asked worriedly as Hermione stood up, looking concerned.



  Emma smiled reassuringly. "Nothing is wrong, Harry. We just wanted to stop by and see how you two were doing."



  " Do you ever think we'll be this perceptive when we're parents, Hermione?"



  When Hermione blinked in surprise, then giggled, Dan raised an eyebrow at her. "What did Harry say through that bond thing that has you laughing."



  Hermione laughed again. "He asked if we'd be that perceptive when we're parents. I don't think my husband has ever heard about mother's ears."



  Harry's lips twitched and he tried to look put out. "If you're done making fun of me? I think we're all right. Hermione had a bit of a rough spot, but we'll see it through together."



  Emma walked over and hugged her daughter hard. "You can always talk to us," she whispered.



  Hermione's eyes misted up and she nodded at her mother who also grew misty eyed. Dan and Harry exchanged a look that was known the world over to husbands.



  Harry was about to invite the Grangers to sit when Luna and Draco showed up at their door. Harry waved them in, and was about to close the door when he stopped in puzzlement. He couldn't help
  noticing the sad expression Luna wore. Finally, making a decision, he reached under his shirt and pulled out his medallion.



  Everyone in the room stopped talking as they realized their medallions were vibrating gently.



  " Harry, what are you doing?"



  " Calling in the clan, my Heart. I finally realized what's happening. You'll understand in a moment."



  " I hate it when you keep secrets!" Her voice even sounded huffy in his mind.



  " Patience, wife," he send her.



  Slowly the room filled with people and Harry conjured more chairs. Once everyone was seated and looking at him expectantly, he smiled. The only pair missing was Susan and Terry who were off
  visiting and staying with Amelia for a while.



  "I know you're all tired from today. But as Hermione and I sat talking, and then Dan and Emma arrived, followed shortly by Draco and Luna, I realized we all needed to talk.



  "I want you all to know, no matter what role you played in today's operation, I, for one, am exceedingly proud of your efforts. Each and every one of you contributed to the success of the
  mission. But the mission was not without cost. Of all of us in the Brotherhood, only Remus and myself have actually taken a life, until today..."



  As Harry spoke Eocho ghosted in through a wall and came to rest standing next to Harry. The ancient druid smiled gently at those in the room.



  "I can tell you exactly what the coming days will be like for you. So can Remus. But more to the point, you have a partner who you can turn to. Expect nightmares, anger, guilt, even remorse. Turn
  to your partner, or to one of your brothers or sisters for help and understanding."



  Harry nailed Draco with a piercing gaze. "There is no shame in admitting that you are hurt beyond your visible wounds. Nor is there any shame in turning to your friends and loved ones for
  help."



  Draco looked indignant for a moment and Luna looked sad. While she and his mother had helped heal his arm, he had refused to talk about what he had seen. He had even gone as far as to use his
  Occlumency to block most of their bond.



  "I'm fine Potter," he growled.



  "Really? Then why do you look like shit, Malfoy?" Harry snapped angrily.



  Draco looked as if he'd been slapped and he glared hatefully at Harry. When he began to stand up, thinking he didn't have to put up with the crap Harry was shoveling, he found himself pinned to his
  chair by Harry's direct gaze. When the green eyes glaring at him began to glow eerily and he felt the raw power brushing against him, he flinched back inadvertently.



  "Grow up, Draco. Look at Luna, for Merlin's sake! I know exactly what you're doing to her and it's killing her! And you have the stones to call me dumb?" Harry paused, then lowered his voice.
  "Draco, barely a year ago I was a basket case, certifiable and eligible for a one way ticket to the St. Mungos psyche ward. Hermione helped me through all that. I screamed at her, I laughed, I
  cried. I remember hours where she just held me and let me weep all over her, and I hated myself for doing it, thinking I was too weak to stand alone. But we also talked and I came to realize that,
  without her help, I wouldn't be here today.



  "Other than Neville, you had the roughest go of it by far, but you need to talk to her. You can't push her away and it's only with her help that you'll come out the other side with a full
  deck."



  While Harry spoke, Hermione's eyes glistened with unshed tears and Draco hung his head. Harry could feel a gentle caress from Hermione via their bond and it warmed his heart.



  Luna turned to Draco. When she slowly reached out a hand, Harry watched the two carefully. Then Luna's expression changed and her smile was like a sun coming up as Draco dropped his Occlumency
  shields.



  "I'm sorry," he whispered, afraid to look at her.



  Luna pulled Draco into a tight embrace and everyone saw his shoulders hitching as he wept silently against her. Luna looked up at Harry, her vibrant blue eyes joyful. "I knew you could help."



  Ginny, Hermione, Tonks and Emma all went to the couple, whispering words of comfort to Draco. After a few minutes Draco regained his composure and he sat back in his seat, but he refused to release
  Luna's hand.



  Harry looked over to Neville, "Alright there, Nev?" he asked.



  "I'm good, Harry. The Dementors were a touch worrisome, but I think I'll be alright," Neville replied, then he snagged Ginny who was walking back to her seat and pulled her into his lap. Ginny
  giggled and ruffled his hair lovely.



  The room grew quiet, as and everyone seemed lost in their own thoughts.



  Hermione walked over to Harry and he wrapped an arm around her, pulling her in close, then he kissed her forehead. "I want everyone to relax tomorrow," Harry told the group gently. "We've
  done enough for now and I think all of us need to heal from today."



  Eocho led the now silent group from the room. Remus, being the last to exit, paused for a moment in the doorway and looked back at the raven haired young man as the couple held hands and walked
  towards the bed. A gentle smile crossed his lips as he closed the door quietly behind him and leaned against it for a moment. His eyes become unfocused as he sent his thoughts out into the ether.
  How proud you would be of your son, he thought, thinking of James and Lily. Then, pushing away from the door, he smothered a yawn and trotted down the
  hallway to catch up with his wife.



  Hermione released Harry's hand and began to undress. "What you did for Luna and Draco tonight was important," she told him, the tone of her thoughts
  gently and loving.



  Harry ran a hand through his hair. "I know," he replied. "I just hope he doesn't hold that Malfoy crack against me. I needed to shock him before he would listen to me."



  He sighed heavily and began to shrug out of his clothes. "I had plans for us tonight, but now I feel totally drained. Would you mind if we just held each other?"



  She felt regret, and even a little fear that his admission might hurt her, coming through the bond. She turned, half undressed herself, and smiled at him. "I'd like that very much."





  Haven Operations Center...



  When the door to his office opened, admitting Caleb Newman, Miles looked up. He waved the other man to the fresh pot of coffee he had on a table in the corner of his office.



  Caleb fixed himself a cup, then he collapsed heavily in a chair. "Merlin! I'm about done in," he muttered.



  "Oh? Ready to go home to Carolyne and the girls then?"



  "No. She knows I'm sleeping here tonight. I called her earlier on the floo and told her I'd be there for breakfast," Caleb replied, then he looked hard at Miles. "You look like shit warmed
  over, as our Yank friends would say. Why don't you go on home yourself?"



  "I'm fine. Just a bit tired."



  Caleb snorted in disbelief and Miles immediately changed the subject.



  "So tell me about Potter," Miles commanded.



  "Potter... He's a brilliant tactician, Miles, first rate. He's also the type of leader that the men would follow even if he led them against the gates of hell itself."



  "Why do I hear a 'but' in there somewhere?" growled Miles.



  Caleb shook his head. "No, not really. The kid's good and he's learning to lead. He held that line as long as he could, then he pulled his people out, made sure the wounded got out and took the
  steps to contain the problem. I've just never seen anyone with the power he has. He blew up a third of the island! Everything north of our line to the boat docks was gone. I admit his method was a
  bit unusual, but it got the job done."



  "Did he explain why he blew up the northern part of the island?"



  Caleb nodded grimly. "His tactical situation wasn't good. I had given him two squads, but he was up against a numerically superior force. Granted, it wasn't overwhelmingly superior, but it was
  enough to make a difference. He lost ten men in quick succession and suddenly found that the odds were increasingly against him. So he pulled back the line, bringing his wounded and dead with him,
  then he decided to take action himself. Up until that point he hadn't been fighting much, just leading as he should. He used a standard explosive spell, 'The Hammer of God'. But when cast at his
  power level?" Caleb shook his head. "To be truthful, I'm not sure even he was aware it would cause the kind of damage it did.



  "It was incredible, Miles," Caleb continued, his eyes becoming unfocused, as if viewing the scene all over again. "He hit the ground with his staff and there was a brief moment of shocked
  silence. Then everything started to explode. I had enough time to shout for everyone to get undercover and get shielded and then it started." He focused once more on Miles. "I'll never forget
  it, nor doubt Harry's strength."



  Miles relaxed a bit in his chair and nodded. The same spell had been used earlier in the month against Terry Boot and his wife in that Paris hotel. It was a powerful spell and the stronger the
  caster, the more damage it caused. In Paris, the spell had blown a three foot hole in the floor and ceiling.



  Miles had been worried that Caleb might have had some complaint about Harry. "What about strategy? You say he's right on with tactics, but what about strategy?"



  Caleb grimaced and looked down for a moment. "I don't think it's fair to ask that right now. Sure, Harry came up with the operational idea and you roughed it out into a usable operation. But
  there were twenty other people planning on this, and you know we made some big blunders out there. We got lucky."



  Miles frowned thoughtfully, "Yes, we did make some mistakes. It never occurred to me that they may do large guard swap outs like that. And, of course, we underestimated the number of Dementors,
  but the house elves could only report on what they saw at any given time. I don't think a man on the ground would have been able to do any better." He tilted his chair back then and sighed.
  "I'm glad to hear about Potter..."



  Miles stopped talking when his door opened again and an aide to Minister Bones stepped in to hand him a parchment.



  "Thank you," he muttered, absently taking the parchment and scanning it quickly. He waited until the aide had left before looking at Caleb.



  "I just got the numbers, if you're interested."



  Caleb straightened in his chair and nodded, watching his boss.



  "Of prisoners, four hundred and forty two saved. Sixty three were killed during the breakout attempt. Mind you, that's just a guess since we didn't bring those bodies home with us... The Death
  Eaters didn't seem to care if they killed prisoners or not. Of the assault forces, we have a total of twenty four dead, including five who were kissed from Able company, and fifty four injured. Six
  are listed as being in grave condition. Of the prisoners, one hundred have been sent to other hospitals, most notably St. Patrick's in Dublin and Our Lady of Mercy in Cork.



  "According to this, the Haven house elves have been working like crazy to erect buildings behind the hospital to house the wounded prisoners. All of our field healers and medics have been pressed
  into service..."



  There was a moment of silence, which Caleb broke. "Well, it looks like we're out of business, at least for the short term. I'll pass the word along to the boys that we're going to stand down on
  the training for a couple days. I wouldn't risk any missions without a healer or medic along."



  Miles grunted. "Might not be a bad idea. Let them relax and blow off some steam."



  Silence descended on the office again as each man contemplated the numbers and winced over the cost. It had been a victory, of that there was no doubt. But like so many victories, this one had had
  a price and they'd paid that price in blood.



  As the sky grew dark, house elves worked tirelessly to set up housing for the influx of three hundred and forty two new people, while unit chaplains made their rounds, consoling those who had
  suffered losses. Even those who had come through unharmed discovered that no one came through unscathed, and Haven fell into an uneasy sleep that night.





  Padfoot Manor (August 26th)...



  Harry awoke to find the sun high in the sky. In a rare moment of peace he had slept late. And from the arm draped around him, he hadn't been the only one to sleep in this morning. Hermione was
  spooned up behind him, her hand covering his heart. He stretched and winced from the pain in his leg. They never did get around to doing anything about it last night.



  " Good morning," came a very sleepy sounding thought.



  " I'm sorry, did I wake you?"



  " No, I've been dozing, waiting for you to wake up. I wanted to ask you something."



  " Hmmm?" Harry had trouble concentrating, Hermione was kissing her way across his shoulders, making it difficult for him to think properly.



  " How did you do it?"



  " Do what?"



  " You changed my dream last night. I was having a nightmare and suddenly it stopped and I was in your dream."



  " Oh, that..."



  Harry chuckled as Hermione growled, then bit him lightly on his shoulder.



  " Yes that! I want to know how you did it."



  Harry shrugged and started to sit up. "Honestly, I'm not sure. At one point I could feel your nightmare, so I reached for you..."



  Hermione shook her head in annoyance because he couldn't explain it, and because he was pulling away from her. All she remembered of the dream was a vague image of a picnic, with Harry and herself
  surrounded by several small children, all of which resembled them both. It had been wonderful.



  " Why are you pulling away?"



  " I'd love to stay, my Heart. You know that. But I'm late already. I should have been up hours ago. By now I'll have to break everyone's routine to have the
  morning briefing."



  She frowned. "But you told everyone to take it easy today, to take the day off!"



  He winced at the shout that echoed in his head. "Alright, you twisted my arm," he said aloud, his lips twitching with humor and he climbed back into the bed.





  The Weasley Cottage, Haven...



  Fred and George barreled down the stairs and got stuck in the doorway to the kitchen. Arthur sat at the table sipping his tea and wondering if his sons would ever grow up. Finally, George wrenched
  himself free and slid into a chair at the table, Fred only a second behind him. Immediately, the two started to fill up their plates while Arthur watched in amusement.



  "I'm surprised you two aren't helping the healers with the brewing," Arthur murmured.



  Fred looked up from his plate. "Oh, no, Dad. Helga and Inga are helping brew the potions, but I think they were afraid to ask us."



  "Quite," offered George.



  "You mean to say your muggle girlfriends are making potions?" asked Arthur incredulously.



  "They are turning into right good potion makers, Dad," offered George



  "Doesn't take magic to make a potion. The magic is in the ingredients," quipped Fred.



  Arthur folded the newspaper that Bertrand Lovegood was putting out for the Ministry and he looked at his two sons. "Boys, I know times have changed and things have become... ah... looser. But
  I've been meaning to speak to you about those two young women."



  Fred and George exchanged a glance between them.



  "George, me bucko, I do believe we're about to get 'the talk' again."



  "Are you sure? It could be the 'Don't get caught with your girlfriend naked in my house' lecture," George replied.



  "Or perhaps the 'don't mess with little sister' lecture..."



  "Although, in truth, we haven't since her honeymoon."



  "Her revenge, however, was classic."



  "Who would have believed our little Gin-Gin could be so ruthless?"



  "Enough!" bellowed Arthur. Both twins blinked and realized that their father had reached his limit.



  Arthur took a few deep breaths to get himself under control. "Boys, I've put off talking about this with you for too long. You two have grown up into smart men who are taking an active role in
  our war. Miles informs me that despite his initial resistance to the idea of having you two help, your inventions have saved lives and made it safer for our fighters. I wanted to tell you both how
  proud of you I am. But...



  Arthur paused and his expression grew very serious. "Your mother and I did not raise you two to be sleeping with your girlfriends under our own roof. I'm not going to make too much of a fuss
  about it because we are in a war. Normality, wherever it can be found, should be grasped with both hands and held tight. Merlin! Do you honestly think I would have let your sister marry at sixteen
  if these were normal times?"



  He ran a hand through his thinning hair. "Reach for your normality boys, but don't toy with the feelings of others while you're at it. If you feel anything for these girls, then do something
  about it."



  Fred and George exchanged a look. "Dad, if it's any consolation to you, both George and myself are serious about Helga and Inga. Life would be so much easier if we weren't at war, but then if
  there was no war, we never would have met the Johansens..." Fred said, trailing off and shrugging a bit helplessly.



  "Kinda weird that way," added George. "But Fred's right, Dad. We'll do something about the girls soon, I think. You can't really ask a girl to marry you when you've only known her since
  April."



  "Oh, no. We need at least another month," Fred said with a grin.



  Arthur nodded, grateful that the conversation hadn't been as much as a problem as it might have been. He also realized that the twins had only known the girls for a few months. He didn't want to
  push them, but finding that his sons were sleeping with them had made him bring it up. The conversation turned to lighter topics after that. The boys, like so many others, were planning on taking
  it easy today and mentioned that they were thinking about taking the girls on a picnic after they made a stop at their lab to check on some ongoing experiments.



  Arthur bid his sons a good day and watched with suppressed laughter as his boys walked out of the house, never noticing that the seats of their pants had been banished while they ate breakfast.
  Now, if only I can figure out a way to blame it on Bill, Charlie or Ginny , Arthur thought with a chuckle. And they call
  themselves pranksters.





  Melinda McKinney's Cottage (Noon)...



  Melinda stood at her kitchen window, listening the children play next door. The sound of their laughter was a soothing balm to her spirit, helping to ease away the memory of the painful pleas and
  screaming from last night.



  After tending to Terry at the Minister's residence and helping with his therapy, she'd been called to the hospital to help with the incoming patients from Azkaban. Hospital personnel had been
  overwhelmed for awhile, but relief healers had finally arrived from several Irish hospitals, allowing the exhausted staff of Haven Hospital to go home and rest.



  She'd slept for twelve hours straight, and woke up groggy and muzzle headed. Thinking tea would help, she had wandered into the kitchen with the vague idea of brewing herself a cup, but had become
  distracted by the kids next door.



  Shaking her head, she looked around the kitchen for a moment, thinking. Tea required hot water, and it wasn't going to heat itself, now was it? With a sigh, she reached for the teapot, and nearly
  screamed the house down when a small house elf popped into view beside her stove.



  The rather small, young looking elf pulled her ears down to try to block out the noise and stamped her foot in vexation. "Miss shouldn't be screaming like that! Dilly is here to help, she is.
  Miss is tired and should be resting."



  Melinda could only gape at the creature before her. She'd never had a house elf in her service, and wasn't sure what to do with one. When the elf only stared at her, she smiled tentatively. "I
  was going to make a pot of tea. I thought it might help wake me up," she explained rather lamely.



  "Dilly will make you tea, Miss. And breakfast, Dilly thinks. I do be knowing that Miss has been working very hard at the hospital and that Miss is tired. Sit, and Dilly will take care of you."



  "Thank you... Dilly, isn't it?" When the elf nodded, Melinda smiled a little easier and sat down at the kitchen table. "You'll have to forgive me, Dilly. I've never had a house elf, and I
  don't know much about your duties or..." She shrugged a bit helplessly.



  "Not to be worrying, Miss," Dilly told her as she bustled about the kitchen. "Since Dobby told us that the great Harry Potter would welcome our service in Haven, we be meeting many like you.
  I did not be knowing that so many witches and wizards had never bonded a house elf."



  "So you are bound to Lord Potter's service?" Melinda asked as the elf placed a full teacup before her.



  "Oh, no, Miss. Dilly is bound to Haven, she is," Dilly said as she pulled out a frying pan, eyed Melinda carefully, then went to the refrigerator. "Dilly has only ever been bonded to one
  family, but they be killed by the evil ones and Dilly had no where to go. Then word did come of Dobby and of Haven, and here I be."



  Watching Dilly crack eggs into a bowl, Melinda leaned back in her chair and sipped tea, her mind racing. "Is the bond you now have to Haven different than the one you had with your family?"



  "Yes, Miss. It is more... There be less structure to the bond now. It is not so.. Tight? Yes, that does work. In Haven, Dilly can serve where she is needed and where she wishes. With a family,
  Dilly would serve as she is commanded to by her Master or Mistress."



  "Which do you prefer?" Melinda asked, curious.



  "Dilly does not prefer one or the other, Miss. The bond just is. At times, Dilly does like that she can pick what she can do or who she will serve. But Dilly does also miss having a family."



  "The bond you have now didn't compel you to my home to serve me, did it, Dilly?" Melinda asked suddenly, feeling a bit sick.



  Dilly laughed, the sound almost musical. "Oh, no, Miss. Dilly be working in the hospital when the hurt people were brought in and she did watch Miss. Dilly knows, as all house elves learn to be
  knowing, when someone be having a good and kind heart. When Miss left the hospital, Dilly did be seeing that Miss was very tired and told other elves that she would care for Miss," she said,
  placing a plate of scrambled eggs and toast on the table in front of Melinda.



  Melinda felt her eyes grow moist, and placed a hand on Dilly's shoulder. "I don't know how to thank you, Dilly."



  "Oh, no, don't cry, Miss! If Miss cries, Dilly do be crying, too," came the rather wet reply as Dilly's large, green eyes welled with tears. "Eat now, Miss. You be feeling better, after."



  Melinda shook head and laughed. Turning to her plate, she realized how hungry she was. "We make an interesting pair, Dilly," she said, wiping away her tears and shrugging them off as result of
  exhaustion. When she picked up her fork and began to eat, she missed the light that danced in Dilly's eyes.



  A half hour later, she sat back and sipped her tea as Dilly finished cleaning the kitchen and putting away the dishes from breakfast. When a knock came at the door, Dilly spun around and smiled.



  "No, Miss," she said as Melinda started to stand. "You be sitting while Dilly does answer the door."



  With a smile, Melinda watched the small elf all but run from the kitchen. She liked Dilly, but still felt a bit uncomfortable being served in her own home. She didn't understand enough about house
  elves or their bonds to know if Dilly was helping her out of duty, or because she wanted to.



  "Miss does be having a visitor," Dilly announced as she trotted into the kitchen, a tall man behind her. "Mr. Minister does say that he wishes to speak to Miss."



  Melinda smiled. "Good morning, Arthur."



  "Hello. I do hope I'm not interrupting anything," he said, watching the elf as she filled another cup with tea and placed it on the table for him.



  "No, of course not," Melinda told him, waving him into the chair across from hers. "I was still tired when I woke up, and Dilly came to help me this morning." She smiled at the elf.



  "Dilly will be leaving Miss and Mr. Minister to their talking," she said as she placed the pot of tea on the table and beamed at them. "If Miss does be needing Dilly again, Miss has only to
  call and Dilly will come."



  The elf vanished before Melinda could thank her.



  "Well, that was interesting," she told Arthur. At his curious look, she shrugged. "I've never had a house elf before, so I don't know a lot about them."



  "She seemed rather young," he mused.



  "I don't understand."



  He shook his head. "Most don't, but before we arrived in Ireland, Remus spoke with Dobby on several occasions about his species and the bond they have with human, magical families. Oh, you did
  meet Dobby at the manor, didn't you?"



  Melinda smiled, remembering the little creature. "I did, yes."



  "Dobby is different than most elves, in that he chooses to remain free. The only bond he shares with Harry is one of friendship and loyalty. Harry pays him a wage for the work he does. The other
  elves were appalled by such behavior on the part of house elf, but they learned to accept it. They later learned to trust him when he passed on Harry's offer of safety.



  "But as I was saying, Remus spoke to Dobby, in the hopes of better understanding the creatures, and learned that elves are born seeking the bond. They need it, you see, to survive. Most elves who
  remain unbound for too long go insane and die.



  "Due to the drive to bond, older elves are set to teach and guide young ones, to keep them from bonding with just anyone. No elf wants to bond to a cruel or heartless family, but the need to bond
  sometimes overshadows caution. A young elf is brought into a household and taught what they need to know to serve a family. In time, that young elf will bond with humans, usually the family of the
  household they've been learning in."



  "Dilly said she had been bound to a family, but that they were killed before she came to Haven," Melinda told him.



  "It must have been a recent bounding." When she looked at him questioningly, he sighed. "As I said, she seems young."



  "I like her, though I do find it a bit discomforting to be served in my own home," she said with a laugh.



  "If Dilly's taken a liking to you, you may have to get used to it," Arthur said wryly. "Unless you don't want her help, of course. Then you need only tell her, and she won't bother you."



  "Would that hurt her?" Melinda asked, a bit alarmed.



  "Emotionally, yes, probably. But she is bound to Haven, so there is no risk of death in her case."



  "Oh, I don't want to hurt her. She's very helpful and I enjoyed talking with her."



  "Talking with her?" Arthur laughed. "I think Dobby has had a wider range of influence than we thought."



  "Meaning?"



  "As I said, Dobby is different. A house elf rarely speaks to humans, even to the members of the family they're bound to. Dobby, while still being cautious, tends to speak his mind to anyone."



  "Well, Dilly's good at giving orders, politely, of course. She just sort of took over at breakfast, telling me to sit, to eat, that she would answer the door," Melinda told him, smiling at the
  memory.



  "Hermione will be pleased to hear it. She's been hoping the elves would find their place and take a more aggressive roll in their bonding."



  "Oh, Dilly isn't bound to me," Melinda said, surprised. "She said she was just here to help me this morning."



  "Mmm," Arthur replied, noncommittally.



  Melinda refilled her cup with tea, then raised the pot and looked at him questioningly. At his nod, she refilled his cup and set the pot down.



  "So, what brings you by this morning?" she asked.



  "Ginny, actually," he told her. "She said you'd had some questions about Eocho and she wasn't sure if she'd been able to answer them all."



  Her face hardened. "Ginny explained what he is and why he's at the manor," she said flatly.



  Arthur arched an eyebrow. "From your tone, she must not have done a very good job of it."



  "I think I got the highlights. He's some sort of guardian spirit from an ancient Druid culture, brought back to help with the fight against evil. And why does that sound like a muggle comic
  book?" she asked, her brow furrowed.



  When he only stared at her in confusion, she shook her head. "Never mind. The point is, I know as much as I need to know. I'm not part of this Brotherhood they've resurrected, nor do I want to
  be. My problem is simple. When I'm treating a patient, or trying to, I don't usually have to deal with some ancient dead guy telling me that I can't do my job!"



  "Can't do your job?" he asked, puzzled for a moment. "Oh, you mean what happened with Harry and Hermione?"



  "Yes! She was in pain, Arthur. A lot of pain. I'm a healer, yet I was expected to turn my back and pretend that young woman wasn't suffering. And don't think I didn't see the anger on the face of
  that, that..." She paused, drew a breath, and continued more calmly. "I saw Eocho's face. He was angry and seemed to want her to suffer."



  "Maybe he did." When he saw the loathing in her eyes, he held up a hand. "Wait a moment and let me explain. When the Brotherhood was resurrected, they agreed to certain rules, Melinda. In
  exchange for ancient knowledge and power, they agreed to use their new gifts only in certain ways. What Hermione did that night crossed a line. She used something Eocho taught her for her own gain.
  Had Harry not been who he is, they both would have died. For you to have interfered with what was happening between them could have killed all three of you. Even with Harry's skill, a third person
  blundering around in the link might have been too much.



  "Eocho comes from an ancient society where the breaking of what we consider minor rules came with deadly consequences. He understands that our rules are different than his and has learned to
  adjust in most things. But he is the guardian of the Brotherhood and their knowledge. He has a lot of respect for Hermione. Not just because she is Harry's mate...his wife, but for her intelligence
  as well. He has worked with her extensively and thought of her as his brightest student. Then to find her doing something so risky, something so potentially deadly? What she did would have
  warranted a death sentence in his time.



  "And it wasn't just the risk to herself, Melinda. She could have killed Harry, the Maglios of the Brotherhood." Seeing the question in her eyes, he explained. "My ancient Celtic is rusty, but
  translated, the Maglios means the warrior king or warrior priest. Eocho made Harry the leader of the resurrected Brotherhood because of his power and his destiny. To put it simply, without Harry,
  Voldemort wins it all. If Harry dies, our world falls to the flames. Is it any wonder that Eocho was so angry?"



  When Melinda scowled and said nothing, he sighed. "Maybe I didn't explain it right," he muttered, running a hand through his hair.



  "You explained it fine and you know it," she said, crossly.



  "Then why are you scowling at me?"



  "Because now I feel like I should be apologizing to some spirit for thinking ill of the dead. I mean, this is too much, Arthur. I brought the children here so they could be safe and found a place
  for myself at the hospital. Don't get me wrong. I'm thankful for everything I've been given. But then I find that a group of people have resurrected a long dead Druid culture in order to defeat
  Voldemort, that the person responsible for all of this is a young man with some sort of cosmic destiny and that he married a young woman who could have killed him with the knowledge that some old,
  dead guy taught her. What do you expect me to do? Serve you more tea and comment on the weather?"



  "Obviously you're having problems accepting all this," he said placatingly.



  "Honestly, Arthur, who wouldn't?" she asked in frustration. "You've had a lot more time to come to grips with all this. I've had minutes!"



  "Melinda, calm down. Why is this such a problem for you?" When her left eye began to twitch, he pushed on quickly. "All right, I understand that this came at you rather suddenly. But let me
  ask you this. You've seen the Angels around Haven. What do you think of them?"



  "The Angels? They're lovely creatures, but what do they have to do with this?"



  "You have trouble accepting everything I've told you, but you have no problem with Luna creating the Angels to help fight off the Dementors?" he asked, bewildered.



  Melinda gapped at him. "Created! What? But how.... Why would... No, don't tell me." She leaned back on her chair and massaged her temples. "And this day started out so well, too. A lovely
  breakfast, a pleasant chat with a house elf. Where did it go wrong?" she muttered.



  "I could answer you, but I'm afraid you'd dump tea over my head," Arthur said gently. "Look, I know this is all confusing for you, but it doesn't have to be. All you have to remember is that
  everything that's been done is for the good of us all. With the Brotherhood now active, we have a real chance of seeing Voldemort's defeat, and you can't tell me you don't want that."



  "No," she said, sighing, "I can't tell you that. I'm sorry for my outburst. I shouldn't have spoken to you like that."



  "You were surprised and your reaction's understandable. It's a lot of information to take in all at once. You don't know Harry very well, but please believe me when I tell you he would never have
  resurrected the Brotherhood if he'd thought it would pose a danger to those he's trying to protect."



  "It's true, I don't know Lord Potter very well. I've only spoken to him on a few occasions. But a young man who can conceive of, and then build, someplace like this," she said, waving a hand
  towards the window and all that lay beyond, "is someone who engenders trust in others. It's just a bit overwhelming to take in all at once."



  Arthur's smile was understanding. "Do you have any other questions?" he asked as he refilled their cups with tea.



  "No, I think that answers about everything, thank Merlin. I'm not sure if I can handle any more shocks today," she told him with a laugh.



  "Well then, I have a question of my own," he said, his eyes bright.



  "Oh?"



  "Yes. Would you have dinner with me tonight? A new Greek restaurant opened near Gringotts and I thought we could try it."



  She blinked in surprise, then smiled warmly. "That would be lovely, thank you."





  Azkaban Island...



  The small boat motored closer to the island and Archibald Ives frowned. He had served several tours of guard duty and was now in charge of the processing center for the prison. Prisoners arrived at
  his center on the coast of Wales and were processed before being sent over to the island.



  When the duty shift boats hadn't returned yesterday, he hadn't thought much of it. Archibald didn't get out much and thought that perhaps they had been delayed by weather, a common occurrence. But
  now the boats were more than twenty-four hours overdue. Worriedly, he'd sent word up the line to his supervisor. It hadn't taken long for him to get word back that he was to visit the island and
  see what was keeping the boats.



  Ives' eyes narrowed seeing the island up close. The boat docks were missing and roughly one third of the island was now under water. The Holding Center to the north of the fortress seemed deserted
  and parts of the center were still smoking. Barely three-hundred feet to the north of the holding center, the island ended abruptly with what looked like a ten foot drop into the Irish Sea.



  With no place to dock the boat, they drifted in closer, knowing full well that the rocky shoals surrounding the island would rip the boat to pieces if they weren't careful. After a nerve wracking
  twenty minutes, they were able to make landing along the western shore near the Holding Center. Ives quickly ordered the eight men he had with him to split up and investigate the island, while he
  headed for the fortress.



  Three hours later, a nondescript owl flew from one of the fortress towers, heading for Scotland. Down in the central courtyard, Ives was still interrogating the surviving members of the guard
  force. Their screams could be heard all over the island.





  Ministry building, Haven...



  Despite it being early afternoon, the building was practically deserted. A large number of Ministry personnel had turned out last night to help at the hospital or at the community kitchen. Amelia
  had sent word that the Ministry would consider today a holiday, therefore only a skeleton staff of people were left in the building.



  One department in particular, the mail department, had only one person staffing the room. Letting most of the staff take the day off had been a mistake, the lone clerk had thought when the
  announcement was made. But he thought it better to keep that to himself. A simple clerk did not tell the Minster for Magic what to do, after all.



  He quickly came to regret that decision, however. The department handled all official owl mail for Haven and the clerk quickly found himself nearly overwhelmed with the sheer bulk of incoming mail.
  He barely had enough time to remove letters from incoming owls and toss them into a pile before turning to the next owl. As it was, he never noticed that one letter slipped off the pile and fell
  behind the table. That letter wouldn't be found for several days.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry and Hermione walked into the dining room holding hands. Both were surprised to see that so many of their friend had also gotten off to a late start.



  "Everyone alright?" Harry asked.



  Draco scowled and stared down at his cup, then Luna nudged him in the side. He glanced up at her and blushed. "Harry, about last night..."



  Harry waved him silent. "Draco, it's a new experience for you. I said a few things to you last night that I'm not proud of, and I regret saying them. But I needed to get through to you before you
  made a bigger mistake than you were making."



  Draco looked thoughtful, then he nodded, grinning slightly.



  Remus tapped on a glass catching everyone's attention. "Ladies and Gentlemen... and you too Harry..."



  Harry scowled at Remus and tossed his roll at him.



  Remus ducked, then continued. "Since we're taking the day off, I've asked the elves to serve us a dinner outside tonight around the pool."



  "That's a wonderful idea, Remus. I think I can transfigure us a BBQ grill," Dan exclaimed.



  Both Hermione and Emma winced. Dan's transfigurations were not very good. The last time he tried a transfiguration, he created a set of hostile lawn chairs that bit people. It took thirty elves two
  days to track down and kill the pernicious lawn furniture.



  Harry was laughing with everyone else at Dan's attempt to explain his last transfiguration when an elf appeared next to him with a small parchment. He accepted the parchment and scanned it briefly,
  then he nodded to the elf, who snapped off a perfect salute before vanishing again.



  Sensing his change in mood, Hermione turned her attention to him. "Harry, what's wrong?"



  He rolled up the parchment and smiled weakly at her. "It's nothing. Just the casualty figures from yesterday. Miles wants to talk about them, but figures it can wait a few days."



  Around them, everyone fell silent. Harry shook himself and tried to brighten the mood. "So, a BBQ, Dan? Sounds like it could be interesting, if you can convince the elves not to cook, that is."



  Dan's eyebrows knitted as he pondered the problem. He'd figure out a way, even if someone else would have to transfigure the grill for him.





  Irish Ministry, Office of the Minister...



  Brogan Mallory sat back in his chair and smiled. He had been aware of the British Ministry's intent to attack the island prison, but he hadn't been informed of all the details. When he'd received
  his copy of the paper, he had been pleasantly surprised to see the Dublin Daily's headline.



  Over Four Hundred Rescued!

  Daring Early Morning Raid on You-Know-Who's prison!



  According to a communique released by the British Ministry of Magic in Exile, allied forces, consisting of British, American, Canadian and Irish Aurors, assaulted
  the island prison of Azkaban and effectively rescued over four hundred prisoners. British Ministry officials released photos taken both during the assault and during the rescue, which occurred
  after the assault succeeded.



  The attack began at dawn when nearly four hundred and fifty trained fighters arrived via portkey and by sea. The attack centered upon the northern holding
  facility, rather than island's fortress. One British Ministry official, who insisted to remain anonymous, said,"The northern holding pens held more prisoners than the fortress itself. We opted to
  attack them because they were more vulnerable."



  Rumors have the attackers using a mix of muggle military technology and magic to attack the prison. There is also an unconfirmed rumor that the newly discovered
  species of Irish Angels were somehow used in the fight. Some experts suggest the Irish Angels might have provided a diversion, while others think the Angels might have some sort of banshee quality
  about them.



  According to our own sources, over one hundred of the rescued, some of the worst cases, have been moved to Irish hospitals. A spokesman for St. Patrick's said that
  a lot of the cases they received are currently in guarded condition, suffering from malnutrition, exposure to the elements as well as to painful curses like the Cruciatus curse. Long term prognosis
  is good for many of these patients, but they aren't out of the woods just yet.



  Another source revealed that Harry Potter was personally involved in this attack, leading an elite group of trained wizards and witches called 'The Brotherhood'.
  Little is known about this group, other than they did participate in the assault and they have been training with the fighters belonging to the alliance against You-Know-Who.



  The attack against You-Know-Who's prison came as a major shock to the magical world. Magical Governments all over the globe are waking up to the news and, for the
  first time, people are wondering if You-Know-Who is as invincible as he claims to be. Statements from the Alliance Ministries have all expressed pride in what their people accomplished and sorrow
  over those who were lost in the attack. The British Ministry acknowledges losses and injuries among it's forces, but refused to release any detailed information pending notification of
  relatives.



  Harry Potter, The New Leader of the Light? Page 2.

  Where is Albus Dumbledore? Page 7.

  Did Potter Marry? Honeymoon Rumors, Society Column. Page 8a.



  Mallory leaned back and grinned to himself. The successful operation couldn't have come at a better time, and he could use it to his advantage. Mallory knew his position and popularity with the
  public was at an all time high, but a public relations coup like this only happened once in a great while.



  He pressed a button on his desk and waited for his secretary. The door opened and a middle aged woman entered.



  "Marge! Sit down, please. I want to dictate a letter to Minister Bones, as well as a few press releases," he said, relishing the feeling. To a politician, this was meat and potatoes. Perhaps he
  could even arrange a joint press conference that included Harry Potter!





  Padfoot Manor, (Evening of August 26th)...



  Harry sat on a lounger watching some of his friends, while Dan tried to explain to Remus the fine art of Barbecuing. Surprisingly, Remus seemed to be enjoying Dan's mini-lecture and was avidly
  sampling the different foods Dan was cooking. Harry shook his head, amused at the two, but even he had to admit that the food had been excellent.



  Hermione sat at one of the tables with her mother, Narcissa, Susan and Terry, while Ginny, Neville and Draco enjoyed the pool. Luna walked around the area, just outside the tree line, hanging
  objects from the tree branches.



  Fred, George and their girlfriends took up another table and Harry eyed them with worry when the noise level suddenly dropped at their table. What had started as a simple, relaxing BBQ among
  friends, was turning into a major party in the making. The twins had arrived at the manor house with their girlfriends and their father and they'd brought a good supply of fire whiskey. The girls,
  Helga and Inga, brought along a pan of fresh strudel from Olga Johansen.



  At seeing such a large supply of the strudel, Hermione had sighed and turned back to talk to her mother and Narcissa. She didn't want to think about her most recent cooking disaster. The last time
  she'd made an attempt at cooking, several house elves had laughed at her.



  Harry's eyes slowly drifted closed and he felt himself starting to doze when a hand gently shook him awake. He opened one eye to see Luna looking down at him.



  "Can I get your help?" she asked him, smiling.



  Harry nodded and stood up. He was surprised when she handed him his tin whistle. Taking the instrument, he looked at her inquisitively.



  "I'm not quite ready yet, but I'll let you know when I am," she replied to his unspoken question. Then she patted him on the cheek and walked off.



  Shrugging, Harry walked over to Hermione's table and sat down. She looked at the instrument in his hand and arched an eyebrow at him.



  " Are you going to play something for us?"



  " I don't know. Maybe."



  " What do you mean, you don't know?"



  " Luna," he replied silently.



  Hermione blinked and started to giggle. "Does anyone know what Luna is up to?" she asked out loud. "She just handed Harry his tin whistle and walked away."



  Narcissa looked over at her daughter in-law, who was walking the tree line, occasionally adjusting something hanging from the branches.



  "I don't know. I'm not sure even Draco knows what she's doing. She said something about unique entertainment tonight," Narcissa replied thoughtfully. Although she dearly loved her
  daughter-in-law, the girl's unusual way of seeing the world confused even her at times.



  "Well, it's starting to get dark out. I hope she finishes so, otherwise we'll need to light some torches," Emma said.



  Harry placed his tin whistle on the table in front of him and helped himself to some food off Hermione's plate.



  She gave him a mock growl, then nodded towards his instrument. "You don't play that often enough."



  Harry looked at the instrument and sighed. "I know. The only real free time I get is on my early morning walks, or an hour or two before bed when I'm usually doing my Tai Chi. Sometimes on my
  morning walks I bring it along and play for the squirrels. They like it."



  "You should make the time if you can, Harry," offered Emma. "I haven't heard you play since last summer, but I've heard that music box you had made for Hermione and that song is wonderful."



  Narcissa eyed Harry with interest. This was a skill she never heard about before. "I'm surprised, Harry. I didn't know you had that kind of talent. Perhaps you can play something for us
  tonight?"



  Harry glanced over at Narcissa, then he spotted Luna approaching. "I think that's exactly what Luna has in mind," he said nervously.



  Luna stopped near the edge of the pool and waved to Harry.



  "Harry," she said breathlessly as he approached her, "I want to try an experiment. Will you help me?"



  "You're not planning on draining me dry again, are you," he asked suspiciously.



  Luna laughed. "Oh, no, nothing like that. Besides, that's Hermione's job, not mine." Her smile was wicked.



  Harry blinked in shock and blushed at her attempt at humor. Luna conjured a stool, then she looked at the nearly dark sky. Around them, everyone fell silent, watching and wondering what Luna was up
  to.



  Luna steered him over to the stool and pushed him onto it, making sure he was facing the others. "I want you to play something, Harry. Play something on your flute."



  Harry lifted his tin whistle to his mouth, then he looked at Luna. "It's called a Tin Whistle."



  "You can call it that if you want," she told him, waving her hand to dismiss something she felt unimportant. "Just play."



  "What do you want me to play?" he asked.



  "Anything," she said dreamily then she tapped his tin whistle with her wand and muttered something under her breath.



  Harry looked at her for a moment, at a loss as to what he should play. Luna walked back to the tables to join the others, who sat watching him. He was decidedly uncomfortable. Feeling a bit
  foolish, he glanced down at himself to make sure he was wearing clothing. With a shake of his head, he realized he wasn't in some sort of strange dream, and wasn't sure if he was thankful for that
  or not.



  "Go on, Harry. Play something," Luna called out after taking a seat between Narcissa and Draco.



  Hermione could feel his discomfort and nervousness through their link, so she sent him a quick mental caress. His gaze locked with hers for a moment, and then he began to play 'Harry's Life' for
  her.



  Behind him in the tree line, brightly colored glowing bubbles appeared and floated out over the pool, drifting in the wind. As Harry played, the bubbles changed color in time with his music. Each
  bubble lasted only a short while before it finally faded, but another was always ready to replace it.



  Harry's audience sat entranced by the music driven light show. Hermione recognized the melody and she found her eyes filled with tears, remembering the day not so long ago when he gave her the
  music box in the Room of Requirement. She considered it to be one of the most romantic moments of her life.



  When Harry finished that song, he played another, this one more lively. Ginny grabbed Neville's hand and dragged him out near where Harry was sitting to dance under Luna's strangely glowing
  bubbles. A moment later, Draco and Luna joined them.



  Harry, who had lost himself in the music, opened his eyes and looked on, astonished that anyone would want to dance to his music.



  He completed his song and switched over to a slow Scottish ballad and more couples left their tables to dance. Hermione left her table and came to sit on the ground next to him. He looked down at
  her and tried to shrug an apology that he couldn't dance with her. She reached up and rubbed his leg in understanding. He played song after song for his friends and family. He felt the music come
  alive around him as it wrapped around his friends. The light bubbles floated above them and illuminated the dancers below in a magical glow.



  When Harry finished the song he was playing, he looked up to find Luna signaling him to stop. When she pulled out a small Wizarding Wireless and started it up, he smiled at her gratefully. He had
  played for Hermione before and occasionally in front of others but never had he played for so long and he found that it was a relief to stop. He hopped off the stool and helped Hermione to her
  feet, then led her back to the table where her parents sat. The others remained behind, content to dance to the music now playing under the star filled sky.



  "You're much better than you think, Harry," Narcissa told him.



  He ducked his head and mumbled something in reply. Overhead, Luna's light bubbles continued to sparkle and change colors to the music.



  Hermione squeezed Harry's arm and he wrapped his arm around her shoulders. "It's just something I learned that helps relax me. I probably would have never learned it at all except that Hermione
  found a book about it. Hagrid gave me the tin whistle, It used to belong to Sirius," he replied. Then he looked a bit shocked. He had been able to mention Sirius without the normal, painful lump
  forming in his chest.



  "We all miss him in our own way, Harry," Narcissa said in a gentle tone. "For myself, I regret never being able to make my peace with him. That will have to wait until we meet again."



  Harry looked down at his tin whistle for a moment, then he looked up and smiled softly. "I know what you mean. I wish I could have told him what I felt for him. But he's never truly gone,"
  Harry said, then he rubbed his arm where the Padfoot tattoo was.



  Hermione leaned in close to him and used their bond to send him comforting feelings. He smiled at her, then looked at Luna's light bubbles.



  His eyebrows knitted together for a moment, then he released Hermione and stood up. He walked over to the tree line and looked at one of the devices Luna had hung on a branch. He watched,
  entranced, as the multiple sheets of metal banged together, producing another light bubble. Reaching up, he carefully pulled the hanging device from the tree and brought it back to the table where
  the others sat.



  Laying the device on the table in front of Hermione, he cast a light orb and told her to look at it. Luna and Draco joined them and took seats next to Narcissa. Both watched Hermione carefully,
  although Luna seemed a little upset that Harry had taken down one of her devices.



  "What do you see, Hermione?" asked Harry after she had a moment to study the device.



  "It's a wind chime, I think, made up of the same runes we used for the rune stones. But I don't recognize the runes along the top of the piece," she replied hesitantly.



  "No, you wouldn't. In school we learned English, Scottish and Welsh runes. The Brotherhood uses Celtic runes. Those are Nordic runes," Harry said, then he looked over at Luna. "Somehow Luna
  has combined runes from different cultures," he concluded.



  Luna glance over at the pair. "Of course I combined them. Nordic runes specialize in triggering conditions, while Celtic runes deal more with effects and powers. Nordic runes are so limiting in
  what capabilities they have, but they seemed to take triggering of the spell to an art form."



  Harry held up a hand and Luna stopped speaking. She watched him carefully as he stared down at her wind chime, his brow furrowed in concentration.



  "Harry?" asked Hermione. Something was bubbling over from their bond that she had never experienced before and it confused and alarmed her.



  "Hush, Hermione, give him a moment," Luna said.



  Harry looked up from the wind chime with a look of wonder. "What if we pre-made the Brotherhood rune stones so they were in the correct configuration already, but we used a Nordic rune to trigger
  them? Wouldn't that result in a rune set someone could pull from a pouch and use right away? Without even needing a wand? Something triggered by a word or phrase?"



  Hermione's eyes narrowed and she stared at Harry in surprise. "How do you know about Nordic Runes?" she demanded.



  Harry rolled his eyes at her. "Hermione, one of the books you had me read was called Runes of the World. It listed runes from twenty-three different cultures."



  "You'd need to craft totally new spells, Harry, spells that combine the effect you want with the triggers. But we could develop a set of new spells for standard things like shields, camouflage
  charms and the like," Luna said thoughtfully.



  "Do you think we can combine other runes besides Nordic and Celtic, Luna?" Harry asked.



  Hermione glanced at him, a little put out that he hadn't asked her. She calmed when she felt his reassurance over the bond.



  " I'm only asking her because she's already done it with two cultures, Hermione." The tone of his thoughts were colored with impatience.



  " I know," she sent back to him, unable to hide her insecurity from him. He reached under the table with his hand and laid it on her thigh.



  " I'll always need you, my Heart. I'm just asking questions here. Feel free to jump into the conversation."



  "I don't see why not, Harry," Luna replied, then her eyes glazed slightly while she thought about it. "You'd have to make sure you break things down into compartments. For example, all the
  triggering conditions would have to come from one rune set, while the power or effects come from another. I don't think it would be safe to combine them in the same compartment."



  Harry leaned back and nodded pensively while Hermione and Luna got into a debate about mixing Rune sets and compartments. He tuned the two of them out, as something he had read was tugging on his
  consciousness. He was sure it was important.



  The part broke up soon afterwards and Harry and Hermione walked back to their room. Both were considering the implications of the conversation around the table.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry (August 27th)...



  "Ah, Miss Bulstrode. Thank you for coming so quickly," Minerva said as the young woman entered her office. Standing behind her desk, she pulled out her wand and sealed the door against
  intrusion and eavesdropping. "Please, be seated."



  "Thank you, Professor," Millicent said as she sat down in one of the two chairs in front of Minerva's desk. "What did you wish to see me about?"



  "An idea, my dear," she said, her eyes dancing. "I've been thinking since you brought me the letter Miss Joyner...lost. As she and Mr. Palmer think so little of us, it should be easy to use
  their prejudice against them."



  Millicent frowned. "In what way, Headmistress?"



  "As her letter stated, we are trusting fools who would never suspect either of them of duplicity," McGonagall told her, waving a hand about rather airily. "So any information they receive
  from us they will surely pass on to their parents. Most of the information they receive will have to be correct, of course, but if a small portion of it was incorrect..."



  "It could aid our cause," Millicent finished, a wicked smile on her lips. "How very Slytherin of you, Professor. There is at least one problem with the idea though. I can't just walk up and
  give them information. My parents know who's side I'm on, and it would be too easy to verify it. And we can't rely on them to eavesdrop on the right conversations, either, so how do we pass them
  the information we want them to have?"



  "You pass it through me," a voice said as a figure stepped out of a darkened corner and into the light.



  "You!" Millicent exclaimed as she stood quickly and drew her wand. "What is he doing here, Professor?" she asked as she glared at the young, black haired man now standing in front of her.



  Minerva stood, reached over her desk and plucked the wand from Millicent's hand. "Calm yourself, Miss Bulstrode. Mr. Thorntree came to me this afternoon with information about Miss Joyner.
  Apparently he is rather adept with eavesdropping charms. He told me that he overheard Miss Joyner and Mr. Palmer speaking together in the library. He says they are still in contact with their
  parents and are passing on everything they learn here in Haven. Who would have imagined such a thing?" she asked, her lips twitching.



  "So you filled him in on what we're doing?" Millicent asked as she made a grab for her wand and missed. "Are you insane?"



  "Don't be impertinent," the Headmistress snapped. "You may be a student in this school, Miss Bulstrode, but that does not mean I won't turn you into a toad for the remainder of the summer!"



  "Deneb Thorntree is Mindy Joyner's boyfriend," Millicent growled through clenched teeth. "What makes you think she didn't send him here?"



  "Veritaserum," Deneb replied succinctly. "And that's ex-boyfriend, thank you."



  When Millicent looked at Minerva, she nodded. "I tested Mr. Thorntree with Veritaserum before trusting him with anything. I am not some addle-pated old woman, Miss Bulstrode. I will remind you
  that I have fought this war before and I mean to see an end to it this time round. I refuse to fight that snakish monstrosity every thirteen years! Now, sit down, both of you," she commanded,
  pointing to the chairs in front of her desk.



  "Ex-boyfriend my ass," Millicent muttered as she sat down.



  "And a nice ass it is," Deneb replied, earning a glare from both women as he took the chair next to Millicent's. "Sorry," he quipped, "the Veritaserum must still be working."



  Minerva eyed them both carefully for a moment. "Actually, your dislike of each other could work to our advantage."



  "I don't dislike Miss Bulstrode," Deneb replied, a bit surprised. "I hated her house, but I never disliked her. I hardly know her."



  "You're such a Hufflepuff," Millicent sniffed.



  "Not anymore. There are no houses at the Haven school," he reminded her, his dark eyes wide and innocent.



  "If you children are finished?" Minerva asked icily. "We have a lot to discuss."





  Hogwarts Castle (August 27th)...



  Horatio Mulciber sat at a narrow desk and scowled. He was finally getting reports in from his agents in the field and the news wasn't good. Two days ago there had been a massive flare up of magic
  all over Britain. The flare up had been so intense that it had completely swamped his Master's magic detectors. Then yesterday word came from a patrol that something seemed wrong at Azkaban. He
  immediately sent an order to investigate and now he was reading the results of that investigation. Angrily he stared down at the report on the desk and wondered what he could do to appease the
  Master's anger.



  Sir,



  Azkaban Prison attacked at dawn on the twenty-fifth. All prisoners in the new facility have been released and removed from the island. We found sixteen uninjured
  guards and another six wounded. The northern end containing the boat docks has been obliterated. The sixteen uninjured guards have been disarmed and are en route to Hogwarts, the other six have
  been dispatched. Expect arrival by thirteen hundred today.



  The new facility is badly damaged and may be a complete wash. The fortress is intact, but the Dementors have either been driven off or killed. We did find a number
  of their cloaks on the ground, although I can't guess how they were killed. I didn't think it was possible.



  Of the fifty prisoners still in the fortress, all are alive. Why the fortress wasn't attacked is anyone's guess. The area due north of the fortress has been
  heavily damaged and most of the guard force from the fortress has been found in this area.



  Awaiting further instructions.



  Archibald Ives, Leader of Team Eight.



  Mulciber stood and began to pace. Yes, there was a way to do this, he thought, but it will have to wait until the guards
  arrive this afternoon.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry's study...



  Harry glanced up from the letter he was reading when the door opened and he watched as Amelia, Arthur, Caleb, O'Dalley and Draco entered. It was the usual size crowd for his morning meetings, but
  he wondered about Caleb's presence and the absence of Miles. Hermione took her seat next to Harry's desk, while Dobby rushed around serving tea, coffee and biscuits.



  Harry raised an eyebrow at Caleb, but the man just shrugged apologetically at him.



  "Well, let's start from the top then. Amelia?" asked Harry.



  Amelia consulted her notes for a moment. "We've reviewed the list of prisoners we recovered from Azkaban, Harry. Mind you, most of these people are very ill and will need care for some time to
  come, but from a cursory look we've saved a number of former Ministry workers, including department heads, magistrates and even twenty-eight Wizengamot members. Among the rescued we have healers,
  teachers, solicitors, shopkeepers, artisans, and over fifty ex-Aurors.



  "At some point, preferably after Draco's people are done questioning them, it would be to your advantage to visit the hospital personally."



  Harry frowned and looked hard at Amelia.



  Amelia winced slightly under his gaze, but refused to back down. "Like it or not you are a leader," she explained. "Your exploits are becoming legend. The people need to see you. To them, you
  are their hope."



  Harry dropped his gaze and looked down at his desktop for a long moment, sighing heavily.



  " Hermione?"



  " Amelia is right. I know you don't want the fame, or the legend, but it's going to happen whether you want it or not. At least if you embrace the role, you can
  help keep the truth in the story."



  Harry nodded to himself then looked up at Amelia again. "Very well. When the healers tell you it would be alright, I... No, we, that is, the Brotherhood will visit them. We all had a hand in
  their rescue."



  Amelia nodded happily. It was much more than she had hoped for. She moved on to the next issue. "With the rescue of so many Wizengamot members, there may come an attempt to reconstitute the
  Wizengamot..."



  "How can that be possible? Under current rules they lack the numbers for a formal quorum," Hermione blurted.



  Amelia looked at her in surprise. She hadn't known that Hermione was so knowledgeable about the Wizengamot rules.



  "Technically, you are correct, Hermione. However, under war time provisions a lot of the old rules can be suspended. That's why I was going to suggest that if such a move is made, Harry assume
  his familial seat as Lord Potter. As he is from one of the old families, his vote would hold considerable weight within the body," Amelia replied, looking at Hermione.



  "If that comes to pass, he'll assume the seats for both the Black and Potter families. In fact, considering the losses and upheavals at home, it is quite possible that he would be allowed to
  assume the seats for several other families. Considering the intermixing among the pure blood families, I don't believe it's unreasonable to assume that he could claim lordship over several other
  now extinct lines," Hermione said firmly.



  Harry simply stared at her in shock.



  Hermione leaned back in her chair thinking for a moment. "Yes, that would work. By rights, the Weasley family should have had a seat on the Wizengamot, but they were unable to pay the seating
  fees at the turn of the century. I'm sure Harry would be happy to pay those dues for Arthur and reinstate the family to their proper place. Then there is your position, Amelia. As you're allied to
  Harry, we don't have to worry about that. The Longbottoms are also firmly on our side. Minerva might be the last living heir of Clan McGonagall, which means she could also take her seat..."



  Arthur had paled at Hermione's suggestion. The others sat in shocked silence while she listed off the beginning of a power block that would firmly support Amelia and Harry in the Wizengamot. When
  she finally wound down, she looked over at everyone and wondered why they looked so stunned.



  "What?"



  "I'm sorry, Hermione. I didn't realize you had such a firm grasp on the politics of the situation," Amelia said, looking pleased.



  "Narcissa has been tutoring me on the subject. She seemed to feel it was part of my duties as Lady Potter-Black, and that I would use the information to guide my husband in a subject he
  loathes," she said with smile as she reached out and took Harry's hand. He looked at her for a moment, his expression dignified, then he stuck his tongue out at her.



  Arthur started to sputter, but Harry stopped him. "Arthur, nothing is decided today. We're talking about things that might happen, so let's worry about it when we need to, hmm?" At Arthur's
  nod, he turned to Draco and asked for his report.



  "I have people talking to the prisoners now, Harry, but we're hampered by their illnesses. Nothing can really be done until they're well enough to talk. Also, I need to know what you want done
  with the Quislings?"



  Harry blinked at the unfamiliar term. "Quislings?"



  "It's a muggle term, Harry," offered Hermione. "During the muggle Second World War, there was a government official who cooperated with the enemy, a traitor. His last name was Quisling. As it
  turns out, the muggle war was actually the wizard war against Grindelwald and Quisling was really a traitor wizard. Both muggles and Wizards use the term."



  Harry nodded his thanks, then turned back to Draco. "Do you really expect to find any?"



  "We already have testimony from several individuals concerning two Quislings. One is supposedly guilty of causing the deaths of several prisoners."



  Harry frowned and looked down at his desk for a moment. "Very well. When you obtain testimony concerning one of these people, turn it over to Michael O'Dalley so it can be treated as a criminal
  case."



  He shook his head then and looked up. "I'm reluctant to build a prison here in Haven. Besides, I don't think we have the authority to do so. Amelia, we're going to have to talk to the Irish about
  housing our prisoners until we can get them in our own prisons back home. Legally, only small parts of Haven are considered British soil - the Ministry building and the Ops Center to be specific.
  We can't hold these people, at least, not legally.



  "Draco, have the healers given you any time frame for interviewing all the prisoners?"



  Draco consulted his notes for a moment. "Some are capable of talking to us now, but others will take several weeks. To be honest, I was surprised when Amelia brought up the Wizengamot, only
  because so many of it's members that we did rescue are seriously ill. I wouldn't expect any attempt to rebuild a Wizengamot for at least a month or more."



  Harry nodded in understanding, then turned to O'Dalley. "Michael, I know Draco's people will point out who you should be looking at, but make sure you double check everything. I don't want
  someone to be accused of something they didn't do."



  "We would have done that anyway, my Lord," Michael said with quiet dignity.



  Harry grimaced. "I'm sorry. I know you'll do a fine job, Michael. You always do. I did not mean to cast any doubt on your performance," he said apologetically.



  "I understand, my Lord," Michael told him, smiling.



  Harry turned back to Draco. "Do you have anything more to add?"



  "No, that about covers it. I'll keep you updated on the rescued prisoners, but I don't expect to have much until they're better."



  Harry turned to Caleb next and watched the man pull out a large envelope and removed several files from it.



  "We've scheduled a service for the twenty-four we lost," Caleb said quietly. "The service will be held at Memorial Lake at dusk in three days time. We lucked out on the six who were
  critically injured. It looks like they'll survive. Most of the other injured have been released from the hospital."



  He paused as several people in the room breathed a sigh of relief. Several whispered prayers for those lost.



  Once the moment had passed, Caleb continued. "We'll be holding a post mission debriefing and analysis starting at thirteen-hundred today. There were several critical flaws in our plan that could
  have turned against us..."



  "Yes, the guard shift turn over and the number of Dementors for a start," Harry murmured.



  Caleb shot Harry a grateful glance. His comments were neutral, assigning blame to no one. "Finally, Miles asked me to hold down the fort for him for a day or two. He's feeling a little under the
  weather."



  Arthur snorted and everyone turned to look at him. "Under the weather? That's a fine way of saying he nearly collapsed after the end of the mission."



  Harry frowned. "Are you suggesting he's too ill to continue with his duties, Arthur?"



  Arthur looked confused for a moment, then started to squirm under Harry's intense gaze. "I don't honestly know, Harry. It could have been extreme fatigue."



  Harry looked around at the faces surrounding him and pondered his options, which, to be honest, were quite few. He couldn't ask Miles to step aside, and he owed the man a huge debt.



  He stood then and walked to the window. He glanced outside for a moment before turning back to the group. "I don't like this. I owe Miles. Many of us here do. Caleb, I'll ask you to keep an eye
  on him and help him if he needs it. However, I won't ask him to step aside unless I know for sure his health is in jeopardy."



  Caleb looked relieved.



  "Is there anything else then?" Harry asked of everyone.



  Caleb looked down at his notes. "Yes, concerning that issue we discussed? If you still want to go through with it, we're ready to start this Monday."



  Harry's danced wickedly and he wore a feral smile. "Excellent. I'll alert the participating parties to be there at the appropriate time. Now, if that's all? I still have a morning training
  session to attend and a few things to look up before the afternoon mission debrief."



  Hermione looked at Harry sharply. She could tell he was hiding something from her. By mutual agreement they decided not to explore each others minds without express permission. He didn't mind her
  poking around, but he had set aside one area she was not allowed to enter and she knew it was the place he kept things he didn't want her to know. She had used a similar technique herself.



  " What are you up to, Harry?" Hermione sent him silently as the others filed from the room.



  " Oh, nothing much love. I'm just avoiding a repeat of something," he replied with too much smugness for her comfort.



  Hermione scowled and knew she wouldn't get it out of him until he was ready. That was one big difference between Harry and her father. According to her mother, her father couldn't keep a secret to
  save his life. She could always wheedle it out of him, or bribe it out of him. When Harry decided to keep something secret, it stayed that way. She watched as he packed up a few books and walked
  from the room, whistling off-key.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  While Harry was entering the Haven Operations Briefing Theater for a analysis of what went right, and what went wrong on Operation Breakout, another meeting was about to begin. This meeting had a
  more sinister purpose.



  Voldemort glanced up from his throne when the doors opened and Mulciber walked into the hall. He bowed low, then clapped his hands together.



  The Dark Lord raised an astonished eyebrow at his audacity, but said nothing. Through the doors walked several masked Death Eaters who were leading a group of sixteen badly bruised and broken
  looking men. A rope was tied around their necks. The men were lead to stand directly behind Mulciber.



  "What is the meaning of this, Mulciber?" demanded Voldemort. One of the tethered men moaned in fear and nearly fainted. A guard hit him with a club, causing the man to cry out.



  Mulciber bowed lower. "My Lord, these things have failed you... They are all that is left of the guard force that protected your island prison at Azkaban. Two days ago the island was attacked and
  most of the prisoners were freed by forces led by Harry Potter."



  Voldemort bolted to his feet. "My Prison? Potter! Avada Kedavra !" he shouted, pointing his wand at one of the tethered men. The green bolt struck the
  man and he collapsed to the ground, his eyes unseeing, dead.



  Mulciber cowered on the floor and hoped these men would be enough to deflect his Master's wrath.



  "Explain, Mulciber! " snarled Voldemort as he glared at the fifteen remaining men.



  "We are still trying to find out details, my Lord, but as near as we can determine a group of British Ministry Aurors, lead by Harry Potter, attacked the prison at dawn two days ago. We first
  learned that something was wrong when the duty shift boats didn't return yesterday. A team was sent out to investigate. The island is heavily damaged. The northern one-third of the island from the
  Holding Center to the boat docks has been totally destroyed. The Holding Center was the scene of a large battle and all the prisoners were freed from the island. The fortress was untouched
  although, as you can see from the men behind me, these are all that remain of the guard force. We are unable to account for any of the Dementors that were stationed on the island. We've found
  nearly a hundred cloaks, but there's no sign of the Dementors."



  The Dark Lord stood quietly, absorbing all that Mulciber had said. Then he walked towards the remains of his guard force and examined them.



  "Send these... failures down to Severus. He will know what to do with them. In the meantime, this must not be allowed to happen again! See that all the prisoners in the fortress are brought to
  Hogwarts and put extra guards on the other wizard camps," Voldemort said finally, then he turned and stalked back to his throne.



  Relieved, Mulciber motioned for the former guards to be taken away. Then he turned and bowed again to the Dark Lord. When he stood up straight once more, Voldemort launched a bone pulverizing hex
  at his legs. The Death Eater howled in pain and collapsed to the floor as his legs bones turned to a powder.



  "I do not tolerate failure, Mulciber. Learn from this experience!" Voldemort snapped, his eyes glowing red in the dimly lit hall. "Now leave!"



  Mulciber whimpered and started the long crawl from the Great Hall.



  "Summon Lucius!" Voldemort snapped to another Death Eater. The man, in his haste to leave his Lord's presence, never noticed when he stepped on Mulciber's hand, breaking several more bones.





  Haven Operations Center (August 29th)...



  Harry stood on the platform and looked at his friends. Next to him stood Neville and Draco, both of whom were smiling smugly at the rest.



  Looking up at him were Hermione, Ginny, Luna, Tonks, Remus, Dan and Emma.



  Harry took a step forward. "Last week we had a bit of a problem because some of you didn't like the fact that you weren't on the island with the three of us. Well, today's your chance to change
  that. Before I continue, however, I'm going to offer you one chance at a way out. If you don't want to undergo the training that Neville, Draco and I have undergone, now is the time to say it. Just
  remember, don't complain to me if you're left watching the grass grow."



  Dan and Emma exchanged a glance, and then Dan raised his hand. Harry smiled and nodded at the pair. "I didn't really expect you two to want to undergo this kind of training. Eocho and I will be
  beefing up your DADA training a little to compensate, but you're both excused."



  Remus watched the elder Grangers leave enviously and he looked like he desperately wanted to follow them. Then he straightened his shoulders, sighed and turned back to look at Harry.



  Harry grinned, a bit smug. "Ladies and Gentlemen, I want to introduce you to Gunnery Sergeant Oscar Stonefist. He was a drill instructor before being attached to the 806th Animagi Division. He'll
  overseeing your initial training until you're able to join the rest of us in the regular ranks. Now Gunny Stonefist is a bit of a perfectionist, but I think you'll get along just fine."



  His expression changed then and he grimaced at his friends. "And before any of you make the same mistake I did," Harry told them, thinking back to the hundreds of push-ups he'd had to do,"
  Gunny Stonefist is a Native American, not an Italian."



  Harry stepped back and watched the Gunny walk out onto platform. He stood at least six and a half feet tall and couldn't have weighed less than two-hundred-fifty pounds, none of which was fat. His
  black eyed gaze took in each of the new recruits and his expression became more disgusted as he went down the line. Then he turned to Harry and glared at him for a moment before turning back to the
  group.



  "Mr. Potter here has asked me to train you children," he said with a sneer. "But I think I just oughta kill you now and get it over with. I swear by my ancestor's spirits you are the sorriest
  looking bunch of maggots I have ever seen! Now, here's what we're going to do, boys and girls. You see that door over there? Inside you'll find lockers with your names on them. And inside those
  lockers you'll find your PT gear. I expect you all to be in that gear and back out here within five minutes!"



  Stonefist placed two mammoth fists on his hips and stared down at the group. All of them stood staring at him in shock



  "MOVE IT!" he bellowed and the group turned and bolted for the door.



  "You've got them alright, Gunny?"asked Harry.



  Stonefist turned to him and grinned. "I'll handle them fine, Mr. Potter, but are you sure you want me to do this? I mean, isn't your wife in that bunch?"



  "All our wives are, Gunny," answered Neville. "But they want to be able to fight alongside us."



  Stonefist nodded thoughtfully. "I'll whip them into shape."



  "Good enough, Gunny. Now, if you'll excuse us, we have our own training to get to," Harry said.



  "Training or not, I wouldn't hang around here if you paid me to," Neville muttered just loud enough to be heard. "Ginny's going to kill me when she gets home."



  "You're assuming she'll be able to move when she gets home," Draco told him. "I'm betting Luna won't be able to catch me."



  Stonefist saluted and waited for his trainees to come out of the locker room. As Harry and the others walked from the room, they could hear Stonefist dressing down someone for being sloppy. The
  three men couldn't help but laugh. After all, they'd been through it and had lived to tell the tale.



  " I'll get you for this, Harry," Hermione sent.



  " Train hard, my Heart. After all, this is what you wanted," he replied smugly.





  Padfoot Manor, Later that same day...



  The manor was surprisingly quiet with so many of the Brotherhood away. Harry was sitting in the dinning room eating dinner when the Grangers entered the room.



  Emma raised an eyebrow when she saw Harry engrossed in a book. "Careful, Harry, or people might think you're turning into my daughter," she cautioned him.



  Harry grinned and waved them to seats. Dan looked around at the empty table and frowned. "I thought they would be back by now."



  "Oh, I expect they'll be back soon. They're probably plotting their revenge on Neville, Draco and me," he replied with a grin.



  Emma's eyes narrowed in a manner remarkably like Hermione's. "Just what have you three done?"



  Harry shrugged. "We gave them what they asked for. We;re sending them through the same training that we through so they can join us on the battlefield if they wish. The first couple days will be
  rough on them, but they'll adjust. If you think they had it bad, imagine what I had to go through. No one allowed me to sit out the exercises when my leg hurt. Because of the way I run, I ended up
  setting the obstacle course record - for the longest time ever recorded..."



  He trailed off when the door to the dinning room opened and the rest of the Brotherhood staggered in, looking rather beat. Seeing the look on Hermione's face, he very wisely refrained from
  commenting out loud.



  " Dobby will be here in a moment with a potion, love. It will help ease the aches in your muscles. Winky is already getting your bath ready. Have a light meal
  and go relax for a while."



  " You went through this?"



  " I did, and never would have been able to get through it without your help with my leg."



  Hermione winced, remembering all the days he came home with his leg hurting.



  " If it's any consolation, my Heart, within a week you'll find that it hurts less. It's the first couple of days that are really bad."



  Hermione sat heavily on her chair next to Harry and smiled weakly at him. Dobby appeared a minute later with potions for the others.



  "Dobby has a potion that will make you feel better. I suggest you drink it, then have a light meal. After dinner, go for a hot soak. I have the elves preparing your baths even now," Harry told
  them, smiling wryly.



  Around the table people groaned and strained against complaining muscles to look at him.



  "Thats not a bad idea," Tonks said wearily. "I used to do the same when I was at the Auror academy." When Remus groaned, she snickered. "Just remember dear. You wanted to do this."



  Remus quickly discovered how painful it was to glare at his wife, let alone argue with her. Being the wise man he was, he decided to save his energy for more important tasks, such as eating his
  meal.



  Harry waited until Hermione had eaten before he stood up.



  " Are you ready?" he sent to her.



  " I suppose, but to be honest, right now one of the couches on the first floor sounds mighty inviting."



  Harry chuckled and pulled her into an embrace, then he apparated the both of them upstairs to their bedroom.



  Hermione smiled against his chest and nearly purred. "Happiness is a husband who can apparate us both when I'm too tired."



  " Don't worry, a week or two of this and you won't be coming home exhausted. Now, get undressed. Your bath is waiting."



  " Are you joining me?"



  Harry smiled and shook his head ruefully at her. "I'd like to, but I doubt you're up to that sort of entertainment tonight. However, I'll give you a nice massage
  when you come out if you want."



  Once stripped of her clothing, Hermione smiled to herself and walked into the bathroom naked. She knew Harry would watch her and she had nothing against teasing him a little.





  British Ministry of Magic, Haven (August 30th)...



  Dobby appeared in the small mail room and looked around, expecting to see the usual clerks on duty. He blinked his large eyes in surprise at finding the room empty. Shrugging, he walked over to the
  bin set aside for Harry's mail. Reaching in he pulled out the mail and one large package addressed to Hermione. It was then that he spotted the letter on the floor behind the bin. He picked it up
  as well and put it on the pile.



  With mail to deliver, he vanished with a small pop.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry's study...



  Harry held the door open for Hermione who was still a little sore from yesterday. She didn't have to return to the Operations Center until noon, something for which she was very thankful. As per
  her routine every morning, she checked the mail, handing off to Harry what he needed to see. This morning she was surprised to find a small package sitting on top of the mail pile.



  She walked over and pulled the package off of the pile. All mail had been screened for harmful hexes, portkeys and the like, but the package could have other spells on it. Placing the package on
  the floor, she ran a scan of it. Harry watched her with no small amount of amusement from his desk.



  Hermione's brows knitted for a moment, then she cast a "finite" on the package, canceling the shrinking spell. The package grew into a huge crate, nearly six feet on a side. Hermione stepped
  back in surprise, then she reached for the packaging list attached to the side of the crate. Opening it, she found a letter from Sheik Alim Hosary, the Egyptian Minister for Magical Antiquities.



  My Dear Lord and Lady Potter,

  Even as I write this letter, news of your exploits in rescuing your countrymen are echoing through the halls of Government here and in the other Arab Ministries. You have rocked the world and
  shaken the belief that Voldemort is unstoppable to it's very roots. It is no wonder that the comic book version of 'Harry Potter, the Autobiography' has become one of the best selling books to
  children in our region.



  My Lady, as I promised, a survey of the Library uncovered nearly fifteen hundred volumes of lore pertaining to the Celtic and Druid cultures from the pre-Christian
  era. Inside the crate you will find shrunken copies of these volumes, along with a list of translation charms that can be used. I hope you will accept this humble gift from one who admires what you
  and your husband are trying to do.



  It is my sincere hope that this finds you both in good health and that you remain that way for many years to come. May God look favorably on your work.



  Yours,

  Alim Hosary

  Minister of Magical Antiquities.



  Hermione looked at the big crate rapturously. She shuffled over to a chair and sat down.



  "Hermione?"



  "Hmmm?"



  "What's the matter?"



  "Books, Harry, wonderful books," she replied in an eerie, Luna-like voice.



  Harry scanned the letter from the Sheik and nodded. "Alright, you start unpacking those books. I'll go through the rest of the mail."



  Harry leaned across his desk and grabbed the pile of mail and began to leaf through it. He went through nearly twenty letters before finding on that made him stop everything.



  Potter,

  I know this letter had to take a circuitous route to get to you, but that's alright. It just gives my people more time to play. You will never believe what I've found. It wasn't easy, but we've
  found your dear cousin, Dudley. Your aunt and uncle, I'm afraid, suffered a more ignominious death. Can you believe it? Someone actually forgot to feed them when her Majesty's prisons were
  abandoned. What a pity.



  Now, to the matter at hand. We've managed to obtain the services of a defrocked healer who took more pleasure in inflicting pain than he did in healing it. Our
  good healer is now teaching Dudley a lesson and I'm told his screams can be heard all over Surrey. We thought it would be ironic if he were tortured in your old home.



  Here's the deal, Potter. If you want to see your precious muggle cousin again, you will drop the ward around the country and come to Little Whining in person. You
  can bring a portkey with you to send him out of the country, if you wish. And I'll give you my oath as a wizard that he'll be allowed to leave alive. This offer is only good until the thirty-first
  of August, then we'll kill him and send you the pieces.



  Lucius Malfoy

  Supreme Muggle Authority of Britain



  Harry read the letter a second time as he brought up his full Occlumency shields. He felt a rage building up within that was almost as bad as what he'd felt when he destroyed the Ministry building
  back in April. Crumpling up the letter in one fist and threw it violently into the trash bin. Swearing sulfurously under his breath, he stormed from the room, leaving a bewildered Hermione behind.



  She sat stunned for a moment. She had been caught off guard when Harry closed the link between them so suddenly and completely. He had never closed it before, but now there was nothing, as if he
  had ceased to exist. Frightened, she scrambled to the trash bin and retrieved the parchment he had thrown away. It had obviously been the cause of his strange reaction.



  As she read the letter, she paled. Still holding it in her trembling hands, she called for him again and again over the bond, but she couldn't feel any response. Assuming the worst, she ran from
  the study, still clutching the deadly letter in her hand.





  Haven Operations Center, Miles' Office...



  Miles looked up from the parchment he was reading when the door opened and Hermione rushed in. He was still dreadfully pale, but he was slowly recovering, at least he thought he was.



  "Hermione?" asked the aging former Unspeakable.



  "Harry got this letter this morning," Hermione said, thrusting the parchment under his nose without any preamble.



  Miles took the letter from her hand and started to read as Hermione paced in the room. Finally he looked up from the letter, the worry obvious in his expression.



  "Harry tossed that letter into the trash bin, then stormed from the office. I don't know where he is. He's completely shut down the link between us, so I can't even feel him anymore," Hermione
  said in a tremulous voice, then she collapsed in a chair, trying not to give into the wave of grief she was feeling. The loss of the link confused and hurt her. She knew Harry could hide things
  from her, but she couldn't understand the total and complete silence he had imposed between them.



  "You don't think he's gone to Surrey, do you?" asked Miles incredulously.



  Hermione waved a hand weakly in his direction. "I don't know, Miles. He's gone somewhere."



  Miles frowned and suppressed a wince as the pain in his stomach flared to life again. He pressed a button on his desk and a moment later an aide opened his door.



  "Please ask Caleb Newman to join us as soon as possible," Miles said. The aide nodded and left the room.



  Caleb arrived a few minutes later. He was surprised to see Hermione, but he turned to Miles and waited.



  "Caleb, I think we're going to need to mount a quick and dirty assault," Miles said, passing the note over to Caleb. "It's possible that Lord Potter has gone off to save his cousin. It's
  undoubtedly a trap of some sort. I want you to assemble two combat squads and insert them into Little Whining as quickly as you can."



  Caleb blinked at Miles in shock. This was an uncharacteristically heavy first response. The first thing they should be doing is sending in elf scouts to determine exactly what the situation was,
  not rushing in.



  Hermione listened to Miles and her eyes grew wider as she came to understand the potential danger Harry was in.



  "Miles..." Caleb started.



  Miles glared at him. "You have your orders, Caleb. If you can't carry them out, I'll find someone who can."



  Caleb stared at Miles in astonished shock for a moment, then he nodded. "We'll be off in less than twenty minutes, Miles, but I want to go on record right here and now and say you're making a
  huge mistake with this," he said in a hard tone. He tossed the letter down on the desk, spun on his heel and left the office.





  Derreenataggart West, Overlooking Castletown...



  Harry sat on the portal stone within the stone circle. This was the source, the fount of the Brotherhood. He had fled the manor to this place, all the while trying to control the rage that had
  built up within him. As soon as he realized what was happening, he'd cut his connection to Hermione. He did not want to subject her to the madness that threatened to consume him. Or for her to feel
  the deep shame that accompanied the rage.



  Why he came to this place in particular he couldn't say. His first impulse was to go someplace where he could blow something up. He even briefly toyed with the idea of portkeying into Hogwarts and
  trying to destroy the place, but he knew he wasn't ready to face Voldemort yet. Besides, he still hoped in his heart that they would be able to reclaim the castle someday and return it to its
  original purpose - a school for Wizarding children.



  And so he left the manor, apparating with no clear cut destination in mind, to end up here, at the birthplace of the modern Brotherhood. It was a sobering thought and caused much of his anger to
  dissipate. Sitting atop the portal stone, he watched the ships out on the ocean for a long time. The sight was soothing.



  Harry hopped off the stone and stepped into the middle of the circle where he sat on the cool damp grass and proceeded to use his Occlumency to center himself. He needed to find the source of this
  anger and burn it away. The fact that such rage still continued to plague him shamed him deeply.





  Number Four Privet Drive, Little Whining, Surrey...



  A bleaker landscape could not be found in all of Britain. Little Whining had been razed to the ground, first by loyalist elements of the British Army fighting with Voldemort's controlled forces,
  then again by the Death Eaters in a gesture of contempt for Harry Potter.



  Privet Drive consisted largely of a street bracketed by ruins on both sides. Most of the homes were mere burnt out shells, except for number four. Number four looked like it always did, spotless
  and untouched by the devastation around it. The home had been destroyed in the battle and resulting firestorm, but Lucius Malfoy had seen to it's repair and reconstruction as part of his overall
  plan.



  Caleb and his men arrived in the park roughly one mile away from Privet Drive and made their way towards the target building. Caleb was extremely tense. The target could be easily seen, even from
  this distance with so many other buildings having collapsed. There was a lot of low cover, but not a lot of high cover, which made moving up on the target difficult at best.



  Caleb and the assault team were just coming off Wisteria walk onto Privet drive when the ambush hit. He was confused at first when several of the Americans on the team started shouting to find
  cover. The whumping noise in the distance didn't mean much to him. Then the area around them all began to fountain with explosions, rocks and debris.



  "COVER!" Caleb shouted as he ducked behind a small piece of brickwork still standing. He motioned to one of his Americans. He didn't understand the explosions, or the noise in the distance.



  "Mortars, Sir! They're shooting at us from over a thousand yards away," came the shouted reply.



  Caleb looked around and made his decision. Miles might not approve, but to hell with him.



  "Portkeys! Return to Haven!" he shouted, then he ducked as a nearby explosion showered him with more rocks. He glanced up in time to see Death Eaters pour from Number Four and start firing
  curses at his men. Turning, he spotted one of his medics run up to a fallen Auror and slap down an emergency portkey... and nothing happened.



  Caleb swore under his breath, then he tried to apparate, but failed. They were trapped under several wards, including anti-portkey and anti-apparation.



  "FLOO! FLOO!" he shouted. A man run up to Caleb carrying the bulky device. He snatched the portable floo out of his hands and pressed the lever to release the floo powder.



  "Op Center, this is Charlie One Six. We're trapped under wards and are pinned down, unable to retreat or move forward. We are taking both muggle heavy weapons and wizard fire. Request assistance
  to enable a breakout."



  Caleb ducked again and cursed when he saw the man who'd given him the floo lying in the street, both legs torn off below the knees.



  "Medic! Medic!" he shouted.



  He glance up to see what was obviously their target. Dudley Dursley stood in front of the house among a large group of wizards. One stood behind Dudley, holding a wand to his head. Dudley lifted a
  rifle to his shoulder and began looking for targets. His face had the characteristic blank look of someone under the Imperio us curse.



  Crouched next to Caleb was one of his Americans. The man had taken a bad hit to the shoulder, but was still casting shields and hexes at the enemy. The man paused and looked at him in fear as
  another sound slowly rose in volume. Caleb only looked confused at the clanking sound.





  The War Room, Haven Operations Center...



  Miles looked up at the sound of Caleb's voice and he experienced a profound dizziness. A wave of nausea washed over him as everyone in the room looked to him to make a decision. Miles stood up
  unsteadily from his chair, then staggered a few feet before vomiting blood all over the floor. Someone screamed for a healer and the room spun crazily for a second, then he collapsed into
  unconsciousness.



  There was a moment of total silence and the clerks and aides all looked at each other, aghast. They had a mission in the field that looked to be in serious trouble and no one available to give
  orders. One of the map girls bolted from the room, looking for the healer they kept on station in the Op Center. Finally, another aide said he was going to go find either Lord Potter or the
  Minister.



  Meanwhile, the messages from Charlie One became more and more frantic as Op Center remained off the air.





  Padfoot Manor...



  When Harry returned to the manor house, he immediately sought out Eocho. With help from Dobby, Harry found him out behind the manor, near the pool. He had been instructing the Grangers outside and
  had just finished.



  "Honored Teacher," Harry said in a quiet voice, stepping up to the spectral Druid.



  Eocho looked carefully at Harry, frowning. "I feel your disquiet, Maglios. What bothers you?"



  Harry sat and explained to Eocho about the letter he had received, and how, despite the brutality, Dudley was the last living link, other than himself, to his mother's family. He explained the
  anger he felt, and where he went, spending several hours in quiet contemplating.



  Eocho nodded understandingly. "This is a significant step for you, Maglios, You controlled the beast within. You shall never truly escape it, for it is part of you. But controlling it is a great
  step... I am troubled, however, by you cutting yourself off from your mate. She is one of the sources of your strength, perhaps the greatest source."



  Harry hung his head and tried to frame a reply to his teacher. "I realize that, Honored Teacher, but I did not want her to experience my anger, or my shame for having such feelings..."



  Harry was interrupted by the arrival of a Haven Elf who snapped off a perfect salute at him. "SIR! His Sneakiness, Commander Draco Black, insists you come to the Operations Center right away,
  SIR!"



  Harry and Eocho exchanged a glance, then Harry stood and bowed slightly to Eocho. "Honored Teacher, perhaps we can continue this conversation later? This evening, perhaps?"



  With Eocho's agreement, Harry vanished, apparating to the Ops Center.



  A moment after Harry vanished, Hermione came running out of the manor looking for him. Eocho waved for her to slow down.





  Haven Operations Center...



  Harry appeared just outside of Miles' office and was about to enter when he heard someone shout out his name. Turning, he could see Draco running towards him.



  "Harry! It's a bloody mess! Miles has taken ill and we've got a complete muckup of a mission going down right now. Caleb's the mission commander, which means you're the next in command," Draco
  said breathlessly as he skidded to a halt next to him.



  "Mission? There's no mission scheduled for today! Hell, there's no mission scheduled at all!" protested Harry.



  Draco tugged on Harry, trying to drag him to the War room. "I don't know all the details, but we have two squads trapped and taking muggle and wizard fire in Surrey."



  Harry skidded to a halt and stared at Draco for a moment. "Surrey? A town called Little Whining?"



  Draco nodded, astonished that Harry would know so much about a mission he claimed wasn't happening.



  Harry's eyes flared hotly. "The squads are trapped under wards, right?"



  Draco nodded dumbly at him.



  "Damn that woman!" Harry growled, then he turned and kicked the wall. He closed his eyes for a moment taking a few calming breaths. Then he turned back to Draco.



  "Draco, until I get back, or Caleb relieves you, you are in charge. Get some elves out to Surrey 
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 15 - Dinner Guests and Mad-Eye Madness

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Bob sat in front of his computer and appeared to be puzzled. Alyx paced behind him, wringing her hands and watching him carefully. The computer buzzed and whirred and the blank screen beckoned
  invitingly.



  Finally Bob sat back and threw up his hands in frustration. "I have no clue what to write for a disclaimer!"



  Alyx moaned and waited in fear. In California the apocalypse began with a shifting of the earth's crust, Tokyo fell under the heels of Godzilla and London burned. On a small stage in the middle of
  cyberspace, Severus Snape looked at Bob with hope in his eyes.



  "I get off this time?" he whispered in front of the open microphone.



  "You couldn't get off even with instructions!" Yelled Harry from the audience.



  "Just say the words Severus, we'll do you next time," Alyx said, eyeing the man that looked amazing like Alan Rickman with a hair disease.



  "Ahem. The author's of this story wish everyone reading it to understand that they own nothing in the Potter Universe, all rights to the characters belong to JK Rowling and her many corporate
  flunkies. We own nothing and make no claims to owning anything. Heck, we don't even own our cats!"



  Snape looked up from the script. "I can't believe you made me say that!" He protested, looking at Alyx.



  "Don't worry about it Alan... I mean Severus," Alyx said with a purr.



  "OH PLEASE!" Luna shouted, then she stood up and shot a hole in Snape's chest shaped like West Virginia.



  Everyone stared at Luna in shock and Alyx glared at Bob.



  "Honestly, it wrote itself this time!" Bob pleaded, then cringed when she reached for the paddle.



  "I'm outa here," Bob muttered in fear before teleporting away.



  "You bastard! Get back here!" Alyx screamed.



  "Ain't love grand Hermione?" Harry asked. Hermione nodded and went back to polishing Harry's wand.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 15





  Padfoot Manor (September 10th)...



  Narcissa looked up from the book she was studying when Hermione opened the door to her room. The younger woman clutched a quill and parchment close to her chest, and her eyes held a look of panic
  as she stepped into the room.



  "What's wrong, Hermione?" Narcissa asked, putting her book down.



  Hermione walked over to one of the chairs and threw herself into it in a very un-lady like fashion. She had looked for Narcissa last night, but the older woman had been visiting with Andromeda and
  was unavailable.



  Narcissa frowned at her. "You know, ladies of your station do not throw themselves about like that," she said frostily.



  "Yeah, well, I'd throw myself out a window if I thought it would help with this dinner Harry set up," Hermione shot back, then she flushed and murmured an apology.



  Narcissa hid a smile. She hadn't heard about any dinner plans, but if it was flustering Hermione it had to be interesting.



  "So, tell me about this dinner and we'll see if we can fix the problem."



  Hermione leaned forward on her chair. "We're having four Goblins to dinner tonight. Goblins! I don't know what to feed a Goblin but Harry called this a state dinner! Also, Amelia will be there in
  her capacity as Minister and she'll probably bring Arthur, as well. And if it's really a state dinner, then Ragnok will probably be coming. I know Harry invited him to dinner. And what do Goblins
  eat? I've been through a dozen books and they all say something different!"



  Narcissa leaned forward and touched Hermione's hand, interrupting her tirade. "I remember the panic I felt when I first hosted a formal dinner, my dear. It is scary. The first thing to know is
  that your elves know exactly what to do. Dobby!"



  There was a pop and Dobby appeared, looking anxious. He relaxed a little seeing Hermione. Despite knowing that Narcissa was forced to hurt him, he was never quite comfortable with her.



  "Dobby, Master Harry is hosting a formal dinner this evening. We'll need food for at least twenty, plus four Goblins," Narcissa said.



  Dobby looked to Hermione for confirmation. When she nodded at him, he perked up a bit. "Dobby knows where to gets some Goblin foods. Would boiled Dubog on a watercress base be alright with
  mistress?"



  "Boiled Dubog?" asked Hermione dubiously.



  "It's a Goblin delicacy. Not that I've tried it. From what I understand, they take the beast and toss it into a pot of boiling water," Narcissa replied.



  "Alive?" Hermione asked in outrage.



  Narcissa looked at the younger woman and smiled slightly. "Yes, Hermione, alive. Tell me, do you like lobster?"



  She looked at Narcissa, a bit confused now. "Of course I like lobster."



  "Lobsters are usually cooked alive. If they aren't, they can become quite poisonous," Narcissa replied, before turning back to the waiting elf. "Dobby, let's prepare for a buffet meal.
  Lobster and lamb for the humans and Dubog for our special guests. Also, check the cellar for brandy. Goblins don't care for our wines, but they have a taste for brandy. Make sure you put one
  special bottle of our oldest brandy aside, as a gift for Ragnok."



  Dobby nodded and vanished with a pop.



  "I always feel uncomfortable dealing with Dobby," Narcissa murmured sadly. "Lucius made me do so many foul things to that poor elf, when all Dobby wanted was someone to appreciate him."



  "Harry's told him that he's part of the family. Dobby could call himself Dobby Potter and Harry wouldn't object in the least. I thought he was going to explode with joy when Harry told him that
  he's family," Hermione offered.



  Narcissa eyed Hermione carefully for a moment. "Yes, well, Harry and Dobby do have a bit in common, both were abused. I think Harry would rescue anyone from that sort of situation," she said
  quietly. Then, with a slight shake of her head, she returned to the main subject. "Now then, dinner is mostly taken care of. If I know Dobby, he'll have elves cleaning the manor until it
  sparkles. Were you really working on a menu when you walked in here this morning?"



  Hermione looked down at her feet and tried to hide the parchment in her fist.



  "Dear, even if you and Harry were muggles, with his wealth you would have told one of your servants what to do. We don't have to specify everything, just name the main courses and let the
  servants do the rest."



  Hermione looked down at her feet. She wasn't used to dealing with servants and, frankly, her cooking skills were terrible. It was something that bothered her quite a lot.



  Narcissa leaned over and patted her hand kindly. "Don't worry. This is all part of growing up. Soon, this will be second nature to you. Just don't make the mistakes I did."



  Hermione smiled gratefully and, after a few more minutes of small talk, stood and left the room, content that Dobby had the meal planning firmly in hand. Standing outside the door, she paused and
  wondered what Harry was up to. He had been slipping off to another room to work on some project of his, and he was keeping it pretty close to his chest. All she could sense was that he was
  concentrating very hard on something. Making her decision, she went in search of him.





  Padfoot Manor, Basement workroom...



  Hermione had quickly tracked down Harry, but found herself confronted with a door and a sign that read "Danger! Keep out!"



  " Harry, are you in there?" she sent.



  " Hermione?" he sent back, sounding startled.



  " Who else would it would be?"



  " Erm... no one, really."



  Hermione sighed and placed her hands on her hips. "Harry, what in the name of Merlin are you up to in there? You've been disappearing into this room since Danni
  told you it was alright for you get out of bed!"



  " Hang on a second. I'll get the door and you can come in."



  A moment later the door opened and she entered the room. She was surprised to see Eocho standing in front of a chalkboard. On the floor were two of the strangest contraptions she had ever seen.
  Then she spotted the Arithmancy equations all over the chalkboard.



  "Just what are you up to in here, Harry?" she asked, turning to face him.



  She watched him survey the room full of strange equipment and equations scrawled on the walls, then he shrugged and turned back to her.



  "Well, it was an attempt to make a new transportation system, but it didn't work out too well."



  Eocho drifted over with a scowl on his face. "The Maglios is being too harsh on himself. He has accomplished much."



  Hermione eyed the strange device on the floor. It looked like a very large window frame with no glass. The base was covered in glowing runes. Next to it was a pedestal with a circular knob resting
  above it. The knob appeared to be movable. She reached out to run her hand over the window frame, but Harry smacked her hand away from it.



  "NO! Don't touch it until I shut it down," he said. He fiddled with the knob for a moment, then pushed it down into the pedestal, causing the glowing runes to fade. To Hermione, the control
  seemed to resemble a cross between a joystick and a combination lock.



  "There, now it's safe. The pedestal controls the portal," he said, as if it were obvious.



  "But how does it work?"



  Harry's face went blank for a moment, then he scowled. "Well, it only partially works and I haven't been able to figure out why."



  "Perhaps if you started from the beginning, Maglios, you would not be confusing your mate. She has a keen mind and she might be able to see what we have not."



  Harry ran a hand through his hair and limped over to a stool, where he sat down and looked at her. "Wizarding transportation leaves a lot to be desired. Most people can't tandem apparate easily,
  or far enough. The Floo system is hundreds of years old and hasn't been updated in all that time. It's dirty and disorienting for first time users and small children. Portkeys aren't much better
  and for a family the children invariably need a motion sickness potion before using one. Most people can't apparate across the country, let alone around the world.



  "When we visited the stone circle, you said that some believed they were a form of instant transportation. Then you said you didn't believe that because the circles were tied to specific
  astronomical events, like the solstice or equinoxes. That got me thinking though. Wouldn't be nice if you could make a way of stepping from one place to another, without any whirling, twirling and
  spinning?



  "That's what I've been trying to make here. A way of traveling from, say, Padfoot manor to Diagon Alley, just by stepping through a portal. When you set the pedestal to the right destination, a
  connection is made that allows the portals to overlap in space for a time. We're going to need something like this when the war is over."



  Hermione looked again at the portal, only this time she was suitably impressed. She examined it for a moment, then turned back to Harry. "So what's the problem? Doesn't it work?"



  Harry scowled and Eocho stepped forward. "The Maglios is impatient. His portals work, only nothing living can pass through them without being killed. He can send all manner of objects and
  foodstuffs through the portal successfully. It just needs refining. However, he fails to see that his portals can be used in our war to send material over great distances," Eocho said, frowning
  at the frustrated young man.



  "Yes, Honored Teacher, we have gone over this. But to be really effective, sending living things is necessary," Harry objected. He had visions of using the portal to move large groups of
  fighters. If he could only get the damned thing to work!



  Hermione walked around the portal and the pedestal several times. She could see a glowing portal on the far side of the room. She turned to glance at Harry for a moment.



  " You've done something marvelous here. Now stop belittling yourself," she chided him gently via their bond.



  "How have you been testing this?" she asked, her interest now fully piqued. She had no intention of letting Harry tear himself apart over a perceived failure.



  "We've done all sorts of objects, food, charmed items and so on. When we tried a few conjured mice, they didn't survive the trip. Then I had Dobby catch a few real mice, just to be sure there was
  no difference, but the results were the same."



  "So the portal contains the runes for controlling the transport. What does the pedestal do?"



  "The pedestal contains most of the controls for the transport mechanism. It determines which transport frame it will send to. Each frame is uniquely keyed. The pedestal acts like a dial, allowing
  you to tune in which frame you're sending to."



  "And it works for everything, except living creatures?" she asked again.



  When Harry and Eocho both nodded, she turned a practiced eye towards the chalkboard. "Are those your only notes?"



  "No," Harry said defensively, "I have a notebook."



  He summoned the large notebook and Hermione recognized it as the same one he had spent the last month scribbling in. He handed it to her and she took it with a raised eyebrow.



  He shrugged. "Maybe you can see what we've done wrong, Hermione. Neither Eocho nor I can figure it out and I was hoping to demonstrate this today," he said, sounding disappointed with himself.



  Hermione thumbed through his book for a few minutes, while Eocho and Harry looked on. After several minutes, she looked up at Harry, her brow furrowed.



  "I'm not sure I understand all of this, Harry, but I've already spotted a few sections where the idea seems a little shaky. I'm not saying it's wrong, I'm just saying I need to study this to
  understand what you're trying to do. If this portal of yours works for everything except living creatures, you've already solved one problem. Inanimate objects can only be sent via floo or portkey
  if someone is holding onto them. Is there a size limit to how big an object the portal can transport?"



  Harry walked over to the far side of the room and dialed something in on the pedestal. The window frame shrunk down to the size of a small shoe box. Then he returned to where Hermione stood and
  reactivated the nearby portal.



  "Hermione, levitate that bench over to the transport frame," Harry said.



  She looked at the six foot long bench and then at the transport frame, barely five inches wide. Shrugging, she pulled out her wand and levitated the bench.



  When the bench crossed over the runes of the base there was a snapping sound and the transport frame seemed to fill with a liquid that bubbled slightly and glowed. The bench touched the liquid,
  seemed to stretch impossibly, then vanished with a pop. Hermione looked shocked, then remembered the receiving frame. Turning quickly, her eyes widened slightly. There, twenty feet away, the bench
  lay in front of the frame, which had expanded to fit the bench perfectly.



  Harry chuckled at Hermione's expression, while Eocho looked on, amused."I won't say it's limitless in size, but you could probably drive a lorry through it and have it come out intact and
  functional on the other end," he told her.



  Hermione stepped back and crossed her arms for a moment. Then she made up her mind. "Harry, get some elves to set up these two portals of yours out in the front yard, say two hundred feet
  apart."



  "Hermione? What are you up to?"



  "You'll see this evening, Harry. Trust me," she told him, caressing his cheek gently. "Go take your bath now. I'll want one before I dress and I don't want to have to fight you for the
  bathroom."



  Harry smiled crookedly. He then powered down both portals and left the room.



  Hermione watched him go and wished she could join him. She was startled out of her thoughts when Eocho spoke.



  "He is disappointed. He so wanted to show you a complete, working portal."



  "I know, Honored Teacher, but my husband fails to recognize his own genius. Remus was right, Potter men seem to stumble onto ideas that earn them fame and fortune. My husband is no different,"
  she said, with no small amount of pride.



  "He may be disappointed, but I for one am thrilled at what he's done. Tonight, we'll show off an advance prototype of the Potter Portals to the leader of the Goblin nation, as well as the
  Minister of Magic. The economic potential is nearly unlimited."



  Eocho eyed her for a moment, surprised. "I had not thought you would care much about such things, my daughter," he replied, his expression becoming unreadable.



  "I don't care for them, Honored Teacher. But I must make plans to ensure my family is taken care of. What kind of wife would I be if I didn't look out for my husband and our children?"



  Eocho was silent for a moment, then he nodded. "Plan for your family, my daughter, just do not fall into the trap of greed. It is an easy trap to fall into and has consumed many a good person."



  Hermione bowed her head, acknowledging Eocho's gentle warning. "I shall be most wary, Honored Teacher."



  Eocho studied her for a moment longer, then he smiled. "Go, my daughter. Read the book the Maglios gave you. Perhaps you can see what we cannot."



  Hermione clutched the precious book tightly and walked from the room.



  After running several errands, she caught up with Harry in their bedroom nearly an hour later. He was sitting at their breakfast table, wearing only his boxers and reading a parchment, his body
  still damp from the shower he had taken.



  "Something interesting?" she asked as she began to undress for her bath.



  "Not really," he replied with a shrug. "Caleb is thinking about a raid on the other two camps we know Voldemort has set up. But no one seems to know where they are, or how well they're
  protected. We're having a bit of a disagreement over what we should do next and we're trying to work it out."



  "Oh? I haven't heard about any disagreement. What seems to be the problem?"



  "Nothing major. I say we need to start hitting back at his forces, including the British Army holding the cities. He wants to do more rescue missions," he said, frowning.



  Hermione stopped undressing and looked at him inquisitively.



  "Oh, he's probably right. The raid on Azkaban has flooded us with offers of fighters and equipment from more than twenty countries. If we accept all the help being offered, we'd have several
  thousand fighters. Remus is already pulling his hair out trying to figure out where we can put them all. There's a big parcel of land immediately to our north that's owned by the muggle Irish
  government. Remus wants to see if the Irish Ministry can talk the Irish Government into selling it off."



  She sat on the edge of the bed and frowned. "You don't sound very enthusiastic over the idea."



  "I suppose it would be a good idea, but..." Harry paused and sighed. "Rescuing people is nice, but it doesn't bring us any closer to going home, Hermione. We'll probably accept the help.
  Merlin knows we'll need it."



  Hermione sat back, resting on her elbows, and looked at him. "You know, you never really said where you want to live after the war," she said softly.



  "I like Padfoot Manor, but it's not home to me. Grimmauld is alright, I guess. It's close to Diagon Alley and London. But Hogwarts was the only place I ever considered home.



  "As far as where we'd live, that's something we'll have to talk about. We own twelve properties from the Potter family, including six overseas, and we own another fourteen properties from the
  Blacks. If we can't find something suitable among them, I'll build you a home you'll be happy to live in.," he replied, his eyes unfocused. In his mind, he could see a home with lots of space for
  children to play and maybe even his own Quidditch pitch.



  Hermione smiled. Harry didn't realize it, but he'd broadcast that image to her. His vision of home sounded perfect. She shook her head, then grabbed her robe and clothing. She wanted to soak before
  tonight's dinner and think about things. Between his portals and his plans for after the war, she had a lot to consider.



  She walked into the bathroom, while Harry turned back to the parchment he was reading.





  Draco and Luna's room (Padfoot Manor)...



  Draco stood staring into the mirror while he tried to adjust his tie for the fifteenth time. He had better things to be doing with his time than worrying about some special dinner Harry was
  holding. It irritated him no end that Harry knew he had better things to do.



  It wasn't helping that Draco's foul mood was brought on by yet another prank from the Weasley twins. It seems that every time they were about to deliver some new toy for people to use in the field,
  they celebrated with a series of pranks against anyone and everyone.



  Draco had found himself sporting a decidedly bushy Hermione-like look this morning when he opened his office door. Sitting on his desk was a new invention from the twins that they felt might be
  useful - Hover shoes. Apparently, with these shoes, the wearer would be able to walk on water, or even air, for up to a minute. The twins thought it might be useful in evading capture.



  The door opened and Draco watched Luna enter the room. She casually walked over to him and wrapped both arms around him. He leaned back a little into her embrace and closed his eyes. Because of
  their unique bond, physical intimacy, even just holding each other, was a very pleasurable experience.



  "I like the hair, but don't you think Harry might confuse you for Hermione?" she asked, smiling slightly.



  Draco knew she was holding back her laughter. "Oh, go ahead and laugh. But one of these days I'm going to get those Weasels back."



  Luna giggled and she quickly straightened out his tie before turning to get dressed herself. "You've been saying that for weeks, Dray, and you have never managed to prank them back."



  "Hey! Whose side are you on?"



  Luna turned to look at him. He watched her in the mirror and couldn't help feeling more than a little aroused, what with her standing in just her bra and panties.



  "I'm on your side, Dray. But you've been trying to act like a Gryffindor and I have to admit that it's a little disappointing. You've been trying to prank them back and you know that's not a very
  Slytherin thing to do."



  "Luna!" Draco exclaimed, his expression mortified. "You wound me! Me? Act like a Gryffindor?"



  She eyed him with amusement, her hands on her hips. "Oh, really? Then how come you're thinking about pranking back? A Slytherin would want to do something so that they'd never prank again."



  He paused, his brow furrowed in thought. He had been trying to prank the twins back and that was like trying to win against a chess master when you are barely able to play! He had been trying to
  play by their rules, when he should be making up his own. His eyes narrowed for a moment and a sly grin crossed his face.



  Luna nodded satisfactorily. Draco was coming around on the issue. Then she pulled out one of the Black family robes to wear and frowned. The family robes are
  really quite dull , she thought.



  "I wonder if I can convince Harry to change the color of these robes," she said, mostly to herself. Then she waved her wand, changing the black robe into one of bright orange. On the skirt
  portion there were flaming pink Flamingos, which walked across the fabric and looked around curiously. Around her neck she wore a chain of live minks.



  Draco blinked and wondered if his eyes would ever recover from the shock. "Luna, my love, you can't do that to the family robes. We only wear them on formal occasions anyway, so would it hurt
  very much if you wore them as they were supposed to be?"



  "But black is so boring, Dray," she protested.



  Draco bit his lip and did his best not to laugh. "Tell you what. If Harry says you can change the colors of the robes, then go ahead and do so. You know the rules, that sort of change needs to be
  approved by the head of the family," he said, trying not to smile.



  "Fine!" Luna said airily, then she walked from the room in her now neon robes.



  A moment later she knocked, then opened the door to Harry and Hermione's bedroom. "Harry," she said in a serious tone, ignoring the fact that he had fallen off the bed, half naked, and was
  scrambling to cover himself using a blanket.



  Hermione stared at Luna in confusion. She, too, was barely dressed. She had just reached around to hook her bra strap when the blond barged in.



  "Harry, Draco says I have to ask you for permission to change the family robe color," she said. She looked at him expectantly, ignoring the nearly naked Hermione now sitting on the bed, staring
  between the two.



  "Luna! I'm not dressed!" he protested.



  "Pish posh! You don't have anything that Dray doesn't. Besides, this is more important. Now, about the family robes?"



  "Any color you want, Luna," Harry said, while huddled under the blanket. He kept snaking a hand out to reach for his pants, but they were just out of reach.



  "Thank you, Harry," Luna said. Then she waved her wand quickly, before walking out of the room.



  Harry breathed a sigh of relief, stood up and reached for his pants.



  Hermione's eyes bulged and she slid off the bed, laughing hysterically. Luna's parting spell had planted the words 'Hermione's love muffin' along the back of Harry's boxers and he couldn't see it.



  Harry eyed her suspiciously for a moment before putting on his pants.





  Dinner with Ragnok and company...



  Harry stood at the bottom of the grand staircase, waiting. Hermione rushed about checking on everything. Narcissa followed close behind her, double checking, much to Hermione's relief. She was
  hosting a formal dinner tonight and it made her more nervous than taking her OWLs.



  Amelia had arrived a few minutes earlier and, after greeting her, Harry managed to steer her into the sitting room, where the house elves were serving drinks and hors d'oeuvres. The doors to the
  sitting room were open, so all of the Brotherhood, and Harry's guests, could see him waiting expectantly.



  At precisely six o'clock, a blur appeared in the foyer in front of the stairs and Harry moved forward to welcome his guests. The portkey had delivered four goblins to the foyer. Hermione joined
  him, facing the group of Goblins.



  Harry removed and expanded his staff, tapped it once against the floor and released it to hover silently next to him. Then he held his hands out, palms up, to show they hands were empty.



  "On behalf of the House of Potter, I bid thee welcome, honored guests. I offer you sanctuary and protection during your visit. If by my life, or my magic I can defend thee, it will be done,"
  Harry said.



  Ragnok's eyes widened hearing him offer the ancient goblin greetings. What happened next surprised everyone.



  "Mirshak et kru argallÅ­'," Hermione said haltingly.



  All four goblins grinned toothlessly at her words.



  " What did you say?" Harry sent Hermione.



  " It's gobbledegook, but it means 'My mate and I welcome you.'" she sent back.



  Ragnok approached them. He bowed for moment then straightened. "We accept your sanctuary, honored host and if by our lives or our magic we can defend thee or thy house, it will be done," he
  said, giving the appropriate response to the ancient greeting.



  A crowd slowly formed up behind the Potters, watching curiously.



  Ragnok held out a hand with two fingers outstretched and another Goblin came forward, taking his hand. "It is good to see you again, Mr. Potter. May I introduce you to my mate and life companion,
  Leenar?"



  The second goblin was slightly shorter than Ragnok, but dressed in a similar manner.



  Harry and Hermione nodded politely to Leenar.



  "And this is elder Gapsit, and his mate Morla," Ragnok continued.



  After acknowledging the other two goblins, Harry introduced the people standing behind them. Ragnok raised one eyebrow when he came to Amelia, but since this was largely a social visit, he said
  nothing. Amelia, on the other hand, was dumbfounded. Harry had managed to do something no Minister had accomplished. He had set up a meeting with the leader of the Goblin nation and his chief
  adviser.



  Hermione grabbed Harry's hand after all the introductions were made, then she turned to Ragnok.




  "Director, dinner will be ready shortly. However, before we sit down to dinner we would like to show you something that you might find not only interesting, but profitable," she said.



  Ragnok's eyes widened slightly, but he nodded for her to lead the way.



  Hermione led the large party out the front doors and out onto the lawn. There, several elves were setting up Harry's portals.



  She stopped the group in front of one of the portals and turned to face everyone. "My husband has, for the last several weeks, been working on an idea. I will warn everyone right now. Do not
  touch these devices, as they are just prototypes and still quite dangerous. Harry? Would you please demonstrate?"



  " What are you doing?" he sent her. "You know these don't work right yet!"



  " Trust me. Just show them the portal in operation."



  Harry demonstrated the portal, but asked that everyone hold off their questions until dinner. After twenty minutes of explanation and demonstration, he led everyone back into the manor and to the
  formal dinning room.



  Leading the goblins into the dinning room, Ragnok and his guests looked approvingly at the boiled Dubog, while Hermione looked at it, as well as the lobster, and swallowed nervously. Taking a
  plate, she chose the lamb, just to be safe.



  Ragnok sat next to the head of the table. Harry had intended to offer him the head spot, but he didn't get the chance. Taking the seat himself, he then offered to pour brandy for his goblin guests,
  who looked at the bottle eagerly.



  There was little conversation while everyone ate. In the end it was Ragnok who broke the near silence.



  Picking up his brandy snifter, he swirled the liquid around, inhaled deeply and sipped. Leaning back on his chair, he looked at Harry. "You didn't invite us out here for just a meal, as pleasant
  as this company is, Mr. Potter. You had a motive, did you not?"



  Harry raised his glass in salute, acknowledging the point. "Yes, Director, I do have two motives in mind. The first was simple. I'd hope to enlist your aid. The second is more important to me and
  to our world."



  Ragnok looked intrigued and he motioned for Harry to continue.



  "Very well then, let's start with the second reason. Across the table sits Minister Bones. As far as I can tell, no Director of Gringotts has ever had any contact with any Ministry, except
  following a war between our two peoples. Now, far be it for me, as a private citizen, to poke my nose into politics. But it seems to me that the Magical world - not the Wizarding world, not the
  Goblin world - but the Magical world suffers because of the suspicions between our two peoples. I'm not suggesting that you immediately rush out to make a new treaty, but as you can see, Director,
  our peoples can get along with each other," Harry said, gesturing down the table where Amelia was laughing at something Gapsit had told her.



  Ragnok glanced down the table and his eyes widened slightly before he turned back to Harry. "You make a strong point, Mr. Potter. Perhaps it would be to our benefit to open a dialog with your
  Ministries."



  Harry bowed his head for a moment, then he raised his own glass in salute. "If I may be of service in this, Director, you have but to ask."



  "I think I may ask for a moment alone with Minister Bones, after dinner. Perhaps in some out of the way sitting room or study?" asked Ragnok.



  "My house is at your disposal, Director. Dobby?" Harry called.



  Dobby appeared by his side. "Dobby, would you see that Minister Bones and Director Ragnok are made comfortable in the main study after dinner?"



  Dobby nodded and vanished with a small pop. Harry glanced apologetically at Ragnok, who smiled benignly at him. Even though Goblins did not use House Elves themselves, they were well versed in
  their behavior and antics.



  "You said you had two reasons for our invitation, Mr. Potter?" Ragnok prompted.



  Hermione looked over from her conversation with Ragnok's mate, Leenar. "Yes, Minister. My husband wants to talk to you about his portals and their use during the war. But I'm sure you have
  already recognized their commercial value," she offered.



  "Indeed. If, as you say, you will be able to eventually allow for animate object transport, as well as inanimate cargo, the commercial possibilities are endless," Leenar murmured, jumping into
  the conversation.



  Ragnok watched the two females converse with amusement.



  "I have every confidence that we'll overcome this final hurdle. Then it's just a matter of cleaning up the portals and packaging them for market," Hermione replied.



  "How do you envision their use?"



  "There would be two markets, consumer and commercial. The consumer market would allow for families to use them between other consumer portals, or between homes and commercial public portals, for
  a fee."



  "Maintaining the public portals would be a time consuming and resource heavy task and you lack the infrastructure to support such an endeavor," Leenar pointed out.



  "Perhaps we'll franchise out the commercial management," mused Hermione.



  Leenar's eyes glinted with anticipation.



  Harry watched for a moment longer, then he motioned back to Ragnok. "Director, while our mates figure out ways to make us even richer than we already are, I am interested in using the portals for
  the war effort and immediately following the war."



  Ragnok tore his eyes away from the two females and motioned for Harry to continue.



  "Director, you have facilities, other than the main branch banks, which you've protected. Not all of those facilities connect to your underground track system and the vaults, correct?"



  Ragnok nodded reluctantly.



  "What I would like, Director, is permission to use some of your facilities to pre-position material, and perhaps fighters, if we can fix that particular problem. Right now we have no grand plan
  as yet, no idea of exactly what we'll be doing. All I'm trying to do is lay the groundwork, the foundation for getting the material over to a secure location that Voldemort's men can't breach."



  Ragnok leaned back and considered his reply very carefully. The Goblins rarely got involved in Wizarding conflicts because they rarely picked the winning side. He took another sip of his brandy and
  tried to formulate a diplomatic reply that didn't commit him one way or the other.



  "We'll cooperate fully with you, Lord Potter," Leenar said succinctly.



  Both males looked at their mates in confusion. They'd gotten involved in their own conversation and had forgotten about the women.



  "We will, Leenar?" exclaimed Ragnok.



  "Of course, my mate. We usually cooperate with our partners. Lady Potter and I have just concluded an agreement that will give us commercial control of his portals for freight transport. We will
  pay the Potter Family Trust a mere three sickles royalty per pound of freight," Leenar said smugly.



  Ragnok sat back silently for a moment, calculating. The amount of money paid to the Potter family would be substantial, but the amount of money earned by Gringotts would be astronomical! Even if
  they never get the portals working for people, the freight business alone would make it worth the risk.



  Ragnok raised his glass to Leenar. "I bow to your suggestion, my mate," he said, then he turned to Harry. "It seems, my Lord, that our mates have outwitted us both."



  Harry reached out and gently touched Hermione's hand. "Yes, Director. I fear you are correct. In that regard, we are both lucky to have such intelligent mates."



  Hermione looked startled, then her expression turned serious. She had, in an effort to make today's dinner go off without a hitch, run roughshod over several people in the manor, including her
  husband. She was about to say something when Harry stood and offered to show Ragnok to the study.



  When Harry and the Director left the room, Hermione's smile faltered a bit and she tried to sample what Harry was feeling from their bond.



  Amelia was enjoying herself, much to her surprise. When Harry mentioned a formal dinner with special guests she had thought he had meant the American Secretary of Magic. He had been making some
  noise for a while about visiting Haven. She would have bet her entire family fortune, which wasn't much, that she wouldn't be meeting with Goblins at this dinner.



  Gapsit and his mate proved to be engaging conversationalists. With a longer life span than any human, the Goblin Elder was able to recall happenstances from hundreds of years ago. She was surprised
  to hear him explain several so-called rebellions and how most of them were misunderstandings brought about by the inherent mistrust between the humans and the Goblins.



  She turned when she felt a touch against her arm, then she looked down to see Dobby, Harry's personal house elf watching her with his huge eyes.



  "Yes?"



  "Mistress Minister, Master Harry Potter requests that you join him and his guest in the master study. May I show you the way?"



  Amelia nodded, then turned to her dinner companions and made her excuses before following the elf out of the dinning room.



  Amelia's surprise hit a new high when Dobby ushered her into the study where Harry and Ragnok sat casually conversing. Harry looked up at Amelia and stood up, smiling.



  He turned to Ragnok and bowed slightly, then he bowed to Amelia. "I will leave the two of you to your discussion," he said. Then he called Dobby and instructed the little elf to bring Amelia
  and Ragnok whatever they needed.



  The two politicians watched Harry leave the room and, for a moment, there was utter silence.



  "A most interesting and formidable young man," Ragnok murmured. "Did you know that he doesn't speak in terms of the Wizarding world, like so many wizards do? He talks of the magical world,
  where Goblins, Centaurs and House Elves are equals to Wizards and Witches."



  Amelia shook her head and frowned. "I know his elf isn't bound to him. Harry treats him like a member of the family. And while his wife, Hermione, does have a bound elf, that elf bosses her
  around as if she were a child. Harry was never exposed to the many prejudices of the Wizarding world, and those he has been exposed to, he rejects outright."



  Ragnok looked thoughtful for a moment. "It seems our host would like us to do the same, Minister. He feels that, for the sake of the Magical world, it would be best if we worked together to
  achieve a greater understanding and acceptance between our two societies."



  Amelia leaned forward on her seat and stared at Ragnok in amazement. "That's it? He had no idea of treaties or asking for aid or anything like that? He just wants us to be friends?"



  Ragnok chuckled and offered to refill her glass. "Amazing, isn't it? He invites us over here and basically tells us to cease bickering and be friends."



  Amelia lifted her glass in toast to Ragnok. "Since he has been able to get us talking, nothing else he does will surprise me."



  "Indeed, Minister, nor I," countered Ragnok and for a brief moment both looked towards the door Harry had just exited.





  Harry and Hermione's bedroom, later that night...



  Harry walked into the bedroom a little tired from the day, but rather pleased. Amelia and Ragnok seemed to part on friendly terms and they even made noises about setting up a meeting in the coming
  weeks. When he started to get out of his dress robes, he finally noticed the muted pensive mood his wife was in. She was considering something hard and whatever it was had her worried.



  "What's wrong, Hermione?"



  She sat on the bed facing away from him with her head bowed. She was only half dressed.



  "Am I too pushy, Harry? I know I made you demonstrate your portals today when you felt you weren't ready yet. Then Leenar and I went ahead and make a deal right under your nose...and Ragnok's
  too, I suppose. The more I think about it, it seems I've always been bossy, pushing you and Ron to do homework, to study, not to break rules. Bloody hell, I even pushed you into our sex life before
  we got married!"



  "Right, and I fought hard against that, didn't I?" he commented dryly.



  Hermione shot him a grin, then her expression turned serious again.



  " Seriously... Am I really that bossy?" she sent him, her voice suddenly uncertain.



  Harry walked around the bed and knelt in front of her.



  " Love, your bossy when you need to be, and perhaps that's the public image you portray. But I know otherwise. I've seen you chew your lip in doubt. Sure, you
  nag me to take my potions when I'm sick and I complain to you about it. But don't you understand how much I enjoy knowing you care enough to nag at me?"



  She laughed a little and ran her hand through his hair fondly, but Harry could tell she wasn't convinced.



  " Hermione, let's look at what you do."



  " What do you mean," she sent suspiciously.



  " A couple months ago, before we got married, you had a conversation with Remus. During that conversation he implied that it was up to you to make sure we had
  enough money for everything we wanted to do in our lives."



  " Yes, I remember that conversation. Are you telling me that he set me up?" she sent, her inner voice was now laced with anger.



  Harry sent her a calming caress via their bond. "No, he didn't set you up. He tried to help you overcome your reluctance to our wealth. He wasn't lying. From
  what I understand, my mother handled a lot of estate management for my father, but only because my father wanted to make sure she learned how. It was wartime and he wanted to make sure she
  understood how to manage our family's assets in case something happened to him. I don't claim to fully understand all this money stuff, but I trust you implicitly with it, and I know you won't do
  anything that would hurt our family. And when the time comes, you'll be able to teach me about it.



  " You did something today that never occurred to me. I was ready to give the Goblins portals in return for placing them in strategic locations we could maybe use
  during the war. Then you come along and set up a deal that will fatten the family fortune even more. I knew the portals had value, but I didn't care about that. To me, they were just a wartime
  tool. I am overwhelmingly proud of what you did today. If I had one objection, it would be that you didn't ask me first, or discuss your plans with me ahead of time. But the end results couldn't
  have been better if I'd planned them myself.



  " Getting back to your original question. Are you bossy? The answer is, sometimes yes, but only in those areas where you believe you have a firm understanding of
  the subject and you believe you have some measure of control over the subject. You took control of our finances and relieved me of a burden I didn't want. When Voldemort is gone, we'll sit down and
  work out new duties for both of us."



  " So you don't mind me barging in and making decisions like that?"



  " No, not really. To be honest, I would have preferred if you'd talked to me first, but I can see how it wasn't possible, considering what you accomplished today
  with the dinner party and making sure everything ran smoothly. Besides, I know you, love. You're not bossy where it really counts."



  "Oh? And where is that, Mr. Potter?" she asked, slipping back into normal speech and arching an eyebrow at him.



  Harry got up off his knees and placed both hands on the bed, one beside each of her hips. She was forced to move back on the bed and she looked at him, surprised.



  "Even when I'm discussing operations against Voldemort, you only offer an opinion at best. There is no doubt in my mind, however, that once Voldemort becomes a thing of the past, our roles will
  shift again," he said.



  "What do you mean?"



  "Well, we have so much money we don't have to work to put food on the table. We'll be able to do work we enjoy, without having to worry about finances. What do you want to do after the war?
  That's going to be an important question for all of us. What will be the role of the Brotherhood be after the war? None of us have really thought about it much. I know I haven't."



  He shifted slightly and tried to hide the flash of pain he felt from his leg. Hermione's eyes narrowed and she grabbed her wand. Before he could say anything she was levitating him onto the bed.



  "Can't have you hurting when you can easily avoid it," she said, then she rolled on the bed until she was next to him.



  He wrapped an arm around her and their conversation slipped to the non-verbal as they exchanged thoughts and images. Before either realized what was happening, they fell asleep, sharing their
  dreams. A short while afterwards, Dobby and Winky popped in and placed a blanket over them both.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, First Year Defense Class (Sept 11th)...



  The first years filed into the classroom somewhat uneasily. Professor Stonefist had been absent for their first two classes and Professor Pickerton had filled in for him. Professor Pickerton was a
  soft spoken man for the most part and his teaching methods were quite gentle. No one knew what Professor Stonefist was about, except that he was a huge, intimidating looking individual.



  A hush fell in the classroom when the door to the Defense office opened and Stonefist walked out. Under his arm was a huge box, which he handled easily. Stonefist didn't bother wearing professor
  robes, preferring instead to dress in jeans and a t-shirt.



  Placing the box on the desk he looked up at the class. "All of you, get out of those robes for this class," he growled.



  There was a scramble as the class tried to get out of their robes as quickly as possible.



  "You!" he barked at one student who had shucked his robe and taken his seat. "How long is your wand?"



  "T-Thirteen and a half inches, Professor," said the first year timidly.



  "Thirteen and a half inches!" roared Stonefist, causing most of the students to jump in fright. "Then how do you plan on carrying your wand Mr... Mr. Middleton?" he asked after consulting a
  seating chart.



  "Umm. I'm not sure, Professor. My back pocket, I guess," the boy answered, his voice a bit shaky.



  "That's an interesting way to lose an ass cheek, Middleton. When the time comes for you to explain to your first girlfriend just why you're missing an ass cheek, please be so kind as to invite
  me. I'd love to hear that conversation," Stonefist barked out. "I want all of you to listen up! You've all experienced accidental wand flares. It's a common problem with young students who've
  yet to learn to control their magic. Now imagine, you're walking down the hall, your wand in your back pocket, and it flares. I'm telling you now, people, I will not have any of my students running
  to the infirmary with a flaming ass! Do you understand me?" he roared.



  He heard a few murmurs and nearly growled. "I can't hear you!" he bellowed. "Now speak up when spoken to."



  "Yes, sir!" the class bellowed back.



  "Better, much better," he said as he reached into the box on his desk. A moment later he pulled out a strange looking leather object and held it up for everyone to see. "This, ladies and
  gentlemen," he continued in an overly loud voice, "is the junior edition of the standard Auror Wand Holster. These beauties have been donated to the school, thanks in part to the Ministry of
  Magic, and Smith and Wesson, the American arms manufacturer.



  "Now, you'll note that each holster is exactly a regulation five point five inches long. Why don't I see anyone writing this down?" Stonefist paused, then nodded in satisfaction when the class
  scrambled for parchment and quill.



  "Better... Now, as I was saying. Although Auror holsters are made normally of dragon hide, this one is standard leather, though it contains the same spells as a standard holster. These beauties
  are summon resistant, flame resistant and water resistant. They contain an automatic shrinking charm that will reduce the size of your wand to precisely five point zero inches.



  "Each holster is also charmed to extend and resize the wand automatically, based on a specific hand movement. Releasing the wand from your hand will cause it to automatically retract to your
  holster. And finally, in the event that your forearm is broken, the holster will prevent your wand from damage. This is a good thing, ladies and gentlemen. A very good thing.



  "In a few minutes, each of you will come up and get one of these. You will wear these at all times! You will sleep with your wand in it's holster and on your arm or by Merlin I'll make you learn
  to sleep without an arm!



  "Over the next month we will learn to use these holsters, as well as proper wand care. Once you've mastered that, we'll start on something fun, getting into shape! Now, step up here and get your
  holster. For homework tonight, I want everyone to read and understand the holster's instruction manual. I also want each and every one of you to write a letter of thanks to Mr. Jedidiah Smith of
  Smith & Wesson for giving you these holsters."



  Stonefist leaned back and watched the kids come up with more than a little amusement. His friend Jed had offered to outfit the entire school when he had learned that his old Gunny was going to be
  teaching kids. America and Canada, unlike the European nations, started their kids off with training wands much earlier in life and leather holsters were a common item for kids.



  He was satisfied. These kids would learn from the beginning how to handle themselves. His other students had finally gotten out of their basic PT stage, thanks to the use of a time turner, and he
  had turned them over to the hand to hand combat instructor for a new set of bruises. He nearly chuckled, thinking about it. He didn't want to be Harry Potter when his wife got home from her new
  classes tonight. In the meantime, he'd teach these kids and wait for the next batch of Aurors to arrive. Aurors that he had to turn from cops to soldiers.





  Cairngorm Mountains, Scotland...



  Nippers looked up from filling the bucket with stream water.



  "Who there?"



  Another elf stepped out from behind a tree. The short creature was dressed funny for an elf. He wore a leather jerkin that came down to just below his waist. On one sleeve were strange markings and
  he wore a belt with a variety of tools, including a dagger.



  "I is Tobby, Commander of the Haven Scout Elves," the other elf said with quiet dignity.



  Nippers' eyes widened and his ears drooped a little. "I didn't know. I sorry, Sir."



  House elves and their brand of magic had been ignored for so many centuries. Few wizards were even aware that the elves had a secure method of communications that spanned all of the continents.
  Wizards like Harry Potter and Draco Black were only now coming to appreciate their abilities. Nippers was well aware of the large group of elves that had joined with the humans at Haven to fight
  the evil consuming the land.



  "What brings Tobby to me?"



  Tobby poked Nippers in the chest. "We knows you staying wit peg legged man wit one eye. I have message from General-Lord-Harry-Potter-Black-Sir for peg leg."



  Nippers winced from the poke, but nodded. "What message?"



  Tobby reached into a pouch at his belt and pulled out a sealed scroll. "You give to peg leg. I come back here tomorrow to get answer."



  Nippers nodded and clutched the scroll tightly. Having completed his task, Tobby vanished with a pop, leaving Nippers looking around fearfully.





  T he Ministry of Magic, Haven (Sept 12th)...



  Amhar Coeur de Lion was infuriated. He had been discharged only a few days ago from the hospital and sent to a small cottage to live. House elves delivered food to his house everyday, but that was
  all the contact he had with anyone and that wasn't right! Didn't they know he was a member of the Wizengamot and a direct descendant of Richard I, the Lion Heart? He had royal blood flowing through
  his veins!



  Amhar stepped into the lobby of the building and looked around in confusion. Normally the lobby of the Ministry of Magic was a sedate place where people rarely spoke and when they did, it was in
  hushed whispers. Things are definitely different about this building , huffed Amhar to himself. People bustled about and there was a steady hum of
  conversation. Spotting an information desk, he walked over to it.



  "Good morning, sir, and welcome to the Ministry of Magic. How can I help you?" said the young woman behind the desk.



  His eyes narrowed when he noticed the woman wore a name tag identifying her as a student volunteer. "I wish to speak to the Minister of Magic," he replied, barely able to conceal his disdain
  for the young student.



  "Yes, sir," the student replied. "The office of the Minister is on the third floor, section two, east. Just follow the butterfly."



  The student released a butterfly made from folded parchment. It hovered in front of Amhar for a moment before taking off for one of the nearby staircases. Amhar shuddered. No lifts? he asked himself as he followed the butterfly.



  Following the paper butterfly quickly led Amhar to the Office of the Minister. He opened the door and walked into the outer office.



  He was surprised and appalled to see so many muggle items in the Minister's office. Once it had been a bastion of old pure blooded traditions, but it seemed this new Minister was having nothing to
  do with that.



  A clerk looked up from her typing.



  "Name?" she asked in a bored tone.



  "Tell the Minister that Amhar Coeur de Lion is here and wishes to see her immediately." Amhar stated imperiously.



  The clerk flipped open a calendar book and scanned it for a moment. "I'm sorry, sir, but the earliest I can get you in to see the Minister is three weeks from this Thursday. If that is suitable,
  I'll need the reason for the meeting. The Minister is a very busy person."



  "B-B-But I'm Amhar Coeur de Lion!" he exclaimed, nearly shouting. His face turned a puce color and he started to clench his fists. He was about to tell off this insufferable cow of a clerk when
  he felt a hand wrap around his arm. Turning, he eyed the large man with disdain before noting the badge he wore that named him as a Constable, whatever that was.



  "I'm sorry, sir, but if you can't control yourself, I'll have to ask you to leave," the man told him firmly.



  Amhar stepped back and frowned. He had never been one for any sort of physical activities and burly men made him nervous. "Get your hands off me, oaf! Don't you know who I am? I'm a member of the
  Wizengamot. I'm Amhar Coeur de Lion and I demand to speak to the Minister!" he shouted angrily, trying to shake off the constable.



  The constable frowned, tightened his grip and Amhar suddenly found himself being propelled from the office. The man easily carried him down the stairs and let him loose in the lobby.



  "I don't care who you are, mister. The Wizengamot has not been reformed, so your name means nothing to me. I'm letting you go with a warning. If you come back here and disturb the peace again,
  I'll lock you up in the town jail. Now get out of my sight," the constable said, fingering his wand menacingly.



  Amhar flinched. He realized only then that he had not yet replaced his wand and backed away from the constable. Standing outside of the Ministry building a few moments later, he clenched and
  unclenched his fists in anger. No one treated him like that! He'd see that man fired if it was the last thing he did!



  Amhar stormed angrily away from the Ministry building. He paused for a moment in front of Gringotts, but didn't enter. He had been told that his family vaults in London were inaccessible, and his
  investments in most wizard businesses had been lost when Britain fell. Standing there, he took stock and realized that for all intents and purposes, until he could get to the substantial wealth in
  his family vaults, he was broke. He couldn't even afford to replace his wand! The Government had given each person in the hospital one hundred galleons and that was all he had to his name.



  Struggling to contain his anger at his poor treatment, he trudged back towards the minuscule cottage he had been assigned. He was oblivious to the fact that most people were delighted with the
  small, two bedroom cottages, and wouldn't have cared had he known.





  Cairngorm Mountains, Scotland (Sept 14th)...



  Moody watched the stream carefully from cover. He was wearing a cloak of invisibility, hiding behind a tree and he had silenced himself. The note said to be at the location at ten in the morning.
  Of course, being who he was explained why he'd arrived at six to take up his current position to wait and see what happened.



  The large silver-gray werewolf padded silently towards the stream and the area he was supposed to meet Moody. Larger by far than any regular wolf, with front legs twice as long as the rear, the
  powerful creature sniffed twice and quickly located Moody's hiding place. Remus was sorely tempted to creep up behind him in this form and howl but, knowing Moody, he'd start casting spells. That
  was something they couldn't allow to happen. Not out here in the open, at least.



  Remus changed back into his human form and moved forward, deliberately making enough noise so that Moody would hear him. He stopped at the edge of the small clearing next to the stream, not ten
  feet from where Moody hid.



  "Come on out, Alastor. I know you're hiding over there," Remus called softly.



  Moody spun and swore when his peg leg caught on the uneven ground and nearly caused him to fall. "Dammit, Lupin, how did you know I was here?"



  Remus smiled knowingly and tapped his nose. "Are you going to come out from under that cloak or am I supposed to sit here talking to nothing?"



  "How do I know it's really you, Lupin? You could be polyjuiced!" snarled Moody.



  "At the Order Christmas Party in 1979, you got drunk and tried to dance a strip tease for Minerva McGonagall. I do believe she still has a signed pair of your boxers as a souvenir of the
  occasion," Remus offered smiling.



  Moody pulled the invisibility cloak off and grinned. "Come on, then. The cottage isn't far away, and it's safe enough. We can talk there."



  Remus followed Moody, noting how remote this area of the Scottish Highlands was. A person could easily get lost in the mountains.



  Before long they sat across from each other at a table. Remus glanced around the cottage quickly before turning back to his companion.



  "We were surprised to get your letter, Alastor. To be honest, Harry didn't know what to make of it at first."



  "Aye, well, I was nearly as surprised when I sent it. Had it not been for Albus, I would have sat out the war here in my hole."



  Remus eyed Moody carefully. The mention of Dumbledore put him on guard. "So, how is the old man?" he asked, trying to sound casual.



  Moody stood and stumped over to a cabinet and withdrew a bottle and two glasses. "He's as daft as a drunken loon, Remus. Totally lost his cracker and I haven't a clue how it happened or why so
  few of us saw it."



  Remus shook his head sadly. "I can't answer that question, Alastor. The old man lost it a lot earlier than anyone thought. But that's not what we're here to discuss, is it?"



  Moody poured two glasses of fire whiskey and held one out to Remus. "Not hardly," he said with a snort.



  Remus placed the glass down on the table and leaned forward for a moment. "I'll be frank with you. Harry doesn't trust anyone from the Order anymore. But you seem to hold a unique position in his
  mind. I think you're one of the few people from the Order that he'd like to trust."



  Moody nodded approvingly. "So, where does that put me exactly?"



  "In a position to earn his trust. We have need of you, but not over in Ireland. We have need of you right here in Britain."



  Moody looked at Remus questioningly. "Oh?"



  "We need someone to start organizing here. There are rumors of Aurors hiding out and fighting a guerrilla war. We know of at least two muggle groups we've heard about. What we want to do is
  organize them. Get them to coordinate, work together. We have the backing of both the Magical and Muggle Ministries on this. We can supply food and material, both muggle and magical, depending on
  who it's going to.



  "Your job would be to contact these groups and convince them to work with you. Teach them to take orders via wireless messages and supply them with what they need. You'll also be used
  occasionally to help guide teams we send in. Are you interested?"



  Moody knocked back another shot of whiskey and nodded. "Aye, Lupin. It's better than sitting here and wondering what's going on in the world."



  Remus smiled for the first time since meeting Moody. "Excellent! We'll start by sending you some elves with food and other gear you'll need. They should arrive tomorrow. Is there anything you'd
  like to request?"



  "I wouldn't mind a bottle or two of good stuff," Moody said with a barking laugh. He held up the nearly empty bottle of cheap whiskey and looked at it mournfully.





  Haven and Padfoot Manor...



  While Remus and Moody talked of important matters. Amhar left the Ministry building and walked around the town. He was dismayed to see what looked like newly opened muggle businesses right next
  door to magical ones. Seeing Ollivanders gave him a little relief, as did Gringotts. But next door to Ollivanders was a muggle coffee shop offering coffees and muggle newspapers. There was even a
  muggle radio playing in the store!



  Amhar Coeur de Lion was a pure blood and more than a bit of a racist, even if he didn't support the Dark Lord's policies. It made him angry to see that Haven was a comfortable mix of both muggle
  and magical. It was disgusting, in his opinion. Muggles and Wizards weren't meant to mix this way.



  Approaching the street his cottage was on, he noted a large manor house in the distance and stopped.



  The house looked huge and old. That meant money, pure blood money, and a lot of it. Amhar didn't hesitate. Many pure blood families fawned at his feet because of his particular blood connections.
  It was something they envied, something they craved. For years he had sampled the very best of the pure blood community, it's wealth and it's women, all because they were willing to sacrifice their
  money and daughters for the blood of the Lion Heart. Why, if he played his cards right, he'd be out of that wretched cottage before nightfall!



  As he approached the manor house, he saw many house elves working on the lawns, indicating the owner of the manor was magical. More sure of himself now, he walked up to the front door and knocked.
  A moment later an elf opened the door.



  "Yes? Can I helps you?"



  "Tell your Master that Amhar Coeur de Lion wishes to speak with him."



  Then, the unthinkable happened. The elf shook her head!



  "I is sorry, sir, but the Master is busy and cannots be disturbed," the creature said, her voice firm.



  The little elf tried to shut the door, then squeaked in fright when Amhar grabbed her and pushed his way into the house.



  "I don't think you heard me properly, you wretched little excuse for an elf! I said to tell your master to come now. I don't care if he's sleeping with his mistress or buggering his sheep!"
  growled Amhar. He raised one hand to strike the creature for her impertinence, but a vice like grip caught his arm by the wrist and held fast.



  "You do not want to do that," said a voice from behind. "Sissy, you are excused. Go help Winky in the master bedroom."



  The little elf vanished with a pop.



  When his wrist was released a second later, he whirled to face a young man, dressed in muggle pants and a t-shirt that read, " Back off! You're standing in my
  aura. "



  Amhar stepped back from the youth and looked at him with disdain. He ignored the glow from the youth's eyes and the waves of magic flowing from him. "You, boy! Go get the Master of the manor,"
  he ordered.



  Harry looked at him for a moment, ignoring his order. "I don't know who you are, nor do I really care, but if I catch you ever attempting to strike an elf again, you'll wish you hadn't."



  "You can't threaten me, boy. Now, do as you've been told. Get your father, or whomever holds Lordship over this manor, and tell him that I wish to speak with him immediately," Amhar blustered.



  Harry's eyes flared and his expression hardened at the man's choice of words. "I am the Lord of this manor," he said, his voice quiet, but hard.



  Amhar blinked in surprise. This? This child is the Lord of the Manor? Perhaps his family was lost when Britain fell. He stepped back and put on his best
  charming smile.



  "My apologies, my lord, I am Amhar Coeur de Lion, a member of the Wizengamot, at your service," he said, then paused, waiting for the young man to make the connection to his name.



  Harry stood, frowning. The man had seriously angered him and he had been about to throw him out when he suddenly announced himself as though he were the son of Merlin.



  Amhar started to fidget. This hadn't happened before. His name was so well known that any member of polite society would have recognized it immediately.



  "Harry? What's the problem?"



  Both men turned to see Hermione coming down the stairs. She was limping slightly. It was only her third day of hand to hand combat training and Harry had been upstairs helping her with her bruises
  when Dobby told them about the situation down in the grand foyer.



  Harry placed a hand on the banister and looked up at her. She was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, making it easier for him to apply the healing salve she needed.



  "It's nothing, love. I'll be with you shortly," he told her with a tight smile.



  Amhar bowed before Hermione. "You must be the Lady of the Manor?" he asked.



  Hermione nodded in confusion, "Yes, I'm Hermione Potter."



  Amhar's eyes widened in shock. "Potter? This is the Potter residence?"



  "Potter-Black, actually," Harry replied in an icy tone.



  Amhar addressed Hermione. "From which family are you from, my Lady? You don't seem to resemble any of the great families."



  Harry stiffened and stepped forward, his hair fell back from his forehead, revealing his scar. "My wife is muggle born, not that it's any of your business, sir. Now I would ask you to leave
  before I eject you myself."



  "You're Harry Potter?" Amhar asked, fearfully. At the young man's nodded, he blanched. "You destroyed the Ministry, killing hundreds of pure
  bloods!"



  "No, I destroyed the Ministry building , killing hundreds of Death Eaters . That they were pure bloods was merely
  bad luck on their part," Harry countered dryly.



  "It's people like you who caused You-Know-Who to ruin our world!" Amhar stated angrily.



  "It's cowards such as you who allowed Voldemort take over in the first place. Now I have to clean up your mess," Harry said flatly. "Now, leave my house."



  Amhar gasped and paled when the Dark Lord was named. Only then did he really look at the young man standing before him. The air around Potter shimmered and roiled with magic and his eyes glowed a
  bright, eerie green. He looked to be unarmed, but Amhar knew he could have a wand concealed nearly anywhere nearby. He backed away, frightened, and stumbled to the door. Once outside, the door
  closed behind him with no one touching it.



  Hermione was shocked by the anger she felt from her husband. It was nothing like the rage he'd felt over the ransom note, but she could tell he was deeply angry and it was mostly because of the
  strange man. She widened her bond and sent him a gentle, mental caress. He shuddered and visibly made the effort to calm down.



  "Sissy?" he called finally.



  A small female elf appeared a moment later. "Yous call Sissy, Master Harry, Sir?"



  "Yes, Sissy. In the future, if someone puts you in that situation again, you are to come to me or Mistress Hermione right away to report it. For now, however, I want you to go speak to the Pappy.
  Tell him that if that man hits an elf, any elf, he is to be denied all elf services and I am to be told about it immediately. Do you understand, Sissy?"



  Sissy nodded and vanished.





  Ballincollig, County Cork, Ireland
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 16 - Politics and Angels

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Severus Snape stepped onto the stage dressed in a chef outfit.



  "Ahem," Alyx said, looking over Bob's shoulder.



  "Huh?" Bob asked intelligently.



  "A chef outfit?"



  "Sure, watch this!"



  Snape glared at Bob and looked pleadingly at Alyx, but there was nothing our fair co- author could do. Bob had control of the Word Processor and was holding it hostage for donuts again!



  Alyx shrugged in resignation and Snape's shoulders slumped in defeat.



  Amy walked across the stage holding a sign reading, "Now presenting, Chef Snape, and the amazing Technicolor Penguins."



  Snape's eye's bulged after reading the sign and he threw down his cauldron and meat cleaver in frustration, never noticing that he sliced off four toes in the process.



  Out in the audience, Harry Potter leveled his wand and fired off a transfiguration spell at Snape.



  "Thet's it! I reffoose-a tu du uny mure-a stunderd deescleimers! Yuoo tvu deleeberetely turtoore-a me-a und meke-a my leeffe-a a leefing hell, yuoo hefe- a me- a cuukeeng pushuns fur oold sneke-a
  leeps und I vun't poot up veet it uny mure-a! Bork Bork Bork!"



  Snape stopped talking and blinked in surprise. "Bork bork bork?" he asked himself.



  Bob grinned at Alyx, who had to admit that this disclaimer was at least sufficiently different.



  Hermione grinned at Harry and shot Snape with another spell.



  Snape moved forward, frowning. He knew if he didn't say the words, something really bad would happen to him.



  "De Authows of this stowy wish fow me to expwain that they make no cwaims to the wights to the chawactews contained hewein, uh-hah-hah-hah. Aww chawactews fwom the Hawwy Pottew univewse awe the
  sowe pwopewty of JK Wowwing and hew howde of cowpowate wawyews and bean countews. Oh, dat scwewy wabbit! No Mooses wewe hawmed in the cweation of this message."



  Snape slapped his hands over his mouth and looked around in panic.



  Amy walked back in carrying a basket and a large carving knife. A hand poked out from under the cloth covered basket. Snape gulped in panic and fled for the stage door. In a flash, he was gone.



  Harry stood up and faced Bob, his expression outraged. "Hey, you bloody wanker! You let him go!"



  Harry's angry shout still hung in the air when the theater was suddenly rocked by an explosion and the audience was showered with dust from the ceiling.



  "Nah," Bob told him smugly. "He ran into the minefield outside the back of the theater. Now, let's talk about you calling me a wanker? Did you want to get laid anytime soon during this
  story?"



  Harry blanched and looked around wildly.



  Hermione grinned at him. "I told you not to piss off the authors."



  Bob turned to Alyx. "Well?"



  "So, where were the Technicolor Penguins?" she asked.



  "We didn't have time. Snape, the pansy that he is, ran off before we got to them."



  "You'd run too if you were constantly being blown up, cut up, shot into space, trampled by hypogriffs... Wait a minute!" She turned to stare at Amy suspiciously.



  "What? So I'm a masochist!" Amy exclaimed, shrugging. "Besides, the Weasley twins are too cute."



  Alyx looked between a grinning Bob and a smirking Amy and threw up her hands in despair. "I give up," she cried, and walked off as her dreams of becoming the next literary giant burned to ash on
  the pyre of Bob's twisted sense of humor.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 16






  Padfoot Manor, Evening (Sept 18th)...



  Hermione was exhausted from another day of hand to hand combat training. She ached in places she never knew she could ache, but she was also starting to feel better about herself. Harry had helped
  her take a bath and she had noticed during his gentle scrubbing that she was developing noticeable muscle tone. She'd laughed when Harry suggested that they should occasionally spar and, given the
  problem with his leg, that she'd probably beat him.



  Afterwards, Harry had applied the salves Danni had sent over, then he had Dobby bring her a nice soothing cup of tea before sending her to bed. He told her he had a few dispatches still to go over
  before he could join her.



  She climbed into bed and turned on her side to watch him as he went over his paperwork, but found it difficult to keep her eyes open. In minutes, she was sound asleep.



  Harry watched her carefully from the breakfast table where he occasionally rustled parchment to make it sound as if he was doing something. He leaned back in his chair and, for the first time in
  nearly a day, he relaxed his shields slightly. It was bad enough keeping his shields up to keep out Voldemort, but shielding a small portion of his mind from his wife was hard work!



  That morning Amelia had sent over the paperwork, along with his credentials, diplomatic passports and the like for his new role as Ambassador at large. He had spent several hours that morning
  talking to the Minister about his role and what he could and could not do. He was rather impressed with the abilities of an Ambassador, and with Amelia's help, he used those powers for the first
  time today.



  Harry shook his head in disbelief. He still had problems accepting what Amelia had thrown at him, but Hermione managed to convince him to see it from Amelia's perspective and he'd finally given in.
  Like it or not, he was now an Ambassador. He had already found one use for it, so maybe it wasn't all that bad.



  He stood and checked his watch. It was nearly time.



  "Sominus," he said, pointing a finger at Hermione. She glowed a slight pink for a moment and her sleep deepened.



  He walked over to the bed, pulled the blankets off of her and then levitated her off the mattress. He reached into the front pockets of his pants, making sure he had their passports and the trunk
  with their clothes. Then, reaching into the back pocket of his pants, he pulled out a special portkey he'd been supplied with earlier in the evening. He gripped Hermione's hand and gave the portkey
  a squeeze.



  A second later, they were gone.





  Surprise (Sept 19th)...



  Hermione rolled over in bed and her eyes opened suddenly. Something was wrong, but she couldn't put her finger on it, as she was still groggy from sleep. She could hear Harry bustling around the
  room, but there were other noises as well, unfamiliar noises that didn't make sense to her. There was a faint hum, and the sound of traffic?



  Sitting up, she blinked and looked around in surprise. The huge windows weren't her normal bedroom windows, nor was the bed hers. The view from the window was completely foreign, though
  breathtaking.



  "Harry!" she called in alarm.



  "Coming! I'm just finishing up with room service!" he shouted back in reply.



  "Room service?" she whispered questioningly. Climbing out of bed, she moved to the windows and stared out at what could only be Central Park and the rest of Manhattan Island to the south. Due
  south she could see the Empire State Building, with the World Trade Center towers looming in the distance.



  Harry pushed a cart into the bedroom and frowned when he saw her out of bed.



  "Harry, how did we get to New York?" she asked, turning to face him. She pointed over her shoulder towards the scenery out the window.



  "Hermione, I can't serve you breakfast in bed if you don't stay in bed," he protested, ignoring her question.



  "But... but..."



  "No, no buts. Now, get back in bed so I can serve you breakfast," he replied, pulling her back to the bed and pushing her down. Once she'd settled back, he placed a tray across her lap and
  poured her a cup of tea, just the way she liked it.



  "No more questions for now. We have a schedule to keep. Some shopping and sightseeing this morning, then lunch at some place called Tavern on the Green. I hope they don't mean a golf course. Back
  to the hotel by two for your spa appointment, then we have tickets to a show and late night dinner cruise with some friends afterwards," he told her firmly.



  Hermione goggled at him, dumbfounded. "But what about our training... Haven... and how did we get to New York without having to go through customs? And how did I sleep through the trip?"



  Harry stopped nibbling from his tray and looked at her. "Well, if you must know, I placed a sleeping charm on you last night. As to customs, well, let's call it diplomatic privilege. Maybe
  there's some advantages to being an Ambassador after all," he mused.



  Hermione blinked, still a bit shocked. Then, uncharacteristically, she giggled. He leaned over and took a slice of bacon off her plate and held it to her lips.



  She glared at him for a moment before taking a bite.



  She watched him warily as he picked up a slice of bagel that looked to be a half mile wide. "And why are we in New York?" she blurted out before he could stuff something else in her mouth.



  He put the bagel down, cocked his head sideways and stared at her for a moment, puzzled. "Hello? September nineteenth, remember? And whose birthday is that?" he asked archly. He wisely resisted
  the temptation to knock on her head.



  When Hermione's jaw dropped, he laughed.



  "You prat!" she said playfully and slapped him on the arm. "I thought you had forgotten about my birthday. I even asked the elves if you had anything planned. Winky and Dobby never said a
  word."



  Harry stood and placed his food tray back on the serving cart. "Of course not, love. Dobby works for me and Winky would do anything to make you happy, even if it meant withholding information
  about your birthday surprise."



  She glanced out the window again and felt a tingle of excitement. New York City! She picked up her tea cup and drank quickly. Putting the cup down, she then handed him the tray and bounced out of
  bed. "So, sightseeing, a play and dinner? Then back to Haven?"



  He looked up from placing the tray on the cart. "A play? It never occurred to me that you might like a play. Your mum said you were fond of opera. She suggested that we go to the the Metropolitan
  Opera House at Lincoln Center. They're playing something called 'Aida'."



  Hermione's eyes glowed. She adored opera and was certain Harry would too.



  "Look, Hermione, it's your birthday. I've arranged for us to have a small holiday. We have today, tomorrow and the next day before we return to Haven. It's just a weekend, but sometimes you need
  a break.



  "Your parents will meet us tonight for the show and then we'll have a special party. They'll be with us until tomorrow evening, when they'll return to Haven. The rest of the time we're going to
  play the rich muggles and enjoy ourselves. For now, though, you might want to think about getting dressed. Something casual, I think. The limo's already waiting for us."



  That evening, a much pampered Hermione Potter exited the limo and entered the Opera House with her husband. Her day had been a whirlwind of shopping and wonderful cuisine. She was amazed that Harry
  had managed to put this together without letting any of it slip. And while she was thrilled, she made the classic mistake of many opera lovers. She assumed that Harry would love it, as well. As a
  result, she never bothered to explain it to her husband, who she knew had never experienced it before.



  They met Dan and Emma in the lobby. Her parents hugged her and they talked for a while. Hermione learned her parents were staying at the same hotel, one floor below them in an executive suite and
  that they had arrived that morning. They had spent the day sightseeing and doing some shopping. Both Dan and Emma had been to New York on several occasions, so it wasn't new to them.



  Dan pulled Harry off to one side, while Hermione talked with her mum.



  "You've never been to an opera before, or seen one on the telly, right, Harry?" he asked.



  "No, sir, but Hermione seems awful excited about it."



  Dan chuckled. "She would be. We stumbled on one in the British Museum back when she was seven and she loved it. So did her mother. Me? I think I'd rather undergo root canal without Novocaine.
  Just remember one thing. A husband is supposed to sacrifice occasionally to keep his wife happy. Never forget that and you'll do fine," he said, then laughed to himself and walked back to join
  Emma and Hermione.



  As far as Dan was concerned, watching the Potters might be more entertaining tonight than the opera itself. But then again, almost anything would be more entertaining.



  They found their box and, for a while, Hermione's excitement spilled over to Harry. That excitement lasted for about ten seconds after the curtain went up. From there, in Harry's opinion, it was
  all downhill.



  Hermione was having a wonderful time. Her parents were in the next box over, enjoying the show. Harry sat next to her with a half smile on his face, obviously enjoying the opera. It wasn't until
  the intermission that she noticed a muted feeling through the bond. She knew Harry was there, she could feel him, but it was almost like he was muffled somehow.



  She glanced over and noted that he was still seated as he had been all evening, eyes half closed, a half smile on his face.



  " What are you doing?" she sent to him.



  The thought hit his shields and rebounded, causing her to wince for a moment. She frowned. That shouldn't have happened. She leaned closer to Harry to ask him again, and was startled to discover he
  had cast a silencing spell on himself!



  She frowned and tugged on his sleeve, hard. He blinked and looked down at her hand. The silencing spell vanished and he looked around the theater. The house lights were on and people were moving
  around.



  "That's it? The shows over already?" he asked, not knowing he was busted.



  "No, it's not over," she hissed at him angrily. It didn't help that both her parents had noticed Harry and were now laughing at them. "This is just the intermission. And what were you doing?
  Your shields were nearly at full power...and a silencing charm?"



  He had the grace to look suitably embarrassed. "I'm sorry, Hermione. It's not exactly what I expected, you know? I never thought I'd sit here listening to people scream at each other. And what is
  with them, anyway? This is America. Why are they screaming in another language?"



  "It's singing, not screaming, and many operas are in Italian," she said, grinding her teeth. She glanced over at her father, who had fallen out of his chair and was laughing on the floor. Her
  mother was watching them, biting her lip and doing her best to ignore her husbands mirth, lest he set her to laughing.



  Hermione pointed a finger under Harry's nose and was about to say something when the lights flickered. She firmly grasped his hand and turned back to face the stage. "No more silencing charms,"
  she growled.



  Harry flinched in acknowledgment, and then winced when the curtain opened and the screaming began again.



  An hour after the Opera, Hermione decided to forgive her husband. The limo had taken all four of them downtown towards Battery Park, where they boarded a small luxury yacht run by a wizard. As they
  boarded, the rest of the Brotherhood and several other important guests arrived by portkey. With everyone on-board, the boat left the dock for a slow cruise around Manhattan Island while dinner was
  served.



  Near the end of the meal, Minerva McGonagall stood up and called for everyone's attention. It had been decided before hand that one person would offer a special toast to Hermione and Minerva had
  won the honor.



  "Seven years ago, an exceptional student entered Hogwarts for the first time. Miss Hermione Granger was a muggle born student who looked at our world with eyes full of wonder. She wanted to learn
  all she could about that world. Hermione had a drive and a will to learn everything she could and along the way she also made some very important friends. I think her friends have had more of an
  impact on her life than any book she's owned.



  "Hermione, on your eighteenth birthday, we, your friends, have joined together to wish you the very best. We know that there have been dark times in recent months, and there will be more to come,
  but we also know you are strong and will weather them. From all of us, to you, a very happy birthday and may you have many, many more."



  Minerva lifted her glass to echoes of "Happy Birthday."



  Hermione blushed and buried her head in Harry's shoulder for a moment, embarrassed. She'd had just enough champagne to make her tipsy.



  Harry watched in amusement as his normally serious wife blushed, giggled and hiccuped her way though the evening.



  After dinner, the boat cruised back to the pier where they said good night to their friends. It was a weekend and, except for the Grangers, everyone else was returning to Haven. Remus knew he could
  call Harry back via the Brotherhood medallion, so there was little worry that anyone would be missed, should a crisis arise.



  Harry, Dan, Emma and Hermione piled back into the limo for the ride uptown to their hotel.



  "This has been a wonderful evening," gushed Emma.



  Hermione knew she was still a bit tipsy, so she wisely refrained from speaking.



  "What plans have you for tomorrow, Harry?" asked Dan.



  "None really," he replied with a shrug. "This is Hermione's birthday, so I have a bunch of brochures of things we can do. I figured I'd let her choose from them."



  Hermione squeezed Harry's arm and leaned against him.





  Haven Operations Center (Sept 20th)...



  "Come in!" called Caleb Newman.



  The door opened and Draco entered.



  "You wished to see me, sir?"



  "Yes, Black. Take a seat, please."



  Draco sat down and waited expectantly. He had worked with Caleb before and had grown to respect the man.



  "Black, we have an operation in mind and we need your help with it," Caleb said as he stood and walked over to a large map on the wall.



  "We know of two large camps that are being used to hold wizards. We think both camps contain upwards of a thousand or more people. One camp is a 'family' camp, meaning there is a strong
  possibility of finding children incarcerated there. The second camp is adults only. The population of these camps could easily be ten times that of Azkaban."



  Draco's eyes widened at the audacity of the idea that Caleb was proposing.



  "Now, the first problem is that the Dark Lord and his followers have set up numerous camps for muggles. Without close observation, it's impossible for us to tell one camp from another. We need
  you and your scouts to find the camps for us."



  Draco nodded thoughtfully for a moment. "Perhaps the smart thing would be to first locate all of the camps we can find, then go back and monitor them to figure out which ones are magical and
  which ones aren't," he began. Then he scowled.



  "Sir, if these camps are larger than Azkaban, are we planning on a rescue attempt? We were barely able to handle the influx of three hundred and forty prisoners. How can we handle thousands?"



  Caleb frowned and moved back to his chair to consider how to frame his answer. "The Azkaban raid was a classic operation that suffered from one overwhelming flaw. We assumed the prisoners would
  be in decent health. As we now know, they weren't. We're not going to make any such assumption if this mission is approved. Our Ministry is already exploring options, including receiving aid from
  the Americans and Canadians to process the prisoners. We've also contacted the International Red Pentagram and they're offering considerable support, including healers, medi-witches and the use of
  three portable hospitals.



  "The problem here is that we're talking about a dual objective mission. Phase one will be to rescue the prisoners and get them to safety. Phase two will be to lay a trap for any troops Voldemort
  sends so we can take a nice bite out of his forces."



  Draco nodded and pulled out a notebook from his back pocket. He scribbled a few notes in the book before closing it again. "I'll start putting together a search plan right away. The two step
  approach is, I think, the best way, as we'll have located all of the camps."



  Caleb nodded. "Good. Have a first draft of your plan on my desk no later than ten hundred, day after tomorrow."



  Draco started to stand, but Caleb held him up. "One more thing, Black. Your Q Branch."



  "Sir?"



  "Since the formation of your Q Branch, they've fielded some very impressive items for the troops. I know Miles was leery of their methods, but as I've never really met them, I thought you might
  send for them now. I have a few issues I'd like to discuss with them."



  Draco started to sweat a little. Caleb and the twins? That was sure to be an unhealthy mixture of personalities. Reluctantly, he nodded and pulled out one of the new pocket sized floo communicators
  and used it to call downstairs.



  "Q Branch, what's the password?" said a female voice.



  Draco's eyes darted towards Caleb for a moment, then back to his communicator. "Helga, I don't remember the password, nor do I have time for games! Please let me talk to Fred or George."



  Draco stiffened as a bolt of electricity passed through him. His hair stood on end and the very tips began to smoke. He made a small whining sound, then his tongue stretched from his mouth before
  snapping back with a terrible force. He slammed back on his chair and it flipped over backwards. Draco moaned for a moment before he got up, picked up his chair and sat back down.



  Caleb leaned forward on his seat and eyed his intelligence chief with alarm. Draco slumped in his chair and smoked. Literally.



  "No password, no Fred or George. And I am not Helga!" said the voice from the floo. "I'm tired of people confusing me with my sister! Do I look like her? No! Well, maybe a little, but only an
  idiot would think I look like her! Anyone with half a brain can tell us apart. Don't you open your eyes and look? I mean, for crying out loud, you wizards are all alike. You think we muggles look
  the same. Well, let me tell you something, Mr. Wizard..."



  Draco hastily snapped his communicator closed and looked at Caleb apologetically. "Why don't I just pop downstairs and bring them up for you, sir? This way, I can make sure everything is...
  er...alright?"



  Caleb nodded. "Do that," he said dryly.



  Draco stood and swayed for a moment, before dashing out the of the office.



  Five minutes later, Draco re-entered the room. His robes looked torn and he was holding a handkerchief to his nose, trying to stem the flow of blood. Behind him followed two red headed wizards, who
  Caleb recognized as belonging to the Weasley clan, and two pale, blond women he thought might be the Johansens. Each of the Weasley men seemed to be carrying a body part.



  "So, you're our new Ãœber boss? I'm Fred Weasley," said one red head. He reached forward with a hand, then grinned and shoved that arm under his other so he could offer his real hand to shake.
  Once he was done, he laid the arm and attached hand on Caleb's desk.



  Caleb couldn't help but notice it was a very feminine looking limb, right down to the painted fingernails. He flinched back when the hand raised its middle finger, rudely offering its opinion of
  the meeting.



  The other red head tossed a foot and part of a leg on top of the arm on Caleb's desk. "I'm George Weasley," he said, offering his own hand.



  Caleb eyed the body parts on his desk suspiciously before shaking hands.



  "Yes, I'm your boss, although you still report to Mr. Black. I called you here for a reason, but now I'm curious," he said, prodding the body parts with his wand, only to jerk it back when the
  hand tried to grab it.



  Both of the Johansen twins giggled slightly and the Weasleys looked suitably embarrassed.



  "Oh, that. Well, you see," said Fred



  "We were testing our apparation mine," George said proudly.



  "Precisely! It's a marvelous idea, really," offered Fred.



  "Yes, step on the mine and it triggers," George replied.



  "Guaranteed to splinch the person who steps on it," Fred said.



  "Dead useful, we think," George replied in conclusion.



  Caleb blinked and he grinned evilly at the two twins. "And these?" he asked, pointing to the body parts.



  "Oh, those are Amy's, one of our lab assistants," Fred said sadly.



  "Right. We're collecting her bits. If we find out where she apparated to," continued George.



  "We'll be able to put her back together," Fred finished with a sad shake of his head.



  "I still say we set the destination to Tibet," Fred muttered to George.



  "No, it was Japan, around Mount Fuji, I think," George muttered back.



  Draco stood in a corner of the office and resisted the impulse to whip out his wand and hex the both of them to bits.



  "Gentlemen, please. I called you here for a reason," Caleb said in a strained voice. He looked suspiciously close to laughter.



  "A reason? Well, that's different. Pay attention, brother mine!" George said imperiously.



  Fred shot his brother an evil look, then turned back to Caleb and waited.



  "I'm most impressed and pleased with the equipment you've come up with so far. But the one item in particular that has really caught our attention is your masking amulet. I realize that right now
  you've only made a few of them, but can you make more?" Caleb asked, leaning forward on his chair, watching them intently.



  Fred and George exchanged a look, then Fred turned to Inga. "What do you think, love? You're the one in charge of production."



  Caleb looked confused for a moment. "But I thought the Johansen girls were muggles!" he exclaimed.



  "Oh, they are," said Fred.



  "But they're right smart," offered George.



  "Quite. We wouldn't get half our stuff out the door without them," Fred concluded, then looked at the two girls fondly.



  "Well, Inga? Can we make more?" asked an impressed Caleb.



  Inga pulled out a small calculator and a notebook. Her action was so smooth and so quick Caleb would have sworn it was done with magic.



  "How many would you need and in what time frame, sir?" Inga asked in a husky voice that sent a shiver down Caleb's spine. He wondered briefly if the twins had any Veela in their background.



  Leaning back on his chair, he considered his manpower estimates for a moment. "No more than four thousand units in, say, six months?"



  Inga's eyes widened for a moment and she glanced over at Helga. Helga looked at her and nodded. "Hong Kong or San Diego I think, Sis."



  "Excuse me?" asked Caleb in confusion.



  "I'm sorry, sir. We were talking about where we could go for the manufacturing process. We can perhaps make a couple dozen, if necessary, but that many is beyond our abilities. We're really a
  department of prototypers, not manufacturers. As Helga said, we'll probably have to send the job outside of Haven in order to get it completed in time."



  Caleb frowned for a moment. "While it might be alright to send this job out to some company to make, what would it take to manufacture here in Haven?"



  Helga leaned back and eyed Caleb. "Money," she said succinctly. "It always boils down to money, sir. We'd need a building, enchanters, stone carvers to carve runes, potion makers, metal
  smiths, a foundry to smelt the metals... The list is pretty long, actually."



  "And if I could get you that? Or at least access to a facility here in Haven?" pressed Caleb.



  "Then you'd have a place where we could make your Elf-Masks or anything else you might need," Helga replied promptly.



  Caleb nodded. It wasn't something he could promise immediately, but if he had heard Lord Potter's plans correctly, he was sure he could obtain use of the facilities for the war.



  "I'll let you ladies know if we can get something set up locally for you. Oh, and for the future, please make sure Mr. Black is aware of the password?"



  The four members of Q Branch grinned rather evilly and nodded before filing from the room. Draco stood in the corner watching the four leave and trying to figure out how to apologize to the boss
  when Caleb started to laugh.



  When Caleb noted Draco's dumbfounded expression, he only laughed harder. When he was finally able to gain control of himself, he looked at Draco with an expression of sympathy. "Don't let them
  get to you, Mr. Black. Boffins are a strange breed, no matter where you find them."



  Draco shuddered and wondered if he brought an extra robe he could change into.





  Padfoot Manor (Sept 22nd)...



  Hermione entered the study to prepare for Harry's morning meeting. He was going to be a little late. They'd returned from her birthday weekend only yesterday, and his leg was in bad shape this
  morning. They had done plenty of walking and shopping on their trip and now Harry was paying for it. Unsurprisingly, she had spent an inordinate amount of time in book stores, including the magical
  ones in the Wizarding district.



  Her mother had wanted to do a bit of clothes shopping and found herself having to literally drag Hermione out of the book shops. That had changed when they hit Victoria's Secret. On exiting the
  shop, she'd smiled rather wickedly at Harry, much to Emma's amusement.



  Hermione shook away the memories and quickly leafed through the letters waiting for Harry on his desk, deciding which ones could be re-routed for someone else to deal with.



  A few minutes later Remus entered the room, followed by Draco, Caleb and Amelia. All three exchanged glances when they noticed Harry missing.



  "He's running a little late this morning. His leg was bothering him and he needed a little extra time," Hermione told them quietly.



  "I heard about your birthday party, Hermione. I'm sorry I missed it. I hope you enjoyed yourself," Amelia said with a smile.



  "It was quite a party, Amelia," Remus offered with a laugh. "But don't ask Harry what he thinks of opera in front of Hermione."



  Hermione blushed. "I wasn't that bad about it, Remus," she protested.



  "I don't know, Hermione. You were tipsy enough to call him an Opera Hating Boob," Remus countered.



  Draco hid a snicker behind a cough.



  Harry opened the door then to find Remus and Draco laughing, Amelia and Caleb grinning and Hermione hiding her face behind her hands. "Not the Opera Hating Boob comment again?" He asked,
  sighing.



  "I'm so embarrassed. I'm never going to live that one down, am I?" Hermione asked plaintively as Harry limped over to his seat.



  He looked at his wife and hid his smile, then looked to the others. "Well now, it's a bright Monday morning. Who wants to start off?"



  Caleb glanced at the others then raised his hand. Harry motioned for him to begin.



  "On October fifth, we intend to start an intense campaign to locate all of Voldemort's 'relocation and re-education camps'," Caleb said, then he stood and opened a case and withdrew a map from
  it. He looked around for a moment, then pointed to a spot on the wall. "Might I hang this there, my Lord?"



  Harry cringed. No matter how many times he had discussed it with Caleb, he couldn't get the man to call him Harry anymore. The problem lie with the fact that Harry played two roles. As Lord
  Potter-Black, Ambassador, he outranked Caleb, politically. The Newmans were a relatively new pure blood family and had no seat on the Wizengamot. But Harry was also Caleb's second in charge when in
  the field. It made for a confusing situation that Caleb solved by using his honorific.



  Harry nodded and Caleb placed the map against the wall, then applied a sticking charm.



  "It's a nice enough map, Caleb, but I have several maps of Britain, including that one on the wall," Harry said, pointing over his shoulder.



  Caleb smiled faintly. "That's true, my Lord, but that map doesn't possess the qualities this one does. Our boffins at Q branch have borrowed one of your ideas. I don't pretend to understand it in
  its entirety, but there is a larger map, just like this one, in our Operations Center. When a mark is made on that map, it's instantly repeated on about sixty other copies, including this one.



  "On October fifth, nearly one hundred elf scouts will begin a mile by mile search of Britain. We expect the search to take at least two weeks. The elves will be teamed in pairs and, using a map
  like this, they will mark what they find while in the field.



  "Also, Group Captain Anderson is willing to provide something he called Satellite photos, but they won't show the camps that might be hidden by magic."



  Remus and Draco frowned, hearing that.



  "Remus? Draco? Is there a problem?" asked Harry.



  "Not really. I'm just not sure about the validity of muggle photography," Remus commented.



  Draco nodded in agreement.



  "Don't let it bother you, Remus. It's something muggles can do that we can't," Hermione told him.



  "How can you say that, Hermione?" protested Draco.



  Hermione rolled her eyes in exasperation. "Do you remember what happened at Stonehenge? I'd welcome you to the Nuclear Age, but it's not really all that welcoming. As for satellite
  technology..."



  Harry leaned across his desk and touched her arm, stopping her lecture. "Draco, a satellite is a machine that muggles send into space. There are all sorts of satellites these days, but the ones
  Group Captain Anderson is talking about are among the very best. These machines are capable of flying over a country and taking pictures of incredible quality.



  "Before you dismiss it out of hand, I'd suggest you let Hermione find you a book or two on the subject. Perhaps a couple books on muggle espionage techniques might also help. You can share them
  with Remus when you're finished with them."



  Remus and Draco both flushed slightly. They knew they had both been dressed down a little, but it was a gentle slap. Hermione knew she could have handled the situation better, but shrugged it off
  and wrote a quick note about the books they'd need.



  Harry turned back to Caleb. "Please, continue."



  "Yes, my lord. As I was saying, we expect this operation to take two weeks, perhaps more. That means we won't have good location information until at least October twentieth. One of the reasons
  that Operation Breakout was so effective was our information on it's location and setup. We'll have to do the same thing here and much more.



  "As you recall, this will be a two phased plan. Through most of October we will be planning the rescue and entrapment phases. Hopefully, by mid-November, perhaps sooner, we'll be able to mount an
  operation."



  Caleb looked directly at Harry and their gazes locked. "I know I'm pushing on this, my Lord, but if the rumors are true, at least one of those camps is a family camp, with children. And winter is
  coming on."



  Harry nodded grimly. Everyone was quiet for a moment, considering the implications of winter in one of the camps.



  "Anything else, Caleb?" Harry asked quietly.



  "Yes, sir, one more item. I've been in touch with my counterparts among the Yanks and the Canadians. They are willing to put up more troops for this operation. They've also offered to set up
  receiving centers of their own for the rescued prisoners. Their troops will arrive here a day in advance of our attack and return directly to their own camps back in America and Canada. Oh, and we
  just processed a large group of Saudi Arabian Cavalry that Miles had made arrangements for, but I'm not sure what we're going to do with them."



  Amelia smiled benignly at Harry. This was exactly what she had been talking about. The cavalry wouldn't have been in Haven had it not been for Harry.



  Harry caught the Minister's smile, but avoided making eye contact with her. Instead, he turned to Draco. "Good brief, Caleb. Draco?"



  Draco pulled out a folder and opened it on his lap before looking at Harry. "As you know, we have two students of questionable loyalty at the school. This ordinarily wouldn't have been much of a
  problem, or much of a benefit, either. However, when Healer August appealed to Headmistress McGonagall for more student volunteers to help at the hospital, it opened a door of opportunity for us.



  "Mindy Joyner, one of the students in question, has been allowed to help in one of the liaison offices at the Ministry building. There, we intend to feed her information she can then pass on to
  her Death Eater parents. Most of the information will be correct, though relatively harmless. The rest will be incorrect and, it's hoped, be of benefit to us at the right time. It is our hope that
  we'll be able to fool the other side into thinking this is a reliable source of information.



  "Also, Amelia had made me aware of the upcoming issues with a reinstated Wizengamot. I am wondering if you want us to take a more active role in monitoring their activities?"



  Harry scowled. "I don't know if we want to get involved in spying on our own people, Draco..."



  Remus held up a hand. "It's a distasteful idea, Harry, but also useful in wartime. However, I think this is more suited to O'Dalley and his group. Maybe Draco should talk with him?"



  Harry nodded grudgingly. He still didn't like the idea.



  Amelia cleared her throat to gain his attention. "Speaking of the Wizengamot, the building for their meetings will be completed in early October. We deliberately slowed the pace of construction
  by using only a few elves. Those members who have been pressing for its reinstatement have backed off until the building is complete.



  "One member, however, is already becoming a problem. You see, in the past, the money that paid Wizengamot members their salaries came from the seating fees and taxes, which were split between the
  Ministry and the Wizengamot. Very few of the rescued members would be able to afford to pay another seating fee, though one isn't due until the turn of the century anyway. So basically, the
  Wizengamot is broke. We, that is the Ministry, has yet to collect any taxes and, to be frank, I don't think we can, legally, collect taxes on incomes and profits earned in Ireland.



  "Amhar Coeur de Lion has been pestering the Ministry to fund the membership to pay for their salaries and those of any staff they hire. Mind you, this isn't in the Ministry's charter, so I've
  been able to brush him off. I've heard rumors that he's approached Gringotts about a loan, but they also turned him down. He might seek you out next."



  "I doubt that," Harry replied with a snort. "The last time that man was in this house, I threw him out."



  Amelia pursed her lips for a moment. "Yes, well, the simple fact is, he has raised an important point. The Wizengamot does need funding. If they can't find it, members may decide their votes are
  for sale."



  "Back to business as usual with them, then. Look, Amelia, I'll pay a wage to any man or woman who is willing to help in the war effort. Everyone, even the lowliest clerk in your mail room, is
  helping in their own way. But these people aren't helping. That idiot, Coeur de Lion, expected me to grovel because of his name, then he tried to insult my wife. He's lucky I didn't gut him and
  send him back to Azkaban," Harry replied furiously.



  Amelia looked at him for a long moment, waiting for it to sink in.



  He stared at her, his eyes growing wider by the second. "Impossible! You're suggesting I fund the Wizengamot? Are you out of your mind? The next thing I know, you'll be telling me to pucker up
  and kiss their asses!"



  "Harry!" Hermione exclaimed.



  "Not all of them are against you, Harry. Consider it a loan," Amelia told him, though she didn't sound happy about it.



  "I just love how the government has become so free with my money," he growled, glaring at the Minister. "Tell me this. What happens if I don't front them a loan?



  Amelia sighed. "You know these people. They are the same ones who nearly sent you to Azkaban for protecting yourself and your cousin from Dementors. You can refuse to fund them and they will have
  no choice but to disband. But when the war is over, they will reform. And when they do, they will come after me, and everyone involved in the war effort. They will call our government illegal and
  charge us with treason. They will try to arrest you, your wife, your friends. You know what these people are capable of. In short, we risk going from one civil war, right into another..."



  "We risk the same thing by putting them back into a position of power!" Harry exclaimed. "Can't you see that? Amelia, this does nothing to help the war effort. If anything, we'll be working
  against ourselves if I fund these people."



  "We either deal with this now," Remus said quietly, "or find ourselves in Sirius' position, always on the run, hiding from the Ministry when the war ends and the Wizengamot is reformed."



  Harry bowed his head. "Hermione?"



  Hermione sighed and was silent for a moment. "I don't like it any more than you do, Harry."



  " What do we do?"



  " Call it a loan, payable within three years, at twenty percent interest, and hope it doesn't blow up in our faces."



  Harry sighed and shook his head. "Get the figures needed to Remus, Amelia. He'll get the paperwork rolling for a three year loan."



  "I know this is hard to take," Amelia began.



  Harry held up his hand, then raised his head and pinned the Minster to her chair with the sheer fury visible in his eyes. "Understand something, Amelia. This is the last time I will let you back
  me into a corner like this. If I thought I could live with myself, I'd apparate every bastard on the Wizengamot back to England and let them rot there. I did not build Haven so that the Ministry
  and the Wizengamot could play fast and loose with my money, time or the lives of those who live here.



  "From this moment on, you will take any funding requests to Remus and Hermione," he concluded.



  When Amelia grimaced and looked away with a nod, he sighed heavily and ran a hand through his hair.



  "I know the Wizengamot problem isn't your fault, Amelia, and I've probably been more harsh than I should have been. But sometimes it's like we're back to Fudge's government. I'm paraded in front
  of the press, given positions and titles that I don't want, then asked to fund a government body I loath. It all has an element of sliminess to it that's repulsive to me. How you can deal with this
  sort of thing on a daily basis and not go insane is beyond me," he told her, shaking his head ruefully.



  "I do understand your reaction, Harry," Amelia told him sadly. "I actually expected much worse when I brought it up. I don't like the idea any better than you do, but I'm trying to head off a
  future disaster here and, once again, I need your help to do it."



  "You'll have it, Minister," he told her quietly.



  On that note, the meeting broke up and everyone scattered to their various jobs. Harry sat at his desk massaging his forehead. The day was barely started and already he had a headache.





  Hogwarts Castle (Sept. 30th)...



  "Lights!" Harry commanded in parseltongue, causing the torches along the wall to flare up.



  He climbed to his feet and cursed silently. Someday he would learn to land properly while portkeying! Dusting off his clothes, he looked around. The crates with explosives and other pranks was
  nearly empty.



  He banished the empty crates, then reached into his pockets and withdrew several others, which he then expanded to full size.



  When he was done with the crates, he looked up and was surprised to see quite a few new ghosts hovering in the far corner of the room. He saw Penelope and motioned for her to come closer, but she
  shook her head sadly and turned away from him.



  "They will not come near you, nor anyone else, my Lord," the Bloody Baron said as he appeared by Harry's side.



  Harry turned and bowed to the Baron, who bowed in return.



  "What is wrong with them, my lord Baron?" asked Harry curiously, his gaze returning to the ghosts in the corner. As far as he knew, nothing could harm a ghost.



  The Baron turned and looked at the other ghosts for a moment. "The Dark Lord's foul rite is creating ghosts who lack the ability to tie themselves to a location. It is a problem that all of us
  ghosts will face soon enough. In time, even I will join the others, slowly fading away, trapped in our memories and unable to break out. The magic which anchored us is gone. Without it, we are all
  doomed."



  He turned to the Baron, surprised. "What? You're ghosts! You can't die."



  The Baron smiled sadly. "Tis a shame that Hogwarts never gets around to teaching their students about ghosts. Most ghosts still hold a piece of their soul. That, combined with their own form of
  ghost magic, allows them to anchor themselves to a place. Myrtle, for example, anchored herself to the girl's lavatory when the Ministry exorcised her, while I am anchored to the Slytherin Common
  Room.



  "Unfortunately, the Dark Lord's foul ritual is creating ghosts who lack an portion of their soul, so their magic is weaker. Then there is the fact that magic has fled Hogwarts. This is causing
  the newer ghosts to lose power. Eventually, they will fade until nothing of them remains. Think upon it, my lord. To know you are fading away to nothingness and being unable to stop it? They are
  terrified."



  "And what of you, my Lord Baron? Will you also fade?" asked Harry.



  "In time, I, too, will fade. But unlike these poor wraiths, my soul will simply cross over. All of the older Hogwarts ghosts will suffer the same fate. But for these newer spirits, they have no
  where else to go. They will fade and be no more."



  As the Baron spoke, the other ghosts moved closer. When Harry finally looked over , he recoiled from the sight. Several reached out in his direction, moaning piteously. "Save ussss..."



  He turned back to the Baron, distraught. "Is there nothing that can be done? Can I do something to slow, or halt this process?"



  The Baron shrugged his shoulders in reply. "We need magic to anchor our spirits, but the magic of Hogwarts has been steadily draining away since the Dark Lord assumed control of the castle. Soon,
  it will be gone."



  "Just raw magic? Not a spell or anything?"



  "Just raw magic, but that isn't something you can come by easily."



  Harry looked around the floor for a moment, then he selected a small stone. "I hate to do this here, but the Fidelius Charm should prevent anyone from
  homing in on it," he murmured.



  The Baron watched him carefully as he transfigured the rock into a large quartz crystal. Holding the crystal in his cupped hands, he started filling the crystal with his magic. It was raw power,
  uncontrolled and unrefined, and the air around the crystal snapped and sparked with electricity.



  After ten minutes, he stopped and shakily placed the crystal on a nearby table. "Can you anchor to that?" he asked, panting from the effort.



  The Baron glided over to the table and held out his hand, touching the stone. He closed his eyes and his form seemed to sharpen and brighten just a little. The Baron looked over at Harry in
  amazement.



  "Aye, my lord," he said reverently. "It's not a permanent solution, but I think we can."



  The Baron raised a bloody arm and waved to the others floating nearby. Harry watched as, one by one, the ghosts came forward and touched the stone. He smiled weakly when Penelope passed him. She
  curtsied low and cried ghostly tears.



  "I don't know how long the crystal will last. Send for me if it dims. Do not leave the chamber except when you go out on spying missions. The only real solution here is to bring the magic back to
  Hogwarts and that will not happen until the Dark Lord is defeated. We are working towards that end, and your help is appreciated."



  The Baron looked up from watching the last of the ghosts connect to the source of magic and he smiled at Harry. "Your faith in us will not go unrewarded, my lord. Far too often wizards ignore us
  because we rarely interact with the physical world. You have shown yourself a friend to our community and we will support your cause to the best of our ability."



  Harry bowed his head in acknowledgment of the Baron's words, then he picked up the portkey and vanished.



  There was a moment of silence among the ghosts, then a cold wind whipped through the chamber. The Baron clapped his hands and ghosts gathered around him. "Come, it is time to teach you new comers
  how to possess a living being and other skills. Then we shall send word throughout the spirit world. Harry Potter is our ally and friend, and we will aid his cause."





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry waved tiredly to the men outside the door and they opened it quickly. All portkeys to the manor came in through a hole in the wards to one, guarded room in the basement. Charging the crystal
  had used up a lot of his energy and he was nearly exhausted. He climbed slowly up the basement stairs, and headed for the master suite.



  He entered the suite a few minutes later and stopped in surprise when he spotted Hermione, Narcissa, Emma and Luna sitting at the breakfast table. Hermione turned when she heard the door open and
  she stood up in alarm after spotting him.



  "Harry? What's wrong?" she asked, rushing over to his side.



  Narcissa opened a pouch on her belt and removed a small vial. Her Healer training had advanced to the point where she was allowed to dispense certain, more restrictive, potions.



  Hermione led Harry over to the bed and sat him down.



  "I'm alright, just tired. I ran into something I didn't expect and fixing it took a lot of power out of me."



  Narcissa uncorked the vial and handed it to him. "Pepper-up. Drink it," she ordered, her tone that of a Healer dealing with an obstinate patient.



  Harry downed the vial quickly, then sat back as energy pumped through his system and bled off steam through his ears. When the steam finally died out, he looked more awake and energized.



  "Now, tell us what happened," Hermione said.



  "I went to visit the Hogwarts ghosts to get an update on what was going on and to restock Peeves' pile of goodies. But I found the ghosts in bad shape. The magic is fleeing the castle and many of
  the ghosts created by that ritual of Voldemort's are dying."



  Hermione and Narcissa frowned. "But ghosts can't die. They are already dead," protested Hermione.



  Harry waved a hand at the two women. "I know, but without the magic to sustain them, they are fading out. The older ghosts, and the ones who died in a regular way, will simply cross over. The
  ones made by that ritual will fade out of existence and they were terrified by it. Apparently, a ghost like the Baron, or Nearly Headless Nick, still retains it's soul, or a part of it. They still
  need to anchor themselves to a location, like Hogwarts, where the magic will sustain them. But Hogwart's magic is fading quickly.



  "I left them a stone I charged with raw magic. It will provide them with a temporary anchor. Charging the stone was... tiring," he said.



  "What does it mean when you say Hogwart's magic is fading?" asked Emma in a perplexed tone.



  Hermione chewed her lower lip, thinking. "I'm not totally sure, Mum... Hogwarts was one of the most magical places in Britain. I don't even know if it will continue to stand with all it's magic
  gone," she said finally.



  "Oh, it will stand," answered Harry. "Voldemort will see to that. It's too much of an icon in his eyes. What scares me is if he's there long enough, the castle will be permeated with dark
  magics. It would be very hard to turn the castle back into a school if it's filled with his evil."



  Emma leaned back in her chair, her eyes alight with possibilities. "I don't understand half of what I should, but it seems to me that there must be a way of cleansing the castle. If you don't
  mind, I think I'll look into it, maybe talk to Professor Flitwick about it. Now that we know there's a possible problem, we can plan for dealing with it."



  Harry smiled in her direction and nodded. "In the meantime..."



  "In the meantime, Mr. Potter, I think you should lay down for an hour or two," Hermione said crisply.



  Harry looked over at her with bloodshot eyes. "That is a good idea," he mumbled as the pepper up potion began to wear off.



  Hermione pushed him back on the bed, removed his shoes, and drew the blankets over him.



  "Perhaps we should continue our discussion in the study?" asked Narcissa.



  The other women nodded and followed her out of the room.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry (Oct 1st)...



  Headmistress McGonagall looked up from her lunch. The first years ran into the dinning hall in formation.



  "First years," barked one of the taller students.



  "Who Rah!" the first years yelled in response.



  "Fall out for lunch detail!"



  Minerva frowned as her first year students scattered to various tables, then stood waiting for an order to sit.



  "Sit!" barked that same tall student.



  They immediately sat and began their meal. Minerva glared across the table at Miles, who grinned and shrugged apologetically. The simple fact was, Professor Stonefist, for all of his rough
  mannerisms, was turning out to be extraordinarily popular with the younger students.



  Minerva had talked with several of the teachers and they were all unanimous in their opinion that this year's crop of first year students were among the politest and hardest working that anyone had
  ever seen. And as if to add insult to injury, the second years where beginning to fall into the same patterns.



  She eyed the huge professor sitting across the table from her.



  He had been watching his class with a trained eye and was generally pleased with what he saw. When he first accepted the job he thought it would be a nightmare training children, but instead he
  discovered an audience eager for his stories and even more eager to learn. The class didn't fully understand about the war, but they knew it was serious and wanted to do their part, even if all
  that meant was giving their parents one less thing to worry about by getting good grades.



  "Professor Stonefist, if I might have a moment of your time?" said Minerva.



  Stonefist turned and faced the Headmistress. "Of course, Headmistress," he replied.



  Miles snickered. Minerva had complained to him on several occasions that Stonefist refused to call her by any name other than her title. Minerva shot Miles a glare, then looked at Stonefist.



  "Professor, I wanted to commend you on your work with your students. I admit that, at first, I was alarmed seeing first year students marching through the halls. But all of the teachers are
  reporting considerably few disciplinary problems with the first year students than with the other grades," Minerva said, trying to ease her way into the topic she wanted.



  "They are a good troop, Headmistress. Eager to learn. That's important," Stonefist said, and for a brief moment a smile tried to form.



  Minerva shook her head at the impossibility of it. It was rumored among the students that Professor Stonefist had smiled only once in his life, and that time it was an accident.



  Eithne O'Keefe, the divination teacher, stood and immediately moved to another seat further away. Minerva looked at her inquisitively, then turned back to Stonefist again.



  "Yes, well, there is one small, slight problem I thought I'd raise with you, Professor. It seems a few of your students have written their parents and they, in turn, have written me, asking why
  I'm allowing a Professor to call his students... What was the term? 'Pus filled midget maggot munchers?" Minerva asked in a painfully polite tone.



  Miles snorted into his drink and sprayed Hagrid with tea, while Filius fell off his chair in shock. Hagrid looked at Miles in surprise as the man collapsed back in his chair, laughing. Hagrid
  reached down and picked up Flitwick, placing him back on his chair. The little man was giggling merrily.



  Stonefist shot the little man a puzzled glance, then turned his gaze back to Minerva. "I shall endeavor to moderate my language, Headmistress," he said calmly.



  Recognizing a victory, even if it was a Pyrrhic one, Minerva decided to retreat while she was ahead.



  "Please do so, Professor. We can't have the parents complaining about the language being used by the faculty," she replied primly, then she looked over the wildly grinning staff in disgust.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry limped into the manor. He had taken time out today from the numerous planning sessions to spend some needed time dueling.



  He used a specially built chamber in the Operations center to do his dueling training. The walls were reinforced to withstand spell blasts. Inside the chamber, Harry had his choice of human
  opponents or Golems, which were controlled by observers through a transparent panel. It wasn't uncommon when Harry was dueling for him to have an audience.



  " You're late."



  He looked up the stairs and spotted Hermione standing at the top, frowning at him. He could feel both anger and worry warring with each other over their bond. He leaned heavily on his staff and
  tried to grin through his pain.



  " Sorry, love. Dueling training today was pretty rough."



  Hermione's expression softened. "Well, you better get up here, take a fast shower and get changed. Our guests arrived nearly a half hour ago."



  "Guests?"



  "Don't tell me you forgot that Amelia was bringing some of the Wizengamot members by tonight?" she asked archly.



  Harry groaned and wiped his forehead. "Fine, make my apologies to our honored guests and I'll be down as quickly as I can," he replied, then he apparated directly to their bedroom where Dobby
  and Winky were both waiting to help him get cleaned up and dressed.



  Twenty minutes and several drying charms later, Harry apparated to just outside the sitting room where Hermione and Amelia were entertaining their guests. Taking a deep breath, he opened the door
  and entered quietly.



  "Yes, the town was nearly completed before we started moving people in here," Hermione said. She glanced up and, seeing Harry, she smiled.



  "My apologies," Harry said. "My duties at the Operations Center ran longer than I had anticipated."



  Hermione scowled, noting he was still leaning heavily on his staff. "Are you alright?" she sent him.



  " I've had better days, but I should be fine."



  Amelia stood and walked to his side. "Harry, I'd like to introduce you to some of the more influential members of the Wizengamot," she said, leading him to the small group standing near
  Hermione. "From left to right we have Alastair McShaney, Martin Haskel, Trenton Largo, Cyrus Banebridge and



  Agatha Umbridge," she said.



  Harry's eyes widened upon hearing the last name and he looked at the woman warily. Yes, there was a resemblance between Councilor Umbridge and his defense teacher from fifth year.



  "Councilor Umbridge is Delores Umbridge's younger sister, Harry," Hermione offered helpfully.



  Harry relaxed somewhat and the short woman approached him, offering her hand.



  "My Lord, I'd like to apologize for what my sister has done to you. I know only a little of her crimes, but I know she died supporting that foul regime," the Councilor said quietly.



  Harry reached out and took her hand, smiling warmly. "You need not apologize, Councilor. I'm pleased to meet you... all of you."



  Dobby appeared a moment later. "Harry Potter, Sir, dinner is being ready in the dinning room."



  "Thank you, Dobby. We'll be right there," Harry replied before turning to the group. "Shall we retire to the dinning room?" When he led them from the room, he tried his best to minimize his
  limp in front of his guests.



  Several hours later he sat with Hermione, Amelia and their guests, sipping sherry in the sitting room. Harry drank a glass of chilled fruit juice. One of the advantages of their trip to Egypt was
  learning about different drinks he could imbibe. The dinner, thanks to the elves, had been superb as usual. He made a mental note to find a way to thank them without throwing them into a panic that
  he might give them clothes.



  "I understand, my lord, that you will be assuming your seat among us, now that you've achieved your majority," said Trenton Largo. He was a tall, distinguished looking gentleman, his hair even
  more salt and pepper than Remus'.



  "Yes. I understand I can claim two voting seats, that of the Black, and Potter families," Harry replied with a smile. He was feeling a little better about that loan for the Wizengamot tonight.
  Each of these members were actively doing what they could for the war effort.



  Largo smiled. "I heard about that. Of course, with so few members of the Council, there isn't much we can do for now."



  "I'm sure that will change in time, Councilor," Harry replied.



  "Excuse me, my Lord, but Haven... What will happen to it when we go home?" asked Cyrus Banebridge.



  "Well, I own most of the land, as you know. But when we return to Britain, I'm sure some people will stay behind, laying down new roots. As room becomes available, others will move in. The school
  will remain. If I have anything to say about it, it will become the sister school to Hogwarts and students will attend classes at both schools. I've also spoken to Headmistress McGonagall about the
  possibilities of opening up a center for advanced studies and apprenticeships."



  Several of his guests exchanged approving looks.



  "As to the more official buildings? The Operations center will probably be purchased by the Irish Aurory, who has expressed interest in turning it into a training center. The manor, of course,
  will remain as it has, a part of my family's properties."



  "My lord, if I might..." Umbridge began, but stopped when Harry waved a hand at her.



  "Councilors, I know there are rules that we must follow in public and while the Wizengamot is in session, but frankly this formality is giving me a headache. Please, all of you, I'm just Harry,
  Hermione's husband. That's all I ever wanted to be and thats all I'd like to be called for the rest of the evening."



  "Very well... Harry," Umbridge said somewhat uncertainly.



  "It gets easier the more you say it, Agatha," Amelia told her, her eyes sparkling mischievously.



  "I think I can speak for all of us here when I say I'd like to thank you, Harry. Not only for rescuing us from that prison but, more importantly, for what you're doing for the people," Umbridge
  said in a serious tone.



  The rest of the Councilors nodded in agreement and Hermione smiled, watching her husband squirm under their accolades.



  Harry mumbled something incoherent and Hermione leaned forward, laying a hand on his arm. He took a calming breath then tried again.



  "Agatha, I can't possibly accept your thanks. There were nearly four hundred and fifty Aurors and others helping in that rescue mission. I just played one small part in it," he replied in
  protest.



  Amelia snorted in disbelief and everyone turned to her. "One small part? Harry, the original idea was yours. You helped on the planning and you were second in command in the field when the
  operation took place. You had more than a small role in the rescue!"



  "I think what Harry is trying to say is that is unfair to single him out alone when so many others took part in that mission," offered Hermione.



  "Exactly!" exclaimed Harry. "There were so many good people helping there that day. They are all heroes."



  There was a moment of silence, then Trenton Largo raised his glass in salute. "Well, then, to the Heroes of Azkaban!"



  "And absent friends," added Harry quietly.



  Everyone drank in toast, then Councilor Umbridge turned to Hermione.



  "I understand you had the opportunity to visit the library at Alexandria recently?" asked Umbridge.



  "Yes. Harry took me there as part of our honeymoon," Hermione said happily. "In fact, the Director of Magical Antiquities for the Egyptian Ministry sent us nearly fifteen hundred volumes,
  copied from their Druid and Celtic lore sections."



  "My wife loves her books. In some ways I'm not sure if she doesn't think of me as a strange walking, talking book," Harry quipped, then he smiled at Hermione to show he was only teasing.



  Hermione glanced at him, smiling sweetly. "Yes, my husband. I can read you like a book, a dirty book, at that," she sent him, her tone full of amusement
  as he nearly choked on his drink.



  "For myself, I found the trip to the library fascinating because of the conditions under which it exists. They are still restoring sections of it. I can appreciate the books and scrolls, although
  perhaps not as well as Hermione, but I found the idea of rebuilding an ancient library that sunk into the sea a wonderful use of magic," Harry said, trying to recover from Hermione's comment.



  "I have heard of that project myself, but have never seen it," lamented Umbridge. "Indeed, the expertise needed to rebuild and reconstruct ancient texts might help us, once we return to
  Britain."



  Hermione's eyes lit up and Harry motioned for her to answer. He leaned back on his chair and sipped his juice, while Hermione led the group into a discussion of how to recover and rebuild the
  damaged libraries after the war.





  Bucharest, Romania (October 2nd)...



  A tavern had been at this location for more than eight hundred years. The name had changed hundreds of times, as had the owner. It was now called the Bloody Axe and its sign, that of a huge war axe
  dripping illusionary blood, hung from the post just above the door. Through crusades, wars, and plague, the tavern and the little street it was on had been protected. This was the seedier side of
  Wizarding Romania. This was the side most people feared, where dark arts ruled and Werewolves, Vampires and evil wizards and witches did their business. Knockturn Alley was a walk in the park
  compared to this place.



  Dumbledore was intimately familiar with this region and it's customs. His Order had, at one time, used this region as a stepping stone to make contact with the Werewolf clans.



  He slipped into the Bloody Axe and made his way towards the bar. The floor was dirt mixed with sawdust, and the only light came from torches along the walls. There was a brief moment of silence
  when he stepped into the room, and he tugged at the hood of his cloak to make sure it hadn't slipped off.



  "Fire Whiskey," he said, placing a galleon on the counter.



  The man behind the bar eyed the coin hungrily for a moment, then filled a large glass. The coin vanished in the process.



  "You're a stranger to these parts," the bartender said diffidently.



  Dumbledore nodded and said nothing.



  "Best be keeping a close eye on your money then, stranger, or you're liable to find someone willing to slice your throat for it."



  "They can try, but they might not like the results," countered Dumbledore. "I'm looking for Nickolai."



  The bartender arched an eyebrow. "Nickolai only talks to people he wants to talk to. It's death to seek him out when he doesn't want to speak to you."



  "He'll talk to me," Dumbledore said calmly.



  "Bah! If you can find him, that is," the bartender replied with a chuckle.



  "Oh, I don't have to worry about that. In fact, you'll find him for me."



  The bartender looked around nervously but all he saw were the regulars to his tavern. "Why should I get involved?"



  "Because the galleon you took from me was poisoned. If you want to live, you'll see that Nickolai meets me here in two days," Dumbledore said with a giggle, then he turned and walked out of the
  tavern, leaving the terrified publican behind.





  Haven (Oct 3rd)...



  Arthur pushed back his plate and sighed gustily. "That was excellent, Melinda," he commented. "For someone who didn't know how to cook a few months ago, you've sure come a long way."



  "Thanks to your help," Melinda replied, smiling.



  "I never taught you to cook like this."



  "No, but you did teach me the basics. With that knowledge, Olga allowed me back into her kitchen and helped me to polish my skills. I know lamb chops aren't difficult, but I never would have
  tried to cook them had you and Olga not been willing to teach me."



  "Lamb chops might not be difficult, but the cherry-pecan sauce you drizzled over them was wonderful," he told her.



  "I'm glad you liked it," she said. Standing, she began to gather up the dishes on the table.



  "I'll help." Gathering up his plate and glass, he stood up and groaned. "I think I ate too much," he muttered sheepishly.



  Laughing, Melinda dumped the dishes into the sink. "Don't worry about the dishes. Dilly was a bit put out with me when I told her I was going to cook. She can be a demanding little thing when she
  wants to be. She ordered me to leave the dishes to her. So, if you'd like, we can take tea in the living room."



  "Sounds good to me," he said as he dumped his dishes into the sink next to hers. "If I left now, I'd be waddling down the street."



  "We can't have that, can we. Much too undignified." Removing a tray from the cupboard above the stove, she placed it on the counter and smiled when Arthur handed her two cups. Adding sugar and
  cream pots, she picked up the tray. "Will you grab the kettle there on the back of the stove? I set it to brewing just before we finished dinner, so it should be ready. It'll be hot, so make sure
  to use the towel there on the counter."



  When he picked up the kettle, she turned and led the way into the living room. Once they were settled on the couch and the tea poured, they both leaned back and relaxed. They were silent for a
  time, comfortable enough with each other by now that moments of silence were easy, rather than awkward.



  "Why has your schedule at the hospital been so erratic lately?" Arthur asked, finally breaking the silence.



  "Payback," she said, smiling. "I spent time at the manor helping with Mr. Boot's treatment, which meant others had to cover my shift at the hospital."



  He frowned. "That doesn't sound right. It's not like you were on vacation."



  "It was, actually. Well, almost. Therapy is different. It can be demanding, but for much shorter lengths of time. At the hospital, I work twelve hour shifts. At the manor, I worked between four
  and six, depending on what we had scheduled for Terry."



  "So you ended up with free time," he said, understanding.



  "Right. And those covering my shifts had to cut into their own free time to do it." She shrugged. "Now it's time for payback."



  "You don't sound like you mind very much."



  "I don't, not really. It keeps me busy and I love my work. My time at the manor was nice, but I couldn't do something like that for long. I feel lost with too much free time. I never know what to
  do with myself."



  "You could spend more time with me," he said quietly. When she looked at him, a bit surprised, he blushed furiously. "Sorry. Forget I said anything," he mumbled into his teacup.



  She placed her cup on the coffee table and turned to face him more fully. "No, I don't think I will."



  "Melinda," he began as he placed his own cup on the table.



  She reached out and took his hand. "It's my turn now. Be quiet and listen," she told him gently. When he nodded, she looked down at their joined hands. "I enjoy the time we spend together,
  Arthur, but you're as busy at the Ministry as I am at the hospital. I was surprised you actually had time to come over for dinner. When we do go out, we're almost always interrupted, either by
  people wishing to speak to the Deputy Minister, or by the hospital calling me back because they need an extra healer."



  She stopped then and shook her head. Taking a deep breath, she raised her eyes to his, meeting his gaze. "What I don't think you realize is just how much I resent those interruptions. But we both
  have responsibilities that neither of us would shirk, no matter how much we may wish to from time to time. If I could find a way, I'd spend a lot more time with you."



  He reached out with his free hand and brushed her cheek gently. "We'll just have to be more creative with our time," he murmured. Leaning down, he brushed his lips across hers once, twice.
  Hearing her breath catch, he deepened the kiss.



  When his arms wrapped around her, she moaned and let him pull her down on top of him. Stretched out on the couch, they explored each other tenderly at first. But when she bit his lower lip, he
  grasped her hips and pulled her tightly against his erection. As her hips bucked against him, he bit back a groan.



  It took a moment for the frantic knocking on the cottage door to register, but when it did, they both froze. A moment later, Arthur cursed.



  "Someone better be dying," Melinda muttered as she pushed herself up. Trying to tame her hair and straighten her skirt, she rushed for the door as Arthur stood and tried to fix his shirt, now
  missing several buttons.



  Ready to tell the person at the door to get lost, she jerked it open and blinked in surprise. "Ginny?" Noting the way the young woman held herself, bent over slightly and clutching her stomach,
  she grew concerned. "Ginny, what's wrong?" she asked as she pushed the door open wider and helped her in.



  "I was training and there was an accident," Ginny said, panting from the pain.



  "Why didn't you see the medic?" Melinda asked as they walked slowly towards the couch.



  "Ginny? Merlin! What happened to you?" Arthur exclaimed as he rushed towards her.



  "Dad? What are you doing here?" Her face flushed in embarrassment. "I was hoping to see Melinda alone."



  "Yeah, well, that makes two of us," he muttered as he reached her side and helped her to the couch.



  Her eyes widened as she noticed her father's shirt was missing buttons and hung open. Swinging her gaze to Melinda, her jaw dropped as she saw the healer's hair, her skewed skirt. "Oh, Merlin.
  I'm sorry! I didn't mean..."



  "Never mind that. Tell me what happened," Melinda snapped as she grabbed her wand from the mantel.



  "I can't. Not in front of my father," Ginny hissed.



  Melinda's eyes narrowed.



  "Don't be foolish," Arthur snapped. "Tell Melinda what happened."



  "Dad!"



  "Arthur, why don't you go into the kitchen for a few minutes? I'll call you when we're done."



  Looking between the two women, one stern, the other pleading, he threw up his hands in frustration. "Fine!"



  Once Arthur had left the room, Melinda turned back to her patient and began casting diagnostic charms. "What happened?" she demanded.



  "We're learning hand to hand combat. I was fighting with one of the instructors. I rushed him just as he tried to kick me. He missed his target and kicked me between the legs. I think he hit my
  pelvic bone or something, I don't know. The pain was intense! He sent me to the lockers and told me to change and go home. Only, when I took off my training gear, I noticed blood."



  Seeing her embarrassment, Melinda understood. "When is your period due?"



  "Three weeks," Ginny told her, relieved that she didn't have to explain further.



  "This is why you didn't go to the field medic?"



  "The medic's a man!"



  Melinda shook her head, smiling. "They've seen it all, Ginny. There's nothing to be embarrassed over. Hmmm. Diagnostics show no internal damage," she said, moving her wand around a bit.
  "But... Yes, there it is. Nothing to worry about." She tsked. "That kick must have been pretty hard to cause this. Lacerations from the blunt force trauma, I'd say."



  Twenty minutes later, Melinda put her wand on the table and walked towards the hall closet. "Get dressed while I get you a few potions. I keep some of the more common ones here at home. Since the
  neighbor's child had his lip split open by his sister, I've learned to be prepared. Ah, here we go."



  Taking a few bottles from a bag on the closet floor, she walked back to Ginny and set them on the table. "Two for pain relief, one for the bruising. The bleeding has been stopped and the
  lacerations closed. However, there are a few things you need to abstain from.



  "First, no training tomorrow. After that, you're too take it easy for a week. If your instructors have any problems with that, you tell them to talk to me. Understand?"



  "Yes, Ma'am."



  "Second, no penetrative sex for one week."



  "What?" Ginny exclaimed as she looked up from buttoning her pants, her eyes wide.



  "I know you're still a newlywed, but I mean what I say. Abstaining for a week isn't going to kill you, and you need to fully heal. I'm sure Neville will understand."



  "I wasn't actually going to tell him about this," Ginny muttered as she sat back down.



  "Now you don't have a choice," Melinda said, grinning. "He'll understand. I want you to take a dose of the pain reliever while I go get your father."



  "Don't tell him!"



  "Don't worry, Ginny. 'Female trouble' is usually enough of an explanation for most men. Take the potion. I'll be back in a minute."



  Ginny uncorked the bottle and took the potion. The relief was immediate and welcome. She set the empty bottle on the table and stood up, slowly. Feeling no pain, she sighed happily and picked up
  the other bottles.



  "Are you alright?" Arthur asked as he walked quickly towards her.



  "Fine, now," she told him as he wrapped his arms around her and hugged her tight. "Really, dad, I'm fine."



  "You scared the breath out of me," he told her as he pulled away and looked at her carefully.



  "I'm sorry for it," she said as she slipped out of his arms. "But I'm okay now. I think I'll head up to the manor and see if I can catch dinner with Neville."



  "If you need anything, or have any problems, you let me know," Melinda told her as she walked the young woman to the door.



  "I will. Thanks."



  "You're welcome. And next time, don't be embarrassed to go to the field medic. Had it been serious, you may not have gotten here in time," Melinda told her sternly as she opened the door.



  Ginny stepped into the doorway, then turned around and looked at Melinda, then her father. "So, umm, dad? Do the boys know about..." She waved her hand between him and Melinda.



  "What are you talking about?" Arthur asked, frowning.



  "Your shirt, Melinda's skirt? The fact that you both have rats nests for hair? It's obvious I interrupted something," she said, her eyes dancing.



  Arthur's eyes narrowed. "Ginevra Weasley! Don't you dare!"



  "I don't understand," Melinda said, looking between father and daughter. "Dare what?"



  "Dad doesn't want me to tell the boys about the two of you," Ginny said, laughing outright. "But I think they should know. The twins, especially."



  "NO!" Arthur all but shouted as he lunged for his daughter.



  "Ginny, wait!" Melinda exclaimed as she reached for the younger woman.



  Dancing away, Ginny laughed and, with a small pop, apparated away.



  "Oh, Merlin," Arthur groaned



  "She wouldn't!" Melinda said, still staring at the empty doorway.



  "She would," he told her morosely.



  "If she does, she better not come to me to treat her next injury. I'll make her itch for a week!" she growled as she slammed the door.





  Padfoot Manor...



  "Missy? Oh Missy, yous musts be waking now." said the small piping voice.



  Luna opened one eye and peered down at the small elf staring up at her. She had been sleeping, naked, and quite comfortably, on top of Draco. His arms were still wrapped around her. She glanced at
  the clock Two in the morning? Someone must have discovered a smores infestation, she thought. They wouldn't wake me otherwise.



  "I'm awake. Has someone found that smores nest I was worried about?" Luna said softly. She really didn't want to wake Draco. They had fallen asleep after making love and he needed his rest.



  "No, Missy. Twilla don't know about Smores nest, evil creatures wif long teef and nasty eyes, but Master Hairyhead asked me to bring you a message," said Twilla, waving a scroll.



  Sighing, Luna reluctantly rolled off Draco and threw the coverlet back over him to cover his nakedness, before accepting the scroll from Twilla. Scanning the message, her expression changed and she
  stood. "Tell Hagrid I will be there within half an hour."



  Twilla nodded anxiously, then vanished with a pop, while Luna walked over to her wardrobe and started to pull out clothing.



  After dressing, she left the message from Hagrid on the nightstand and hurried outside. Unlike Harry, who could apparate through the manor house wards, she had to walk. She reached the edge of the
  manor's wards, then apparated to the edge of the wards protecting the school.



  Arriving at the school, she winced, hearing the discordant keening coming from the Angels. Hagrid and Headmistress McGonagall stood nearby, trying to figure out what was wrong with them.



  "Could they be ill, Hagrid?" asked McGonagall.



  "I don't think so Purfessor. I ain't sure what's wrong yet. Ah... here's Mrs. Black now," Hagrid said, beaming at Luna. Her unique abilities with animals and other aspects of Nature made her a
  favorite of Hagrid's and Professor Sprout.



  Luna hurried over, pulling the shawl about her shoulders tighter against the breeze. Summer was over and the nights were getting quite chilly.



  "When did this start to happen?" Luna asked breathlessly.



  "Within the last hour, Miss L... Mrs. Black," Minerva said. She gave the young woman an apologetic glance, then looked over towards the dormitories where most of the lights were now on. Crowds
  of students hung out the windows, watching the spectacle.



  Luna frowned. She had been working when she could with the Angels and they were not acting normally. In the past weeks, their true voices were becoming apparent, but the sounds they now made were
  nothing like their true voices. Normally very melodic, their bell like voices were a joy to listen too. Their voices seemed to contain a phoenix like quality, uplifting the spirit and bringing hope
  to the hopeless. But tonight the sound they made could only mean one thing. They were in pain for some unknown reason.



  "Oh, you poor babies," Luna murmured, then she stepped up to the two Angels. Both creatures looked at her and ceased their keening. Their expressions, however, were still those of pain and
  confusion, a great deal of confusion.



  "It's all right," she crooned to them. "No one here will hurt you."



  The two floating Angels stared at her and their expressions eased. Luna reached out with both hands and grabbed a hand of each creature. She smiled. "Do not be afraid. I can help."



  All motion, all sound, ceased in the clearing. Minerva and Hagrid looked around nervously. It wasn't normal for all night sounds to cease like this. Even the breeze had died.



  A faint glow sprang up around Luna. Sparkles, like millions of fairy lights, filled the clearing and danced to some unheard melody. Minerva and Hagrid gasped when they saw the grass at their feet
  growing, spiraling upwards. Strange creatures began to pop in and out of existence in front of their eyes.



  "Ah... Now I understand," Luna said with a smile.



  Between the two Angels, a light appeared and they moved closer together. Both Angels reached for the light with their free hand. The light slid up their arms and quickly covered both Angels, then
  widened to include Luna.



  "Don't be afraid. It's a natural and wonderful process," Luna told them softly.



  The creatures smiled at her, then extended their wings. Releasing Luna from their grip, they spiraled upwards together, each circling the other. As they went, the glow surrounding them changed from
  its normal white to a white with a hint of pink at the edges. Their voices filled the night air like the sound of hundreds of tuned bells in some heavenly choir. No one who heard their song could
  fail to be uplifted by it.



  At the zenith of their flight, the Angels burst forth in a rainbow of colors before returning to white again. Slowly they spiraled down to the hover in front of Luna, Hagrid and Minerva.



  Luna stood, mesmerized by the spectacle, completely ignoring the creatures popping in and out around her. When the Angels began their descent, she shook herself free from their song in time to see
  a small man, no more than a foot tall and with a huge phallus, appear. This time he was blue and the horn in the center of his forehead was a shocking yellow. He wore a polka dotted vest and he
  appeared to be enraged at her. He stroked himself a few times and proceed to make many rude hand gestures at her. Then he noticed Minerva. He eyed her up and down for a moment before letting out a
  long low whistle.



  "Behave yourself," Luna chided him gently.



  The little man glared at her and vanished with a pop.



  She chuckled and turned her attention to the two patiently waiting Angels. "This is not the end of the adventure. Soon it will be time to take the next step. When that time comes, call me and I
  will help you," she told them.



  The larger of the two Angels moved forward and dipped slightly. Then to everyone's amazement, it opened it's mouth and, using a perfectly modulated string of bell tones, said, "Thank you."



  The two Angels then rose up in the air, soaring above the school, glowing and calling to one another. Luna watched them for another moment before pitching to her knees, her eyes filled with tears.



  There was a pop of someone apparating in, then Draco pushed his way between Minerva and Hagrid. He stopped next to Luna and scooped her up in his arms.



  "Let's take her over to Hagrid's cottage," suggested Minerva.



  A few moments later, Hagrid opened the door to his home for the others. "Fang! Down, you mangy mutt! Down!"



  Draco slipped past Hagrid, who was dealing with Fang, and lowered Luna down on a ragged looking couch.



  "What happened?" Draco asked tensely. He didn't like seeing Luna upset. He sat next to her with one arm wrapped protectively around her.



  Minerva conjured a tea set and poured Luna a cup. Draco accepted the cup with a smile, waited until she had calmed down before holding up to her lips to sip from.



  "I'm sorry, Dray," she whispered several minutes later.



  He cupped her cheek in one palm and she leaned into his caress. Unlike the bond that Harry and Hermione shared, allowing thoughts and emotions to pass freely, Draco and Luna's bond was different.
  They could share thoughts, with a lot of work, emotions were easier. But one thing they could share easily was strength. Luna sat quietly for a moment, drawing strength to calm herself and to
  settle her magic, which had flared high tonight.



  "It's alright, Luna. I was just worried, waking up and not finding you. Then I found the note from Hagrid, and I could feel you were upset. I came here as quick as I could."



  "Can yer tell us what 'appened to the Angels tonight, Luna?" asked Hagrid.



  Luna looked up at Hagrid for a moment, smiling gently. "The Angels are a new species. Because of that, there are some things they know instinctively and some things they don't. Tonight, our
  Angels felt the imperative to bond with their mate. You see, they mate for life and the pull is strong, but they didn't know how."



  "Will the others need the same help, Mrs. Black?" asked Minerva.



  Luna shook her head. "No. What one Angel knows, they all know. I don't know how, but that's the way they are. Anyway, I had to help them with the first bonding. Now all of them, even those in
  Britain, know how it's done. By morning, most will have selected their bond mate."



  "Did that Angel really speak?" wondered Minerva.



  Hagrid glanced over at her and nodded. It was something he wanted to know, as well.



  "The Angels are intelligent, Professor, like Centaurs or Goblins. Because they are a new species, they haven't had time to develop their own language... And I've been trying to teach the pair at
  the school to speak English. Until tonight, I thought I hadn't succeeded," Luna said with a dreamy smile on her face, then she turned to Draco.



  "Oh Dray, you should have seen it. It was wonderful. I could feel the love connection between the pair, and when the bond was made, it washed over everything. If you think that tonight was
  something, I can't wait until they couple. We felt the spill over from their bond tonight and it makes me wonder what we'll feel when they mate and have babies," she said. Her eyes became
  unfocused as she thought about it, so she never noticed Draco wince.





  Haven, The Weasley Residence (October 4th)...



  Arthur trudged down into the kitchen, feeling groggy. He'd had trouble getting to sleep last night, for several reasons. His visit with Melinda had left him unsettled. Ginny's visit to Melinda's
  had put a crimp in the rest of their evening. To say the two adults parted that night with a great deal of sexual tension and frustration would have been an understatement.



  Then there was the gnawing knot of worry in his belly over what Ginny was going to do. The Weasleys were vicious at teasing and Ginny barging in when she did and finding them disheveled gave her
  enough blackmail material to have him owing her for years!



  He grimaced. There was only one way to undercut a potential blackmailer. He didn't like it, but it was probably for the best, anyway.



  He cringed before walking into to the kitchen. He could hear the sounds of laughter on the other side of the door, and he was certain Ginny's voice was among them. She didn't normally come over for
  breakfast, opting instead to spend most of her free time with her husband, as she should.



  He pasted a smile onto his face, opened the door and greeted his family. The room was more crowded than usual, making him suspicious. The twins and their girlfriends sat at one side of the table,
  while Bill, Charlie, Ginny and Neville sat at the other.



  Everyone turned to look at Arthur when he entered and the sound level dropped to nothing. He blinked in surprise, and noted that that twins, both sets, seemed to be trying very hard not to laugh.
  Bill and Charlie were looking at him questioningly, while Neville seemed a bit nervous. And Ginny! Ginny watched him, a smug look on her face.



  Arthur took his place at the head of the table, while those in the room remained silent. He poured a cup of strong tea and took one sip before putting the cup back down and standing up.



  "That's it! I won't let you hold this over my head for the next year or two, Ginny," he said loudly.



  Everyone turned to stare at Arthur. Ginny looked surprised.



  "Yes, you came to Melinda's house last night and, yes, our clothes were in disarray. But we're adults. If Melinda and I want to get... ummm... 'friendly', that should be our business and no one
  else's"



  Fred and George blinked, then leaned against each other, giggling. Arthur shot them both an angry glare. The Johansen twins' eyes lit up at the possibility of gossip. Bill sipped his tea, watching
  and listening to his father attentively. Charlie's expression alternated between anger, shock and amusement.



  "I mean, really, Ginny. As much as I don't like it, your Mum's gone. I'm an adult, with adult needs, those same needs as you and Neville are just discovering for yourselves..."



  Neville choked on his drink, spraying tea from his nose and hitting Fred squarely in the face. That lit off George, Inga and Helga. George slid under the table, clutching his sides, while Fred
  glared at Neville, who was still coughing. Ginny was turning a wonderful shade of red, trying to contain her laughter.



  "And just because my shirt was missing a few buttons and her skirt was practically on backwards is no reason to suddenly think we're doing something dirty. And then, even after she helps you, you
  run out of there like you're going to tell the entire world about it."



  "Dad," Ginny began.



  "And don't think I don't know..." Arthur interrupted.



  "Dad," she tried again.



  "... what's going on in here. You've told them already, haven't you? I could see it in your eyes, young lady!"



  "Dad!"



  "Well, I won't have it. I like Melinda, a lot. It wouldn't surprise me if it turned out to be something stronger. I intend to keep seeing her, no matter what pranks or blackmail..."



  "DAD!"



  "WHAT?"



  Ginny leaned back in her chair and gave him a sweet smile. "I like Melinda, Dad. It's one of the reasons why I went to her last night. I trust her and think you and she would be good for each
  other. But I haven't told a soul. Not even Neville knew what I saw last night. Until you came in here and started yelling, that is."



  Arthur sat heavily in his chair and looked at the grinning and laughing people around him. Three people were still under the table. Neville, having recovered from his coughing fit, was holding
  Ginny while she tried in vain to muffle the shrieks of her laughter against his chest.



  "Oh, bugger!" Arthur muttered. The laughter around him doubled.



  Charlie shook his head in disgust. "I'm surprised at you, Dad. Ginny might have held out for some small measure of blackmail, but you know she prefers more practical slapstick type pranks.
  Blackmail isn't her style. And in order to cut her off at the knees, you come in here and confess to your sordid affair! The only thing missing is the photographs!"



  Arthur peered closely at Charlie. He knew his son still grieved for his mother and was uncomfortable with Melinda, but Charlie's grin let Arthur know he was only teasing him.



  From under the table a hand appeared and waved. George, it seemed, liked the idea of photographs.



  "I don't know, Dad. I wonder if it's time we gave you 'The Talk'?" Bill asked in a serious tone. The rest of the table broke down in peals of laughter and Arthur sunk his head into his hands.



  "I'm never going to live this down. I can tell," he moaned.



  Ginny got up from her seat and walked over to hug her father. "Perhaps you won't, Dad, but if it gets really bad, maybe you can asked Melinda if you can stay over there for a while," she said
  with a grin.



  Arthur looked up and smiled weakly at his daughter. "That reminds me, honey. Melinda said you can go to her the next time you're injured during training," he said, thinking of Melinda's threat.
  When he saw Neville's eyes narrow and sweep her body for injuries, he thought that maybe Ginny hadn't told him about her training accident. His daughter's grimace confirmed it.



  His quick mind set to plotting. Revenge was, after all, a very sweet thing, and it wasn't often he had one of his children in the cross hairs.





  Bucharest, Romania...



  Dumbledore pushed his way through the door and walked to the bar. Behind the counter, the nervous bartender watched him fearfully. The past two days had been terrorizing for him. First his bowels
  tied up in knots, then he broke out into cold sweats. He was barely able to perform his duties, he was so nervous. It had taken most of his money, and some considerable begging on his part, to
  convince Nickolai to come to his tavern today to meet the stranger.



  Dumbledore smirked under the hood of his cloak and motioned for the bartender to approach. The man did so, though hesitantly. Dumbledore tossed another galleon on the counter and the bartender
  flinched back from it in terror.



  "Fire whiskey."



  The bartender poured the drink, then used the towel he held to push the coin back at Dumbledore.



  "O-O-On t-t-the h-h-house," he stammered, then flinched again when Dumbledore giggled under his hood.



  "Have you done what I asked?"



  "N-N-Nickolai is in the last booth in the back," stammered the bartender again.



  He glanced up at the mirror above the bar. He could see Nickolai sitting in the back booth. Around him were several of his men. Dumbledore had expected no less.



  Albus smiled and laid a small vial filled with a black liquid on the counter. "The antidote," he said simply.



  When he turned and walked to the back booth, the bartender scrambled for the small vial.



  He walked up to the table and sat down.



  Nickolai sat, reading a paper and sipping a cup of Turkish coffee. Without looking up from the paper he spoke. "Andre says you have some business with me, and yet I do not know you."



  "Let's just say I am here because I know you have wizards for hire, and you stable only the very best," replied Dumbledore in a low voice.



  "How do I know you don't work for the Aurors?"



  Dumbledore pushed back his hood. He had not grown back his beard and his white hair was closely cropped. He looked little like his former self.



  Nickolai peered at him for a moment. "You look familiar, but I don't think I would forget a purple eye patch like that."



  "No, you wouldn't know me, especially as I am now. But several years ago you met with an associate of mine, a man named Remus Lupin. He wanted your help in making contact with the werewolf
  clans."



  Nickolai's eyes widened and he searched Dumbledore's face again. "But you're... Al..."



  Dumbledore raised his hand, his wand gripped tight. After casting several silencing charms, he tucked it away and smiled. "Now you know who I am and why I want our meeting kept secret."



  Nickolai folded his paper carefully and laid it on the table. In response to the subtle signal, two of his men stood and moved to prevent anyone from coming towards the back of the tavern. Another
  man cast a set of security and privacy charms.



  "Impressive, Nickolai. Now, can we talk business?"



  "Anything for the great Albus Dumbledore," Nickolai said with a slight bow from his seat.



  "I have need of some men, say fifteen to twenty, who are good with a wand, will ask no questions, but will follow orders," Dumbledore said.



  Nickolai raised an eyebrow. "It sounds like you are going to war, my friend."



  When Dumbledore failed to respond, Nickolai's eyebrow raised even higher. "Very well. I can get you such men, but it will not be cheap. How long would you need them for?"



  "A month at the minimum, but perhaps I can sweeten the deal for you. If you allow me time to train your men, then when I am done, they will be worth so much more."



  Nickolai thought for a moment. Men trained by the great Albus Dumbledore would be formidable indeed, and they would carry a higher price than his usual thugs. Perhaps he could turn this to his
  advantage.



  "And if I let you train more than just the men you need, say, in exchange for a discount?"



  Training Nickolai's men wouldn't really take up any extra time. I was planning on training the men I used anyway, but I could always add more to the
  training, he thought.



  "You'll provide a secure place for me to train your men?" Dumbledore asked, then he had to suppress a laugh.



  Nickolai eyed him nervously for a moment, then nodded.



  "Deal!" Dumbledore said.



  "Excellent! Come, my friend, we will have some excellent Gisca pe varza and then we shall introduce you to your new students," Nickolai said in a loud voice.



  Dumbledore smiled. In the back of his mind he was wondering if there might not be a way for him to 'borrow' all of Nickolai's men when the time came.





  Padfoot Manor (Oct 10th)...



  " Hermione Jane, will you kindly feed your cat once in a while?"



  Hermione looked up from her notes, startled. "Harry? What are you on about? And where are you?"



  " I'm outside with Eocho, Dobby and some other elves. We were trying to test a new tuning method for the portals when your cat decided to eat my test
  subject!" Harry sent. His mental tone sounded like a cross between amusement and irritation.



  " Honestly, Harry, he's half cat, half kneazle. It's his nature to catch mice." she sent back, then she walked over to the large window and opened it to
  look out at him.



  "So how did you solve the tuning problem? And did you fix your addressing issue so you could use names instead of numbers?" she called down to him. He grinned up at her.



  Harry pointed to a small book that floated next to the pedestal. "It's simple. The name of the receiving portal has a number assigned to it. For example, Haven School might be forty three. But
  you don't need to know that, just know you want Haven School, which you tell the Pedestal by speaking the name.



  "Haven Operations Center," Harry said firmly.



  The small book flipped open and the pages started flipping until it found the right entry, then the control stick on the Pedestal moved on it's own.



  He grinned up at her and pointed at the book. "The book is the key. It's a copy of a master book and automatically updated. Right now, every destination I give it goes to that other portal, but
  that will change once I start making more."



  "But will it allow for animate transport now?" she called down.



  Harry frowned and looked at the portals. "I think so. It took the conjured mice with no problem. I was about to use a real mouse when Crookshanks decided he wanted a snack. Dobby is put out over
  it too. We don't have a lot of mice around the manor, thanks, I guess, to Crookshanks, and it took Dobby most of the morning to find and catch one mouse."



  "And what about the safety features I suggested?" she asked.



  "They're all installed. It's age protected, you can't transport to an unknown destination, you can't transport to a portal that is already in use and so on. There were a lot of conditions and it
  means a much larger rune base for the frame itself, but I can see why you'd want all those safety features installed."



  "Hang on, Harry. I'll come down. I want to see this for myself," she called from the window, then she vanished.



  "I guess she doesn't trust me," Harry murmured to Eocho with a grin.



  "I suspect she wishes to be able to share your triumph personally, rather than yelling out a window like a fishwife," Eocho commented.



  He chuckled at the imagery Eocho provided.



  Harry sat on a stool next to the table they had set up to lay out their notes. On one side of the table a pile of rune stones lay in a jumbled mix. Several decidedly muggle-looking wood working
  tools also lay on the table, along with a massive tome.



  "Did the stone circles ever really provide transportation, Honored Teacher? That's something I've wondered about," Harry asked.



  Eocho looked thoughtful for a moment. "I have never heard of them used as such, Maglios, but some circles were said to be gateways to the heavens. Did they mean gateways like your portals? That I
  cannot say, for I have no knowledge of it. Even in my time many circles had been abandoned, their purposes long forgotten. I remember my master telling of circles for healing and for fertility. He
  spoke of circles with many purposes. The first circles weren't even made by our people, but by an earlier race, whose memory and history has been lost."



  Hermione came up to them while Eocho spoke and waited quietly. Eocho rarely spoke of his past or his time. He would speak of the Brotherhood and it's history, but of his own personal history,
  little was known.



  Harry looked a little chagrined. "I had thought the portals were recreations of what the circles did," he said, then he turned to look at the nearest portal frame.



  "No, Maglios. The circles might have been used for transport at one time, but that knowledge is long lost. I do not think you have brought the past back to life. Instead you have invented
  something new," the ancient shade said with no small amount of pride in his tone.



  Harry turned and smiled at Hermione. She looked at huge tome and arched an eyebrow at him.



  "That's the master list of portal frames. Add a new frame to the master list and it will appear in every local book within it's range," he told her softly.



  "What's the range to the master book?" she asked.



  He shrugged. "Right now there's no limit, but that isn't practical. We'll have to impose a limit of some kind, probably by region, like a muggle telephone book. But I couldn't set that up until
  we figure out what we're doing with the Goblins."



  Hermione nodded while she examined the upgraded portal. She had been talking with Remus about what they'd need to make these on a large scale. The project was daunting, to say the least.



  Crookshanks wandered around the side of the Manor and, spotting Hermione, he ran over to weave between her legs. She reached down and picked him up, scratching his head.



  "You can't set a frame to a destination that doesn't exist, Hermione. You'll note that this pedestal still has the manual tuner. That's because this is the more advanced control pedestal. The
  consumer pedestal will most likely look like a stand with the address book on it," Harry explained, then he conjured a mouse and walked over to the pedestal.



  "Diagon Alley," he said in a loud voice. The book next to the pedestal flipped open and pages started to flip crazily, then it stopped and the portal frame filled with the bubbling fluid.



  Harry walked over to stand near the frame and he flipped the mouse through the portal. Crookshanks, spotting the mouse, leaped from Hermione's arms.



  "CROOKSHANKS!" she screamed.



  Harry lunged, catching the cat by his hind quarter, but it was too late. His front paws had already touched the frame fluid.



  Hermione watched in horror as Harry and Crookshanks seemed to stretch, and then vanish with a sucking sound.
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  YES! It's showtime! Hello my darling, hello my baby, hello my ragtime gal... urk... enough of that.



  This is the dreaded authors notes. Our guest author couldn't be here tonight, so you'll have to make do with just little old Bob and Alyx.



  To all those stargate nuts out there, no we are not patterning Harry's portals after stargate.



  Other magical races? Let's see, we've had goblins come to dinner. Angels being born. Hordes of house elves... What more can you ask for?



  The fidelius charm was dropped on the manor house. Harry just neglected to tell us about it. We've punished him severely for that oversight and he promises he won't do it again. If he does, we've
  threatened to put him into a gay Veela Draco fiction for our next story.
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  Ignore that. Crap I'm doomed.
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  Musings, Alyx is most upset with you. She really wanted her own stalker and she was most disappointed when she discovered you gave up stalking her. If you'd like, I'll save you the trouble of
  stalking her and fedex her to you.



  I'm sorry, but fish on my pizza is just so wrong. Maybe it's right for you, but I'll pass.
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  entirely involuntary. He'd rather ignore Amhar and worry about the war.
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 17 - Trick or Treat

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  "Why are you crying?" asked Alyx in confusion.



  "Snape. We can't get him for our disclaimers anymore. He had a lawyer write us!" wailed Bob brokenheartedly.



  "So use someone else," snapped Alyx, annoyed that Bob was interrupting Judge Judy for this trivial junk. She thought Bird was quite a hunk.



  Bob's head snapped up. "Can I?" he asked hopefully.



  "Of course!" she snapped again, then went back to watching her show.



  The curtain pulled back revealing Fred and George tied to a spit over an open flame. Amy was slowly turning the spit.



  "This isn't good," muttered Fred.



  "Maybe we shouldn't have sent Bob that phony lawyer letter," replied George, wincing as the hot coals came closer again.



  Amy stepped up to poke both of them and she frowned. Neither were cooked yet. She didn't notice when the back of her skirt had caught on fire.



  "Distract her," hissed George.



  "Oh... Right... The Authors of this story wish to make sure you know they make no claims to anything in the Potterverse. Harry Potter and associated characters are the property of J.K. Rowling
  exclusively," Fred said proudly.



  Amy, discovering she was on fire, shrieked and ran off the stage waving her arms wildly.



  "Well, that worked," George said smugly.



  Fred eyed the fire below. "Um... we're still above the fire, brother."



  "Oh, bugger!"





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 17





  Aviemore, Scotland (October 10th)...



  Colonel McHardy watched the current operation with satisfaction. The sky was overcast, with a cloud cover descending down to about one thousand feet. The rain had ended earlier in the morning and
  now the sky was just right for a covert insertion.



  His men had completed a sweep of the field, making sure it was clear of major obstructions. Now, he could hear the drone of the C130 Hercules making its final approach. High above, he could hear
  the sound of a fighter escort. The Hercules opened its rear doors and prepared for a LAPES, or Low Altitude Parachute Extraction System. The plane was barely ten feet above the field when the
  parachutes deployed, pulling the cargo laden pallet out of the back of the plane.



  The pallet hit the ground and slid for a bit. The parachutes helped to slow it down before it finally came to a stop. McHardy could have swore he saw the pilot wave before the engines roared to
  full power and the behemoth pulled up and away.



  McHardy's men ran out to the pallet. Several were pulling wagons, which they would use to carry the materiel. He looked up as an American F18/E screamed over the field at high speed, followed by a
  pair of RAF Tornado's. In the distance, he could make out the profile of a second C130 turning in for its approach to the field. The second plane carried an even more important cargo.



  The plane leveled out below one thousand feet and again the cargo doors opened, only this time dozens of men spilled out of the back of the aircraft and immediately deployed their parasails. The
  first of the promised reinforcements, a contingent of sixty royal marines, had arrived!



  Parachute operations were a tricky business, and people rarely land close to each other. However, the low altitude of the jump, in combination with the use of the highly maneuverable parasails,
  made it possible for everyone to land in the same field.



  McHardy stood at the edge of the field, watching as his men continued to load the wagons. Movement caught his eye as one of his men led a parachutist towards his position.



  "Colonel McHardy?" asked the parachutist.



  McHardy nodded. The man stiffened to attention, then saluted. "Sir, Lieutenant Hanover, 3rd Commando. My men and I are to be under your command, sir. I bring dispatches and orders from
  command."



  "Excellent, Hanover. Have your men assist mine in unloading that cargo. When done, we'll need to pull those wagons about three kilometers to a road where we've commandeered several lorries.
  Unfortunately, they lacked the ability to drive over this rough terrain, so we were forced to use the wagons and old fashioned man power. Tell me, do you have a medic or a surgeon with your
  team?"



  "Both, sir."



  McHardy closed his eyes in silent prayer for a moment. "Very good. You have your orders, Hanover. I want to get out of this field and back to our base before nightfall."



  "Very good, sir," Hanover said, then he turned and sprinted towards a group of his men, shouting out orders.





  Parliament Building, London...



  Lucius looked up from the report he was reading when the door to his office opened.



  "My lord, General Worthington is here, requesting an audience with you," said the Death Eater.



  Lucius frowned. He reminded himself to renew the Imperio us curse on the good General. The curse was obviously weakening if the man was requesting an
  audience. Fortunately, the General wouldn't recognize him even if he did break free.



  "Send him in," Lucius replied curtly.



  The Death Eater bobbed his head and opened the door wider.



  A moment later, a tall, distinguished looking gentleman entered. He wore the battlefield uniform of a general in the British Army.



  The man walked crisply to stand in front of Lucius' desk, where he snapped off a salute.



  "Well, General? You asked for this audience. What is it you need this time?" asked Lucius.



  "My lord, in the past week we've become concerned about some events happening up in Scotland." The General paused, waiting for permission to continue.



  Lucius sighed and motioned for the man to get on with it.



  "As you may know, Northern Scotland, particularly around Inverness, was one of the last areas in the country to be pacified to our Lord's regime. I have always been concerned that some units
  loyal to the illegal monarchy might have survived by slipping into the rugged mountains of that region and hiding out. Our intelligence reports that insurgent groups are moving north, as if
  planning to meet up with some force in or around Inverness.



  "We've picked up some radio signals that may be a coming from a satellite radio, but we haven't been able to pin anything down as yet..."



  "Yes, yes. You have suspicions and whisperings. What do you want from me, General? Inverness is a long way from here and Lord Voldemort has cut my supply of 'helpers' by half. So I ask, what do
  you want me to do about it?" Lucius snapped.



  Worthington gulped audibly, then pushed on. "My Lord, what I would like is your permission to send a detachment up north. Nothing major, you understand. Maybe the First Mechanized Brigade from
  Third Division."



  Lucius frowned. Over the past months he had come to realize that these muggle forces consumed vast quantities of materiel when they were in the field. Moving a mechanized brigade would use up a lot
  of petrol. Although they could forage for what they needed once they left the London area.



  He stood then and walked over to the window and looked out. In the distance, he could see columns of smoke rising into the sky, but that was really no surprise. There were always fire in London
  these days. With no fire services, they were usually allowed to burn themselves out. If the fire was too dangerous, the army would sometimes demolish the surrounding buildings to prevent it from
  spreading.



  "Very well, General. I will allow this troop movement, but I cannot spare any of my men to help. Lord Voldemort has pulled in a number of them for additional training, and the rest are
  maintaining guard at the camps," Lucius said heavily, then he turned to look at Worthington.



  "Mind you, General, I expect results! If there are rebels hiding out, I expect them to be caught and executed!" he said with a snarl.



  "We'll get them for you, Sir," Worthington said, then he saluted before turning and walking from the office.



  Lucius returned to his desk and sat down heavily. He glanced at the message from Hogwarts. His manpower problem didn't come from Lord Voldemort, but from Mulciber. He was sure of it. Mulciber had
  systematically stripped him of his Wizarding forces. He was even forced to employ muggle volunteers at one of the Wizarding camps.



  He wadded up the parchment and threw it into the fireplace with a snarl. It was yet another, politely phrased request for more of his wizards. He couldn't allow this to continue. He'd have to go to
  Voldemort and complain.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Hermione gasped in horror as first Crookshanks, and then Harry, fell into the portal and vanished. Eocho echoed her gasp. She stood transfixed for a moment, then she ran as fast as she could to the
  other portal in the distance. That portal still contained the silvery liquid, so she couldn't tell if anything had arrived yet.



  As she skidded to a halt in front of the portal, the liquid drained away and there was Harry, sitting on the ground, holding Crookshanks in his arms. Crookshanks looked very put out with Harry as
  the conjured mouse scurried away.



  Eocho glided over to hover near Hermione as she stood staring at Harry.



  "Crookshanks? I go though the portal and all you can do is think about your cat?" Harry asked, his expression incredulous. Then his eyes widened suddenly. "HEY! The portals worked!"



  "Are you sure you're alright? Nothing wrong?" she asked, feeling faint.



  Harry released Crookshanks, who looked at him over his shoulder before wandering away, content in the knowledge that cats were truly the superior species. Harry grinned at the cat, then he started
  to pat himself down. With a shrug, he looked up at Hermione.



  "Well, I seem to be all here and in one piece. Two eyes, two ears, ten fingers, twelve toes," he said with a grin.



  Hermione's legs gave out and she fell to the ground with a thump, still staring at him. Then they both heard a sound that was only rarely heard around the manor. Eocho was laughing.



  Harry grinned at his teacher and stood up, brushing the dirt off the back of his pants. Then he glanced over towards the rose bushes where he could see a ginger colored tail whipping as Crookshanks
  stalked an interesting bug.



  "You know," he said speculatively, "I wonder if Dobby knows a recipe for cat. I had planned on testing the portals with all sorts of animals before I got around to going through myself."



  Hermione stood up and glared at him. "Don't you hurt Crookshanks. He's mine. Next time you want to experiment, use Hedwig. Assuming, of course, that she'll let you near her. You've neglected her
  horribly."



  "I have not! She joins me on my morning walks, sometimes. She's enjoying her freedom here in Haven."



  Hermione snorted in disbelief.



  Harry pointed a finger at her, ready to continue the argument, when Eocho broke in.



  "Enough! While the Maglios' trip was unforeseen, it was fortuitous. The Portals have been proven to work, and now we can plan to use them in our efforts. Let us return to the main portal and the
  table where we can consider our next steps," he said, then he turned and glided in that direction at a stately pace.



  Harry looked sheepishly at Hermione, and they both turned to follow Eocho.



  " Don't you touch my cat," she sent him.



  " I'm not going to hurt him, Hermione. I'll just shave him." he sent back, along with a mental image that had her shuddering.



  " Do that and I'll shave you!" she growled back at him mentally.



  Harry smirked evilly and sent her back an image of the both of them in the tub, lots of bubbles and some very personal shaving. She shivered, then glared at him when she realized she was becoming
  aroused.



  " You know that wasn't what I had in mind!" she sent, protesting.



  " Yeah, but now you're intrigued... Right?"



  " I refuse to answer that," she grumbled.



  Harry laughed out loud, causing Eocho glanced back at them knowingly.



  Hermione sighed. It had become just one more thing she loved about her husband. He could tease her and toss out ideas that she'd reject from anyone else, but somehow, from him, they sounded
  reasonable.



  "Harry?"



  "Yes?"



  "What was it like? Traveling through the portal, I mean?" she asked quietly.



  Eocho, hearing the question, stopped to watch them.



  "You know that the portals are supposed to be spatially linked so that there is zero distance between the two?" he asked.



  Both nodded at him.



  "Well, I don't think we were right about that idea. The problem is, Arithmantically, we were right, but only because Arithmancy can't take the concept far enough. This reminds me of something I
  read in a book about physics back around the Christmas holidays. Let me see if I can explain.



  "The two portals link in such a manner that they overlap in space. But that isn't really what they're doing. It's impossible for two objects to occupy the same space at the same time. The muggles
  have known that for years. So what happens is there's a distance between the two portals, only it's a negative distance."



  Eocho looked at him in confusion and Hermione took a step back and looked at him in awe. His idea bordered on the metaphysical and sounded like something she had read in her father's New Scientist
  Magazine.



  Harry waved a hand dismissively. "Yes, I know it sounds crazy. Totally insane, actually. But it's the only thing that makes sense. It even corresponds to something the muggles know about already.
  They call them irrational numbers. I don't quite understand that myself. I'll have to find the right books. Anyway, getting back to your original question, the portals should be like stepping from
  one point to another, but it's not. Not even close.



  "Stepping into a portal... alters your perceptions. It's like being in a long tunnel where someone has painted the entire universe on the walls. Until you are completely free of the entry portal,
  time seems to slow down and you see the beauty of the universe in all it's glory. It's breathtaking, and a little scary. Then suddenly you're free of the entry portal and you shoot across the
  universe in less time than it takes to blink your eye. Entering the exit portal, things slow down again until you're out."



  He paused for a moment, thinking hard. "It's kind of a let down, if you think about it. For a brief moment you are given a view that has probably been seen only by the Gods. And then you're
  forced back into regular existence. It's both exhilarating and humbling."



  He trailed off and his eyes seemed to focus on a distant point. Then he reached over and gently put one arm around Hermione's waist, hugging her.



  She looked up at him uncertainly. "Will everyone have this reaction every time they pass through a portal?"



  "I don't think so, my heart. Remember the joy we first felt when we learned to apparate? The novelty will wear off soon enough. But I see what you are saying. We should make sure everyone has
  gone through at least once before using it for troop movements."



  He smiled at her impishly, then he looked up towards the other portal where several people were now standing. Eocho moved towards the others and Harry and Hermione hurried to catch up.



  Remus, Tonks and the Grangers looked anxiously at Harry and Hermione as they approached. Harry was whispering something in her ear and she was blushing terribly.



  "Harry? Hermione? I heard you shouting. What's wrong?" asked Remus worriedly.



  Harry held up a hand. "It's nothing to worry about now, Remus. Thanks to Crookshanks, we now know that the portals are fully operational and capable of transporting living objects, including
  people."



  "Crookshanks? I always thought that ball of fluff was a walking menace," Dan quipped. Emma smacked her husband upside his head.



  "Leave Crookshanks alone, Daniel Marion Granger! He is a beautiful, majestic cat," she said sternly.



  Hermione looked smugly at Harry, while he and Remus shared an amused glance over finally learning Dan's middle name.



  "Marion?" Remus exclaimed turning to stare at Dan.



  Dan walked away, muttering under his breath and refusing to reply.



  Meanwhile, Crookshanks watched the silly humans with disdain from his shady spot under the bush and wondered when his human would be available for another head scratch.





  Haven...



  Morgan Lachlan opened the door to his shop. He was proud of it. Headlines and Beans was his pride and joy, something he had been trying to do for many a year, but could never afford. That was,
  until he heard about Haven and the favorable loans that Gringotts was offering anyone wishing to start a business in town.



  Ironically, Morgan wasn't British, but Irish, and a squib to boot. He'd moved his family to Haven when he'd heard it was a town that not only tolerated muggles, but actively welcomed them. His shop
  was a perfect example of that. He offered coffee and pastries from mid morning until nearly dinner time. Along with the coffee and pastries, his patrons had their choice of nearly a dozen Wizarding
  newspapers and over thirty muggle newspapers.



  The American Aurors, in particular, seemed to enjoy reading what was going on back home. His offerings included the Washington Post, the Chicago Tribune and the New York Times, as well as papers
  like the News Witch, the San Diego Summoner and the New England Journal of Potions and Herbology.



  After he finished putting out the tables and chairs in front of the shop in the charmed, heated area, he returned to his spot behind the counter, where he began serving coffee. Business was so good
  he was able to hire a few kids to help out and still pay them a reasonable wage.



  Morgan placed several orders on a tray and took it outside to a table of waiting customers. Placing the coffee on the table, he then distributed the newspapers.



  "Hey, someone hand me that Daily News. I want to check the Yankee scores," one of the Aurors at the table said loudly.



  Morgan chuckled and flipped the tray under his arm with a practiced move. He turned to head back into Headlines and Beans when he felt a heavy blow to the center of his back and he was violently
  flung forward, through the plate glass window of his business.



  The Aurors at the table reacted instinctively. In seconds their table was flipped on its side and they were huddled behind it, looking for targets. One of them, a field healer, crawled on his belly
  to the open door to get to Morgan.



  Around the town square, numerous Aurors had heard the spell and seen the damage it wreaked, but no one had seen where it had come from. Everywhere people were crouching down, looking around warily.



  Finally one senior Auror stood up from behind a table he was crouched behind. "Aurors, secure the square. Someone get the constables!" he shouted.



  There was a moment of further silence, then everyone sprang into action.



  "I need a field medical kit!" the healer shouted from within the store.



  Several people rushed to him, offering their own field kits.



  Michael O'Dalley ran out of the Ministry building, followed by several of his constables. Everyone was on edge, fingering their wands and jumping at the slightest noise.



  Order was restored, though slowly. Morgan was rushed to Haven Hospital, while the constables pushed everyone out of the store, preserving the scene. O'Dalley arranged for the Irish to send a team
  of investigative Aurors to survey the scene.



  Several hours later, O'Dalley collapsed in his chair. A respected member of the town had been seriously wounded and the Healers were still refusing to say if he'd pull through. The Irish
  investigators managed to locate where the spell had come from. They'd even found a cheap, broken wand at the scene. They'd bagged up the wand and took it back to their headquarters in the hopes of
  obtaining a trace on the user's core, but that was a long-shot on a broken wand.



  O'Dalley wiped his face tiredly. There was no motive in the attack that he could see. Morgan Lachlan was popular, outgoing, and fit in wonderfully as a member of the community. One of the Irish
  Aurors suggested that this might be a hate crime, an anti-muggle crime. O'Dalley didn't want to commit to that idea, but he knew it was a valid point. To make matters worse, he'd have to bring the
  incident to Amelia's attention. It was the first serious, violent crime in Haven.



  And if the itch between his shoulder blades was anything to go by, it wouldn't be the last.





  Haven, Wizengamot Building, Grand Opening (October 11th)...



  Harry stepped into the lobby of the new Wizengamot building with Neville at his side. Normally, Constance would have appeared in his place, but over the summer she had decided her grandson was
  adult enough to assume his role as he should.



  Harry tugged nervously at his tight collar and wished he was someplace, anyplace, else. He glanced over at Neville and saw he was nearly as nervous as Harry was.



  "Councilor Potter! Councilor Longbottom!"



  Harry turned and saw Agatha Umbridge hurrying towards them, her purple robe billowing out behind her.



  "I'm so glad you were able to make it. We were afraid that military operations might keep you from attending the opening session," Agatha said in a rush.



  Harry smiled at the woman, then he turned to his companion. "Neville, I'd like you to meet Councilor Agatha Umbridge, the younger sister of our former defense teacher. Councilor Umbridge is one
  of the Minister's strongest supporters and has volunteered her time and expertise to help the Ministry rebuild the Department of Mysteries. Councilor Umbridge, Neville Longbottom, expert
  Herbologist and one of our unit commanders."



  Neville's eyes had widened for a moment, but Harry's introduction put him at ease enough to shake Councilor Umbridge's hand.



  Umbridge smiled at his introduction, then led the two men deeper into the building. "I realize that neither of you will be spending a lot of time here, but you both have offices in the building,
  and a staff consisting of a secretary and legal research assistant."



  Neville and Harry exchanged a glance.



  "I don't really think we'll be using the offices or people much, Councilor Umbridge," Neville offered tentatively.



  Umbridge waved a hand. "I know, I know. But everyone has the same size staff and the same size office. It's a way of reminding the Councilors that we are all equal in the Wizengamot. As to
  today's opening meeting, I, for one, do not expect much to happen. We are an incomplete body and lack the necessary number of votes for us to do much in the way of legislation."



  Harry and Neville nodded, following the Councilor as she led them into a large chamber. Around the walls were boxes for Councilors to sit in. There was a large open arena in the center of the room,
  along with a dais and podium from which someone could stand and give a speech.



  Slowly the boxes filled up and Harry noticed an interesting pattern. He sat with Neville and a number of the Councilors along one wall. Amhar Coeur de Lion sat along the opposite wall with nearly
  an equal number of Councilors. And along a third wall were another group. The seating arrangements puzzled him.



  He turned when he felt a tap on his shoulder. Neville leaned closer to him. "Notice the way we're sitting? I'm sure it has to do with who supports the Ministry and who doesn't."



  He nodded and leaned back on his chair. His gaze caught Amhar's and the man stared at him with an icy hatred. Harry raised an eyebrow and smiled coolly in return.



  "My lords! Please, can I have your attention..."



  Harry's gaze turned back to the center of the room where Amelia stood waiting for everyone to calm down.



  "Thank you. Not since the great Wizarding plague of twelve oh two has the Wizengamot been convened with so few members. There are few rules from that time to guide us, but we shall use the few
  rules that do exist. As Minister, it therefore falls upon my shoulders to bear the burden of acting as presiding Chief Warlock, since we have no current Chief Warlock..."



  "I protest!" shouted Councilor Gripse.



  Amelia turned to face Gripse and she adjusted her monocle. "You had a comment, Councilor Gripse?" she asked coldly.



  Gripse hurried from his box and down to the center arena, where he stopped in front of the podium.



  "Madam Minister, revered Councilors, while it is true we are barely a shadow of our former glory, we do still have a Chief Warlock, one who is much venerated by this august body and has brought
  us much noteworthy attention on the world stage. I speak, of course, of Albus Dumbledore, Headmaster of Hogwarts and the Supreme Mugwump of the International Confederation of Wizards."



  Harry and Neville scowled.



  "Councilor," said Amelia, "I am certain by now you are aware of the criminal charges pending against Albus Dumbledore. The man is a wanted fugitive. And not just by the British, but by the
  Irish..."



  "Yes, yes. I know all that," Gripse said, cutting her off. "The simple fact is, Albus Dumbledore has not been tried, and not been found guilty. As that is the case, we have no grounds to
  remove him from his position."



  Harry frowned and started to stand, but Neville held him back. He glanced at Neville, who shook his head and smiled before standing himself.



  Amelia glanced up at Neville, surprised that he wished to add to the debate. She nodded to Neville who made no move to go down to the podium.



  "Madam Minister, what our esteemed Councilor Gripse says is, regrettably, true. However, given the Chief Warlock's prolonged absence from this body and his doubtful return, as he knows he will be
  arrested if he does, might I move that we declare him in absentia. As per the rules of seventeen fifty two, we do have that right and do not require a quorum to do so. Such a declaration would
  require a mere majority vote, and it would clear the way for allowing you to act as Presiding Chief Warlock until a new one can be elected," Neville said. Then he sat, looking smug.



  Gripse, still down on the floor, frowned up at Neville. Amelia blinked in surprise and fought to keep the grin off her face.



  "I have a motion to declare Albus Dumbledore, Chief Warlock of this body to be in absentia. Do I hear a second?" Amelia called.



  Harry felt Neville kick his shin and he jumped to his feet.



  "Councilor Potter-Black? Do you second the motion?" called Amelia.



  Harry glanced at Neville who nodded at him. "Erm. Yes, I do. Second the motion, that is," he replied haltingly, then he sat back down and looked at Neville. He was going to have a lot of
  explaining to do.



  Amelia nodded satisfactorily. "All in favor of Councilor Longbottom's motion?"



  Harry raised his staff, silently casting the voting charm. Down on the arena floor a pair of numbers tallied the votes.



  Amelia watched the votes for a moment before turning back to the Wizengamot. "By a vote of twenty three to sixteen, the motion carries. I will act as Presiding Chief Warlock until a full quorum
  can be convened on the matter, or until Albus Dumbledore has satisfied his legal issues with us and the other Governments wishing to... speak to him."



  Councilor Gripse scowled and moved sulkily back to his seat, upset over this slap against the Leader of the Light.



  "Now, moving on..." Amelia stopped and looked up at Neville when he stood and walked down the stairs to the arena.



  "Madam Minister, if I may?" he asked, approaching the podium.



  "I yield the floor to Councilor Longbottom," Amelia said, taking her seat and looking at him curiously.



  Harry leaned forward on his chair, watching carefully. He had no idea what Neville was up to.



  "Honored Councilors, in the months since the Wizengamot last presided, there has been a considerable upheaval. Our country lies under the cruel yoke of tyranny and injustice and we, we few, have
  been thrown up on this distant shore, struggling to keep the ideals of our nation alive. Now we, as a governing body, can sit here day after day and examine the changes imposed by the Ministry, or
  we can approve them as they currently stand and move forward. I move that we simply approve them so that we can get onto to more important tasks."



  "I second," called Harry from his seat.



  Amelia looked around, then spotted Amhar Coeur de Lion standing. "Councilor, do you have a comment?"



  Coeur de Lion was frowning heavily and he leaned hard against the front of his box. He had to derail this motion some how.



  "Madam Minister, Councilor Longbottom makes an excellent suggestion, but one which is most impractical. There have been numerous changes that cannot simply be swept under the rug. The purpose of
  the Wizengamot has always been as an overseer of the Ministry, to insure that body does not overstep it's limits. As much as I respect my colleague I cannot, in good conscience, support such a
  measure. For all we know, the Ministry could have enacted laws which curtail our powers," Amhar said, then he sat down smugly.



  A number of the members looked uncertain after Amhar's comments.



  Harry stood up. This was something he hated, but he couldn't sit back and do nothing.



  "Councilor Potter-Black, do you wish to speak?" called Amelia.



  Harry nodded. "I support Councilor Longbottom's motion. The only purpose this Ministry has had since it formed has been to take the war back to Voldemort. It has made no laws, passed no edicts or
  issued new regulations that have not been in support of that task. Any attempts to overturn that can hurt the war effort." With a nod to Amelia, he sat back down.



  One of the women sitting near Coeur de Lion stood. Harry recognized her as Maisie Littleton, a pure blood who had refused to follow the Dark Lord because he was a half blood. The Littleton's were
  at the cutting edge of the racist front, but the family was not known for being dark wizards.



  Initially, Harry had been surprised to discover so many pure blood racists among those rescued from Azkaban. However, Amelia had explained that in the last year, the facts of Voldemort's ancestry
  had come to light and was privately circulated among the Wizengamot membership, many of whom rejected him because of his half blood status.



  "Councilor Littleton, do you wish to say something?" asked Amelia.



  "I do, Madam Minister. I suggest we either defer Councilor Longbottom's motion, or send it to a subcommittee for further exploration."



  Amelia eyed Littleton hard for a moment before turning back to Neville, who still had the podium.



  "Councilor Longbottom?"



  Neville looked up at Littleton, his eyes narrowed in speculation. Littleton smiled nattily down at him. Then Neville turned to face Amelia.



  "Madam Minister, I amend my initial motion to send the idea to subcommittee."



  Amelia blinked in surprise then nodded. "Very well, then. We have a motion to send the review of the Ministry's actions to subcommittee. Since this is an amended motion, does anyone second it?"



  Harry sat still in his box trying to figure out why Neville changed the motion, while another Councilor stood and seconded it.



  After a vote of twenty to nineteen in favor of sending the issue to subcommittee, the Wizengamot broke up for an early lunch before meeting again to determine who would be on the committee.





  Padfoot Manor, Later that afternoon...



  "Are you sure you don't want some, Harry?" Neville offered. He was holding a glass of fire whiskey.



  Harry shook his head reluctantly and waited.



  A moment later, Dobby appeared with a glass of fruit juice blend he'd invented. He beamed with pleasure, knowing how much Harry enjoyed the drink.



  "I'd like to Neville, but..."



  "Say no more. I wouldn't dream of entering one of our greenhouses after drinking this stuff," Neville proclaimed quietly.



  Harry rubbed his temples and sighed. He and Neville had spent the better part of the last four hours listening to people bicker over who should be on the damned committee. As far as Harry was
  concerned, the only thing the day had produced was a headache the size of Wales.



  "Neville, why did you amend your motion after Littleton spoke?" he asked.



  Neville leaned forward on his chair, both hands wrapped around his glass. "It was a gamble, Harry. If the Wizengamot had approved everything the Ministry had done since late April, it would have
  created a precedent. That didn't happen, of course. To be frank, I didn't think I'd be so lucky. Anyway, Littleton had something up her sleeve. I don't know what it was, but if I hadn't moved the
  motion to a committee, she probably would have used it.



  "The idea is simple, really. The Ministry has operated without an oversight body for months. Now that the oversight body is rebuilding itself, it's trying to re-establish its old level of
  control. If we left it to the general assembly, we would be seeing months of testimonies and possibly a few trials. By doing it in committee, we short circuit the general assembly and they will
  only know what the committee discovers if they read the final report, which almost never happens."



  Harry shook his head. "This is too much for me, Nev. I don't know how I'm supposed to understand this stuff. What's worse is that I find myself resenting the time it consumes from my schedule. I
  don't know how you managed it, mate, but you impressed the hell out of me today."



  Neville sat up a little straighter. He looked pleased, though he tried to shrug it off. "Mostly it's from Gran. She drummed this stuff into my head for years. She told me often enough that it
  would soon be my time to sit and represent our family."



  Harry raised his glass in salute. "You did more than that today, mate. You represented all of us. And you did a bloody marvelously job of it, too."



  Neville blushed and said nothing.



  "So, how's Ginny taking her training?"



  Neville frowned. "She got injured a few days back. She wouldn't tell me much about it except to say it was a girl problem. I don't like her getting hurt."



  Harry's expression darkened. "I know. Hermione's brought home more than a few bruises. But what can we do? I tried to keep them out of the fighting and they all rebelled over it. They are out of
  PT and in unarmed combat now. You know what risks they run there. Hermione has no idea I broke four bones in training and I'll bet you a galleon that Ginny doesn't know about the eight you
  broke."



  Neville looked around quickly to make sure they weren't being overheard. "Merlin, no! And I'm not about to tell her. I love her to death, Harry, but that girl has a wicked temper and she doesn't
  need a wand!"



  Harry chuckled and shook his head. "You had to fall in love with a red head, didn't you? Even I wasn't that crazy. Mind you, Hermione can be downright scary at times."



  Neville grinned. Both knew they wouldn't change a thing about their wives, even if they could.



  Harry stood and stretched. "Well, time to get back to work. The girls aren't due back for another hour and I promised the twins I would visit them. Maybe I'll pickup a headache potion on the way
  out."



  Neville waved and Harry nodded in reply before apparating to the kitchen to raid the potion pantry. Finding the potion he needed, he downed it quickly and apparated to the Operations Center.





  Padfoot Manor, Remus' office...



  Remus looked over the package that Hermione had put together and shook his head in admiration. In building Haven, he had contracted a magical construction company and given them a rough outline of
  what they needed. The construction company provided the architect and cleaned up Remus' outline, turning it into something more suitable.



  Now he was looking at what would amount to a factory for Harry's portals. Hermione had outlined what the factory would require - foundries, stone carving rooms, ample supply of local stone and
  water, storage, wood carving rooms, offices and so on. He shook his head and marveled that she could organize it as well as she'd done.



  This was a job beyond the ability of the house elves, who were capable of putting up housing and even adding on wings to the Hospital. The factory would require specialized skills not found in a
  house elf. Why, the foundries alone would take several enchanters and people specialized in transfiguration to install and get working.



  He leafed through several more pages of the package and sighed. He'd need to talk to an industrial architect first. Hermione might be good at making lists and organizing, but she hadn't a clue
  about building a factory.



  He grabbed a piece of parchment and quickly wrote a note. They required experts and he'd need to talk to them before going any further.





  Q Branch, Haven Operations Center...



  "Oy! Harry, mate! Come give us a hand, eh?" shouted Fred.



  Harry blinked in shock and stared at the two Weasley twins, both of whom were locked in small cages barely five feet tall.



  "What in the name of Merlin?" Harry exclaimed.



  "Harry mate, old chum, our favorite investor. Be a pal and unlock these things for us?" pleaded George.



  When the cages began to buzz menacingly, both men paled. A gout of flame three feet long and a putrid smell emanated from the rear of each red head. Both managed to look suitably embarrassed before
  whimpering from the burning sensation.



  Harry took a step back and noticed that the Johansen twins were standing up in a corner, petrified. Literally. He scowled and flicked his wrist, instantly extracting his staff. He waved it towards
  the Johansen's, freeing them.



  He walked to the two girls, looking at them anxiously. "Are you two alright?"



  "OY! No chatting up our girls, Potter!" shouted one of the Weasleys.



  "Right! You're a married bloke! Leave the free birds to us!" yelled the other.



  "I think we're fine, Mr. Potter," Inga said with a hint of a blush.



  "It's just Harry. I get enough of the formalities elsewhere," he replied with a lopsided grin.



  "Oh, I'm going to kill you Potter!" growled Fred.



  Harry threw him a grin, then turned back to Inga. "Do you have a camera?" he asked in a whisper.



  Inga's eyes sparkled and she ran to a cabinet in the corner. "Movie, magical or still?" she called.



  "Magical will do," Harry replied.



  Both Weasley men looked at each other and groaned. This was blackmail material of unparalleled value.



  Harry took the camera from Inga and proceeded to get a number of photos, including several spectacular eruptions, before he gave it back to Inga with instructions to send the film off for
  processing right away. Towards the end, the twins had taken to mugging for the camera, playing up their role as rocket propelled prisoners.



  With the film on it's way out of the building, Harry released the two Weasley men and conjured chairs for everyone to sit on.



  Fred and George eyed Harry and the chairs warily, but sat anyway.



  "Alright boys, you asked me to come down here. I certainly didn't expect was to find you two locked up. Although, I must admit, the idea has appealed to me from time to time," Harry said.



  "Really, Harry, that wasn't our idea. Our lab assistant, Amy, asked us to try out these new interrogation cages she was working on. Next thing we know, we're locked in and she's petrified the
  girls. Then she walked out, claiming she deserved a day or two off from working with lunatics like us," Fred explained.



  "Can you imagine? Calling us lunatics?" asked George



  "Unbelievable, really," replied Fred.



  "So, anyway, Amy walked off, never noticing she's wearing one of our lab coats," George said seriously.



  "Nasty piece of business, those coats," Fred commented.



  "Quite. We charmed them to constrict anyone removing one from the lab," George said proudly.



  "Right. The further she gets from the office, the worse it gets," added Fred.



  "She can't take it off either," George threw in as an afterthought.



  Fred turned to George. "Did we mention it also dissolves all clothing under the coat?"



  "I don't think so," replied George. "But I doubt Harry's interested in that."



  "Boys," chided Inga. "I don't think Mr. Potter wants to know all the details."



  "True. He wouldn't be interested in the exploding dye pack sewn into the lining of the coat," Helga added.



  "Or the container of fire ants that will break open once the coat constricts," Inga added, her eyes shinning with glee.



  Harry looked skyward beseechingly for a moment, then he looked to the four of them. "Was there a reason why you asked me down? Or are you simply trying to prove Amy right?"



  Helga smacked her head and looked at Harry seriously. "Oh, right! You're building a factory to make your portals!"



  Harry blinked in surprise, then shook his head. "You know, I hadn't thought about it, but I suppose I am."



  "We were hoping that we could use part of that facility to make the Masking Amulets," Inga said. "Right now we'd probably have to ask a company overseas to make them for us. It would be much
  more useful if we could make them ourselves. It would also increase security around them."



  Harry nodded thoughtfully. "I don't know who's handling that. Can I use your floo to call over to the manor? Remus should know."



  "Here, use this," Fred said, tossing him a small, oblong object.



  Harry examined the miniaturized floo, admiring the detailed construction that went into the little device. Then he depressed the lever, which dropped powder into the small flame.



  "Remus Lupin," he called.



  "Harry?" came a tinny little voice.



  "Right in one, Remus. Look, has Hermione talked to you about building a place to make the portals yet?"



  "Yes. I'm looking over the information package she prepared right now, but I haven't done anything about it. This is going to require specialized construction crews to put together. I'm trying to
  get a hold of the same contractor we used to put up the main Haven complex, as well as the Granger Publications building," Remus replied.



  "Excellent. When you arrange the meeting with the contractor, would you include either Inga or Helga from Q Branch?"



  "I can do that, Harry. Can I ask why?"



  "We're going to let them use part of the facility for mass production of some of their toys. Including someone from Q Branch in the meeting will save us having to build something later, don't you
  think?"



  Even though Harry couldn't see Remus, in his mind he could see his friend mulling over his last statement and nodding to himself.



  "Makes sense to me, Harry. I'll let Inga know when I have the meeting scheduled," Remus said.



  "Thanks, Remus. I'll see you back at the manor in a while," Harry replied, then he closed the cap, shutting off the connection. He tried to give the miniature floo back to Fred, but he held up
  his hands, refusing to take it.



  "Keep it, Harry. We're planning on issuing them to all field and unit level commanders next week anyway. You just got yours early."



  Harry smiled and pocketed the floo, while marveling at the twins' ingenuity. Standing, he walked towards the door, waving as he exited Q Branch. He wanted to check in on several other things before
  heading back to the manor.





  Echo Six, over the North Sea (Oct 15th)...



  The EP-3E Aries banked and the radar operator had to hold onto his console for a moment while the plane bucked against the early morning turbulence. The Aries was a old plane design, with four
  large turbo-prop engines, but it continued to be one of the workhorses of the American Navy. The basic design allowed the plane to perform a variety of missions, from Anti-Surface warfare to
  Anti-Submarine warfare.



  This particular variant, the EP-3E, was different. Old the plane might be, but inside it was filled with state of the art intelligence gathering hardware, radio receivers, radars, computers to
  process the information and code breaking equipment. It was a flying spy platform. With it, a properly trained crew could see what was happening on the ground for hundreds of miles.



  The radar operator made a few adjustments to his display once the plane came out of its bank and steadied up on it's flight path. Then he noted movement on his console.



  "Sir, I'm showing convoy movement, map reference P4, grid H5, just west of Elgin on A96. From the speed and size, I'd estimate a tracked convoy, possibly brigade strength," the operator said.



  The commander nodded and reached for a microphone. A96 led directly into Inverness and they didn't want that city reinforced.



  "Starbase, Starbase, Echo Six. We have movement, brigade strength. Map reference P4, grid H5. Target is west of Elgin, following A96, speed twenty. Standby for uplink of data."



  A moment later a voice blared over a speaker, acknowledging the information and ordering Echo Six to maintain station. Within an hour, two different aircraft carriers were launching airstrikes. The
  allies of the British Government in Exile were finally committing themselves.





  Padfoot Manor...



  "...so the Wizengamot is basically on hold right now, Harry. Everything is going on behind the scenes in the committee. From what I understand, they're still trying to narrow down the rules of
  how the committee will operate. Coeur de Lion is pushing hard to be committee chairman, and Trenton Largo is pushing for the same thing for our side. But there are three neutral members who are
  making things interesting. From what Trenton tells me, I don't expect the committee to be functioning for at least another week, perhaps two," Amelia said smugly.



  Harry nodded thoughtfully. Neville's idea had the unintended result of tying the Wizengamot up in knots while they argued over petty points of procedure and who would be leading their committee.
  Both Harry and Neville had recused themselves from being nominated to the committee, citing their current duties at the Operations Center.



  Harry looked at Michael O'Dalley, who had accompanied Amelia today. It bothered him. O'Dalley, as head of the town constables, was in charge of security for the town of Haven. If he was here, there
  was a problem.



  "Thank you, Amelia. I must admit the Wizengamot session was... enlightening," Harry said, trying to be polite about it.



  Those in the room snickered. His opinion of the Wizengamot had been heard quite loudly throughout the manor the night of the meeting.



  "Harry, Michael does have something else to bring up with you. Right now it's early and we're not positive, but it's something you should know about," Amelia said uncomfortably.



  Harry turned to Michael.



  "My Lord, in the last week we've had several incidents, all aimed at either muggles or squibs. The worst of these was four days ago when Morgan Lachlan, the owner of Headlines and Beans, was
  seriously injured by a curse. He was a deliberate target and, as far as we can tell, the only reason for the attack was the fact that he's a squib, offering muggle newspapers for sale.



  "Since then, there has been some vandalism of other muggle or squib owned businesses. A lot of sour rumors are going around about how the muggles and squibs are taking over Haven. Most folks are
  ignoring it, but you know as well as I do that not everyone will.



  "We're working to try to find who injured Mr. Lochlan. We're also trying to find the source of the problem, but we're stretched thin at the moment. We've had to enlist the aid of Irish Aurors to
  investigate the attack..."



  "How badly was he injured?" Harry asked, interrupting O'Dalley.



  "He'll survive, my Lord, but the healers are doubtful that he'll ever walk again," O'Dalley said quietly.



  Harry's expression hardened. "I know Morgan. He was one of the first Irish squibs to move here with his family to open that shop. It was his life long dream to stay in the Wizarding community and
  offer it a taste of the muggle world. What's happening with his family and his business?"



  "From what I understand, his wife has taken over the business, but she can't keep it running the usual hours, what with her running back and forth between the business and the hospital. Their two
  children, Jeremy, age nine and Cynthia, age six, are still in school. Cynthia has tested positive for being a witch, by the way. The boy is definitely a squib. His wife is more than a little
  frantic."



  Harry bowed his head a minute and he sighed heavily before looking up again. "Hermione, contact Mr. Lovegood and ask if he'd be interested in an interview for his paper. We can't allow this
  anti-muggle behavior to go unchecked. I'm afraid we're going to have to take an official stand."



  Hermione looked up from the notes she was taking. "We?" she asked in surprise.



  "Yes. Both of us. With our background, we need to come out openly against this sort of behavior. The Lachlan's have nearly lost their business and probably will if something isn't done about it.
  I'm going to open up an account for their family and put enough in it to see to their needs. We'll invite specialists from around the world to Haven, to see about helping Mr. Lachlan. Haven is more
  than just a town or a super refugee camp, it's supposed to be a family," he told her softly.



  The others in the room looked at each other, abashed. They'd forgotten the purpose of Haven, and many a face burned with the shame of it.



  Amelia removed her monocle and wiped her eyes with a handkerchief. "It's a good thing you're doing, Harry," she said.



  "It's simple, Amelia. If we're going to build a world where muggle born are as accepted as any pure blood, we have to take a visible stand against the racism. What happened to Mr. Lachlan was
  wrong on so many levels I can't even begin to describe how I feel about it. And were it not for the fact that Hermione is receiving the same training as the Aurors are, I'd be reluctant to let her
  go into Haven without an escort. We make this public. The Ministry won't stand for this sort of racism anymore, nor will I."



  Remus looked up from his notes. "How much do you want to put into that account, Harry?"



  "Figure one hundred thousand, Remus, half for the family and half to cover the medical expenses, which have to be considerable," Harry said after some thought. "I'll talk to Healer August and
  ask her to warn me if the expenses exceed that amount."



  He turned back to O'Dalley. "Michael, don't let this get out of hand. We have nearly one thousand muggles and squibs in town. If you need to, hire on more constables."



  "Harry, it's not that simple anymore. There are members of the Wizengamot who are openly racist. It's encouraging some of the baser people in our town," Amelia protested.



  Harry rubbed his temples with both hands, and closed his eyes. "Someone tell me again why it was a good idea to rescue the Wizengamot from Azkaban? Couldn't we have left them behind?"



  Nearly everyone smiled.



  "Harry, you know you wouldn't have left anyone in those cells," Remus chided him gently.



  He smiled weakly. "No, but I can dream about it, can't I?" He looked around at those in the room, then sat up straighter. "Alright, the Ministry can't step on too many toes, but I think I may
  have a work around. It should also irk Mr. 'I-am-from-royalty-so-kiss-my-buttocks'. I'll just ask some of our Yank friends if they'd like a little extra training creeping around a town at night.
  They'd be sure to stop any illegal activity, and the Wizengamot can't do a thing except complain about the Yanks. After all, it is training."



  Several people exchanged surprised looks. The fighters who had been sent over by the Americans had all started off as Aurors. Harry was going to ask them to police their own base, so to speak. It
  just might work!



  "My Lord, I am going to suggest we hold off on that for a while. An independent body patrolling our streets smacks of vigilantism," O'Dalley said quietly.



  Harry sighed. "Very well, Michael. But if it becomes necessary, talk to me and I'll set it up."



  O'Dalley nodded and looked relieved.



  Harry then turned to Group Captain Anderson, who had also accompanied Amelia to this meeting. "Group Captain, it's a pleasure to see you again. I take it you have some information you'd like to
  share with us today?"



  Anderson nodded. "Yes, my lord, I do. Starting at oh four hundred this morning, the British Government, using NATO facilities on the continent, and it's Allies have begun their campaign against
  those forces in control in Britain. If I may, my lord?"



  Anderson pointed to the large map on the wall. Harry nodded and silently wondered to himself if Anderson was one of those types who always needed to talk in front of a board or map or something.



  " Pay attention, my heart," Hermione sent him.



  " Sorry, got distracted for a moment," he replied sheepishly.



  Anderson stood and walked to the map. He took out a pencil and circled several locations on the continent, then he turned back to Harry.



  "We realize that not much can be done until we have the wizards out of the way, or at least distracted. His Majesty's Government, in agreement with our Allies, have opted to go for what is
  commonly called 'targets of opportunity'. It means that we'll attack any targets that present themselves, using allied air forces. The primary goal is to bring about a reduction of the mechanized
  forces of the rebel government."



  Harry nodded. He had been reading the material Anderson had been sending over, which explained a lot about the muggle military and how it was set up.



  Amelia looked puzzled by Anderson's comments.



  Caleb saw her confusion. "If you'd like, Group Captain Anderson and I will prepare a special briefing to explain some of the terms we're using," he told her.



  "Thank you, Caleb," she replied.



  "My Lord," Caleb said as he turned back to Harry, "I think it's time we discuss what the elves have found. As you know, they have been searching Britain for the two camps used to house
  wizards and their families."



  Harry motioned for Caleb to continue.



  Caleb's expression turned grim. "We've found a number of muggle camps where people have been placed for the purposes of providing slave labor. The conditions in them are brutal to an extreme. It
  reminds me of some things I've read about under the Nazi regime of World War II. One Wizarding camp, a family camp, has been positively identified as being just outside Leeds. Another is south of
  Manchester, but we haven't positively identified that one yet. Our search is continuing, on the off chance that there may be others we don't know about.



  "The number of camps and what is happening in them is disturbing. We cannot possibly attack each camp and rescue the prisoners. All we can do is train hard and wait until conditions are right for
  us to go back and take what was once ours."



  Harry listened carefully. The camps were a touchy issue between them, but even Caleb was coming to realize that they couldn't rescue everyone.



  "Mr. Newman?"



  Caleb blinked and looked at Hermione. She rarely broke into these conversations.



  "My lady?"



  "Just what are they doing with the slave labor?" she asked in a small voice.



  Caleb frowned and Harry leaned towards Hermione, placing a hand on her shoulder.



  "Do you really want to know?" he asked her.



  Hermione nodded jerkily.



  Harry leaned back and motioned to Caleb to relax.



  "Girls, ages thirteen to the late twenties, are used as sex slaves," Harry said in a dull tone. "They are bought, traded and given as rewards to whomever pleases the masters. People over
  sixty are usually killed outright. Young men and boys are sometimes used as sex slaves as well, but mostly the wizards use them to train other Death Eaters in mastering the Unforgivables.



  "Middle aged women and men are put to work, cleaning up the burnt out streets. A few lucky ones are used as workers in factories that provide material for the army."



  "This is what you've been hiding from me in your mind, isn't it?" Hermione asked. She shook her head. "I'm sorry I asked."



  She looked pale. Harry sent her a mental caress and was surprised to find her holding onto it.



  " Hermione?"



  " I'm sorry. It's just that it was so unreal until you started talking. I knew people were suffering, but here in Haven, it seems distant and abstract."



  " I know. It's not something any of us wants to talk about. It makes us all feel guilty... or at least I do."



  He could feel the agreement bubbling over the link. Sometimes words, even mental ones, just weren't necessary.





  A96, west of Elgin, Scotland...



  The British Army under Lord Voldemort was a drastically changed organization. Once the bastion of professional soldiers with a proud history, it had sunk very far from its proud roots. Most of the
  Officer Corps had been replaced with men who had far less training and far fewer morals. Discipline in the army had become draconian, where even a small infraction resulted in severe corporal
  punishment, if not hanging.



  Lucius had seen to the gutting of the army. It was part of his plan. He kept the command staffs intact, for the most part, so that he could take advantage of their superior military knowledge and
  tactics. But the unit commanders had all been replaced in favor of men easily controlled.



  Colonel Masters was one such individual. Before Voldemort, he had been a petty enforcer for a local crime syndicate with a tendency to be too brutal. A wizard had found him not long after the fall
  of the government. He had already accumulated his own stable of girls, usually by killing their husbands or boyfriends. The wizard, recognizing talent, brought him to the attention of others, who
  then placed him in his current position, in charge of the First Mechanized Brigade.



  Colonel Masters was incensed. Due to heavy insurgent activity they had been forced to travel up the coast roads, making the foraging for food and petrol difficult. Many of the small towns had been
  picked clean and few of the farms in the area were still producing anything. Passing through Elgin, one of his scouting parties had stumbled upon a fisherman coming in from the coast with a large
  load of fresh fish he hoped to barter in the bigger town.



  Rather than just taking it like they should, his men had traded petrol, valuable batteries and bullets for the two hundred pounds of fish. They had then slowed the entire convoy down while the fish
  was transferred to a refrigerated truck.



  Masters smirked and climbed back down the turret of his Saxon Armored Personnel Carrier. Inside the cramped space he had several of his 'girls' as he called them, plus the driver and two men for
  security.



  "Well, I showed that idiot," Masters boasted, then he grabbed one of the weeping girls and fondled her roughly.



  "That you did, Colonel. That you did. I've never seen a man's head run over by a APC before," said one of his security team.



  Masters laughed and grabbed the bottle the man offered him.



  Overhead, two flights of four Navy F18-E's roared up the road, barely nine hundred feet off the ground. They came up from behind the convoy and few had a chance to open up with anti-aircraft fire.
  Each F18's carried four cluster bombs. Each bomb fell a specified distance before splitting open and releasing two hundred and two bomblets each.



  In a matter seconds, six thousand four hundred and sixty four mortar sized bombs were dropped. They fell among the convoy, piercing the weaker armor of the APCs. Some units were unlucky enough to
  have bombs fall into open hatches. The resulting explosions tore apart the interior of the APC's, shredding the men within. Fires started and spread quickly through the convoy. Many of the supply
  trucks, less protected than than the APC's, were engulfed in flames and their munitions cooked off, causing secondary explosions.



  Thirty minutes later, when the smoke finally began to clear from the scene, the First Mechanized Brigade from Third Division had ceased to exist. Inverness would not be getting the reinforcements
  as promised. The small garrison would have to hold the city on their own for now.



  Echo Six, still monitoring the convoy, reported that over eighty percent of the convoy vehicles had been destroyed and those vehicles still moving probably didn't have the supplies to go very far.



  The two flights of F18-E's turned east to head out over the North Sea before turning south again. No one wanted to risk the possibility that someone in the British Army might still have a
  significant anti-air capability.





  Haven Operations Center (October 20th)...



  Caleb looked up when his door opened and he spotted Harry. "Come in, my Lord," he called, waving him in.



  Harry walked in and sat down, watching Caleb expectantly.



  The Deputy Minister of Defense stood and walked over to a large wall map that had two locations marked in a bright pulsating red. The map was dotted with other markings, but these were the most
  important, as far as he was concerned.



  "Elf scouts have confirmed the locations of the Wizarding camps. The locations of the other camps has been passed to Group Captain Anderson so that the muggle governments can plan appropriately.
  Our concern is the camp at Leeds and the other in Wilmslow, south of Manchester. Both camps have a large Wizarding guard unit and a population of Dementors that we're estimating to be at least one
  hundred strong."



  Harry frowned. They wouldn't have the help of the Angels for this operation. It had been confirmed that the Angels had made it to Britain and were spreading out, killing any Dementors they came
  across. But there wasn't any way to concentrate them and transport them to the camps.



  "The planning is already in the works for the raid on these camps. What I'm going need you to do is take command of the units assaulting the Leeds camp. We're pushing Stanton, the Yank who did so
  well with Able company at Azkaban, to take command of the Wilmslow assault."



  Caleb paused waiting for Harry to digest this.



  "You'll have a total of five companies under your command. That's seven hundred men, including a certain set of recruits that you had us train."



  Harry winced. He knew that sooner or later he'd be going back into battle, but now he had to figure out what to do with his wife and the others. It wasn't something he was looking forward to.



  Nodding at Caleb, he pulled out a parchment and began to take notes while the Deputy Minister outlined the rough draft of the mission.



  "We're going to need a lot of people capable of casting a Patronus," Harry finally said.



  Caleb moved back to his chair and sat heavily. "Merlin knows we will. Stanton has an idea that a Dementor might be slowed down by ice, maybe even trapped if it were encased in it. But we have no
  way of testing that idea. Right now you need to concentrate on building your command staff and setting up training schedules. I don't like the idea of putting the raid off, but we are going to need
  at least a month to prepare for this," he said worriedly.



  "I'll start looking over who I have and I'll set up a training schedule that will include a refresher on the Patronus," Harry said. Then he paused and frowned. "Caleb," he said slowly,
  "you haven't told me how many people are in these camps."



  Caleb leaned forward on his chair, resting his arms on his desk. "The Leeds camp has close to two thousand, the other has a similar population."



  Harry sucked in a breath and stared at the man in shock. Rescuing four thousand people? This was much higher than anticipated.



  Caleb chuckled at his reaction. "Don't worry. Most of the prisoners will be going, via portkey, to the states. The Yanks have offered to set up an abandoned muggle army base to receive them.
  They're recruiting healers and volunteers to be ready at the drop of a hat to aid the refugees. At best we'll get five hundred here but, even then, there's no guarantee they'll stay here."



  Harry nodded. "Very well. If there is nothing else, Caleb, I'd best be on my way. I have a lot of work to do."



  Once Harry left the office, Caleb turned back to the piles of paperwork on his desk. How Miles ever managed to survive the tedium of it was a mystery to him.





  Padfoot Manor, that evening...



  Harry entered the sitting room, followed by Hermione. Arrayed inside the room was the entire Brotherhood. They had come together because Harry had asked for them to meet after dinner. Eocho floated
  in through the wall and took up a spot next to Harry.



  "I won't waste any time with this, so I'll get right to the point. In a little over a month's time we will be assaulting the Wizard camp at Leeds. The assault on Leeds will be completed using
  five companies - that's seven hundred troops, including every Brotherhood member who has been trained to fight. We have two goals. First to rescue every prisoner in the camp. Second to kill as many
  Death Eaters as we can." he told them, then sat down as the news sank in.



  "So... what will we be doing?" asked Ginny cautiously.



  Harry smiled at the red head. "To be truthful, I'm not sure yet."



  He waved off the scowls he received. "Now, before you all start thinking about burning me at the stake, let me explain that I need to figure out where you'll be most useful. Headquarters company
  and one other will handle perimeter security. Afterwards, we'll be setting up the traps once the camp is cleared."



  He saw them exchange a grin among themselves and decided they needed a dose of reality. As Ginny had asked the question, he chose to address his comments to her.



  "Ginny, this isn't going to be a picnic trip we're going on. I've seen the photos the elves have taken. We're going to be seeing parents walking around in a daze, carrying their dead children in
  their arms. We're going to be dealing with people who have been brutalized and forced to live like animals. I've seen photos of mother's prostituting themselves for an extra sliver of meat for
  their children. People are going to die. Where I put you, I expect you to stay and follow the orders of your commanding officer. That means if you're under Draco, you do what he says. Same goes for
  me, or if you're under an officer you don't know," he said firmly.



  Ginny frowned and looked around before turning back to Harry. "Do you really think we'd go against orders, Harry?"



  "Honestly? I don't know. I know that Hermione would hex me if I gave her an order, and yet she's going to be in a position where I, or someone else, will be doing just that. I don't believe for
  an instant she'd have a problem with someone else giving her an order. But me? Look, I'm not trying to make anyone angry here, so let's just settle down," he said, noticing the glare he got from
  Hermione.



  " Harry!"



  " Relax, love. I don't think you'll have a problem with this, but Ginny might. I didn't want to single her out, so I'm using all of you."



  " Alright. I'll let it slide for now."



  "This will be a new situation and, fortunately, we have time to train for it. But Harry has a valid point. Once we're in the field, even if it's just training, you can't break discipline,"
  Neville said quietly.



  "Starting tomorrow we begin training from noon to six. Then we'll use the time turner and do it again. That's twelve hours, folks, We have ten days to get everyone in shape before we start
  training on full sized mock-ups of the camps," Harry told them commandingly.



  Everyone groaned.





  Haven Operations Center (October 25th)...



  Harry walked onto the small stage and faced his friends. "All of you are capable of some wandless magic. What I'm about to show you now is something your hand to hand instructor didn't teach you,
  because he can't do wandless magic. Draco, if you would join me up here, please?"



  Draco stood and stripped out of his shirt before joining him on the stage.



  "Hand to hand combat is something that most of our troops learn because they'd be defenseless if they lost their wand in combat. Some people augment their fighting with knives and other weapons.
  I found myself at a disadvantage in most sparring matches because my leg is an obvious weak spot. Many of my sparring partners would take advantage of my reduced mobility or attack my leg,
  first."



  Hermione frowned and crossed her arms. She hadn't known Harry was subjecting himself to partners who would go for a spot that caused him intense pain.



  "We weren't far into the training when I did something by accident. Draco, if you will?" Harry asked before he turned his back on him.



  Draco rushed Harry from behind and grabbed him around the neck. The two struggled for a moment, then Harry bent forwards and Draco went flying over him. It was a normal throw that they had all
  practiced, but rather than being thrown a few feet away, Draco was pitched high into the air.



  He pivoted in the air and landed in a crouch, facing Harry.



  They exchanged a feral grin, then Harry rushed him. Draco charged forward and the two collided. This time Draco slid in under Harry's grip and flipped him a good twelve feet into the air.



  Hermione gasped and started to rise from her seat. Luna grabbed her by the arm and held her in place.



  "Watch," she murmured, her eyes sparkling with excitement.



  Harry righted himself at the top of his arc and he wandlessly slowed his fall. He landed on his good leg, dropped, and rolled right up to Draco, knocking him off his feet.



  Harry stood up and offered a hand to Draco, who was still on the floor. When the blond grasped his hand, he pulled him to his feet.



  "Thank you," Harry told him, patting him lightly on the back.



  Draco nodded and returned to his seat next to Luna.



  "I'm going to teach you three spells. Although there is no real incantation for these spells, they do work. What you need to learn to do is to cast these soundlessly and wandlessly.



  We'll use Fulcio, or Strengthen, as an example. Think carefully of the muscles in your arm and cast Fulcio. If you've done it right, you'll experience a brief moment where your muscles become
  stronger for about three to five seconds. Trust me, you'll feel it.



  "Each of these spells will do something to a group of muscles. Fulcio, Cito and Congelo, or strengthen, quicken and harden, allows you to increase your muscle speed, your strength and harden the
  bones and skin helping to prevent injuries.



  "For the next few hours we're going to practice casting these spells and using them in hand to hand combat. Then we'll break off with partners and spar with each other."



  Harry stepped off the stage and walked over to Hermione, grinning. She stood and they both moved over to a punching bag anchored in one corner of the large room.



  " Ready to try this, love?" he sent to her.



  " I think so."



  " Just hit the bag without the spells for a moment while I brace it."



  Harry walked around to the opposite side of the bag and leaned into it. "Now try," he said.



  Hermione hit the bag a few times and Harry waved her to stop. "Think about your arm. Think about the muscles, bone and sinews all being part of a greater whole. Picture that firmly in your mind,
  then cast your spell silently and hit the bag."



  Harry leaned against the bag and watched her with his senses fully extended. He saw her aura spike as she cast the spell, then it begin to fade before she lashed out at the bag.



  Hermione stopped and frowned.



  " Do you know what you did wrong?" Harry sent her.



  " I think so. I waited too long, right?"



  " Right. You only have a few seconds. When you get used to this, you'll be casting these spells as you throw the punch, rather than casting and then
  punching."



  He braced himself behind the bag and waited again. A moment later Hermione hit the bag and he was pushed back a few inches. She had managed to increase her punching power.



  "Good. Keep going," he murmured.



  Three hours later he called a break and everyone sat around on the mats, drinking and talking. Neville and Draco had spoken privately to Harry, telling him that their wives had picked up the
  technique. All that was left was to check on the progress of Remus and Tonks.



  Harry stood and walked over to the same punching bag he and Hermione had been using. Once there, he called Tonks to join him.



  The metamorph looked surprised for a moment before standing and trotting over to him.



  "So, how are you doing?" he asked.



  Tonks shrugged. "Most of this training is similar to what I'm used to. Your demonstration today was the first real new thing I've seen. I know that will change once we start working in units, but
  so far it's just be exercising and fighting. We've had a little dueling thrown into the mix, as well."



  "Have you and Remus been able to master using the spells like I've shown you?"



  Tonks nodded, grinning. "It's easier than what I used to do, using my metamorph abilities to help with my fighting. That took too long to get set up for."



  Harry leaned into the punching bag. "Show me," he said.



  He was surprised when Tonks started hitting the bag. She was pushing him much harder than Hermione did, and he knew Hermione was a stronger witch, magically. Opening up his senses, he looked
  carefully at what she was doing. Then he smiled and waved her to stop.



  "If this were a match competition, I could say you were cheating, using both your metamorph abilities and the spells. But frankly, I'd rather have you alive than following rules. I take it Remus
  is also taking advantage of his wolf enhanced abilities?"



  Tonks nodded, her eyes dancing. He laughed and waved her back to the others.



  Harry sat down, leaning against the wall and mentally reviewed the reports from the instructors again. Some of the Brotherhood were vicious fighters. Ginny, for example, was agile, ruthless, and
  not afraid to use dirty tactics to win a fight. Her hand to hand combat instructor noted that she was especially enamored with crotch shots if she could get away with it. He shuddered and made a
  mental note to avoid sparring with her.



  Tonks and Remus also received high marks from their instructors, but then Harry expected them to. Both were highly motivated and had lost people in the war. For them, it had become personal enough
  that they could fight - and kill - if need be.



  Luna was an odd duck, he thought with a bit of a smile. He had a special fondness for her. He glanced over at his friends and was surprised to see Luna looking back at him with a small smile.
  According to her instructors, Luna was perhaps the most unpredictable one of the lot. She danced about the combat ring, seemingly oblivious to everything around her. Then she would strike suddenly,
  invariably dealing a blow requiring medical attention. Her instructor noted in her file that she was actually afraid of Luna.



  Harry sighed when he came to the final person. Hermione. She had trained well enough and was competent, but her instructor complained about her recurring lack of aggressiveness. He needed to find
  out if she was capable of fighting now, before he jeopardized others by putting her in a combat situation.



  Standing, he walked back to the group.



  "Alright, you lot. Let's team off for a little sparring for another hour, then we'll call it quits for the day," he said to the roaring approval of everyone there.



  He led Hermione over to a combat ring where they could spar.



  "Ready?"



  "Let's do it," she called to him.



  A bell rang and she immediately moved forward, in a defensive crouch. Harry side stepped her and jabbed, catching her in the side. She blinked and looked at him, her eyes narrowing.



  "Come on, love. You can do better than this. If I were a Death Eater, I'd be casting away like crazy and you're still on the defensive," he called.



  Hermione rushed him. Then, instead of grabbing him as he expected, she high kicked. Harry stepped back from the kick and dropped to the floor where he swept her legs, causing her to crash to the
  floor. A moment later he was up and bouncing around the ring, waiting for her.



  "Come on, Hermione. You can do this. Where's the Gryffindor courage? Where's the girl that decked the ferret in our third year?"



  Draco turned and scowled at Harry. Luna took advantage of his inattention and dropped him to the mat, moaning in pain.



  "Pay attention Dray," she said sweetly, dancing around the mat.



  Hermione growled, leapt to her feet and jabbed, catching Harry squarely in the nose. Her use of the spells knocked him into the ropes, where he tangled for a moment before sliding to the floor,
  bleeding heavily.



  Hermione looked pleased with herself, until she realized what she'd done. Then she paled and rushed to his side.



  Harry looked up at her. His eyes were already swelling and bruising.



  Remus, from the nearby ring, saw Harry down and bleeding. "Medic!" he called, then pointed to Harry.



  "I'm sorry, Harry," Hermione whispered, looking anguished.



  "I dink... Blast.. Wif my doze broke..."



  " It's alright, my heart. I had to find out if you'd give it your all and you did." he sent, then he turned to look at the Medic, who was climbing over
  the ropes to get to him.



  Despite his reassurances, she continued to look upset while the Medic worked on fixing his nose.



  " Harry?"



  " Ouch! Yes?"



  " I want to be with you when you fight, but I have to be honest with you and myself. I don't think I'm cut out for this."



  The Medic rubbed some salve over the swelling and it immediately started to shrink as the color returned to normal. With a final deft wave of his wand, he stood and nodded to himself at a job well
  done.



  Harry shot him a grateful glance, then turned his attention back to Hermione.



  " I know, love..."



  " You know? What do you mean, you know?" she sent back, her tone angry now.



  " Hermione, your instructors have evaluated all of you. Your combat instructor cannot fault you for your technique, or your willingness to learn. What she did
  fault you on, however, was your lack of aggressiveness. She recommended against placing you in a combat company..."



  There was a moment of defeated silence. Harry could see the impact of his words on his wife. She had never been given a bad grade or recommendation by a teacher in her life. Her shoulders slumped
  and she looked down at the mat, refusing to meet his eyes.



  " I guess this puts me back in a strictly research role and waiting idly by for you to come home?"



  Harry winced at the pain he could feel in her mental voice.



  " No, love. It doesn't have to be that way."



  " We both know I'm rubbish at this. And don't fob me off with lame excuses about how important research is."



  " I wouldn't. And what I have in mind means you won't have to stay behind." At her incredulous look, he rolled his eyes. "I'm serious. But there are a few conditions you have to agree to, or I promise, you will stay behind with your parents."



  " What conditions?" she sent warily as she crouched down to his level.



  " Everyone else in the Brotherhood will be going into a combat role, and so will you. However, your role as a combatant will be limited. Should you actually have
  to fight, I want you to promise me something. You will fight and hold nothing back. I mean it, Hermione. If you have to fight, I want you to fight as hard as you can. Your life, our life together,
  will depend upon it," he sent fiercely.



  She placed a hand on his shoulder. She could feel him getting upset. "Easy there. I'll fight, Harry. I may lose, but I promise I'll take down as many as I can
  before I do!"



  Harry stared into her eyes, searching them for an answer he couldn't get from mere words, or even their bond. Finally, he closed his eyes and nodded slowly, as if it pained him to do so.



  " Fine. I'm putting you in charge of the Unit Command Post. It will be your job to see that the CP is set up when we hit the ground. Then you'll need to see to
  the perimeter security. This isn't some fluff job, love. The security for the command post is critical. It's the same job I did at Azkaban. so you could end up in a fight. It also means you'll be
  my link between what the companies are doing and what's happening back here in Haven. It's an important job."



  Hermione sat on the floor next to him, saying nothing. Harry had led troops in combat during the Azkaban mission. However, before the replacements had come up from the docks, he'd been running the
  command post and making sure that information was flowing both ways.



  It dawned on her that Harry was doing his best to keep his promise of letting her be with him when they fought. But he was also trying to balance what he wanted versus what he needed as a mission
  commander, responsible for all the lives on the mission.



  He held his breath. He knew she was thinking hard about what he had said. He didn't want to intrude using the bond, so he waited for her to come to a decision.



  "I'll take the position, Commander," she said impishly.



  Harry grinned at her. He still had to tell the others where and what they'd be doing, but the hardest one was done. He tentatively touched his nose, noting it was still a little sore. Then he
  stood, offering Hermione a hand up and squaring his shoulders.



  It was time for him to talk to the others and outline where they would be and what they'd be doing in the upcoming battle.





  Luna Lends a Hand (October 28th)...



  Draco climbed into bed, exhausted and aching. They had started unit training and it was almost as grueling as their hand to hand training. His aches had aches. It didn't help his ego one bit when
  he discovered that it never seemed to bother Luna. He had overheard Harry talking about having to help Hermione with massages and hot soaks and he hoped he'd be able to do the same. But Luna never
  complained about any aches. She seemed her bouncy buoyant self, no matter how hard the training session had been.



  He groaned and pulled the sheet up over his head. Luna was bouncing around the room. She had changed into a nightgown that should have been declared illegal.



  "Wakey, wakey," she sang to him, pulling off the sheet.



  "Luna, it's nearly midnight! Aren't you tired yet?" he complained, pulling a pillow over his head.



  "Not yet, my love. We have something to do tonight, while there's still time! Come, get up and put on your robe and slippers. It's a little chilly outside."



  Draco peeked out from under his pillow. "Outside? You want us to go outside at this time of night?"



  She laughed. "Oh, don't be as stuffy as a herd of beach crawling Nickerers. They never have any fun either, Dray. Come on, this will be fun and educational."



  "Fine," he muttered, throwing off the pillow and stepping into his slippers, before pulling on his robe.



  Luna pulled on Draco's hand, leading him down the stairs and out of the mansion. He shivered slightly in the chill autumn air and wondered if Luna was as cold as he was.



  Onward they walked, Luna occasionally tugging on him, guiding him towards the school.



  Draco followed and wondered if this had to do with the Angels again. In the distance, he was sure he could hear them, their melodic voices carrying softly on the night wind. The Angels had settled
  down somewhat since Luna had helped them and they no longer kept the school from sleeping at night.



  Once in a while the two Angels would float amidst the buildings of the school and start to sing. It wasn't a loud sound, but it was heard throughout the campus. The two Angels would separate and
  start by calling to each other. Then their calls would intertwine, forming a gentle melody that could be heard by everyone. Not a single student or teacher reported any difficulty sleeping through
  these night time concerts.



  Luna finally came to a stop in the large central courtyard of the school. It was, for the most part, just a big field, with the buildings running along the edges. House elves tended the grassy
  field so that students would be able to enjoy a nice comfortable place to sit and study in milder weather, and a place where plenty of snow would pile up for snowball fights in winter weather. Now,
  however, the courtyard was empty, except for two Angels gently floating on the nighttime breeze.



  Spotting Luna, both Angels unfurled their wings and made their way to her. She reached up and they grabbed her hands. The glow around the beings increased for a moment before it returned to normal.



  "I know how difficult it can be," she murmured to them. Then she turned and motioned for Draco to approach them.



  "This is my Draco," she told them seriously. "He is my life mate, my love and my protector. Without him, I would be lost. There is nothing I would not do for him."



  Draco looked at Luna, then up at the Angels in confusion. The smaller Angel broke from Luna's grasp and drifted over to him. He assumed the smaller Angel was the female.



  "Luna, what's going on?" he asked nervously as he felt the Angel's warm, velvet-like hand gently grasp his.



  "Don't be afraid, Dray. She won't hurt you. They need to see," She replied dreamily.



  "See? See what?"



  "How it's done."



  He frowned. Sometimes getting information out of Luna was a most frustrating experience.



  The Angel holding Draco's hand led him over to where his wife stood, still holding the hand of the larger Angel. Luna reached out and took his hand, while the angels also joined hands, forming a
  circle.



  "Open your mind, Dray," Luna murmured softly. "Let them see what they must."



  Draco blinked rapidly, unsure of what to do when, for no reason he could determine, his occlumency shield failed completely and he was suddenly bombarded by image after image of the most erotic
  nature. He saw in his mind the first time he and Luna made love, then many of the other encounters he and his wife had experienced together, all of them of an erotic, sexual nature. He also saw
  images flowing over his bond from Luna. And, much to his shame, some of his deepest fantasies that he hadn't shared with her flowed towards her.



  Finally the images faded and he could sense his surroundings again.



  The two Angels released themselves from the circle and spread their wings. The larger of the two rose high into the air, calling to his mate. She rose to his call and he swooped down next to her.
  She closed the final distance and wrapped her wings around him like a second set of arms. The male spread his wings wide, pumping furiously to keep both of them airborne. The two began to sing
  then, but this song was different from other songs they'd sung. It began with a low, slow tempo and slowly increased in speed and volume. As they sang, the light coming from them changed from white
  to a deep pink.



  The male carried the both of them higher and higher.



  Luna stood next to Draco, whose eyes were fixed on the flying Angels. He never felt her hand slipping into his. The Angels were surrounding by a deep pink aura and their unique brand of magic
  flowed off them in waves.



  Draco trembled as each wave of magic washed over him, increasing his desire. It had been bad enough when it had been fueled by the images that had flooded their bond a few minutes ago. Now, with
  the magic flowing from the Angels, he wasn't sure he could control himself.



  "Luna..." he breathed huskily.



  She looked at him, noting his condition. She could feel the magic flowing from the Angels and it filled her with pride, as if her babies were growing up. But it obviously didn't affect her the way
  it was affecting him. She would have been surprised to know that Draco wasn't the only one affected. Several teachers and some students were busy finding hiding spots for their liaisons or casting
  privacy charms around their beds.



  She placed a hand on his shoulder and the contact widened their bond. She reeled back from the overwhelming desire he was experiencing. He wanted her and her own body shuddered from the intensity
  of his emotions and physical reaction.



  Luna glanced up at the Angels and noted that they no longer needed their help. With a quick tug on Draco's hand, she pulled him towards the edge of the apparation wards and home.





  Near Sibiu, Romania (October 29th)...



  Nickolai had been true to his word, Dumbledore thought. He had provided Dumbledore with a spacious castle in Transylvania where he could train Nickolai's
  men. There were more men than he had anticipated, but it wouldn't impact his plans too much.



  The window showed snow capped mountains and lights lit up the valley below where villages and small farms dotted the countryside. Some parts of the castle were depressingly familiar, reminding him
  of his Hogwarts, now in the clutches of Voldemort.



  He turned from the window and watched the two men dueling on the platform. "NO, NO, NO!" he shouted. "You must cast faster!"



  He walked to the platform and dismissed the man on one end, taking his place. "Now watch! Engarde!" he called.



  Both men brought their wands to the ready position and began. Dumbledore cast a disarming charm, which his opponent neatly side stepped. Then the man turned and cast a cutting hex.



  "Protego!" Dumbledore called, catching the cutting hex and rebounding it towards his opponent.



  The man dodged his own spell and turned to cast again when Dumbledore shot off two spells silently.



  His eyes widened and he cast a shield. The first spell, a simple stunner, crashed into the shield, weakening it greatly. The second spell blew through the shield, hitting the man in the shoulder.
  He screamed in pain from the tightly focused Reducto r curse and fell to his knees, holding his broken shoulder, trying to stem the flow of blood.



  Dumbledore smiled and walked to the center of the platform and faced the other men, who had been watching the duel.



  "Learn to cast faster and silently. A simple combination of Stunner and Reducto r will take down all but the strongest of shields in the Protego family of
  spells," Dumbledore said, then he turned to the injured man. "Someone get him to a healer."



  Albus giggled as he walked off the platform and over to a nearby chair. It was so nice to see how eager his students were. And vicious too!



  "Next pair to the dueling platform," he called, relaxing back on his seat.





  Halloween in Haven...



  Harry and Hermione stepped from the small nondescript building that had become the headquarters of Haven's one and only newspaper.



  When Bertrand Lovegood started his paper with the help of the Ministry, he was unsure what to call it. For several weeks the paper went through name changes almost on a daily basis as Bertrand
  struggled to come up with what he felt was a good name. There was the Haven Howler, then The British Runaways, which only lasted one issue. Next came the The Daily Debunker, The Magical Press, The
  Angel Times and The Haven Reporter.



  The name of the paper soon became a running joke among the residents of Haven. People even sent in suggestions to the editor. What clinched the name for good was a simple case of Bertrand
  overhearing some of his neighbors talking about the paper in the town square. And thus, Haven's one and only newspaper was officially named 'The Paper'.



  The day the name was announced in forty point font on the front page, it was universally acclaimed by all the residents of Haven. Bertrand, using knowledge drawn from his experience working on the
  Quibbler, quickly turned The Paper from a single sheet handout to a multi-page newspaper with international subscriptions. It was the newspaper of choice for British expatriates around the world.



  Bertrand turned to Harry as he escorted him and his wife out of the newspaper office. "I want to thank you again for your time, Lord Potter," he said happily. In the last day he had interviewed
  the Minister of Magic and the Potters, getting their views of the anti-muggle sentiment slowly growing in the community.



  "Not at all, Mr. Lovegood. I know you're as upset about this as we are. If coming out publicly against what's happening will help, then we're glad to do it," Harry replied.



  The two thanked Bertrand again before he rushed back inside to start writing his story for tomorrow's edition.



  Harry and Hermione had originally apparated to the front of the building before going inside. Now, standing outside and seeing the town square, they were surprised by the amount of decorations in
  celebration of the holiday.



  The fountain in the center of the square was gaily painted black and orange. Even the dubious Merlin statue had been painted.



  Hermione slipped her hand into Harry's. "Shall we take a look around? I didn't know the town would be holding this big a celebration," she said.



  Harry nodded, his eyes alight with curiosity.



  They paused before entering the large square. Several of the pubs had spilled out onto the sidewalks and people were walking around, greeting others merrily. Several large bands of children roamed
  the square in costume.



  "What in the world?" Harry muttered.



  "Oh, I know this! They're Trick or Treaters. My parents, being dentists, frowned on it. The children like to dress up in costume on Halloween," Hermione exclaimed.



  "TRICK OR TREAT!" a group of kids yelled as the approached the couple.



  Harry looked at Hermione in confusion. The kids were dressed in all kinds of costumes, from Merlin to Vampires, and he would have sworn there was one E.T. in the group.



  "You're supposed to give them a candy, or show them a trick," she whispered to him, then she turned. Someone was tugging on her shirt. She looked down and spotted Dobby holding up a large bag
  filled with Chocolate Frogs.



  "Thank you, Dobby," she said softly, then turned to look at Harry and gasped.



  He was busy levitating a group of giggling children. Each was floating, trying to reach a small glowing bubble. Hermione cast a quick spell and laughed when the kids grabbed at the bubble and it
  broke, revealing a Chocolate Frog. Once they caught their frogs, they gently floated to the ground.



  Harry looked at her questioningly, then he spotted the bag she held.



  "Dobby," she said, answering his unasked question.



  He laughed. The little elf always seemed to know when they needed something. He looked around the square again and shook his head. This was something new, in their experience. Halloween at Hogwarts
  had always been a festive occasion, but growing up as muggles had never exposed them to what really happened when the Wizarding community celebrated.



  They walked across the square, getting accosted several times by groups of children. Harry was certain that at least one group snuck back in for a repeat visit, but he really couldn't blame them.
  The company that made Chocolate Frogs had vanished when Britain fell, so the candy was very rare, and popular with the kids.



  "Look! It's Harry!" shouted a small voice.



  Harry turned and frowned. A small lad of no more than five or six led a large group of similarly aged children and one very frazzled looking adult towards him.



  "Harry! I knew it was you!" said the lad happily.



  Harry looked again, then he recognized the boy. It was Robert, one of the orphans adopted by the Johansens. He grinned then, thinking it was time to start handing out frogs again. Robert's hair had
  been charmed black and he wore a pair of fake eyeglasses. On his forehead was a lightening shaped line done with a marker, faking Harry's famous scar.



  "Harry, you'll come to the pageant won't you? Oh, please say you'll come!" begged Robert.



  " You have a fan, my love. He's got good taste, if you ask me."



  " Very funny. What's this pageant he's asking about?"



  " I don't know. But what can it hurt?" she sent back, her tone mirthful.



  "Robert Johansen! I think that is enough! I'm sure your friend here has far more important things to do than attend a first graders pageant," said the frazzled adult.



  "No, really. I think we'd be honored to attend your pageant. Right, love?" Harry said, turning to Hermione.



  She nodded with a smile and Robert began to jump up and down in glee. Soon, the whole class was jumping up and down and the adult looked more and more frazzled.



  "I'm sorry, but usually the pageant's are reserved for family only..."



  "You can't keep him out, Miss Finch," Robert shouted. "He's Harry Potter!"



  Hermione grabbed onto Harry's shoulder and bit her lip trying to stifle her laughter as twenty first graders and one first grade teacher suddenly turned as one to look at Harry in absolute awe.



  " Oh, this is priceless. If only I had a camera! Where is Colin Creevey when you need him?" Her laughter burbled over the bond and washed over him.



  " Oy! Shut it!" he sent back.



  Robert reached up and shyly took Harry's hand. "You must come see our pageant. We're on the way back to school now to get ready for it."



  Miss Finch, it seemed, had slipped into a state of shock, allowing Robert to lead the class, and Harry Potter, back to Haven's Primary School. She stumbled along behind.



  Inside the school auditorium they were set upon by Olga Johansen, who had been busy setting up a long table with cakes and candies and drinks.



  "Mr. Potter, and his lovely bride! I never expected to see you here," Olga said, then she handed Harry a large pie and directed him to place it down at the other end of the table.



  "Isn't this wonderful, my dear? None of our schools celebrated Halloween like they do here," she told to Hermione, while a teacher roped a bemused Harry into setting up some more chairs.



  "It is surprising, Mrs. Johansen," Hermione replied. "I grew up among muggles and they didn't celebrate Halloween with pageants and such. I know Harry never experienced it. But it's good to
  see all the children and they seem so happy and excited."



  Olga glanced around the auditorium. There were dozens of children running around, making happy noises. She smiled, seeing Harry bend over to listen to her Robert, who was explaining something to
  him in a very serious manner.



  "Yes, it does us all good to see the children happy. This war, it is not a good thing for our children, hmm? So many are affected by it. So many nightmares," Olga replied with a sad sigh.



  Hermione's eyes widened for a moment. "Mrs. Johansen..."



  "Please, call me Olga."



  Hermione nodded. "Olga, are your children having problems with nightmares?" she asked in a quiet tone.



  "It's getting better. But you know they saw some very ugly things before they were brought here. And one of their own died before the rescue," she replied sadly. "Then they come here and
  people have started to whisper. They may be my babies, but they hear the whispers and are frightened."



  Hermione started to move closer to Olga when a man rudely pushed between them to get at the table.



  "I beg your pardon!" Hermione exclaimed angrily.



  The man turned to look at the two women. He glanced at Olga and immediately dismissed her as a muggle. Then he glanced at Hermione.



  "Well, either you're a muggle trying to pass as one of us or you're a muggle lover. Which one of these powerless brats are yours," he sneered.



  Olga's eyes flared at his dismissal and his rudeness to Hermione.



  Hermione stepped forward, her expression disdainful.



  Harry could feel her anger spilling through their bond and he moved to make his way through the crowd.



  "And you're a worthless blood lover, just like most Death Eaters," Hermione said scathingly. She watched the man carefully. She knew this was a dangerous encounter. Her instructors had taught
  her well, but the information they'd imparted didn't really click in, until now. She widened her stance and her body become loose, ready to move, ready to fight.



  The man tensed suddenly, seeing someone approaching.



  An older woman angrily moved in between the man and Hermione. "Mr. Amos! I've warned you about your views before. I won't warn you again!"



  "I don't like teaching mudbloods!" Amos spat, pointing at Hermione and Olga.



  "Mr. Amos, you're fired!" said the woman. A shocked hush fell over the crowd and they stepped back in surprise.



  Amos looked at the woman, shocked. Then he faced Hermione again. "YOU! This is your fault!" he snarled.



  Olga started to move forward, but a sudden grip on her shoulder stopped her. "Just watch," Harry whispered to her.



  The man reached for his wand, his face twisted in anger.



  Hermione stepped forward and grabbed his wrist. She pivoted on one foot while exerting a downward force. A loud, sharp crack was heard throughout the now silent hall.



  The man wailed and fell to his knees, cradling his broken wrist in his good hand. Hermione looked up from the now blubbering man to see many shocked faces staring at her.



  Harry, however, looked on with an expression of pride and love. He knew she wouldn't allow a duel to occur in a room full of children, so she had done the logical thing. She had disarmed him as
  quickly and as efficiently as she could.



  " Excellently done, my love. You disarmed him with a minimum of fuss."



  " I... I... I just couldn't let him start casting in a room full of children."



  " I know. You did what you had to do and that's all that matters. You have nothing to be ashamed about."



  Harry felt nothing over his bond, then slowly, grudging acceptance.



  "Someone call the constables. I want to press charges," moaned the man.



  Harry stepped forward and crouched down on his knees so he could see eye to eye with the man.



  "Hi there. I'm Harry Potter. As for the two women you insulted, the older one is my friend, Olga, the younger one who broke your wrist is Hermione, my wife. The only reason why I didn't get
  directly involved is because I knew my wife could handle a bigot like you. Now, the really smart thing for you to do at this point is to start running. You see, while she dislikes bigots, I hate
  them with a passion," he said, conversationally.



  Several people laughed loudly.



  The man cringed away from Harry and looked around wildly. Seeing no supporters in the crowd around him, he surged to his feet and bolted for the door.



  "Wait! I want to talk you some more after the show!" Harry called. When the man didn't stop, he turned back to the crowd and shrugged, causing people to laugh harder.



  The elderly woman approached Olga and Hermione. "Oh, dear. Now I need to find a new fourth grade teacher," she murmured, then she turned to Olga and Hermione. "Are you two alright?"



  "It was a nasty scene, yes? But we're fine," Olga said, unconsciously patting Hermione's shoulder. Whether she was trying to comfort the younger woman or comfort herself with the action, no one
  was sure, but they were too polite to ask.



  "I'm sorry about that. I had talked to Mr. Amos several times about his beliefs. Several of the Wizarding students had picked up his attitude and we can't have that," replied the woman.



  "If he's teaching that garbage to children he doesn't deserve his job," Harry growled then moved to stand next to Hermione.



  Olga glanced between the three of them. "Oh, my. Introductions! Where are my manners these days, hmm? Principal Sophie Grimlock, may I introduce you to Mr. Harry Potter and his wife, Hermione?"
  she said in a rush.



  Principal Grimlock smiled widely. "Welcome to our school, Lord and Lady Potter. We're honored to have you visit."



  When Harry grimaced, Hermione laughed. "Just Mr. And Mrs. Potter if you want to be formal, Principal Grimlock. Otherwise, Harry and Hermione would suit us just fine. Harry dislikes all the fancy
  names and titles, and I can't say I disagree with him about it."



  Principal Grimlock blushed a bit. "I er.. see. Just the same, we're pleased you could make it for our pageant. It's about to start."



  "It wasn't originally our plan, Principal Grimlock, but one of your first graders invited us to visit and see the pageant. Since we were both raised among muggles, we find ourselves woefully
  ignorant of our own traditions and customs on occasion," Harry said softly.



  "Well, you're more than welcome. Come, let me show you to your seats," Grimlock said, becoming more business-like.



  Harry and Hermione very quickly found themselves sitting in the front row next to Olga and several teachers. Someone dimmed the lights in the auditorium and many parents rushed to their seats. The
  lights dimmed a bit further and then a single spotlight came on, centering on the stage. The curtain was closed and Harry heard hushed whispers coming from behind it. Hermione slipped her hand into
  his and they both waited for something to happen.



  A moment later, Principal Grimlock walked out onto the stage and stood in the spotlight.



  "Parents, students, teachers and honored guests, I would like to welcome you all to our Halloween Pageant. As you all know, Halloween is one of our most sacred holidays, a day when the barrier
  between this life and the next is at its weakest. It's also the time to celebrate the changing of the seasons. Each country has their own rich traditions concerning the holiday, but all share a
  common story based around the Halloween Pageant, a day which united the Wizarding world.



  "We are especially pleased to welcome among us tonight, Harry Potter and his lovely wife, Hermione, who are here at the invitation of Miss Finch's first grade class," said Principal Grimlock as
  she smiled down at the pair.



  " This is one of those occasions, Harry. Stand up, smile and wave at the people," Hermione sent him while everyone applauded. When he didn't move, she
  jabbed him in the ribs, smiling all the while.



  Harry sent her a quick glare, then stood, blushing and waving at the crowd. He sat down quickly and refused to look anywhere but at the stage.



  "And now, to start out tonights show, I give you Miss Finch's first grade class and 'The Great Unification'," said the principal. Then she walked off the stage.



  The curtain pulled back and a small girl walked onto the stage and into the spotlight, wearing the traditional witches costume, including the pointy hat. Several parents snapped photos and Hermione
  practically cooed, to Harry's great amusement.



  "In the beginning, the world was at war!" the little girl intoned. "The dark creatures roamed the earth, attacking wizards and witches and eating them!"



  The lights slowly came up on stage and Harry could see several ominous looking shapes moving around. As the lighting improved, the shapes resolved into Dragons and Manticores and other dark
  creatures.



  "All the evil creatures were controlled by the Evil Toad King and his minions!" the girl said. On stage a dragon ate a wizard in a gory display of bad acting.



  The monsters moved off to one side of the stage and wizards and witches moved to the clear side. They seemed to be attempting to grow something to eat in the poor dirt.



  "Life was hard for wizards and witches. But a Seer saw an end to the war and a pair of heroes to save the wizards!"



  The children playing wizards and witches suddenly looked very very happy, while another girl, dressed in a white robe, walked among them, smiling. Harry assumed she was the Seer.



  " This is so cute!" Hermione sent, her thoughts bubbling.



  " Yeah and their parents are taking blackmail photos for when these kids bring home their first date," he replied dryly.



  " Oh, hush you. My parents never.... WHAT?"



  Harry winced at her shout. "Ask your dad about the naked bath shots," he replied. Then he turned his attention back to the stage where the heroes, a man
  and a woman, were fighting the Toad King and his minions. The heroes had amassed a large army to kill the evil creatures.



  He watched with interest as cardboard swords flashed in the lights and Toads, Dragons and good guys keeled over on the battlefield. Some of the good guys keeled over before they'd started to fight,
  so Harry assumed they died of magic.



  "And the battle raged on with many dead peoples," said the little narrator.



  Suddenly there was a bright flash of light and all the evil creatures and the evil Toad King fell to the ground. The wizard warriors raised their swords and cheered in victory.



  "Evil was overcome! The wizards realized that they were stronger together as a people than apart. But the victory was not without cost. Our heroes had fallen, never to walk this earth again."



  Suddenly, a bird hanging from a wire flew across the battlefield, singing a song. Harry thought it looked sort of like a Phoenix, with Eagle and Vulture thrown in for good measure. The bird sang a
  song and the battlefield filled with a thick smoke. When the smoke cleared, the battlefield had been altered, changed into a huge pumpkin patch.



  " Hermione, have you ever heard of this story?" Harry asked.



  "The mighty Phoenix gave homage to the fallen and changed their bodies into pumpkins..."



  " Pumpkins? Why is this sounding familiar now?" Hermione sent back in amusement.



  " And why pumpkins? Isn't that rather ignominious? Die a hero, be resurrected as a pumpkin? And probably just in time for some kid to carve you to
  pieces," he said, clearly puzzled.



  " We better not tell Neville about the evil Toad King. He's liable to strangle Trevor!"



  Harry, trying to stifle his laughter, nearly choked.



  The little witch walked into the center of the pumpkin patch. Behind her rose a huge pumpkin with a smiley face painted on it. It quickly became obvious that the children had made it. Meant to look
  reverent and proud, the pumpkin hovered in the air looking menacing and rather lopsided instead.



  "Each year, on Halloween, the Great Pumpkin arises from his pumpkin patch in honor of our brave heroes who defeated the Toad King. The Great Pumpkin travels the world delivering candy and
  presents to all the good little witches and wizards..."



  " Hermione!"



  " I don't believe it! It can't be."



  " But Hermione! It is!"



  " No way, Harry. This has got to be some sort of joke the Americans pulled on the world."



  " Could it be real? Neither of us grew up with these legends," he replied.



  " Harry, if the Great Pumpkin was real, why didn't we get any presents or candy when we were growing up?" she asked him. She was firmly against the idea
  and intended to use every shred of logic she could.



  " Did you ever trick or treat?" he asked.



  " Of course not! Hello? Dentists for parents here, remember? Besides, what happened to your candy then?" As soon as she thought it, she cringed and
  could have kicked herself. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean..." She sighed, heavily.



  He reached out for her hand and gave it a small squeeze. "No, it's alright. I wouldn't have known if I had gotten anything. The Dursleys would have seen to that.
  Still, it would have been nice," he replied wistfully



  The pair clapped when the class lined up and bowed, but their minds were clearly elsewhere.



  " Hermione?"



  " Yes?" she replied, somewhat distracted.



  " If this is real, could some of the other legends be real?"



  " I don't know," she said, a bit worriedly. She suddenly had a image in her mind of a jolly old fat man in a red suit and she shivered. He can't be real, can he? She asked herself.
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  Please don't blame us for the incorrect spelling of obscure Romanian dishes. We stole the name from a website. Blame them instead.



  Will we clean up the Dumbledore issue before the final battle? I don't know, I guess you'll read to find out.



  Where do we get our inspiration? Well I have this old high school gym sock that has never been washed. It's nearly thirty years old at this point. Sniffing the sock induces a hypnotic state from
  which all things are possible. Next question.



  No Fawkes will not be making an appearance in this tale. The Phoenix bit is so clichÃ© at this point. Fawkes was working at the Disney World Tiki hut, but he was later captured by agents of Colonel
  Saunders. We don't know what happened afterwards, but I hear the BBQ was spectacular.



  The other intelligent species in the forbidden forest were left to fend for themselves. Harry's big lesson from Sunset was that he couldn't save everyone. Nuf said!



  AK, you're right Moose bites are dangerous. Especially when they are in heat. But I don't think we'll go there.



  Unfortunately our budget didn't allow for the technicolor penguins.



  We honestly don't know why people thought the last chapter was a cliffy, but we're happy it annoyed so many people. And for those that thought we'd send Harry and Crookshanks to Diagon Alley...
  HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA! FOOL ON YOU! All the clues were in that last section saying exactly where he'd go.



  Tina, a boffin is what an English friend of mine used to call the people in the research division. Also from what I understand a boffin is a sixteen legged arachnoid like creature native to Tau
  Epsilon five. It's bite is poisonous and should be avoided in the mating season.



  For those complaining that we didn't put Jeconais' This Means War on our updateless list, let me explain why we didn't.



  Jeconais owns this webserver. If I make him mad he may beat me up.



  He has been updating other things, so he's really not eligible for the list.



  And finally enough people have complained apparently because I've heard from an inside source that he is considering an update.



  The Wizengamot is going to be a running plot for quite a number of chapters to come. It's integral to the overall plot line so get used to seeing it. There will come a confrontation with the
  Wizengamot and Harry, but not until they've pushed him to the limit.



  BREATHE ROBERT! BREATHE!



  Apr911 you'll get your wish with this chapter.



  The King is Charles. Camilla was accidentally mistaken for a horse and shot for food two months after the fall of Britain.



  Dumbledore getting double crossed? Nah.... we aren't going to say. That particular thread is still playing out.
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 18 - Whispers in the dark

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Fred and George stepped out onto the stage and approached the podium.



  "Ladies and gentleman, presenting the Amazing Weasley Brothers!" said a typical TV narrator's voice.



  The two men looked out at the packed audience in confusion. Behind them a line of dancing technicolor penguins wearing tutus, high kicked their way onto the stage carrying hockey sticks.



  Fred looked at the teleprompter, then elbowed George, who had been staring at the penguins in shock.



  "Oh, right. The award for the best standard disclaimer is given annually to the fan fiction author or authors who manage to convey the idea that they are not JK Rowlings, and that they don't own
  Harry Potter or the rights to the Harry Potter universe," George said.



  Behind him the penguins were dancing in a frenzy.



  "That's not what you told that girl last night, George," quipped Fred.



  "OY! Shut it, you. We're live!" muttered George angrily. "Just read the nominees, will you?"



  "I can't. The envelope won't open," Fred shot back.



  "Well, you're a wizard, aren't you? Use your wand!" George said, then he smiled nervously for the camera. The number of penguins behind them had tripled in only a few short moments and he was
  getting worried.



  Fred waved his wand at the envelope and it transformed into a huge fish. The twins stared at it in confusion for a moment.



  The sound of dancing birds stopped for a moment, then was replaced by a rumbling sound.



  "PENGUINS!!!" shouted Fred as the hockey stick carrying penguins clubbed him to the ground, trying to get to the fish.



  Behind the stage curtain, Amy giggled insanely, never noticing the penguins sneaking up behind her.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 18






  Padfoot Manor (November 1st)...



  Harry and Draco helped Neville into his bedroom and onto the bed. Behind them walked a silent Ginny, whose eye was just beginning to darken and swell. Neville rolled on the mattress and groaned.
  They'd been sparring and Neville had landed a good shot, resulting in Ginny's black eye. According to the rules, they were supposed to back off and see that a medic looked over the eye. But
  something had gone wrong. Neville had relaxed and started to back away when Ginny retaliated with a kick to his groin. That kick, well, his scream really, had alerted the medic.



  To their joint dismay, Harry allowed the medic to look both of them over, but wouldn't allow the medic to heal either of them. He had been watching the two of them spar and he was angry at what he
  saw.



  Ginny walked over to the bed, looking suitably contrite. She moved to help Neville when Harry stopped her.



  "I want to know exactly what went on out there today," he said. His expression was thunderous, his body tense and his eyes shined with suppressed magic. He was angry and it was clearly obvious.



  Neville sat up painfully on the bed and Harry shot him a concerned glance but said nothing.



  "Harry... I..."



  "No, Nev. It was my fault, really," whispered Ginny, her eyes glistening with tears. "I suppose we shouldn't have been sparring today. We were fighting while we were mad at each other."



  "I wasn't mad, Ginny. I was just frustrated by your refusal," Neville shot back a bit forcefully, then he looked ashamed with himself.



  " Now we're starting to get somewhere," Hermione sent him.



  " Indeed."



  "Refusal? So you two were fighting and you decided to take it to the sparring mat? Neville..."



  Neville winced hearing the reproach in Harry's voice.



  Ginny's eyes flashed angrily. "Don't you blame it all on Neville..."



  "I don't," Harry said icily. His glare froze her in place for a moment before she shrank away, unsure of herself.



  "We're preparing for a mission where thousands of lives are depending on us and you two are having a marital spat on the training floor? I have half a mind to cut you both and send you back to
  basic for refresher training," he told them scathingly. Facing Ginny once more, he pointed to the bed. "Sit!"



  Ginny scrambled onto the bed next to Neville. The two looked up at him uncertainly. Despite the pain he was in, Neville put a protective arm around her.



  "I want to know what was so important that you'd tried to cripple your husband, Ginny."



  Ginny shrunk back.



  "Harry, mate, that's not entirely fair," protested Neville.



  "No it isn't! You're trained better than she is. You of all people should have known better! Now, obviously this little fight was important enough to both of you that you let it affect your work.
  Therefore, I think I have a right to know what it's all about."



  Neville looked at Ginny. When she nodded at him, he turned to look at Harry. "She felt something, mate. I've been trying to get her to talk to you about it. That was why we were fighting."



  "You felt something?" Harry asked her, a bit confused. "What kind of something?"



  "Something bad has come into Haven. It's almost like when the sun goes behind a cloud, leaving an area in shadow. It's something really bad, but I can't locate it and it's frustrating! I didn't
  want to tell you about it because I can't give you any real information," Ginny said with a sob.



  Harry exchanged a glance with the others, then conjured a few chairs and motioned for everyone to sit.



  "Ginny, your gift... your ability to sense dark magic is vital to us. Maybe you can't tell us what and where, but even a bit of a warning is better than none at all," Harry said.



  "It's true, Ginny. I can start my people and O'Dalley's looking for changes over the last few days, maybe see if we can pin something down," Draco commented.



  "Ginny? Is it a person or an object? Can you tell that much?" Harry asked, pressing her.



  Ginny closed her eyes and concentrated on the feeling. "It feels evil. I don't think it's alive, but there is a consciousness about it, twisted, malignant and evil." She shivered and opened her
  eyes.



  "It's a start," murmured Draco as he stood. "I had better get over to the Ministry and talk with O'Dalley. The only recent change I'm aware of is when they broke ground for your factory,
  Harry. Maybe it came in then."



  Harry nodded and watched him leave the room, then he looked back at Ginny and Neville, frowning.



  "I'm not happy about you holding back like this, Ginny. You need to learn to trust your feelings. We'll run with the information you've given us and see what happens," he said, then he stood
  and banished his chair.



  Reaching into his pockets he pulled out two small pots. He handed one to Ginny and one to Neville.



  "The salve in the pots will heal your injuries. Ginny's salve will heal Neville and Neville's will heal Ginny. It's only fitting that since you caused the injuries, you should each heal the
  other. I'd suggest doing Ginny first, Nev," he said, unable to suppress a smirk.



  Harry turned to Hermione and offered her an hand up. She took his hand and they walked from the room.



  " You know what Ginny applying the salve to Neville's injury will result in, don't you?" she sent.



  " Yes, I know. It's called make-up-sex. Besides, it will stop their fighting, at least for a little while."



  " When did you get so wise?"



  " It's not wisdom," he sent back to her with a laugh. "If we'd been fighting, I'd want to end it by making wild
  passionate love to you, too."



  Hermione laughed and gently hugged his arm before leaving him standing in the hallway.



  "I meant it," he called after her. Then he shrugged his shoulders and apparated to his office.





  Johansen's Farmhouse...



  Olga had just closed the door to the toddlers bedroom room when she heard the knock at the front door. With a frown, she rushed to answer it, hoping it didn't wake the little ones. They'd had
  problems sleeping the last several days due to the talk of the older children, and she was at a loss as to how to sooth their fears.



  Pulling the door open, her frown became a smile. "Melinda! Come in, my dear girl," she invited, stepping back from the door and waving the younger woman in.



  "Good afternoon, Olga. I hope I didn't catch you at a bad time," Melinda said as she entered the house and closed the door behind her.



  "Oh, no. I just put the younger children down for a nap. Little Linda is having such a terrible time sleeping. All the younger children have been. But come. We can talk in the kitchen, hmm?"



  Leading the way, Olga soon had her guest seated and served tea and cake. Sitting back on her chair, she smiled. "What brings you by today?"



  "The children, actually," Melinda told her as she put her cup down on the table. "The older children have had their inoculations, what with school starting and all. But the younger children
  still need theirs."



  Olga grimaced. "Oh, they won't like that. I wish I had known you were stopping by today. I would have held off on their naps for awhile."



  "It's alright. I have time. You said something about the children having a hard time sleeping? I thought the nightmares were getting better?" Melinda asked, concerned.



  "They were. But these are new, and not the same thing. The older children, they carry tales, you see? They hear things in the village, then come home and tell the young ones what was said. The
  old nightmares, I was able to reassure, to sooth, yes? But this new situation? I find myself lost and unsure how to help them. How can I, when I don't understand myself?"



  "What situation? Olga, what are the older children saying?"



  "Oh, they come home from school with all sorts of stories. Usually the young ones are entertained. But lately, these new stories are different, and a bit frightening, even for the children
  telling the tales. Oh, I am rambling, yes? I am sorry, Melinda, but this is all very confusing and alarming."



  "Take your time," Melinda told her gently.



  "Yes, well. Mark came home from school several weeks ago and told everyone that he'd learned that living among 'muggles' would drain his magic from him. Sven and I were able to wave that away by
  pointing out our son, Johan, who is even now going to the Haven School as a wizard. Mark was relieved to hear it. But since then, the stories he and the other children have come home with have
  gotten worse."



  "Worse?



  "Yes. Someone is telling our children loathsome things, Melinda. Things no child should have to hear. They are being told that Sven and I will hurt them, that we hate them and are jealous of
  their power, and that..." She trailed off, to choked up to speak.



  Melinda stood up and rushed around the table to Olga. Kneeling down, she reached for the older woman's hands, offering comfort.



  Olga squeezed Melinda's hands, then looked into her eyes. "The children are being told that we hurt their real parents, that we took them because we want their magic. They've been told that if
  they don't protect themselves from us, we will make them disappear, like we did their real parents. Oh, I don't know what to do!"



  Melinda wrapped her in a hug and scowled. Who would say such things to children? But then, it's not just the children being hurt by this, she thought.



  "I know where we can start," Melinda told her as she leaned away and look at the tearful woman. Rummaging through her pockets, she pulled out a handkerchief and offered it to Olga.



  While the woman dried her tears, Melinda stood up. "Dilly?" she called.



  A small elf appeared with a quiet pop, and smiled. "You did call for me, Miss? What can Dilly be doing for you?"



  "Would you bring Arthur Weasley here for me? He should be at the Ministry building."



  "Oh, I don't think we should be bothering him," Olga protested.



  "Hush now," Melinda told her. "He'll want to know about this." She turned back to the elf, who was bouncing from foot to foot.



  "Dilly will be bringing him, Miss. And Dilly will be quick, too!"



  She vanished before Melinda could thank her.





  Department of Magical Relations, Deputy Minister's office...



  Arthur looked up when he heard a small popping sound. Glancing around, he saw nothing and shrugged in annoyance. He had stacks of paperwork to get through and did not wish to be disturbed.



  "Mister Minister must come with Dilly now," a little voice pipped up.



  Startled, Arthur looked up once more, but saw no one. "What the devil?" he muttered, tossing down his quill. "Dilly?" He stood up and saw the elf.



  "Yes, Mister Minister. You must be coming with Dilly now," the little elf said as she walked around his desk.



  "Dilly, I'm very busy at the moment. What is this about?" he demanded. Sitting down once more, he scowled at the creature.



  She frowned back at him. "Miss says you must come. Miss sent Dilly to fetch you, so Dilly is here."



  "Miss? Do you mean Melinda?"



  "Yes, Dilly's Miss is known by that name."



  "Is there something wrong? Is she hurt?" he asked, alarmed.



  "No, Miss is not hurt. But she did tell Dilly that Dilly must bring Mister Minister to her," the elf told him, now shifting from foot to foot.



  He thought she was nervous.



  She thought he was wasting time.



  "Alright, Dilly. Tell Melinda I'll stop by after work."



  "No! Miss did tell Dilly to bring Mister Minister to her. Dilly likes Miss and will do as Miss said!" Then, reaching out her hand, she grabbed Arthur's arm and disappeared, dragging him along
  for the ride.





  Johansen's Farm House, moments later...



  The small popping sound of Dilly's arrival was nearly drowned out by the shout that came with it. Dilly appeared with Arthur, her hand still wrapped around his arm. Unfortunately for Arthur, he had
  been seated when Dilly had grabbed him, but she hadn't taken his chair with them.



  Landing on his ass in the middle of Olga Johansen's kitchen, he looked around and spotted Melinda. "What the hell is going on here?" he growled, then turned to glare at the elf responsible for
  his current undignified position.



  The elf in question stomped her foot in annoyance. "Dilly told you! Miss wanted you to come here, and told Dilly to fetch you."



  "Melinda?" he asked, swiveling his head around to look at her. "What is this all about?"



  Melinda bit her lip. "Oh, dear. I did tell her to bring you here, Arthur. I'm afraid she took me quite literally. I should have told her to ask you to come here. I'll remember that in the
  future."



  "I should think so!" he exclaimed.



  Another popping sound was heard in the kitchen, and Dobby appeared. He scowled furiously at Dilly. "Yous do be knowing better than to drag a wizard away from his work!" he told her angrily.



  "Miss did tell Dilly to get him," Dilly protested, yanking on her ears in frustration. "Dilly do be a good elf. Dilly does what Dilly is told!"



  "Dilly does not be bonded to Miss," Dobby said. "Dilly shoulds be knowing better." He trotted to Arthur and tried to help him to his feet.



  Olga sat at the table, mesmerized. She'd had little experience with house elves, and found the whole situation disturbing, yet rather comical.



  "Dobby," Melinda cut in, "she was doing me a favor. Dilly is my friend. It was my fault, not hers. I should have worded my request differently."



  Dobby's eyes widened and he let go of Arthur's arm, sending the man crashing back to the floor with a curse.



  Dilly turned to Melinda, her eyes tearing. "Miss be Dilly's friend?"



  Melinda rushed to her side and knelt down. "Of course I am. How could you doubt it?" She turned to Dobby then. "Please don't be angry with her. This was all my fault, really."



  Dilly looked at Dobby. "Now does Dobby be understanding? Dilly did say that Miss was like Dobby's Harry Potter."



  At Dobby's stunned nod, she turned back to Melinda. Placing her small hand under Melinda's chin, she raised her head up so she could meet the woman's eyes.



  "Oh, Merlin's balls!" Arthur laughed when he realized what was happening.



  Melinda's eyes widened as she felt the subtle connection being made. "Dilly, what..."



  Dilly clapped her hands joyously, then launched herself at Melinda, wrapping her arms around the witch's neck and hugging her. "Dilly did be thinking that Mistress had a kind heart! Now Dilly
  does be knowing. Dilly can feel it!" She pulled away then, and beamed. "Dilly will be going home to make dinner for Mistress to take to work so that Mistress need not eat nasty, vile slop at
  hospital."



  She rushed over and hugged Dobby, then danced away. Laughing musically, she disappeared with a small pop.



  "Oh, bullocks," Melinda murmured, a bit dazed. "What just happened, Arthur? For Merlin's sake, stop laughing."



  "Dilly be bound to yous now, Miss," Dobby told her over Arthur's laughter. "Dilly dids say that she likes Miss and thought Miss be kind."



  "Bound? Wait, are you saying Dilly's my house elf now?" she asked, shocked.



  "Yes, Miss. Yous did say Dilly was yous friend," the elf reminded her.



  Arthur laughed harder and pointed a finger at Melinda. "I t-t-told you," he sputtered.



  Fists on her hips, she glared down at him. "Told me what?" she demanded.



  "About the hope that the elves would take a more aggressive role in the bonding," he chuckled, pushing himself up straighter. "You've just experienced it, first hand."



  "Yes, but I didn't ask her to bond with me!" she told him in frustration.



  "But yous did!" Dobby protested, looking agitated. "Yous told Dilly that yous was her friend."



  Melinda whirled to face him, then frowned in thought. "Well, yes, I did. But how does one go from being a friend to being a... 'Mistress'?"



  "All elves be knowing it be better to bond to a friend," Dobby told her. His expression said this should have been obvious.



  She closed her eyes, grit her teeth and took a deep breath. "Yes, I can see that. Thank you for correcting me, Dobby." Opening her eyes, she glared at Arthur. "Oh, do stop laughing! And get
  up off the floor, you lazy man," she muttered.



  When Dobby rushed over and helped Arthur to his feet, Olga shook her head and stood up.



  "This is all very confusing, yes?" she asked her guests. "Sit, sir. Sit down. I'll get you a cup of tea."



  "I's be going back to the manor now," Dobby told them. When they nodded, he frowned one more time at Melinda, then popped away.



  "Merlin! I just wanted to be her friend," Melinda said as she fell back into her chair. "I didn't want her to bond with me."



  "You can free her," Arthur told her as he sat down. He smiled at Olga when she placed a cup of tea in front of him. "But you'll break her heart if you do."



  "I don't want to hurt her. And I do appreciate her help at home. It's just..." She shrugged helplessly. "I never thought I'd have an elf."



  "They are useful creatures," Olga commented as she sat back down. "And they seem to enjoy their work."



  "Most elves do," Arthur said, "if they like those they serve. If they truly care, however, the relationship can be quite extraordinary. Just look at Dobby and Harry, for example."



  Olga, who didn't know Dobby very well, sipped her tea and remained quiet. Melinda nodded. She understood what Arthur was saying.



  "Now, ladies, unless you wanted me here to witness Melinda's bonding, what can I do for you?" Arthur asked, looking between the women.



  "I am sorry about that, Arthur, but this is something you need to know about," Melinda said, then went on to repeat Olga's tale.



  When she was through, Arthur turned to Olga and frowned. "How long has this been going on?"



  "A few weeks. But the stories the children are bringing home are getting worse. Sven and I have told the older children not to tell such tales to the youngsters, but I think they believe we are
  trying to hide the truth. They tell the babies anyway and their nightmares are getting worse. Sven and I do not know how to combat such things. We don't know where these things are coming from or
  how to fight such loathsome tales!" Olga began to weep then. Her children meant everything to her, but she didn't know how to protect them from this.



  "This is the first I've heard of it," Arthur said, scowling. "There's always been a muggle bias among some elements of wizarding society, but I'd hoped it had been pushed aside in the face of
  a common enemy. Naive of me, I realize now."



  "Something must be done, Arthur," Melinda said quietly. "The children are having nightmares about this and have become afraid of their own parents."



  "Something will be done," he replied firmly. "I'll speak to the Minister and O'Dalley, as I'm sure they're unaware of the situation. In the meantime," he said, turning back to Olga, "I
  want you to call on me if anything else happens. We'll figure this out, Olga. I promise."



  






  Wizengamot Building, Office of Amhar Coeur de Lion...



  "Councilor," Amhar said icily, staring at the woman standing in the doorway.



  "Councilor," replied Agatha Umbridge in an equally icy tone.



  "So, what can I do for you? I am, after all, a busy man," Amhar said pompously.



  "I'm here bearing a message Councilor," Agatha said. Her tone was both soothing and slightly chiding.



  "Oh? What might that be?"



  "We are aware that you have spoken with Mr. Amos about his recent firing and the incident involving Lady Potter. It would be against your interests to follow up on the matter," Agatha told him
  smoothly.



  "Do not presume to threaten me, Councilor. That mudblood injured a respected member of the community!" Amhar exclaimed, standing from his chair and leaning over his desk.



  "That respected member was fired with cause, Councilor, by his own immediate superior. Then he attempted to draw a wand in a room full of school children. We have the statements of fifteen sets
  of parents, as well as offers of their Pensieve memories of the event. Further, I will remind you that we are not on our home soil. What happened took place on land owned by Lord Potter and is
  covered under the laws of our host, the Irish Ministry of Magic, who have already investigated the matter and consider it closed."



  "That mudblood insulted a respected pureblood!"



  "That mudblood, as you call her, happens to be married to the man who pays your salary! Now, unless you want Lord Potter to call in his marker and bankrupt the Wizengamot, you'll let this
  pass!"



  Amhar growled and sat back heavily on his chair, staring at Agatha. She had a point he couldn't argue against. In his deal to fund the Wizengamot, Potter had set up the money under the control of a
  trust fund with himself as chief trustee. He personally authorized the monthly salary payments from the fund and it was within his rights as the chief trustee to withhold funds if he deemed it
  necessary.



  "Councilor, the Ministry is aware of your dislike for Lord Potter, but like it or not, he has personally built Haven from his own funds, and on his own lands. We are guests here. This is not
  Britain. This is not Diagon Alley, nor your estates in Essex. We are on foreign soil and most of us are trying to help the Ministry so we can go home. Your actions might, in some circles, seem
  treasonous," Agatha told him quietly, her eyes narrowed.



  Amhar's fists clenched in anger. He knew this warning wasn't coming directly from the Potters, and that angered him even further. If there was one thing he couldn't stand, it was to be ignored, and
  Harry Potter continued to ignore him as if he were a non-entity, unworthy of notice. That the warning had to come from the Ministry rankled him. He'd find a way for both the Ministry and Potter to
  pay for this further insult.



  He took a few calming breaths. It was too soon, too early for revenge, and he couldn't do anything until there were more sympathetic members of the Wizengamot.



  "Very well, Councilor, I will overlook this matter. After all, it is rather trivial. Who among us really cares about the job of a school teacher? Besides, I have committee business to occupy me
  as you are aware," Amhar said in a smooth voice.



  "Yes, I am and believe me, I do understand," Agatha said, her eyes widening. Amhar's offer was a subtle one. He'd back off on Hermione if they'd stop fighting him over the chair for the
  committee. She didn't want to give up the chair to him. However, aggravating Harry by bringing charges against his wife would surely bode ill for everyone.



  Amhar smiled and Agatha felt the need to bathe. His smile seemed tainted, his casual discarding of Amos, slimy. Here was a man who would allow nothing to stand in the way of his climb to power.



  The two councilors talked for a few more minutes before Agatha made her excuses. Frankly, she couldn't really blame Lady Potter, although she was surprised that someone as intelligent as Hermione
  could resort to violence so easily. The simple fact was, Lady Potter had prevented what could have been a disaster. Her actions were legal, but only barely. And because of that, Amhar was able to
  blackmail a position of authority for himself. He could have tied the Potters up for months in judicial hearings.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  "Master, Lucius is here to see you," uttered a Death Eater.



  "I will see him immediately," Voldemort hissed.



  Despite his scarring, Lucius Malfoy walked proudly into the Great Hall. He was one of a handful of wizards who had the ear of Voldemort. One of the few wizards whom the Dark Lord trusted, as much
  as he trusted any wizard.



  He walked up to Voldemort's throne and bowed deeply. "Thank you for seeing me, Master," Lucius said.



  "Well? What news have you for me?"



  "Several items of interest, my Lord. First, we have developed a source of information inside the British Ministry of Magic in Ireland. It seems that a child of one of your servants is now working
  as a student volunteer inside the Ministry," Lucius paused to glance at Voldemort.



  "Those fools will trust anyone! Tell me, what has this child discovered?"



  "She has managed to pass us some interesting information. According to her, the Saudi Arabian and the Egyptian Ministries have sent Aurors to aid the British Ministry."



  "WHAT?" roared Voldemort. He pounded his fist against his throne. "I thought the Blood Jihad was supposed to be keeping the Mid-East from aiding Britain?"



  Lucius looked down at his feet for a moment. "Yes, well, it seems that the Blood Jihad was doing more than that, my Lord. We had turned down their last request for funding. As a result, they
  concocted a wild scheme to raise money by robbing the Library at Alexandria. Their plot was discovered, their top leaders captured and most of their membership scattered."



  "So how many Middle Eastern countries have offered aid to the British?" Voldemort asked in a deceptively calm tone.



  "I am aware of Egypt and Saudi Arabia, my lord. However, there are rumors of offers of aid and monies from four other countries," Lucius reported. He knew he was on thin ice and that
  Voldemort's temper could explode at any minute. He was grateful that the Dark Lord didn't ask how the Blood Jihad's plot was foiled. The last thing he needed to hear was that his allies had been
  destroyed by Harry Potter, again.



  "What of the continent?" snapped Voldemort.



  Lucius smiled. This was a different matter entirely. "Ah, things on the continent are going better than anticipated. The French are not actively cooperating with the British. One could say that
  France is ambivalent to Britain's plight. According to my sources, the French would have been a bit more active against Britain, but the Americans stepped on them quite firmly. Several Ministries
  have sent token forces of less than a hundred Aurors. I think most are keeping their forces for when we break out of Britain."



  "You sound very sure of yourself, Lucius."



  Lucius bowed deeply. "Not of myself, my Lord, but I am sure of you. Potter's ward will not hold you forever."



  Voldemort smiled briefly. "So what do you think of your new source of information?"



  "I am inclined to trust it for the moment, my Lord. We have verified what she is telling us via other sources. That implies she has access to good information. My primary concern is that she is
  just a child," replied Lucius.



  "Yes, there is that." Voldemort eyes narrowed in thought for a moment. "Send word to her that we are pleased, but that she should do nothing that will endanger her position. I do not want her
  caught due to some teenage fit of recklessness. She will be amply rewarded for her loyalty when the time comes. Remind her that she is not alone. She is not the only source I have in Haven."



  Lucius was surprised, though he did his best not to show it. Voldemort admitting he had someone, perhaps more than one person, working for him inside Haven?



  "What else does our little spy have to say about Haven?"



  "She reports that the Wizengamot has reconvened and is giving the Ministry considerable difficulty. The opposition to the war is centering around several of the pure blooded members who refused
  to join our side and were sent to Azkaban for their impertinence. She doesn't go into a lot of detail because the Council is barely operating."



  Voldemort rubbed his hands together. "Excellent. Perhaps it might be to our advantage to get a hold of some of our Irish friends and see if they can help the opposition in some way."



  "I will see to it, my Lord. Our control of the continental drug cartel is solid. We can afford to throw some galleons at them," Lucius replied.



  "What other news have you for me?"



  "My lord, I am hesitant to bring this issue up, but Mulciber has drained me of my Wizarding forces. I now have barely enough men to control the muggle army. As a result of this action on his
  part, I have lost the large force of muggles I had sent north to reinforce Inverness. I am unable to send a Wizarding force, as I lack any to send. Any additional muggle forces I send would be
  attacked by the Muggle navies now blockading our country."



  Lucius cringed and waited for Voldemort to explode, but it never came.



  "Send for Mulciber," he said. One of the Death Eaters standing nearby ran from the room.



  Lucius moved to one side to await the arrival of his rival. Voldemort sat quietly, contemplating the situation and caressing Nagini, who lay next to his throne.



  Mulciber hurriedly entered the Great Hall. He paled when he saw Lucius' smirk and increased his pace to Voldemort. He had been ignoring Lucius' demands that he return his men to him and Lucius had
  apparently done the unthinkable and taken the problem to the Dark Lord!



  Mulciber bowed deeply. "You sent for me, my Lord?"



  "Ah, Mulciber. Why have you taken most of Lucius' wizards?" Voldemort asked in deceptively mild tone.



  "Training, my Lord. After Azkaban I decided our forces needed to know how to fight better," Mulciber replied.



  "And are they now trained?"



  "Mostly, my Lord. Lucius has not seen fit to send me the rest of his forces. He has refused outright," he said, glaring at Lucius.



  "I see," the Dark Lord replied. As Mulciber's eyes lit with triumph, Voldemort pointed his wand at the man. " Crucio ," he said softly.



  Mulciber collapsed on the floor, writhing and screaming in agony. Voldemort stood and walked around the man who shrieked and flailed about on the floor, keeping the curse on him.



  "Do not presume to second guess me or my designs, Mulciber. I gave Lucius those men to help him maintain control over the muggles and you have seriously weakened that control. Because of you and
  your jealousy, he now struggles to hold that which he won in my name," the Dark Lord thundered. He then lifted the curse and watched as the man continued to spasm and twitch.



  "You should have come to me to approve any training, Mulciber. You should not have weakened Lucius' position. I expect you to return the bulk of his men to him by tonight. And Lucius? Training is
  a good idea. When you receive your men back, release those who have not undergone the training to Mulciber. He will return them to you when he has finished with them."



  Lucius bowed. "It will be as you command, my Lord."



  Lucius smiled to himself, having escaped the Great Hall in one piece. Mulciber, on the other hand, would require several days to fully recover from the day's audience.





  South of Inverness Scotland (Nov 2nd)...



  McHardy collapsed the portable antenna and stowed it in the carrying case. The radio's what they described as man portable, meaning it takes one man most of his
  strength to lug it around, he thought wryly.



  Since the tenth of last month his outfit had been steadily resupplied as they hid out in this location. While still a fraction of it's normal strength, the unit was now two hundred strong, having
  absorbed the Royal Marines who had been air dropped, as well as several other remnant units that had gone covert when the government fell.



  "Well, Laddie, do you believe me now?" asked Moody.



  McHardy eyed the strange, peg legged man who seemed to have capabilities beyond his understanding and nodded. Moody had single handedly delivered tons of weapons, food and other equipment until the
  underground storage rooms were overflowing with needed supplies.



  "I reckon I'll have to believe you, Mr. Moody. Now, if I understand you properly, these twenty men you're going to bring with you will have the same abilities as those black robed men helping the
  rebel government," McHardy said warily. This was something he didn't understand, but he was told quite firmly by his own command not to question these men too deeply.



  "That's true, lad, but don't be frightened of them. They are like you and I, citizens of the United Kingdom," Moody replied, then glanced over his shoulder towards the tree-line.



  He sat with McHardy in the middle of a field. Nearby, four of McHardy's men lay in the autumn grass, their weapons pointed outwards. They were guarding their commander and the entrance to the
  abandoned underground base they had taken over.



  The base, an old RAF station left over from World War II, had a large underground storage facility. The runways had long since been torn up and the underground bunkers emptied, but an access point
  to the underground bunkers remained, and that was what they were guarding.



  Moody signaled and the twenty men left the tree-line, causing the men on guard to tense.



  The nineteen Aurors and one Healer had been men Moody had found hiding in southern England. Each had been sent to Ireland and asked if they would volunteer to come back and help to spread the
  underground movement. Each man had lost family to Voldemort and had readily volunteered.



  "At ease," hissed McHardy. "They're on our side."



  Moody nodded satisfactorily at the men who cautiously made their way to him.



  "Colonel McHardy, meet Mathias Thrawkmort, commander of your 'helpers'," Moody said.



  McHardy nodded briefly to Thrawkmort. The man wore a strange combat uniform with the Union Jack on one arm and a patch with a crossed wand and sword overlaid atop a Celtic cross on the other. There
  was no rank insignia anywhere on his uniform or on the uniforms of his men.



  Moody decided to take pity on McHardy. "Laddie, it's real easy. Before you plan any raids or attacks, just ask Thrawkmort what they can do to help. Then you'll be able to plan accordingly."



  McHardy nodded. Moody had helped him and his men a great deal. He didn't understand the man or his abilities, but he trusted him implicitly.



  Moody clapped him on his shoulder. "Good lad! Well, times a wasting and I need to be going. I'll see you again in a week. Keep to your contact schedule. Times are changing, lad, and we're the
  ones doing the changing."



  McHardy smiled and turned to give the order to open the entrance to the base. When he turned back, Moody was gone.





  Hogwarts Castle, Snape's Potion Lab...



  As the young girl's screams rose in pitch, Snape smiled darkly. He'd known twenty minutes ago that this wouldn't work. The test subject showed all the same signs as the failures who came before
  her. But there was no reason he should not get pleasure out of the experience, and her screams were, after all, quite exquisite.



  "Girl! Get in here!" he yelled to his slave.



  An obviously emaciated young woman scurried into the dungeon and flinched at the sight before her. Another young woman from the slave pens was being tested, and the result looked to be as horrific
  as the first.



  "Yes, sir? What can this girl do for you?" she asked as she dropped to her knees in front of Snape, doing her best to ignore the screeching from the test subject.



  Snape backhanded her, hard. He nodded in satisfaction when she simply sat back up and watched him carefully.



  She didn't bother to wipe away the blood that now trickled from her split lip. She'd learned her lesson well.



  He looked away from her and smiled darkly when the test subject, bound in chains and suspended from the ceiling, began to thrash about wildly. "The end is near. You know your duty," he
  commanded the kneeling woman.



  Trying very hard not to grimace, she reached out, unzipped his pants and murmured, "Yes, sir."



  Five minutes later, as the test subject screamed in horror and felt her soul dissolve from her body as it was forcefully ejected, Snape groaned in pleasure. After one final thrust, he pushed the
  girl at his feet way and tucked himself back into his pants.



  "Adequate," he murmured, his eyes still on the now dead woman. "I would have thought you'd be better at this by now." He looked down at her then, and smiled when he saw the shame bloom in
  her eyes.



  "Clean up this mess," he ordered, waving at the test subject, "before the stench becomes unbearable." Then he strode from the room, muttering to himself about his research.



  The woman turned then, still on her knees, and studied the woman hanging from the ceiling. It was becoming harder for her to recognize the test subjects as individual women, as there had been so
  many sacrificed in such a way.



  Oh, he didn't think she knew what he was doing, but he was wrong. She knew he was trying to find a way around the limitations that monstrous ritual imposed. He tested his theories on the woman of
  the slave pens, leaving her to clean up his failures. As if that weren't enough, he took pleasure in their horror, their pain, and he took his pleasure with her.



  She spit on the floor then, trying to remove his foul taste from her mouth. Standing, she thrust her shoulders back and marched towards the dead woman.



  Everyone had a breaking point, and when hers came, he would pay. They would all pay!





  Haven Operations Center Briefing Theater...



  "ATTENSHUN!"



  Caleb shook his head and walked out onto the stage to the small podium. "Sit," he said, as he looked up at the men and women crowded into the darkened theater. Over seven hundred people were
  jammed into the little theater. Many were standing in the back, as there weren't enough seats.



  He gestured with his wand and an aerial photograph appeared behind him on the wall. "I will try to keep this brief so the folks in the back don't have to stand too long. Your unit commanders will
  provide more detailed briefs as the training progresses.



  "Behind me is an aerial shot of Leeds, one of two principle camps maintained by Voldemort and used exclusively for housing Wizards. Leeds is also a family camp. You will find men, women and
  children in these camps. And make no mistake, ladies and gentlemen, the conditions in these camps are even more brutal than those we found at Azkaban.



  "We have three primary objectives. First, to hit the camp and overwhelm the guard force stationed around it. Second, to evacuate all civilians from the camp, by force if necessary. And finally,
  to hold the camp and bloody the noses of any reinforcing wizards who might arrive to help fight us off. After we've bloodied their noses, we'll give them back their precious camp, empty of
  prisoners."



  Caleb looked up when he heard the mass rustling of the crowd. He gestured again with his wand and the image changed. The photo became greatly enlarged and specific areas were now labeled.



  "The camp is surrounded by a concrete wall twelve feet high with concertina wire embedded in the top. There are four guard towers, usually manned by four wizards. Each tower is at a corner of the
  camp. Notice there are two entrances, the northern most entrance and an eastern one..."



  Caleb paused and his expression darkened. "The eastern entrance leads to a mass grave before hitting the main road leading into Leeds.



  "The two large buildings just outside of the northern gates are guard barracks. We estimate a force in excess of two hundred guards for this camp. Elf scouts report there are usually as many as
  fifty guards inside the camp at any given point in time. Add to that a group of Dementors housed in this building here," he said, pointing to a building inside the camp.



  "Inside the camp there are four rows of five blockhouses each. If our scouts are right, we could be seeing at least eighty people per blockhouse. That's a total of two thousand prisoners in this
  camp.



  "The camp is warded against portkeys and apparation. We will have to come in away from the camps and their wards and assault them from the outside.



  "At the same time this attack is occuring, another will take place at the camp in Wilmslow. The nearest large British Army presence capable of interfering is in Manchester. The muggles have
  promised that they will handle the British Army."



  Caleb waited while copies of the photos were handed out to everyone, along with parchments outlining the mission in greater detail.



  "Your unit commanders will give you more detailed briefings as we approach the time of the attack. In the meantime, we'll start training on a full sized mock-up of the camp. All unit commanders
  are to take a complete inventory of your equipment and draw from supply, if needed."



  Caleb nodded to the sergeant, then he turned and walked off the stage.



  "BRIGADE! ATTUNSHUN!"



  Harry waited until Caleb had left the room before turning to Hermione. "Have the company commanders report to my office at twelve hundred tomorrow to begin fleshing this out," he told her
  quietly.





  Padfoot Manor (Nov 3rd)...



  Hermione reached out and found she was alone. It took her a moment to transition from sleep to being awake. Harry had left the bed. She glanced at the clock and grimaced.



  " Harry?"



  " I'm in the study, love. Go back to sleep," he sent back.



  " What are you doing? It's two in the morning!"



  " I'm going over these reports on the Leeds camp again."



  Hermione sighed and threw on her robe and slippers. She walked quietly from their bedroom to Harry's study. He stood staring at a model of the camp on a table behind his desk. He reached absently
  and Dobby appeared, placing a cup of hot tea in his hand.



  Dobby sent her a pleading looking, hoping she could get him into bed. Even house elves needed sleep!



  Hermione paused in the doorway. "You know, you're going to be real impressive meeting your company commanders tomorrow. I can see it now. They wait with bated breath for words of wisdom from the
  mighty Harry Potter himself, only to see him drooling on his mission notes and snoring loud enough to rattle windows."



  He shot her a sour look. "I need to flesh out a plan before we meet. We got lucky at Azkaban. I don't think we will be so lucky this time around," he told her.



  "What do you mean?"



  "Think about it. Azkaban was on a narrow island and the only source of reinforcements were blocked from entering the camp. The camp itself was lightly guarded compared to this place. And we don't
  have any Angels to support us this time..."



  As Harry spoke, he stared down at his model. Hermione came up behind him and wrapped both arms around him.



  "Have you worked out your plan?" she asked.



  "Pretty much," he replied, laying his arms over hers.



  "Then come back to bed, my heart. You need your sleep and staring at that model of yours isn't doing you any good," she cajoled.



  Harry sighed and turned in her embrace. He tilted her chin up and leaned down to kiss her. It wasn't a passion filled kiss, and yet he poured all of his love into it. When he finally pulled back,
  he smiled as Hermione flushed and swayed a little in his arms.



  "What was that for?"



  "Do I need a reason to kiss my wife?" he answered with a lopsided grin.



  "When you kiss me like that, leaving me breathless and weak in the knees, I would say yes!"



  He laughed and apparated them back to their bedroom. He scooped her up in his arms and gently laid her in the bed, then he crawled over her to get to his side. Hermione rolled over and propped her
  head up on her hand.



  "Well, aren't you going to answer me?"



  He leaned over and kissed the very tip of her nose. "Nope," he replied as he rolled over on his back.



  "Oh, you... you man!" she huffed at him.



  " And you love it don't you."



  " Not when you tease me like this!" she sent back indignantly.



  She gripped her pillow and was about to smother him with it because of the laughter she sensed over the bond.



  " I kissed you like that because I wanted to. I love you, you know."



  Hermione rolled onto her back and huffed to herself. She hated it when he got the last word, even if it was a mental word. Then she brightened. He may have had the last word, but she'd gotten him
  to answer her, hadn't she?





  Miss Finch's Class (Nov 5th)...



  Miss Finch stood at the front of the room and smiled at her students. "Today, class, were going to try something new. Robert? Joey? Would you both come stand up here with me?"



  The two boys, both very similar in appearance, looked at each other. Each was wondering what they'd done wrong. Standing, they moved rather slowly to the front of the room, dragging their feet and
  keeping their eyes downcast.



  Miss Finch smiled at the boys, then turned them around to face the other students. "Now, class, I want you to look at both boys, and tell me how they are different."



  Robert and Joey looked at each other again, then Joey shrugged. "Maybe it's a new game," he whispered to Robert.



  "At least she didn't find out about the mouse we put in her desk," Robert whispered back.



  As the class continued, students called out visible differences between the two students. Wasn't Joey taller? And didn't Robert have darker hair?



  "Excellent work, all of you," Miss Finch told the class. "Now, in what ways are Joey and Robert the same?"



  As the students began to call out similarities, the boys began to grow impatient. They shifted from foot to foot. Robert crossed his eyes and grimaced hideously, while Joey stuck his tongue out at
  the class.



  Sensing the trouble brewing, Miss Finch stepped in. "Nicely done, class! Just a few more minutes, then we'll let these fine fellows sit back down," she told the students as she placed a hand on
  the shoulder of each boy, reminding them to behave. "Now, there was one thing each of you missed when pointing out the differences between Robert and Joey. It's not an important difference,
  really, but it is a difference. Shall I give you a hint?"



  While the class nodded eagerly, Robert and Joey looked at each other, trying to spot the difference.



  "One of these boys is a muggle, the other is a wizard. Can you tell who's who?" Miss Finch asked her students.



  The children looked at the two boys carefully, but none volunteered an answer.



  "No one?" Miss Finch prompted her class.



  "Miss Finch?" A small, blond girl called as she waved her hand energetically.



  "Yes, Sara?"



  "What difference does it make?" she asked, her west Texas accent thick. "They both have cooties!"



  The girls in the class all squealed in horrified delight, while the boys scowled.



  Miss Finch shook her head and smiled. "They don't have cooties, Sara," she said with a laugh. "But you're right. Muggle or wizard, it doesn't make a difference. We are all part of the same
  community, and we take care of each other."





  Wizengamot Investigative Committee (Nov 7th)...



  "Mr. Weasley, you used to be the manager of the Department of Misuse of Muggle Artifacts prior to the evacuation of the Government, did you not?" asked Amhar Coeur de Lion.



  "Yes, Mr. Chairman, that is correct," Arthur said, then he glanced around at the other committee members. The five person committee consisted of mostly neutral Councilors, with only one person
  actively supporting the Ministry.



  "Why don't you tell us about the days following the evacuation, Mr. Weasley. Enlighten us," suggested Amhar.



  Arthur leaned forward on his chair. "There isn't much to tell, Mr. Chairman. Our principle goal at the time was to safeguard the students of Hogwarts and their families. There was considerable
  confusion following the fall of Britain, both here and abroad.



  "Lord Potter was the first one to suggest reforming the Ministry around Madam Bones, and the Irish were quick to formally recognize it. It gave them a place to focus their efforts, and it
  provided us with a means of directing ours."



  "Tell me, Deputy Minister, when the Ministry was reformed, why wasn't Azkaban attacked then? Why were so many forced to wait?"



  "With all due respect, Mr. Chairman, military matters are not my area of expertise. I was not involved with the planning of, nor the attack on the island," Arthur replied politely.



  Amhar scowled and made a note on the parchment in front of him.



  "Deputy Minister, I'm curious as to why the Minister of Magic would assign you such an exalted rank when, only a few months prior, you were under investigation for illegal activities according to
  the Department of Magical Law Enforcement."



  "Mr. Chairman, I must protest this line of questioning and ask it be stricken from the record. We have no purview or authority to investigate matters prior to the Ministry's evacuation of
  Britain," said Trenton Largo.



  Amhar frowned and waved a hand dismissively. "I believe the information is relevant," he replied condescendingly. "Now, answer my question, Mr. Weasley."



  "I'm sorry, Mr. Chairman, but I'm afraid I must agree with Councilor Largo. This line of questioning is beyond the scope of our charter," said Lillias McFerrson, one of the neutrals on the
  committee.



  "Oh, very well. Court reporter, strike that last question. The witness does not have to answer," he snapped.



  Amhar shuffled his notes, cleared his throat and looked at Arthur once more. "Mr. Weasley, as Deputy Minister of Magical Relations, it is your job to oversee our diplomatic efforts, is it not?"
  he asked.



  "That is correct, Mr. Chairman."



  "Then kindly explain how our first contact with the Irish was managed and maintained by a known dark creature," Amhar said in a triumphant voice.



  "Dark creature? Oh, you must mean Lupin. Mr. Remus John Lupin was a lycanthope until recently. He made first contact with the Irish when they started asking what Lord Potter was doing by buying
  up the land around the manor and building so many housing units.



  "Mr. Lupin was one of the people instrumental in setting up Haven as we now see it. And while Mr. Lupin's input and assistance was invaluable to the Ministry, our office quickly relieved him of
  his burden.



  "Finally, for the record, Mr. Lupin is not a dark creature any longer. His Lycanthropy was cured shortly after our arrival in Haven."



  "Are you suggesting that Mr. Lupin has been cured somehow? All the world knows that there is no cure for Lycanthropy," said Andrew Korwin, another of the neutrals on the committee.



  "With all due respect, Councilor, I am suggesting nothing. Healer August has studied Mr. Lupin's case thoroughly and has stated, for the record, that there are no signs of his disease remaining.
  Mr. Lupin has not told anyone how he was cured and, to be honest, it's none of my business. Healer August's word is good enough for me and, I might add, is a matter of public record, available to
  anyone interested," Arthur replied.



  Korwin nodded and added a note to the paperwork in front of him.



  "Yes, well, while Mr. Lupin might be a special case, isn't it true that you argued to relax the Ministry hiring rules to allow for the hiring of dark creatures like Mr. Lupin?" asked Amhar,
  trying to recover from his blunder. He should have researched the werewolf!



  "Councilor, might I remind you that we are guests here in Ireland? Our Ministry's hiring rules must conform to Irish law until such time as we return to Britain. The Irish have no such
  reprehensible laws against these people.



  "There are a total of eight known lycanthropes in Haven. All are gainfully employed in meaningful jobs and all receive their Wolfsbane potion. Why persecute people because they are afflicted with
  a terrible disease? It wasn't something they chose for themselves. So yes, I pushed to overturn the hiring rules. Had we conformed to them, the current Ministry would only have a handful of people
  working for it and we might have alienated the Irish," Arthur said. He tried to tell himself to relax, but some of the questions were becoming downright unsettling.



  "Tell me, Mr. Weasley, were you involved in bringing Egypt and Saudi Arabia over to our side?" asked Amhar.



  Arthur frowned. This line of questioning was making him look like an idiot. "No, Mr. Chairman. The Egyptians came to favor our side as a result of the actions of Lord Potter," he replied.



  "Forgive me for saying this, Deputy Minister, but isn't that your responsibility?" Amhar asked with a slight sneer in his voice.



  "Ordinarily you'd be right, Mr. Chairman, but I've discovered that Lord Potter is a force unto himself. However, in regard to the Middle East, we did have people trying to work on the problem. My
  department is still quite small. I have less than twenty people working for me and less than half of them have diplomatic experience.



  "Lord Potter stumbled onto a plot to destroy one of the Egyptian national treasures and foiled it. In the process he was badly wounded. His actions impressed the Egyptian Ministry, which led to
  their offer of aid."



  "So, let me see if I have this straight, Mr. Weasley. We had a dark creature make the first friendly moves to our host government, and then we let a seventeen year old boy sway the entire middle
  east to come to our aid. Excuse me for asking, but what exactly do you do around here?"



  "I'd like to remind my esteemed colleague that Mr. Weasley is not on trial here," Largo said angrily.



  "Of course, Trenton. We are all aware of that," Amhar replied soothingly, smiling at his fellow Councilor. Turning back to face Arthur, his eyes hardened. "However, we are still awaiting your
  answer, Mr. Weasley."



  "Mr. Chairman, thanks to my efforts we have accepted help from nearly forty nations. Some countries, like the United States and Canada, have bent over backwards offering us aid. There are now
  nearly six thousand people in Haven, many of whom have come here through the auspices of the Department of Magical Relations.



  "My office might not be as fully staffed as previous administrations, but we're doing the best we can under difficult circumstances. And our efforts are ongoing. In order to support the upcoming
  operation..."



  Arthur trailed off and kicked himself mentally. He should not have mentioned anything about future operations!



  Amhar leaned forward. "Yes, Mr. Weasley? Do continue."



  "No, thank you, Mr. Chairman. I'm finished," Arthur replied, then he shot an appealing glance at Largo for support.



  "I'm afraid I must insist, Mr. Weasley. You were obviously about to say something," purred Amhar. He could almost smell the blood in the water.



  "Mr. Weasley, would it be wrong for me to assume that what you were about to say might be covered under the Official Secrets Act?" asked Largo, interrupting Amhar.



  Arthur nodded weakly. "Yes, Councilor. That would be correct."



  Largo nodded then turned towards Amhar. "Mr. Chairman, Mr. Weasley is bound by the Official Secrets Act. He does not have to answer any further questions on this topic."



  Amhar shot Largo a look of loathing. "Very well then, Mr. Weasley. Let us turn our attention to the role your department has played in enlisting aid among our European Allies. The French, for
  example, seem most reluctant to aid us in our plight."



  Arthur opened the folder in front of him and pulled out his notes. This is going to be a very long day, he thought.





  Hogwarts Castle (Nov 10th)...



  Ernst Blofeld was a minor Death Eater, a wizard of mediocre talent and had an over inflated opinion of his own value. He had arrived at Hogwarts from Germany, where he had been a minor enforcer for
  one of the German pure blood societies.



  Blofeld had arrived in Britain with fifty other 'volunteers' willing to accept the mark in order to stamp out the stain of mixed blood and muggle born from society. The initiation process had been
  brutal and he had loved every minute of it. As a final test, he'd had to kill a muggle. The zeal, inventiveness and sheer brutality he had displayed in completing the final test had brought him to
  the attention of Horatio Mulciber, who had placed him in charge of a Death Squad.



  Blofeld stood on the Astronomy tower and looked out over the landscape in the direction of the abandoned town of Hogsmeade. The burned out skeleton of the rail station was clearly visible, as was
  what remained of the Hogwarts Express.



  The Engineer had tried to use the train to escape Hogsmeade when the final attack came. The engine had been destroyed by the combined efforts of multiple wizards and several of the cars had been
  derailed. The Death Eaters involved in the destruction had been laughing over the wreckage when the 5:05 commuter rail train plowed into what remained of the Express.



  The resulting explosion killed most of the Death Eaters who had been crawling over corpse of the Express and the carnage was visible everywhere he looked.



  Blofeld shook his head and smiled. He remembered picking over the wreckage for souvenirs before coming up to the castle.



  He turned then and looked towards the area where Quidditch pitch used to be.



  Rather than green grass, he saw mud. The pitch now contained a large, open air cage in which the pleasure girls who serviced those in the castle were kept. They were muddy and befouled by their own
  waste, but that mattered little, as each was hosed off before being used.



  Each of the three hoops at the ends of the pitch contained the corpse of a girl, strung up spread eagle. Their rotting bodies were a warning to the slaves below 
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 20 - A Matter for Kings and Philosophers

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Bob stared at the screen. It was blank and his expression was one of misery.



  "What's the matter?" Alyx asked him. Then she scratched her butt.



  Bob watched her for a moment before tearing his eyes away. To him, Alyx's butt was worth watching.



  Bob mumbled something and she leaned forward to hear him but she still couldn't make it out. His eyes slipped down from her face to the cleavage she was now exposing by leaning over. Cleavage was
  even more important than watching her butt.



  "Get your mind out of the gutter!" she snapped at him. "Now what is the freaking problem?" she screamed, tearing out clumps of her hair in frustration.



  "It's time for me to write another disclaimer!" Bob moaned in desperation.



  "Alright, so write it already!" she snapped at him.



  "I don't know what to write!" He moaned, then he grabbed his head to keep it from exploding.



  Alyx backed away. The last time Bob's head exploded, it had taken a week to clean up the mess.



  "So, do something quick and dirty! They want the story, not the disclaimer!" Alyx said, still backing up.



  Bob nodded. "Give me a drum roll please," he called.



  Alyx rolled a drum around the room and Bob rolled his eyes at her.



  Up on the stage, Albus Dumbledore appeared and he seemed to be chased by a neon green super sized butt plug. The type with barbs on them so you can't get it out.



  Dumbledore looked around in fear, then saw the audience. "They don't own anything!" he shouted, then ran off the stage with the butt plug chasing him.



  Alyx stared at the stage in horror, then turned to look at Bob. "What in the name of all nine hells was that?" she asked curiously.



  "Quick and Dirty," he replied smugly.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 20






  Haven Operations Center, The Brotherhood Brigade Assembly Area...



  Harry slowly lifted his head off Hermione's shoulder. He had grabbed her and held onto her not long after they had arrived back at Haven. He wasn't sure, but he thought he might have actually dozed
  a little in her arms.



  He started to pull away, but she tightened her hold on him.



  " Relax, love. Remus has gone off to find a healer for you. You're in no shape to be moving around right now," she sent him.



  " I can't go to the hospital..."



  " I know that, Harry. You're too stubborn for your own good, do you know that?"



  " I know, but your just as stubborn."



  " Am not!"



  " Are too!"



  " Am not!"



  "Do you two want to continue your silent fight or can we let the healer look over Harry's leg?" Tonks asked, startling both of them.



  "How did you know we were fighting?" Hermione asked softly.



  "Simple. You look just like Remy and I when we're fighting. We just make more noise than you do," she said, smirking.



  Harry rolled his eyes and turned to look at the healer, who was already cutting away the leg of his pants.



  "Hello, Sam," Harry said, recognizing the healer.



  "Good morning to you, Commander. I'm pleased to see you made it out of the fight almost intact," Sam replied while running a set of diagnostic spells on his leg. He frowned. "You've badly
  strained the muscles and stretched more than a few ligaments, sir. Let me guess, bad landing with the portkey?"



  Harry blushed and nodded, shamefaced.



  "Well, there isn't much we can do for injuries like this except give you something for the pain and keep you off the leg for the next couple days," Sam said mildly, then his manner turned very
  serious. "I mean it, Commander. Injuries like this are pernicious. The more you strain your leg, the longer it will take for you to recover."



  "I'll see he stays in bed," Hermione said.



  Harry frowned. "Love, we can't. Not today, not yet. There are debriefings still to handle. Draco's injured so I can't ask him to fill in for me."



  Harry motioned and Hermione turned to see Caleb striding up to them. He seemed rather pleased with himself.



  Hermione glared down at Harry, then over to Caleb.



  Spotting her expression, Caleb's stride slowed considerably. He frowned, spotting Harry sitting on the floor with a healer bending over his leg.



  "My Lord? Are you injured?" Caleb asked.



  "Yes, he is," Hermione said coldly.



  "I'm fine," Harry said at the same time. The two glared at each other.



  Sam stood and turned to face Caleb. "Sir, the Commander has badly taxed an old leg injury and he needs a few days bed rest to heal. The injury is painful, but not life threatening."



  Harry glared up at Sam, who shrugged off his glare. "I'm sorry, Commander, but it's my job to see that you are - and remain - healthy," he said.



  Harry looked up, appealing to Caleb, who just shook his head.



  "My Lord, as of right now you're on medical leave," he said, then he turned to Sam. "Is a week sufficient?"



  "Yes, Sir, a week would fix him right up," the healer replied nervously. Somehow he had managed to get himself stuck in an argument between the two top commanders of the war.



  Harry started to protest, but Caleb cut him off. "I'm not ordering you to bed for a week, Harry. I'm ordering you off that leg. In the meantime, I'm sure Lady Potter here can help you write up
  your after action report. After all, it's your leg that's injured, not your mind, or your hands."



  Hermione blinked and nodded vigorously.



  Sam stepped forward. "Unlike Commander Newman, I am ordering you to your bed, my Lord. Two days minimum, three if possible. And I want your regular healer to see you as soon as possible. As soon
  as you can leave the Operations center, go home, take a hot soak and get someone to help you into bed."



  "I'll take care of that," murmured Hermione.



  "Alright, alright. I can't fight all of you," Harry said, conceding. "Is sitting alright?" he asked Sam.



  "Yes, you should be fine sitting, but I meant what I said. Get help when you move about for the next two or three days. I don't want you putting any weight on that leg."



  Harry looked up at Caleb. "You'll keep me informed as to what is going on?"



  "I will. I'll either send word, or stop by the Manor myself. I'll also tell Amelia that you've been laid up and the morning briefings are canceled for the next two days. Meanwhile, I'm ordering
  both your unit and Stanton's to stand down for a week."



  Harry nodded in resignation. He could fight one of them, perhaps two, but he couldn't fight all of them. To make matters worse, he could see both Tonks and Remus creeping up on them and both looked
  ready to jump into the conversation.



  Harry looked over at Draco. A healer had worked on his shoulder and he was sitting up, flexing his arm. It looked like someone had attended to Neville's arm, as well. The Brotherhood was battered,
  but certainly not beaten, and they were ready to leave the Operations Center.



  Harry reached for his staff and he shrunk it back down to wand size before holstering it. Then he looked up at Remus. "Care to give me a hand up?"





  Padfoot Manor...



  The manor seems especially empty without Harry and Hermione in it, thought Dan Granger.



  He and Emma had gotten up at dawn. They knew there was a large operation planned for today and that their children would be involved. Neither expected that waiting at home would be this difficult.
  Barely an hour after dawn they met up with Narcissa, who seemed to be doing the same thing they were. Waiting and worrying.



  Time seemed to flow past at a snail's pace. The three had an early breakfast, then tried to do a little studying in the sitting room. Narcissa read from her healer texts, while Dan and Emma did
  their homework, he in transfiguration, she in charms. None were capable of concentrating very well. After an hour, by a silent mutual agreement, they all gave up on attempting to read and sat back
  to wait.



  They had been in the main sitting room for nearly five hours before they heard a disturbance in the grand foyer. Emma placed her cup of tea on the small table next to her chair and bolted out of
  the room, pushing her way past Dan, who nearly fell over.



  Emma burst into the foyer and swept Hermione into her arms, weeping with relief. Dan and Narcissa appeared right behind her.



  Narcissa glanced over the group with a practiced eye. She seemed surprised to find a very grumpy Harry Potter sitting on a stretcher that Neville and Remus were levitating. Draco seemed paler than
  usual and Neville was favoring his arm. In fact, they all looked like they'd had a rough morning.



  A house elf appeared with a pop and handed Narcissa her potion bag.



  Before Hermione had the chance to speak, Emma released her into Dan's embrace and turned to embrace Harry. Harry's expression altered from annoyance to pleased surprise. He leaned into her hug
  until she released him, then she looked at him floating on the stretcher.



  "What did you do this time, Harry?" she asked sternly, hands on her hips and sounding frightfully like Hermione.



  "He landed wrong and injured his leg, Mum," Hermione answered for him. Harry shot her a death glare, but she was immune to it.



  People used to run when I glared, he thought. Well, maybe not Hermione, but still...



  Narcissa eyed Harry again, then made her decision. "Alright, you lot, into the dinning room for a snack. Then it's a light sleeping potion and a nap for everyone. Oh, and I'll want to check
  everyone before bed," she said, her expression stern enough to ward off any arguments.



  Narcissa and Dan herded everyone into the room, where Dobby was directing the house elves in putting out a light meal. Harry sighed with relief when Remus floated him into a chair. The change of
  angle at the knee brought him some additional relief.



  House elves bustled about the room serving hot drinks and putting food on the table. But no one was really all that hungry. Harry put some food on his plate and ate half-heartedly.



  "I never thought it would be like that," whispered Ginny. She was paler than usual and her hands trembled. Neville wrapped an arm around her shoulders and she leaned into him, closing her eyes.



  "The next few days are bound to be difficult for everyone," Remus said quietly. "I suggest we take it easy for now. But talk to your partner if it gets to be too much."



  Eocho drifted in through a wall and he eyed his Brotherhood. He had molded them, changed them in ways they wouldn't understand for years to come. In a way, they were his children and his pride in
  them knew no bounds today.



  "The outcome of battle affects us each in different ways. People celebrate our victory, while the fighters heal and rest. Our time of celebration comes not after the battle, but after the war,
  when we can sit back, relax and raise our goblets in memory of those that have gone on before us," Eocho said softly, then he turned to Ginny and drifted closer. "Do not be afraid to weep, my
  daughter. You have seen and done terrible things; things you fear will stain your soul. They will haunt you, but your soul remains pure, child. Use the knowledge you have gained this day to harden
  your heart to the tasks ahead of you. This is but one battle of many to come."



  Ginny had looked up when Eocho first started to speak. When he finished, she released Neville, wiped away her tears and nodded to her mentor.



  Conversation in the room began shortly afterwards, as if Eocho's words had breathed life back into them.



  Harry ate quietly next to Hermione, listening to the conversation flow around him. He glanced up at Eocho gratefully and was surprised when his spectral mentor winked back at him. A small pop by
  his side signaled the arrival of a house elf. When he turned and accepted the folded note, the elf vanished with a pop.



  He opened the note, never noticing the drop in conversation around him, and read it carefully. Then he looked up.



  "What is it?" Hermione asked worriedly.



  "It's the numbers. They aren't firm yet, but it should be fairly accurate," he replied softly.



  "Well, don't just stare at us, Harry. What are they?" Tonks exclaimed in exasperation.



  Harry unfolded the note again. "The total number of wounded from both units, two hundred and thirty seven, fifty four dead, another twenty eight kissed," he said quietly. He paused and looked
  around the room before dropping his eyes to the note again.



  "Total rescued: Three thousand, nine hundred and fifty six people. Over five hundred were children.



  "Preliminary estimates suggest that over eleven hundred Death Eaters were killed, counting the guard force."



  He looked up from the note and let it drop from his hands to the table. Everyone was trying to understand the numbers.



  "It sounds so cold. Four thousand people? How do you put that into something you can understand?" asked Emma in an awed voice.



  "You don't," replied Luna seriously. "It would have been a victory if we'd rescued only one person. The numbers mean little. What matters is the lives that will go on because of this
  morning."



  Everyone turned to stare at the blond witch.



  Her eyes sharp, she met the gaze of each person in the room. Then she shrugged her shoulders, blinked twice, and her expression became vague and slightly dreamy once more.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  Lucius Malfoy bowed and moved off to the one side of the Great Hall where he could watch the show. He had just finished giving Voldemort a report on the morning's activities. His own troops had
  arrived far too late to help Mulciber's men and he had been certain that Mulciber had not reported this latest defeat to the Dark Lord.



  But Lucius had. And he had just finished explaining the morning's events to his master.



  "Send for Mulciber," Voldemort said in a voice that dripped with venom.



  Several black cloaked figures ran from the room.



  Horatio Mulciber paced in his office. Today had been a major disaster and he wasn't sure how to present the news to his master so that it didn't look like his failure.



  He jerked to a halt when a pounding came at his door. He rushed to the door and threw it open. "What?" he demanded.



  "The Master wishes to see you, immediately," said the Death Eater with a hint of a smirk. Mulciber realized that Voldemort must have heard by now, otherwise the man would have been far more
  deferential.



  He paled, then he pushed past the man, hurrying down to the Great Hall.



  He entered the hall and froze. Standing near Voldemort was Lucius Malfoy. That was bad news, but even worse was the fact that his wife, son and daughter stood to the other side of the Dark Lord's
  throne.



  Resisting the urge to soil himself, he rushed forward until he reached the throne, where he bowed deeply. "You summoned me, my Master?"



  "Yes, Horatio. I asked for your presence so that you might answer a few simple questions," Voldemort said, silkily.



  He glanced nervously at his family, who looked back at him in terror, then he nodded to Voldemort. "O-o-of course, my lord," he stammered.



  Voldemort leaned back on his throne and clapped his hands. "Excellent. See? This isn't going to be unpleasant at all!" he proclaimed, then his eyes flared and an aura of deep red, almost black
  flickered into existence around him.



  Mulciber cringed away.



  "Now then, Horatio, exactly what happened to the Wizarding camps this morning?" he asked dangerously.



  "My lord, we don't have all the facts as yet. I've sent..."



  " Crucio ," the Dark Lord whispered, his wand pointing at Mulciber's wife. The wand seemed to expand slightly and the woman was flung across the length
  of the Great Hall. Voldemort looked up in surprise and stared at his smoking wand.



  Mulciber's wife hit the far wall with a meaty thump, but managed to maintain consciousness. She slid to the floor and started to laugh and gibber insanely, despite the pain she had to be in.



  Mulciber moaned and his children looked at their father with hatred in their eyes.



  "I know you lost both camps today, Mulciber, and I know you also lost a large number of my servants. Why are you trying to hide this from me?" Voldemort asked in a deceptively calm tone.



  "My Lord, I wanted to have all the facts..."



  "Oh, just kill the failure and be done with it," Mulciber's son muttered.



  Voldemort glanced at Lucius. His wand was still smoking and he didn't want to risk using it again until he had figured out how to avoid that.



  Lucius nodded at the unspoken command and pointed his wand at the young man. " Crucio !" he shouted.



  He crumpled to the floor writhing and begging for mercy.



  "Foolish child," Voldemort chided. "Do you think you are adult enough to speak in my presence? Do you presume to command me?"



  Mulciber bit his lip and watched helplessly as his son started to froth and foam at the mouth.



  Voldemort gestured and Lucius lifted the curse. He gazed coldly at the youth on the floor for a moment before turning back to Mulciber. "This is my final warning to you, Horatio. I will not
  tolerate another failure on your part. Now take your pitiful family and get out of my sight!"



  Mulciber helped his son stand, then he bowed and grabbed both his son and daughter, dragging them over to where his wife still lay, gibbering and drooling.



  Voldemort watched the man leave with his family and shook his head angrily. If I didn't need the man, I'd consign him to the ritual, he thought to himself.



  Voldemort turned to Lucius. "How badly have we been hurt?"



  Lucius paled. He didn't want to give this sort of news to him! "Close to fourteen hundred dead, my lord. By the time my forces were aware of the problem and arrived, it was already too late to
  help."



  Voldemort pounded on the arm of his throne. "Damn you, Potter!" he snarled. "Lucius, we must strike back. That brat is making us look like fools."



  "Potter and Haven are too well protected, my lord," Malfoy replied in protest.



  "Perhaps... Then again, perhaps we should strike back at a target that isn't so well protected..." Voldemort said, his eyes narrowing in thought. "Leave me! I must consider this."



  Malfoy bowed and exited the Great Hall, happy that he hadn't been on the receiving end of the Master's anger today.



  Voldemort drummed his fingers on the arm of his throne. He couldn't send Death Eaters against Haven, and he already had people causing trouble there. Perhaps he could attack the muggle government
  somehow? It was worth thinking about.



  He glanced down at his wand. It still smoked slightly and he smiled. His power was obviously growing, but he was unsure about the stability of his wand. It was something of a concern. Wandless
  magic was an option, but he'd never gained the focus needed for the skill; he'd never needed to until now.





  Haven Operations Center...



  It was nearly seven in the evening when Terry knocked and opened the door to Caleb's office.



  Caleb looked up at him, his eyes were bleary with exhaustion and he watched the young man enter.



  "Caleb, I have word from the hospital," Terry said quietly.



  Both men turned when the door opened again to admit Amelia and Susan into the office.



  Caleb rubbed his temples tiredly. "What word do you have?" he asked.



  "Healer August reports that all but thirty six of the wounded have been treated and released. Of the thirty six remaining, their injuries will require more care. Fourteen are listed in critical
  condition. Six more have died, bringing the total killed in action to sixty."



  "It's a great achievement, Caleb. You should be proud of what you've done this day," Amelia said gently. "Now go home to your wife and children, they need you as much as you need them."



  Caleb nodded and stood. He was so tired he never even noticed that he left them standing there in his office.



  Terry smiled at Susan. She was finally out of her morning sickness phase, although it seemed to happen in the early evening more than it did in the morning.



  The three stood silently for a moment. It had been a rough day all around and the silence was welcome.



  "How did Harry and the others do?" Susan asked finally, breaking the silence.



  "He injured his leg again. Draco and Neville were lightly wounded, but they were fine when they left the building," Terry replied.



  "Maybe we should go to the manor? I'm sure they're going to have a rough go of it for the next day or two," Susan offered.



  Amelia watched her niece and husband discuss it. The people of Potter's Brotherhood were a family unto themselves.



  Susan turned to Amelia. "You don't mind, do you, Auntie?"



  She waved a hand at the pair. "Go, I'll be fine. Right now you should be close to them."



  She watched them leave, then she sat on a chair and considered what tomorrow would bring. The announcements and press releases would greatly cheer everyone. It's
  fitting to start off the holiday season with good news like this, she thought. The politician in her reveled in the idea of good publicity and what it would do for the war.





  Padfoot Manor...



  "Welcome home. Master Harry and Miss Hermione wills be so happy to see you," a little elf said, then he proceeded to help Susan and Terry remove their cloaks.



  Hermione stopped in the grand foyer and looked at them in surprise. "Susan? What brings you here? Is there something wrong?" she asked. She held a cup of tea in her hand and wore a fuzzy robe
  and slippers.



  Susan walked over and hugged her. "No, there's nothing wrong. We just felt that the next few days might be difficult, and we needed to be here. We couldn't go with you, but we're here now."



  Hermione relaxed into her embrace for a moment. "Well, come on in. It's cold enough out there. Some of us are gathered in an upstairs sitting room, just talking."



  She glanced over at Terry and noted how well he was walking, although he still needed the cane. "You're moving better, Terry. Come on, everyone will be glad to see you back."



  She led the pair upstairs and into a large sitting room. Remus and Tonks and her parents were present, as were Neville and Ginny. Hermione sat on the rug between her parents and placed her tea on
  the table.



  "Terry! Susan! Come on in," shouted Neville. Ginny looked up and smiled at the couple.



  Terry looked around suspiciously. "Where's Harry?" he asked.



  "Hermione slipped him a heavier dose of sleeping potion. He's not allowed to put any weight on his leg for two days," Ginny replied with a grin. For some strange reason, slipping Harry a
  sleeping potion tickled her fancy.



  Hermione turned to Ginny. "Why does my slipping Harry sleeping potion amuse you so much?" she asked curiously.



  Ginny scowled. "Sometimes he makes me so mad. I'm glad you have to deal with him and not me, Hermione. Today, while we were placing out the traps, he and I spoke. I could see he was in a lot of
  pain. His pain relief potion bottle was nearly empty, he had been using it that often. And yet he refused to admit he was in any kind of trouble. Merlin
  knows I like a stubborn man, I married one myself, but Harry takes stubbornness to an art form."



  Remus laughed. "Lily often said the same thing about James," he told them.



  Neville looked over at his wife and grinned. "I'm not stubborn," he replied stubbornly.



  Hermione grinned. He denied his pain to others, but not her, thought she didn't tell those in the room that fact. He hadn't discussed it in the field, of course, but later, in the privacy of their
  bedroom, he hadn't attempt to hide the pain he was in. It was, in her mind, just another way he showed her how much he cared, by dropping the barriers he'd built to let her in.



  Terry led Susan to a chair near the fire while the others talked. When he sat down, Susan promptly sat on his lap.



  One of the by products of her pregnancy was she always seemed cold. She stoked the fire with her wand and then snuggled back into her husband's embrace.



  "So how are you guys?" Terry asked them seriously, his arms tightening around Susan.



  Ginny looked down at her feet. "I've had so many mood swings in the past eight hours I'd swear I was pregnant," she said in a whisper.



  Neville turned his head and looked at his wife sharply.



  "Don't worry, I'm not," she said. Then her grin turned impish. "Yet," she added with a sparkle in her eye.



  Neville grinned and kissed her forehead. "Good. Mind you, I want kids, just not right now. Perhaps after I get my mastery in Herbology," he replied, then he leaned over and squeezed her
  shoulder comfortingly.



  "It wasn't anything like I expected," Tonks said. "It's all a jumble, noises, lights, like it's all out of focus. And the faces of the prisoners. I don't think I will ever forget those
  faces."



  Several of the others nodded in somber agreement. Ginny shuddered and leaned against Neville for support.



  Dan put his drink on the table and looked over at Tonks. "Nor should you forget those faces. Emma and I weren't there, we can't begin to understand everything. But I do know this much. Those
  people are the reason we fight. To forget that would be to dishonor them. For the first time I can honestly say I wish we had gone through the training. Being left behind is an awful feeling."



  "Oh, no, Daddy. Don't say that," Hermione said, her expression shocked.



  "She's right, Dan," Remus offered. "I know it may be difficult to sit here and wait. But for us, knowing your safe is a comfort and one less thing to worry about."



  Emma placed her hand over her husband's and looked into his eyes. He closed them and nodded silently. It wasn't easy being left behind.



  Hermione stood and bid everyone a good night. She was tired and she wanted to check on Harry. She was pleased to note that he was still sleeping when she got back to their bedroom. He shivered
  slightly in the bed. She echoed his shiver as she took off her robe. Winter was coming and the night had a chilling bite to it. Climbing in next to him, she cast a warming charm on the bed and made
  a note to herself to ask the elves to put out the winter weight blankets tomorrow.





  Haven and elsewhere (Dec 8th)...



  The morning following the attack the residents of Haven woke more subdued than normal. An eerie quiet had descended on the town; even the school children walking to the primary school spoke in
  hushed tones. Rumors had run rampant all day yesterday once the fighters began to return from the field.



  They had rescued a thousand people. No, it was three thousand, which later became ten thousand, with ten thousand Death Eaters killed.



  As soon as one rumor swept the town, another followed on its heels. Meanwhile, the spouses of the fighters waited in fear, some clutching their children for comfort.



  Sven Johansen took it upon himself to bring the really bad news to people. No one wanted to see Sven knocking at their door.



  The morning following the attack was as different as the morning of the attack. Everyone wanted to know just how the operation had faired, so they waited quietly for the group of elves to begin the
  deliver of The Paper.



  When the popping sounds of the delivery elves began and people started to read their morning paper, the citizens of Haven turned out in droves.



  The Paper, who's official motto was 'All the news that's fit to print, even if we have to make it up', published a special edition that morning and delivered it to every home in Haven.



  British Deal Massive Blow to You-Know-Who

  Boy-Who-Lived leads raid to rescue prisoners



  In a surprise communique from the British Ministry of Magic in Exile, it was revealed yesterday that forces led by the British successfully stormed two prison
  camps in Britain, rescuing the prisoners.



  Harry Potter, the Boy-Who-Lived, led one assault team consisting of over five hundred combat trained Aurors against one of the Wizarding camps in Britain. The
  raid, which consisted of forces from allied nations, assaulted two prison camps that contained men, women and children. Inside sources claim that a terrible fight ensued at both camps, although
  allied casualty figures were relatively light.



  In the meantime, representatives of the International Red Pentagram have announced that they processed nearly four thousand rescued prisoners. The IRP is refusing
  to comment on the prisoners conditions, except to say that they will need considerable help to overcome the physical and psychological trauma they have endured.



  The muggle British Ministry in Exile issued a statement to the Wizarding press this morning, applauding the action and praising the forces of the allied
  nations



  " Today another four thousand of our people breath the air of freedom," said Amelia Bones, the British Minister for Magic. "They can do so because of the
  courage and tenacity of our forces. Our forces and those of our allies took the war back to the enemy yesterday, and in doing so, have struck a blow for freedom everywhere. Today, our people begin
  the long road to recovery, and those still in Britain take heart, knowing we have not forgotten them."



  Offers of food, potions, healers and dry goods have flooded into the IRP at record levels. This latest blow against You-Know-Who has convinced many neutral
  countries to actively support Britain in her time of need.



  In related news, Harry Potter was reported to have led the 'Brotherhood Brigade' against the Wizarding camp at Leeds. This Brotherhood Brigade is said to be
  comprised entirely of specially trained war wizards, wielding magical weapons of awesome power. The Brotherhood is said to be an ancient religious order that Harry Potter has revived for the
  express purpose of crushing evil everywhere.



  When questioned about the Brotherhood Brigade, the British Ministry in Exile admitted the unit was named that, but as to the rest, they refused to confirm or deny
  any rumors. This is the third time in less than a year that Harry Potter has led an attack against You-Know-Who.



  The Irish Ministry confirms that St. Patrick's in Dublin aided the British by accepting some of their wounded.



  The Saudi Arabian Government has released photographs of their Calvary aiding in the attack at Wilmslow.



  In other news....



  The citizens of Haven flooded the town square, some still in their pajamas, celebrating.



  The news of the attacks at Leeds and Wilmslow raced around the globe. Offers of supplies and aid to help the rescued prisoners flooded into the Ministry building and into the Headquarters of the
  International Red Pentagram. Several more countries came on-board, offering Auror support.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Hermione stretched and reached for Harry, but she found only empty space. She bolted up in the bed and scowled. He knew he was supposed to stay in bed! Throwing off the blankets, she stood up and
  put on her robe.



  " Harry?"



  " Good morning, my heart," he replied.



  " Don't you 'good morning' me, Mr. Potter. You heard the healer yesterday! What are you doing out of bed and who said you could get up? Where are you?"
  she asked angrily.



  There was a moment of shocked silence across their bond. Then she could feel his amusement, which only made her angrier.



  " I'm in my study. As to what I am doing out of bed, I'm with Danni, who just finished looking over my leg. You were still sleeping and we didn't want to disturb
  you. She's given me a crutch for today and tomorrow and taught me a charm to lock my knee so that the leg doesn't touch the floor. If you want to be angry at someone, come yell at Danni,"
  he said calmly, though she could feel his laughter just below the surface.



  Hermione flushed and realized she had jumped to conclusions. "I'm sorry," she sent back to him.



  " I know you're only looking out for me, love. If Danni hadn't arrived this morning, I'd probably still be in bed. However, you could have saved yourself the
  embarrassment and simply asked me what was going on."



  " True, but it's a rare day when you listen to the advice of a healer," she chided him, gently. " I'll be right
  there."



  After she'd dressed, Hermione hurried into Harry's study, where she found him moving around unsteadily on a crutch. His leg was bent at the knee so it was well above the floor. Danni walked slowly
  behind him, watching his gait.



  Harry's expression brightened when she entered the room. "Hermione, look! Three legs," he said jokingly.



  She smiled slightly. She didn't like seeing him this way and didn't think the problem with his leg was something to joke about.



  Finally Danni steered him back into a chair and he sat with a thump.



  "It will do for today and tomorrow, Harry," she said seriously. "But you need to go easy for the next two days. I didn't bring the crutch over so you could run all over the manor, either.
  This is to get you from the bed to the bathroom, and maybe to your study where you can sit and work, but that's it."



  Harry looked up at her and nodded. "I realize that, Danni. I don't want to end up using one of these all the time," he replied.



  Hermione added her own agreement to Harry's, then she sat in her customary chair. "How are things at the hospital?"



  Danni sat in one of the plush armchairs facing Harry's desk and wiped her face tiredly. Dobby appeared next to Harry with a quiet pop. The two spoke quietly for a moment before the elf vanished.



  "Honestly, it's a madhouse right now. Nearly every bed is filled and the patients are different than the ones from Azkaban. We have children who have been raped - some of whom are now pregnant
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 22 - Pregnancy, Snorkacks and Luna rocks

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Amhar Coeur de Lion walked onto the stage with pride. Dumbledore was dead and therefore no longer useful for the disclaimers. Snape was on strike and we had killed off Ron Weasley.



  He blinked and spotted the two beautiful women wearing string bikinis sitting in the large hot tub. Both women beckoned to him and one seductively peeled off her bikini top revealing an impressive,
  but perky set of amazing tatas. They had to be at least a D cup!



  Amhar drooled and peeled out of his robe revealing an amazing speedo with the British Union Jack emblem imprinted on the bum. He started to walk towards the hot tub when Bob intercepted him. Bob
  handed him a Microphone and a slip of paper.



  Amhar read the slip and scowled. "This is beneath my dignity! Don't you know who I am? I am Amhar Coeur de Lion, I am related to royalty!"



  Bob whispered something in Amhar's ear and the man paled and started to tremble.



  "Fine, I'll do it!" he snapped before turning towards the audience.



  "The authors of this fiction deny any claims of ownership to Harry Potter, and the Harry Potter Universe. All characters from the Harry Potter universe are the property of JK Rowling. The only
  thing these authors lay claim to are the technicolor penguins," Amhar said.



  Bob smiled at the man and backed away, granting him access to the hot tub.



  Amhar slid joyfully into the water and smiled at the two women who immediately morphed into Crocodiles. Amhar screamed and the water turned red with blood.



  "Reverse Boggart Crocs," whispered Bob to Alyx. "They turn into what you want the most before they eat you."



  Alyx stared at the hot tub and paled seeing a white arm try to reach for the edge before being pulled back.



  "You're twisted, you know that, don't you? Why did I marry you? And listen buster, I know from experience a D cup is anything but perky! The only perky D cup is a fake D cup. And just what is it
  with you men and your obsession with breasts? Do you see us girls obsessing over testicles? Do you?"



  Bob looked up from staring at Alyx's chest. "Umm no?"



  Alyx threw up her hands and stalked off stage muttering vile curses at her husband.



  Harry looked confused by the whole matter. He turned to Hermione who was only a generous C cup and still perky. "Why don't you girls wonder about testicles? It would only be fair."



  Hermione frowned. "Maybe if you shave them first Harry. Now let's get on with the story," she replied.





  Sunrise over Britain

  Chapter 22






  Naumburg Bandshell, Central Park South, New York City (Jan 1st), 7am Eastern...



  Prime Minister Tony Blair stepped from the armored limousine and waved. Despite their hardened reputation, the people of New York City were not as callous as they were portrayed by the media. The
  mayor of New York had graciously organized a telethon in support of Britain and people braved the bitterly cold temperatures to offer what support they could.



  Americans were behind the President in his belief that America could not allow Britain to suffer much longer. The media paraded experts and military pundits across the nation's television screens
  explaining the process and the problems involved.



  One thing was known. The American military was still gearing up to take an active role. Few knew that behind the scenes the government had already stated that they, along with other allied nations,
  would be prepared to step in once the Wizarding problem had been resolved. No nation wanted to mix muggle armies with those capable of wielding magic.



  While it was all excellent news for Mr. Blair, it left him with several undeniable facts. The first was that the fact of his country rested in the hands of a group of wizards and, in particular,
  one boy barely of age to be in the military. The second, and more important fact, and the one that brought him here today, was that the British Ministry in Exile was barely holding it's own.



  Enough of Britain's gold stocks had been shipped out of the country before the fall to allow them to pay the salaries of those military forces still under British control, but that was about it.
  Blair knew that once Britain was free, the country would require vast amounts of aid to simply feed their own people once more, let alone rebuild the nation.



  Britain had been regressed to the status of a third world nation nearly overnight. Blair knew the Americans and the United Nations stood ready to offer massive loans and material aid, but the more
  he could get people to donate, the less Britain would have to pay back. And that was the reason he was up at this ungodly hour.



  The Prime Minister blinked several times as camera flashes fired off, creating a strobe light effect. The telethon had been going on for several hours now and he was astounded by the size of the
  crowd. Even with the near freezing temperatures, he estimated that there was nearly twenty thousand people present. He blinked again and shook his head. While Britain and American had a close, and
  rather unique relationship, this type of overwhelming support was something he hadn't expected.



  Up on the stage, several British performers who had been working on Broadway when the country fell were doing a musical number.



  Blair managed to take one step before his guard surrounded him and began to lead him to the back entrance to the bandshell.



  One of the Prime Minister's men spoke into a lapel microphone, then frowned.



  "Minister, the King's detail is reporting a delay caused by traffic. They don't expect to arrive for nearly an hour," said Carson, the chief of his protective detail.



  Blair nodded in acknowledgment. The King had been loaned the use of a mansion in upstate New York and while it was suitable for his needs, it was a two hour drive to the city. They had looked into
  adding a helicopter landing pad, but the King had vetoed the idea. The people who'd loaned him use of their property were friends and he didn't want to ruin their property.



  "Inform our hosts that the King will be delayed in his arrival, but that I can go on when they are ready," Blair replied.



  The man nodded and spoke softly into his microphone.



  Blair sat on a small stool, listening to the Master of Ceremonies, a young British Actor name Michael something or other. He had made a name for himself on Broadway in the last four years.



  "Folks! It seems that, despite our best efforts, His Majesty is being delayed by another New York phenomenon, traffic!"



  Blair chuckled along with the audience and shook his head.



  "His Majesty will join us shortly. In the meantime, however, we're proud to bring out the Prime Minister, who will speak about the efforts required to rebuild the country after the war," said
  the MC.



  The crowd murmured appreciatively and a stage manager waved frantically at Blair.



  He stood and walked forward briskly. It was a slightly different venue than he was used to. The telethon experience was something he hadn't been involved with before.



  He walked onto the stage with a wave. The MC sat on a stool and he waved for Blair to join him on another.. Behind them a huge screen lowered, showing photographs smuggled out of Britain.



  Blair breathed a sigh of relief. Up until that moment, he hadn't been sure that someone wasn't going to make him do something embarrassing to entertain the people. No, from the look of it, all he
  was going to do was answer questions asked to him by the MC.



  His security detail spread out around him, covering the front and back of the stage. Standing in the wings were four different men, ready to tackle their principle in order to keep him safe.



  "Mr. Prime Minister, it is good to see you. First off, on the behalf of the people of New York, I want to thank you for taking the time from your busy schedule to talk with us today."



  "Thank you, Michael, and thank you New York," Blair said with a wave at the crowd.



  The crowd roared its approval.



  "Mr. Blair, can you describe the current conditions under which our fellow subjects are enduring?"



  Inwardly, Blair smiled. Actor or not, the man seemed to be intent on asking questions which would have people reaching for their wallets.



  "Michael, the conditions our people are living under are terrible. There are only a few working power plants and most of that goes to the major cities. Many are scrambling for food and medicines.
  There are no basic services and a dawn to dusk curfew is in effect. Martial law has resulted in the summary execution of thousands..."



  "AVADA KEDAVRA!" a hoarse voice rang out from the crowd.



  Blair blinked in shock as a green beam hit Michael, the man slumped bonelessly to the stage. In an instant, his security detail sprang into action. Gunshots rang out. The noise was caught by the
  bandshell and echoed out to the crowd which recoiled in fear.



  Blair saw another beam of green light heading towards him before he was hurled to the floor with a heavy mass laying on top of him. Then the world swirled and he was sure he was going to be
  violently ill.



  A few who were on the stage at the time and looking in the right direction claimed that the Prime Minister vanished from sight when he hit the floor. But there was no time to analyze what they saw
  right then. Gunfire erupted as the Prime Minister's security detail, half muggle and half wizard, fought with the hit squad sent by Marne Murphy.



  The crowd surged back in a complete panic. New York City police units placed calls for assistance and over the radios the sound of gunfire was clearly heard. The Prime Minister's driver, a member
  of Scotland Yard's Diplomatic Protection Group, placed a radio call, diverting the King to the nearest state police barracks, alerting the American government of the attack.



  Up near the stage, five bodyguards and four wizards fought against six hit wizards. The bandshell had taken a number of explosive hexes and was in serious danger of collapse. It didn't help matters
  that two of the wizards would occasionally fire on the stampeding crowd in order to add to the panic. The crowd was pushing the police back, keeping them from reaching the stage.



  The stalemate at the bandshell lasted only a minute or two, then one of the DPG men got in a good burst from his UZI, killing two of the wizards.



  The team leader for the hit squad glanced around and made his decision. His target was gone, two of his men were dead. There was no point in staying around. He wasn't a Death Eater, but his orders
  were clear.



  "MOSMORDRE!" he shouted over the bandshell, then he apparated. The three remaining wizards followed him, leaving carnage and chaos behind. Voldemort's attack against the muggle government had
  failed.





  Haven Hospital...



  Melinda looked up from the end of shift paperwork she was filing as the alarm of an emergency incoming portkey shocked the calm silence of the emergency room.



  Seeing that enough staff had assembled to handle just about any situation, she slid off her stool and moved a bit closer. It had been a slow night, with no known operations planned, so she was
  curious.



  A moment later there was a whooshing sound of the arriving portkey. The volume of the sound indicated it had covered considerable distance. Melinda only caught a glimpse of two men on the floor
  before the staff surged forward. One man was levitated onto a stretcher, where a medi-witch placed a sheet over him. He was dead on arrival.



  The second man stood and answered some of the questions being asked him in a voice which quavered slightly. Then he became violently ill. Several people ran diagnostic spells on him and came to the
  same conclusion; portkey vertigo.



  The staff went back to their duties, leaving one healer with the man to ask the necessary questions and fill out the paperwork. As the crowd melted away, Melinda got her first real look at the man
  and gasped.



  "Mr. Prime Minister?" she asked, rushing to his side. She had been introduced to him, but hadn't really had a chance to speak with him.



  "Mrs... Mrs?"



  "McKinney. Mrs. McKinney, sir. I don't know how you ended up here, but let me contact someone that can help." Turning away slightly, she called for Dilly, a little sharper than she'd intended.



  Dilly appeared, looking nervous. She wasn't used to coming to the hospital, except to bring Melinda a meal or two. And Melinda had never called her like this before!



  "Dilly do be here," she said anxiously. The little elf tugged nervously on the dress Melinda had convinced her to wear.



  Melinda smiled at her. "Dilly, I need you to find Arthur. It's an emergency. He's to come to the hospital right away."



  Dilly nodded and vanished with a pop.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry crawled into bed, tired and dirty. He didn't even have the energy to cast a quick cleaning charm. Hermione had fallen asleep a short while ago in a similar state.



  He winced and waved a hand, closing the curtains on the afternoon sun that was starting to stream into the bedroom.



  It had been a long night at the manor and no one had gotten any sleep. Following the fight with Dumbledore and his mercenaries, Harry had spent hours dealing with Michael O'Dalley and his Irish
  counterpart, a taciturn man named Bannon O'Keefe.



  The attack had happened shortly after one in the morning, and thanks to the investigators, no one had been released or been able to get to bed until after eleven. Over nine hours of questioning was
  enough to try the patience of anyone, especially when they were exhausted.



  Harry had been the last one released by the Aurors, having provided verbal testimony, as well as pensieve memories. O'Dalley had mentioned the strange device found which had opened a hole in the
  wards, but hadn't been able to provide Harry with an explanation.



  Now, in the quiet peace of the bedroom, he closed his eyes and sighed in contentment.



  "Master Harry! Master Harry! Yous need to be waking up please, Master Harry!"



  Harry cracked one eye open, looked at the clock on the wall and nearly growled. He'd been asleep for just over an hour and his head felt as if it were stuffed with cotton. "Dobby, what's the
  emergency?" he mumbled, trying hard not to sound irritated.



  "Master Harry, Minister Amelia is here with a special guest. She is asking if the guest can stay here, in one of your rooms, until tomorrow," Dobby replied, looking at him with wide, earnest
  eyes. He twisted his shirt in his hands, a gesture Harry knew came from his nervousness.



  "Does Amelia want to talk to me?"



  "I don't think so, Master Harry."



  He yawned hugely, then turned over on his side. "Excellent," he murmured. "Put Amelia's guest in the blue room and make sure they're well cared for. Wake me in four hours and I'll check on
  them then."



  Dobby nodded. "Yes, sir! Dobby take care of Prime Minister good for Master Harry. You see!" he cried, then he vanished with a pop.



  He grunted in reply, not realizing the elf had left.



  "Harrry, what was that all about?" Hermione mumbled.



  "Something about us putting the Prime Minister up for the night. It's nothing important. Go back to sleep," he replied sleepily.



  When she moved closer to him and wrapped an arm around him, he smiled and mumbled something unintelligible before drifting off to sleep.





  Haven...



  Mr. Lovegood scanned the front page of The Paper one last time and nodded in satisfaction. The morning addition had been delivered a little late, due to last night's attack, but they'd gotten it
  out. It was a headline he was proud of.



  Wanted Fugitive Killed in Assault on Lord Potter.

  Albus Dumbledore killed by Snorkack!



  This morning, in a daring raid by more than fifty wizards on Lord Potter's home, the internationally wanted fugitive, Albus Dumbledore, was killed when he
  encountered a Snorkack protecting it's family.



  The attack occurred around one o'clock this morning. Michael O'Dalley, head of the Haven Constabulary, said that Dumbledore had hired a large group of mercenaries
  to assist him in assaulting the Manor house. They used an ancient and little known object called the Arch of Solomon to breach the wards. The Arch has been turned over to the Irish Department of
  Mysteries for analysis.



  Once through the wards, the group attacked Lord Potter's manor, killing one house elf and wounding several others. During the fight, Harry Potter dueled with
  Dumbledore, wounding him severely. According to O'Dalley, Lord Potter was trying to maneuver Dumbledore into a situation that would force him to surrender. But no surrender was forthcoming. Lord
  Potter was lightly injured in the duel, receiving a mild cut to his arm, which was healed at the scene.



  Albus Dumbledore was mortally injured in the duel, but had managed to cast a healing spell that might have allowed him to live if he received medical aid in time.
  But then he was killed by a Snorkack named Fuzz.



  Snorkacks are very rare creatures of the light. Unlike some light creatures however, a Snorkack will use lethal force when protecting it's companion wizard. In
  this particular case, the Snorkack in question is bonded with Mrs. Luna Black, the daughter of the publisher of The Paper.



  During last night's attack, Mrs. Black, along with Lord Potter and members of his household, defended the manor from assault by Dumbledore and his mercenaries.
  They successfully held off the larger group of attackers until help arrived in the form of the Saudi fire breathing cavalry...



  The crimes of Albus Dumbledore, Page 2.

  Harry Potter, separating the facts from the legend, Pages 3,4,5

  Snorkacks! The truth the Ministry doesn't want you to know! Page 7

  Snorgriffs! The attempt by Voldemort to breed Hippogriffs and Snorkacks. Page 8

  Centerfold pullout, A Snorkack named Fuzz. Four Page color spread!





  Office of the Minister for Magic, Haven...



  "I don't care where the Minister is, you ignorant cow, I demand to see her! I am Councilor Coeur de Lion!" Amhar shouted angrily. In one hand he held a copy of The Paper, which he waved like a
  baton under the nose of the secretary.



  Amelia was out of the office, leaving the witch to keep watch over matters.



  Amhar paced back and forth angrily. This was unheard of! The Minister should have called an emergency session of the Wizengamot to inform them of the death of Dumbledore. Finding out about it via
  The Paper was an insult to the Wizengamot!



  Amhar turned and leaned over the secretary's desk. "You will tell me where the Minister has gone, or you will regret it."



  "Councilor, those words could be considered a threat," a chilly voice said from behind him.



  Amhar spun around to find Amelia's niece staring at him coldly and his eyes narrowed. He wasn't going to take anything from the little bitch! She was part of Potter's Brotherhood.



  "You will learn to keep your place, young lady, I don't know what kind of upbringing you've had, but clearly the Minister has not done right by you. Look at you! Pregnant like a common street
  whore. You couldn't even find yourself a decent husband. No, you had to sully your blood with a muggle born! You're a disgrace. A filthy, disgusting..."



  Susan had been having a particularly difficult day, and she had reached the stage of her pregnancy where her magic was becoming unreliable. Thankfully, the stage didn't last long. However, for the
  duration of the two to three weeks it lasted, a pregnant witch found that her magic was largely out of her control.



  Unfortunately for the councilor, Susan was just entering that stage in her pregnancy. Hearing his words, her eyes narrowed, and for a brief moment, her control slipped.



  Amhar discovered the hard way what so many others knew. It was not a good thing to make a pregnant witch angry. Coeur de Lion found himself picked up and thrown through the door in a burst of
  accidental magic that broke every pane of glass in the building.



  An alarm sounded somewhere nearby and Susan stared at Amelia's secretary in horror. Then her eyes filled with tears.



  "I didn't... I mean... he was... I couldn't..." she babbled.



  The middle aged secretary stood up and ran around her desk. She embraced Susan, trying to calm her. Waves of magic poured off the pregnant woman and the room groaned. Clouds of dust shifted down
  from the ceiling.



  Immediately following her outburst, Harry and Hermione appeared. Harry had apparated them both, still in their pajamas, from the manor to the Ministry building.



  Harry crouched low, his staff extended and glowing brightly. It took him a moment to realize he was standing in Amelia's office, dressed in only his boxers, and Hermione was wearing clothing only
  slightly more concealing. Harry concentrated for a moment, transfiguring Hermione's pajamas into a simple outfit and his boxers into jeans and a t-shirt that read: " Did the aliens forget to remove Voldemort's anal probe? "



  Hermione, seeing Susan, rushed over to help the distraught woman. Harry looked around and spotted Amhar laying in a crumpled heap partially in the far wall, out in the corridor. He fought the
  impulse to grin but failed.



  A moment later, Terry came hobbling through the door, his cane in one hand and his wand in the other. Behind him came most of the Brotherhood. He noted sourly that they had delayed long enough to
  throw on some clothing. Why didn't I think of that? he grumbled to himself.



  Tonks probably would have shown up, but she was still in Haven Hospital. As it was, every other Brotherhood member had arrived, summoned inadvertently by Susan.



  "What happened here?" Harry asked.



  Amelia's secretary looked up. "It was councilor Coeur de Lion. He said some hateful things to Mrs. Boot, who was trying to protect me. The Minister is at the Operations Center dealing with an
  emergency, so it was just me in the office until Susan arrived. The councilor turned on Susan, calling her a whore, and said some other ugly things about her husband and his heritage. Susan lost
  control at that point."



  Harry glanced to Susan, who Hermione, Ginny and Luna seemed to have managed to calm, then he glanced at Coeur de Lion, who was still partially embedded in the wall, though a healer was now
  examining him.



  " Will she be alright?" Harry sent to Hermione.



  " I think so. She's just upset. She's reached the stage where her the control over her magic is a bit wonky. It doesn't last long, but it's a difficult time for
  a witch."



  " This is common? You knew about this?" he asked incredulously, looking around the room with new eyes. He had never heard anything about this before.



  " Of course I knew about it!" she snapped. "Madam Pomfrey gave a lecture to all the girls near the end of our third
  year, explaining what happens to a witch during pregnancy. It's one of the reasons why it's so rare to find a witch pregnant out of wedlock. They need the support of a husband and family to help
  them through the time when they lose control of their magic."



  " I'm sorry, I never heard of such a thing," he replied contritely. "What can we do for Susan?"



  " Right now? She could do with a calming draught and Terry should take her home to the manor."



  " I'll see about getting a draught from the healer who's dealing with our dear councilor," he told her.



  She shuddered from the imagery Harry inadvertently sent her.



  " Harry! Don't kill him!"



  Harry winced. "Yes, dear."



  He stepped from the office just seconds before Amelia rushed in. He limped over to the healer.



  "Will he live?"



  The healer looked up to see a pair of hard green eyes staring back at him. "Yes, he'll survive. He's just stunned."



  "Pity that. He provoked a pregnant woman until her magic struck back at him. Do you have a calming draught on you? She could use it."



  The healer's expression darkened. "Yes, I have one," he replied fumbling in his case. "Have her drink the whole thing, but keep her here until I can look her over. That was a powerful magical
  blast."



  The healer pulled out a small brown vial and handed it to Harry, who nodded in thanks before leaving him with Amhar again.



  Harry walked back into the outer office and over to Susan, who was now seated next to her husband, weeping softly. Terry held her hands, murmuring comfortingly to her.



  Crouching down, Harry gave the vial to Terry, then looked at Susan. "No one blames you for what happened, you know. It was an accident. Terry has a potion that will help you. Drink it down and
  relax. The healer outside wants to make sure you haven't hurt yourself."



  Susan smiled weakly at Harry and he patted her shoulder.



  "Harry, Amelia wants to talk to us in her office."



  Harry looked up to catch Hermione's eye. She was turning to follow Amelia and motioned for him to follow.



  "Will you be alright?" he asked Susan as he stood up.



  She sniffled a little and nodded. Terry was holding up the calming draught for her to drink. Luna, Emma and Ginny stood beside her. The men surrounded them all, bristling with suppressed anger and
  looking dangerous enough that no one risked getting too close.



  Giving her shoulder a gentle squeeze, he turned away and followed Hermione into Amelia's office.



  "Shut the door, Harry, please." Amelia said as she walked around her desk and sat down.



  Harry shut the door, then collapsed into a chair next to Hermione. So far they had managed to get only a few hours sleep.



  "You two look exhausted." Amelia observed.



  "We are," Hermione replied, answering for them both. "I'm not sure what time Harry got to bed, but I know it was after me and I didn't get to bed until after eleven this morning. The Aurors
  and constables had a lot of questions about last night."



  "I was a half hour or so behind you," Harry said tiredly. He glanced up at a wall clock and shook his head. It was just after four in the afternoon.



  "I take it your guest is still sleeping?"



  The Potter's exchanged a look.



  "Guest?" asked Harry in confusion.



  Amelia frowned. "Yes. I dropped him off around one this afternoon. The Prime Minister? Surely you remember?"



  "I didn't dream that?" Harry asked himself in wonder. "Oh, bugger me."



  "Harry, language!" Hermione admonished softly.



  "Dobby!" Harry called, ignoring his wife.



  Dobby appeared with a small pop. "Yous call, Master Harry?"



  "Yes, Dobby. Erm, did we put someone up at the manor today?"



  "Yes, Master Harry. You told me to send the Minister Man to the blue room. He's sleeping right now. We being watching him since Minister Amelia says he's a very important fellow," replied
  Dobby.



  Harry leaned back on the chair in relief. "Alright, the Prime Minister is safe for the moment. Dobby and the others will protect him, if necessary. But I'll send a few of the Brotherhood back to
  the manor, just in case."



  Standing, he walked back to the door and opened it. He motioned to someone unseen, then Draco came into view. He whispered something to the blond and his gray eyes widened for a moment. Then he
  nodded and moved away, motioning to someone else.



  Harry watched for a moment, then turned and closed the door again. He moved to stand behind Hermione.



  "Susan is going to be fine, Amelia. I don't think there will be any problems with the Prime Minister, but I've sent Draco and Neville back to the manor to watch over him. I think we both know why
  you called us in here. Councilor Coeur de Lion is going to be insane with anger following this incident. If I know the idiot, he was already angry about Dumbledore, despite the fact that he hated
  the man."



  Hermione tried to hide a smile. As much as he claimed to hate politics, he was quickly coming to grips with the topic.



  "Yes, Amhar will be incensed. I fear for Susan, though. Her outburst was far beyond any normal magical outburst for a pregnant woman..."



  Harry snorted. "Of course it was. Amelia, she's Brotherhood. We haven't made an issue of it, but with the exception of two of us, every Brotherhood member got a power or focus boost. Some of us
  got both, like Susan. A few even had special abilities awakened within them."



  Amelia looked at Harry for a moment. "Did you get a power boost?"



  He chuckled and shook his head. "No, what I got was help in controlling my powers. Luna is in the same boat as I am; access to enormous power, but difficulty in controlling it. Unlike the others,
  we were gifted more with control assistance. The last thing I need was more power, or more focus."



  Hermione turned and stared at Harry. "You know what each of us got and haven't told me?"



  "It never came up in conversation and it seemed sort of private. Do you really want to know that Neville has an unawakened talent for nullifying certain potions? Or that if it does awaken, Ginny
  is going to pop out children like clockwork? Or that Ginny's only barely scratched the surface of her gift? Or that Draco could, if he knew about it, learn to do elf magic?" He frowned for a
  moment, then shrugged. "I don't know where that ability came from, but I always knew the Malfoy's were a twisted lot."



  Hermione narrowed her eyes and looked at her husband. This conversation wasn't over, not by a long shot.



  "So, what are we to do about Amhar?" he asked, looking back at Amelia.



  "I'm not sure anything can be done right now. He's going to... Councilor Coeur de Lion! What a pleasant surprise," Amelia said, pasting a bright smile on her face.



  Amhar stood in the doorway, looking very rumpled. His face was white from plaster dust and a small cut was slowly closing on his forehead.



  Harry moved to take the seat next to Hermione. She reached out and took his hand as he sat down.



  Amhar stepped into the office, he was nearly shaking with rage. "I want to know what you are planning to do to that bitch..." His rant was cut off as he began to choke and gasp.



  Harry looked at him coldly. "I would caution you, Councilor. You are addressing the Minister of Magic and referring to her married niece. Protocol dictates a certain amount of decorum in your
  speech. If that isn't enough for you to modify your tone, I will remind you that my wife is in the room and I will not allow such crudity to be spoken in front of her. Now, nod if you intend to
  converse in a civilized tone."



  Amhar tried to glare at him, but his vision was beginning to tunnel and his face was turning blue. Realizing that no one was going to lift a finger to stop Potter from whatever he was doing, he
  nodded quickly.



  Harry smiled and waved one hand airily.



  The Councilor fell to his knees and gulped in a great gasp of air, then coughed several times. After he'd caught his breath, he stood up slowly, glaring at Harry and clenching his fists.



  "You had something you wished to say to me, Councilor?" Amelia asked coldly. "Please be brief. I have been dealing with an unexpected emergency today, which resulted in our receiving the
  Prime Minister."



  Amhar turned away from glaring at Harry to look at Amelia. "Here? The Prime Minister of the muggle government is here in Haven? Today?"



  "Yes, Councilor. His party was attacked early this morning in New York City. Several of his body guards were wizards, trained by us. He arrived via emergency portkey shortly before noon today,"
  Amelia informed him. It was obvious from her tone that she really wasn't interested in talking about the matter.



  "Well? Where is he? I would be interested in meeting with the Prime Minister," Amhar declared loftily.



  Harry chuckled and Amhar gave him a poisonous look.



  "Right now the Prime Minister is sleeping in one of our guest rooms, Councilor Coeur de Lion," Hermione said sweetly.



  Harry looked at the frustrated councilor, making no attempt to hide his smirk.



  "I see," Amhar said icily, then he turned back to Amelia. "I would remind the Minister that the Wizengamot is supposed to be informed of it's dealings with the muggle government."



  Amelia bristled at his tone.



  "But she has, Councilor," Harry said softly. "The good Minister informed me of the Prime Minister's arrival this afternoon, I just haven't had a chance to inform the rest of the Wizengamot.
  Between the attack last night, and then your unprovoked assault on one of my Brotherhood members, it went clear out of my head. If you'd like, you can consider this your official notification."
  He smiled pleasantly knowing full well that he was hitting Amhar hard.



  Standing, he offered his hand to Hermione, then turned to Amelia, who seemed to be trying to hold in her laughter. "Minister, I think, for the safety of all, it would be best if Susan return to
  the manor for a few weeks. I will send you notice when the Prime Minister is ready to return to New York. I think an escort should be arranged and we should use the portal to Gringotts New York,"
  he said pleasantly.



  Amelia nodded at Harry, who then turned and placed an arm around his wife's shoulders. They stood there for a moment, smiling cheerfully at the Councilor. Then they disappeared.



  The pop Harry's apparation made was nothing compared to the shudder the building made when he punched through the wards.



  Amelia smiled to herself and again silently thanked the gods that Harry was on her side. Then she turned her attention to the fuming Wizengamot member in her office. It was at times like this that
  she wished she wasn't Minister. Harry had wound Amhar up and left her to deal with him. To make matters worse, she knew Harry had done it deliberately as a way of reminding her, he hated politics.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry and Hermione appeared in their bedroom and he looked longingly at the bed and sighed.



  "I guess it's too late to crawl into bed. Maybe Narcissa has a pepper-up potion we can take for now," he murmured, then he turned to his dresser to pull out some decent clothes.



  "I suppose you're right," Hermione replied, then she paused and looked at her own clothing and smiled.



  " Love, could you transfigure my nightgown back? I don't have many nightgowns like that. The blouse and pants you transfigured are nice, but I think you'd like
  the nightgown better."



  He blinked and smiled lopsidedly. He waved his staff at her and her clothing shifted back into her nightgown. He eyed her and licked his lips for a moment, then he shook his head before pulling off
  his shirt to put another on.



  Hermione walked over to her dresser to select something suitable for herself. She smiled, feeling the disappointment radiating from Harry. He knew that they both had things they needed to do today,
  and making love wasn't on the list. For now, at least.



  She watched him in her mirror. Whenever she considered their relationship, she could only marvel at the changes that had been wrought in both of them. Harry was learning the ins and outs of
  politics and estate management, as well as making a name for himself as a keen battlefield commander. Privately they had a love life that was magical. He seemed to know how to draw her out by
  turning it into a game for both of them. It was something she greatly enjoyed. If someone had asked her two years ago if she considered herself a sexual being, she probably would have laughed at
  them.



  Harry finished dressing, then he stopped by her chair in front of her dressing table. "Deep thoughts," he murmured, then he bent over and kissed the top of her head.



  She looked at him in the mirror. He could tell she was thinking hard, but the bond wasn't wide enough at the moment to allow him to know what she was thinking.



  "Just thinking about how much we've changed and how much I love you," she told him.



  He bent over and kissed her on the back of the neck, causing her to shiver delightfully. "I love you, too," he whispered before straightening up. "I'll be in my study. I have some dispatches
  I need to go over. Dobby will inform us both when the Minister awakens. From what I understand, that should be soon. They gave him a light sleeping draught at the hospital, as a precaution."



  "Do you think he'd like to dine with us before returning?"



  "He might. I'll make the offer," Harry replied with a shrug, then he left the room.



  Hermione smiled, then she lifted the charmed brush that she used to help tame her hair and started to brush.





  Stonewall Lane, Dublin Ireland...



  "Come in, Mr. Korwin. We've been expecting you," said a voice.



  Andrew Korwin stepped nervously into the nondescript room. There was an ordinary looking metal desk, behind which sat a man, puffing on a cigarette. The man motioned for Korwin to sit down on the
  chair before the desk.



  Korwin couldn't tell anything about the man. His face was obscured by a charm which constantly shifted his features. The man's voice was also magically altered, but there was no mistaking the
  French accent.



  "What have you to tell me today, Mr. Korwin?"



  Andrew slumped on the chair and shivered. "I don't know how long I can keep this up. Amhar is getting out of control and he's beginning to frighten me. Murphy contacted me again. She wants me to
  help take down Potter.



  "Amhar told me he's been receiving lessons from someone about dueling. I'm beginning to think he's planning to challenge someone. He's a fairly good dueler, but I don't know who he could possibly
  want to challenge. This is going too far... Can't you put a stop to this? Talk to your superiors. I've been cooperating," he whined.



  The man stabbed his cigarette out in an ashtray. "I remind you, Mr. Korwin, you came to us looking for help. We offered you a deal and you accepted."



  "I know what I did, dammit," Andrew snarled. "But it's getting to be too much. My healer says I'm developing an ulcer... From the pressure..."



  "The terms of the deal have yet to be met, Mr. Korwin. If you back out now, you know what will happen," the man said coldly.



  Korwin lowered his face into his hands and shuddered.



  The man reached into a drawer and pulled out a watch. "Here," he said, sliding the watch forward. "Wear this. It's a portkey that will bring you to us if you are injured. It also contains a
  tracer charm. Should anything happen, we will be able to find you."



  Korwin reached for the watch with a trembling hand and looked gratefully at the man.



  The man behind the desk decided not to tell him about the built in auto-pensieve, which would record and hold twenty four hours worth of memories. Korwin didn't need to know about that.



  "You may leave, Mr. Korwin," said the man. "I expect to hear from you at the appointed time and place."



  Andrew stood up and left the room. Moving quickly down the hallway, he opened the back door of the building and stepped out. Closing the door, he looked up and down the dank alley he'd entered,
  pulled his heavy robe tighter around himself and strode off.



  Back inside the room, the man sneered at the retreating back of the Wizengamot member. He hated dealing with cowards.





  Padfoot Manor (Jan 2nd)...



  Amelia, Caleb and Remus filed into Harry's study for the morning briefing. Hermione sat next to Harry's desk, sorting through his mail, placing the important items on a pile for him to go through
  at a later time.



  "Good morning," Harry said quietly. Several house elves appeared, setting out tea and coffee services and some light snacks.



  "Thank you for what you did yesterday with Councilor Coeur de Lion," Amelia said dryly.



  Harry grinned unabashedly. "I'm sorry, Amelia, but he just gets under my skin. It was better that you dealt with him, anyway. I lack your finesse."



  She snorted and stirred her tea for a moment. "Finesse? Harry, a rampaging hippogriff has more finesse than you displayed yesterday," she said with a smile. "Did the Prime Minister get home
  alright?"



  "Yes. We had a quiet dinner, just the PM and a few others, then we escorted him to Potter's Portals. Caleb was gracious enough to lend us ten men to provide bodyguard services long enough to get
  the Minister back to the Embassy and his own protective detail," Harry told her.



  "Speaking of that, I've been told that by mid month we'll be able to double the detail assigned to His Majesty and the Prime Minister. Also, tomorrow we'll be holding a memorial service for
  Cyril. He'd managed to activate the portkey just before the killing curse struck him," Caleb said quietly.



  The room fell silent.



  Harry looked down at his desk, then up at Caleb. "Did we ever find out the details of what happened?"



  "Apparently, the King and the Prime Minister were due to attend something they called a telethon,"Amelia told him. "The King was delayed by traffic. When the Prime Minister took the stage,
  the attack began. From what we've gathered, the wizards involved were Irish nationals, part of the drug syndicate run by a witch named Marne Murphy.



  "Murphy and her drug business are believed to be funneling money and supplies to Voldemort's forces, using muggle smugglers. According to the head of the Prime Minister's security detail, had we
  not insisted on adding wizards to the mix, it's likely the Prime Minister would have been killed. As it stands, we lost a member of the protective detail. Cyril Vander, age twenty eight, unmarried,
  no children," she added.



  She paused for a moment. "Also, more than fifty muggles were killed and over three hundred injured. The American Department of Magic is scrambling to obliviate, but they expect to have everything
  under control soon. The biggest problem came from the disappearance of the Minister, but we solved that using a polyjuiced body double."



  Harry leaned forward, placed his elbows on the desk and rubbed his temples tiredly. He'd woke up with a slight headache and the briefing wasn't making it any better.



  "We need to finish this soon. Every day that it continues we risk exposure," he muttered.



  Hermione, sensing his pain, reached out and rubbed his back gently.



  "Well, I have some news in that regard," Caleb offered.



  Harry looked at him hopefully.



  "As you know, we've trained up our own army here in Haven. We currently have fifteen hundred trained soldiers." Caleb paused and looked at everyone. "Yes, soldiers. It's no longer right to
  call them Aurors, even if that is what they started as. We have two units of seven hundred men each, with another hundred awaiting assignments.



  "The Canadians have set up a camp in northern British Columbia, where they're training forces from Australia, New Zealand, and India, as well as their own people. All total, that's another two
  thousand soldiers in the making from Canada.



  "The Yanks have set up a training facility in the southern United States, where they are working on building two new divisions. Now, mind you, a magical division is no where near the size of a
  muggle one, but we're talking about another four thousand soldiers."



  Harry quickly did the math. "Seventy five hundred troops?" he asked incredulously.



  Caleb nodded. "It's needed. We figure Voldemort to have around two thousand Death Eaters, another two thousand vampires and werewolves. We have no idea how many Dementors remain, but from what
  we're heard, the Angels have been feeding heavily. It's only a rough guess, but we figure Voldemort will be able to field nearly five thousand. And you don't want to know how many he can field if
  we count in the British Army."



  Harry frowned at the numbers. He glanced at the map on the wall, then back to Caleb. "Has there ever been any sign of muggle activity in Diagon Alley or in Hogsmeade?"



  "No, never. But if you want, we'll try to send a scouting mission to those locations," Caleb offered.



  Harry nodded pensively. "We need to know, Caleb. Set up the mission."



  Eocho drifted through the wall, catching everyone by surprise. "You are troubled, Maglios?"



  Harry looked at his mentor, a bit startled. He never joined the morning briefings. "I am, honored teacher. We need to attack soon, but our numbers are closely matched. That suggests that a direct
  attack is not the way to go."



  Everyone present knew of Eocho and what role he served. Amelia and Caleb remained silent, watching the conversation between Harry and the ancient specter.



  "So, what does it suggest to you, Maglios?" Eocho asked approvingly.



  "We must use deception and stealth. Our opening blow must be hard and decisive. It must be a surprise that significantly alters the numbers in our favor."



  Eocho and Caleb nodded approvingly.



  Harry stood and walked over to a map of Britain staring at it and frowning.



  "Harry?" asked Remus in a worried tone.



  Harry waved him to silence. "Caleb, how much time will we have until all the units are ready?"



  "At least three months," Caleb replied.



  "When can we assemble the unit commanders?"



  Caleb frowned and thumbed through a file. "Some of the units don't have a command staff yet. I could push the Yanks to assign them, but that's at least a month away. Why? Do you have an idea?"



  Harry turned away from the map, his eyes were back-lit by both his magic and his excitement. "I do. I think I know a way to surprise old snake lips and catch him out. Give me a few days to work
  out some details, then I'll share it with you and we can kick it around some more."



  Caleb nodded while Harry returned to his chair.



  "Hermione, can you talk to the twins for me?" he asked.



  "About what, Harry? What have they done now?"



  He chuckled. "No, it's nothing like that. I need you to explain sunlight to them."



  She blinked and frowned in confusion. "Sunlight? If they don't know what sunlight is by now..."



  He rubbed his temples. "No, I'm explaining this wrong. I remember muggle science in school. They said sunlight was made up of several kinds of light," he said, hoping that she would understand
  what he was thinking about, even if he couldn't remember.



  Her eyes brightened. "Yes! I think I know where you're heading. They could do it."



  "Will someone explain what you two are talking about?" Amelia asked peevishly. She hated not understanding.



  " You do it, love, I have only vague memories of what I learned," he sent her.



  Hermione smiled at the Minister. "I'm sorry, Amelia. I know it annoys people when I say we can stand to learn from the muggles, but it's true and this is one of those cases. Harry reminded me of
  something I learned in muggle school before Hogwarts. The muggles know that sunlight isn't made up of just one kind of light, but several kinds of light.



  "What my husband suggested is that it's possible that one of these kinds of light could be why vampires shun sunlight. If we can find out which kind of light and make a lot of it, we could
  destroy vampires quickly," she explained.



  Amelia leaned back on her chair. The idea was alien to her, but if it could be turned into a weapon, she was all for it.



  Hermione turned back to Harry. "I'll talk to Fred and George today. Maybe Inga and Helga, as well. They would understand it better than the Weasleys and could help me explain it to them."



  He nodded. "Alright, that's settled. What's next then?"



  "I'm afraid I'm next, Harry," Amelia said seriously, " and it's not good news. Our friend, Councilor Coeur de Lion, is quite upset over yesterday. The healer and the constables informed him
  that he cannot press charges against Susan, especially now that she's receiving the support she needs. From what our records say, the last pregnant witch charged with illegal magic while pregnant
  happened in 1107. He doesn't have a leg to stand on in that regard, which is only making him angrier.



  "The good Councilor is currently lining up summonses for people involved in the New Year's attack on the manor. He is particularly incensed over the death of Dumbledore, and the fact that an
  animal killed him. I fear he intends to move against Mrs. Black sometime this month.



  "Also the Irish are asking if we want Dumbledore's body back. Personally, I'm of two minds on this. He was once a great man and deserves to be honored. In his later years, however, he became
  something twisted and evil." Amelia trailed off, looking pointedly at Harry.



  "I think..." Harry stopped and sighed, bowing his head for a moment. "I don't wish to martyr the man by giving him a big ceremony. Why don't we accept the body and put it someplace safe until
  he can be buried in the Dumbledore ancestral cemetery? I didn't want to kill him. In fact, had he only allowed me to live my life, little of what followed would have happened."



  "That's a very generous gesture, Harry," Remus said softly.



  "I suppose, but the man is dead, Remus. Unlike Snape, I cannot hold any anger for a dead man."



  "Still, it's a magnanimous gesture, Harry. Your parents would be proud of you for it."



  Harry smiled wistfully at his friend, then turned back to Amelia when she began to speak again.



  "Alright, I'll tell the Irish we'll accept the body once their forensic healers are done with it. From what we've learned from the surviving mercenaries, Dumbledore went far afield to find them.
  Most came from the Baltic Sea region.



  "That strange device they used to breech the wards is called 'The Arch of Solomon'. It's more than two thousand years old. Little is known about it except that it tests positive for a curse. The
  Irish Department of Mysteries has asked to be allowed to keep it. I gave them permission, figuring you wouldn't want it, Harry."



  Harry looked up from his desk and nodded. He had no use for ancient objects, especially cursed ones.



  "The Irish have reviewed the pensieve memories and verbal testimonies. Barring any new evidence, they are officially ruling that all of the Haven people acted in self defense.



  "I do need to add that the involvement of the spectral dog from your tattoo and the Snorkack is complicating matters. Snorkacks are light creatures and highly protected. Very few people are
  allowed access to one. To have Mrs. Black bond with one as her familiar is unheard of and causing several departments of the Irish Ministry to fight among themselves," Amelia explained.



  "Don't they understand what Luna is?" asked Hermione in outrage.



  Harry leaned forward, touched her on the arm and shook his head.



  "Why ever not?"



  "Luna's abilities have been kept under wraps. We haven't spread that information around, just like we've rarely told people about Ginny's abilities, or yours. The less people know about what we
  can do, the more we'll be able to surprise them. It's not officially classed as being secret, but we haven't advertised her abilities either," Harry told her her.



  "He's right, Lady Potter," Caleb added. "It's called operational security. Although, in this case, it might be wise to clue the Irish in."



  Harry turned to the Minister. "Amelia?"



  She sipped her tea for a moment, thinking quickly. "I'll contact Brogan Mallory and let him know. In the interests of Anglo-Irish relations, I'm sure he'll cooperate."



  "Right then, is there anything else?" Harry asked, looking around.



  "I have a few minor points, my lord," Caleb said. "All of the muggles from their military have been returned to their unit. The few too ill to return, or those permanently disabled, have been
  sent on to a muggle hospital facility in Canada."



  Harry nodded, pleased that they had been able to help the muggles.



  "Also, this comes from Michael O'Dalley, via Commander Stanton. It seems the presence of so many Aurors has scared our murderer into hiding. There was a possible attack two weeks ago, but no one
  is quite sure. A student was accosted by Memorial Lake, but the assailant ran off before anything could happen."



  "Did anything come of that idea of Remus'?"



  Caleb looked at Harry in confusion. "I don't know..."



  "I can answer that, Harry," Amelia said. "Caleb wouldn't ordinarily be privy to that sort of information, unless it affected military matters. According to O'Dalley, he passed the information
  to the Irish Department of Mysteries. They managed to identify a type of dagger which was imbued with the essence of a Dementor. It was created by an Eastern European Dark Lord several centuries
  ago. I forget the name of the Dark Lord, but if you want, I'll ask Michael to stop by and give you an update."



  Harry shook his head. "No, I don't think that will be necessary. I was just curious." He stood and looked around with a smile. "I think we're done for today."



  Realizing a dismissal when they heard it, people began to gather up their papers and exit the office.





  Padfoot Manor, later that day...



  Harry blinked rapidly as sweat dripped into his eyes, causing them to burn. He sat motionless in the basement training room. Around him, more than a dozen glowing balls were flying about, trying to
  go through a hoop. A black ball defended it, however, colliding with any ball that attempted to go through the hoop.



  Eocho drifted through a wall and watched Harry for a moment, frowning. The young man sat on the floor, his back to the wall, watching the balls. All of them were bouncing up and down, except for
  the occasional ball that would attempt to go through the hoop.



  Eocho drifted a little closer and one of the glowing balls floated right through him. Harry blinked in surprise and his concentration broke. All of the balls ceased to glow and fell to the floor.
  He turned to face his mentor and stood up.



  "I did not expect you to be playing games, Maglios," Eocho chided.



  "It was a game, honored teacher, but not what you think. Tell me, did you see me make any gestures or hear any incantations?" Harry asked, conjuring a towel to wipe his face.



  Eocho stared at him for a moment, then smiled. "You have been hiding abilities from me, Maglios."



  "I suppose I have, honored teacher. But I wanted to be sure of the results before I showed them to you. What you saw is a game American children play with their training wands. It's simple, fast
  paced and was exactly what I needed to break my block on gesturing." He looked up at Eocho a bit sheepishly. "It became fun, after while. I guess I got carried away."



  Eocho laughed. "Whatever the reason, the method worked, Maglios. It seems to me, however, that you have managed more than just simple gestureless casting. Am I right in assuming that every ball
  required a spell that had to be continuously renewed?"



  Harry nodded.



  "Very interesting, Maglios. You have an ability I had not thought you would present. You were casting multiple spells, nearly simultaneously. Come, let us explore this ability in terms of combat.
  Even casting two spells at once would be a tremendous advantage."



  Harry nodded and banished all of the pitchy balls to a box in the corner of the room.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry (Jan 5th)...



  It was after curfew and the library was dark, but it was the only place she could think of to hide. She'd put several rows of books between herself and the door, hoping she'd have enough warning,
  should someone enter.



  She knelt on the stone floor, glaring down at the object she'd dropped there. She had every intention of ridding herself of it tonight, no matter how it fought her.



  "I won't do it," she hissed. "I'm done!"



  " But you enjoy it, you know you do. The thrill of the stalk, the strike, the killing thrust. The feel of the hot blood bathing your hands."



  Slapping her hands uselessly over her ears, she tried desperately to block the sibilant voice in her head. "I wont listen. I won't, I won't, I won't," she chanted, rocking back and forth on her
  knees.



  " You must. You are my creature now. There is no escape. You crave the kill, the blood, the death. I am a part of you and I shall never let you go."



  "But I feel it!" she moaned, dropping her hands from her ears. "When they die, I feel it! The shock, the pain, the rending of their souls from their bodies."



  " Yes. Pick me up. I would feel what you feel."



  "No, I'm not touching that thing again. Not ever again," she muttered, clenching her fists.



  " It is foolish to resist me. You know you crave what only I can give you. Now, pick me up!"



  Blinding pain ripped through her head as she tried to resist. Her body tensed, then bowed back as the agony spread from her head, down her neck, her shoulders and her torso. When it flowed down her
  legs, she cried out hoarsely and reached for the object. The torment ended the moment she touched it, and was soothed away as she held it to her chest. Her body shook for a few moments and she
  caught her breath.



  " Good girl. See how much better you feel? Resistance to my will only causes pain, child. We are as one, and there is no escape. Why fight what you are? Why
  resist what you love and what only I can give you?"



  The girl only shook her head, unable to answer. It always seemed so clear when she wasn't holding the thing. It was wrong, what she did. The object needed to be destroyed, she needed to be destroyed.



  But touching it, holding it, caused those thoughts to fade away, to be replaced by other, stronger thoughts. And the emotions that accompanied those thoughts were stronger still. The joy, the sheer
  pleasure gained by simply handling the object paled when compared to what she experienced when she actually used it.



  The adrenaline rush of the hunt, the satisfaction in locating her prey. Her eyes closed as she remembered.



  " Yes, that's it. Feel it, girl," the voice murmured in her mind. "Let yourself go and just feel."



  The look of fear on the face of her victim. The feel of blood on her hands, the smell it, the taste of it. She licked her lips and rocked her hips, moaning in pleasure. One hand dropped down to the
  hem of her skirt, then disappeared underneath it.



  " Perfect. And you can have more, much more."



  "Yes," she hissed, rubbing herself and rocking her hips faster. "The blood, the screams, the death. I will bring them all. They'll all die by my hand!"



  " We are death, and all shall fear us! We will be bathed in blood and all shall tremble before us!"



  "Yes, yes!" she shrieked softly as her orgasm ripped through her, leaving her panting and clutching the object to her chest.



  " We have only scratched the surface of what is possible," the voice told her gently. "I will give you things no one
  else can, girl. Only obey me and I will introduce you to pleasures you've never dreamed of."



  Opening her eyes, she looked down at the object she held and stroked it lovingly. "Nothing can be better than the kill, the blood..." she murmured.



  " My dear girl, I've introduced you to the pleasures of your body, and those of your victims. Your body is no longer pure, and we've both enjoyed those
  experiences. The corruption of your mind is next. You are ready for the next step. You crave it, I can feel it in you. You have a taste for the darkness only I can give you. You've only to ask me
  for..."



  The voice cut off abruptly and the girl jerked as she heard a slight shuffling noise a few rows away.



  " Move, girl! Quickly, before you are discovered."



  Standing, her legs trembled for a moment. As they steadied, she moved away from the sound of slow, quiet footfalls. Reaching the aisle, she moved quickly to the row of books across from her, then
  towards the door. At the last row, she took a deep breath, and bolted for the exit.



  Passing through it, she kept running until she reached her dorm, where she flung herself onto her bed and yanked the curtains closed.



  Back in the library, Millicent Bulstrode cursed viciously as she heard the rapid, fading sounds of someone leaving the library and running down the hall. By the time she'd reached the doorway, even
  that was gone.



  "Fuck!" she growled, walking quickly through the door and out into the hall. "Well, that's just great, Bulstrode," she muttered to herself. "Another sicko in this school and you're not
  even sure who it was!" She lit her wand and looked around angrily.



  "They say talking to yourself is a sign of insanity," an amused voice said from the darkness.



  Spinning around, she glared at Deneb. "What are you doing here?" she spat.



  Raising an eyebrow, he held up his hands in surrender. "Rounds," he told her. "It's after curfew, after all. What's got your knickers in a twist?"



  "I need to see the Headmistress," she said as she brushed passed him. "You might as well come along. There's no sense in telling this twice."



  She walked rapidly down the hall and Deneb had to trot to catch up with her.



  Reaching the office of the Headmistress minutes later, she knocked loudly, and kept knocking until she was told to enter. Pushing the door open, she walked in, then nodded when Deneb shut and
  warded the door.



  Seeing Millicent's expression, Minerva's eyes darkened. "What is it?" she asked the younger witch. "What's happened now?"



  "I think I've discovered a third," Millicent told her.



  "Wait," McGonagall said. Taking a piece of clean parchment from a drawer in her desk, she placed it on the desktop. "Let's get a transcript of this," she told the two students. Casting a
  quick spell on her quill, she nodded for Millicent to begin.



  The seventh year went through the event quickly, but precisely. She left nothing out, including the fact that she'd been unable to get a look at the person.



  "I'm not even sure of gender," she concluded, clearly frustrated.



  "And the person was alone?" McGonagall asked, watching the quill scribble away.



  "Yes."



  "And talking to himself? That's rather disturbing," Deneb said.



  "Or herself. And the disturbing part was what the person said, not who they said it to. Like I told you, I couldn't hear much. Every eavesdropping charm I tried seemed to bounce away, almost as
  if the person was shielded in some way. Whatever spell the person used wasn't perfect, though. I caught a few words."



  McGonagall skimmed the parchment until she found what she was looking for. "And the words you did catch are rather alarming. Let's see, 'the blood', 'pleasure', 'die by my hand'." Shaking her
  head, she looked up at the two students, her eyes concerned.



  "If the person had cast some sort of shielding spell, is it possible that he or she wasn't alone?" Deneb asked.



  Millicent held her hands out, palms up. "I don't know," she replied. "I didn't see or hear anyone else, but I've never seen a shield like that one before. I suppose it's possible."



  "Can you think of anything else?" the headmistress asked.



  "No. I'm sorry, Professor," Millicent said, her shoulders slumping.



  Canceling the spell on the quill, she quickly made a copy of the transcript and stood up. "Don't be, my dear. Had you not been in the right place tonight, we might never had known about this.
  I'll get this to Draco and see what he makes of it. I want the two of you to finish your rounds, but you're to do them together from now on. Starting tomorrow, all prefects, and the Head boy and
  girl, will patrol in pairs.



  "Come to me if you learn anything new, and be careful. Now, off you go." With a wave of her wand, she brought down the wards and unlocked the door.



  "Goodnight, Professor," Deneb said as he followed Millicent from the office and closed the door.



  Millicent walked a few steps, then stopped and leaned back against the wall. "It's not much to work with. I should have been faster," she muttered, angry with herself once more.



  Standing in front of her, Deneb shook his head. "We have more than we did an hour ago, thanks to you" he told her. Reaching out, he brushed the hair back from her face and smiled. "Don't be
  so hard on yourself, Millie. You and I make a good team. We'll figure it out."



  "I hope you're right."



  "I am, you'll see. But we won't do it standing here." Taking her hand, he pulled her away from the wall and started down the hall. "We need to finish our rounds and we both have class early
  in the morning."



  "Don't remind me," she grumbled. "Double potions. I hate potions!"



  When they turned the corner and started down the next hallway, she smiled. He still held her hand and didn't seem to be in any hurry to release it.





  Padfoot Manor, Morning Briefing (Jan 6th)...



  Michael O'Dalley and Draco filed into the room along with Amelia and Professor McGonagall. Remus stood in the back of the room, listening.



  Harry frowned. O'Dalley's presence rarely meant anything good. "Alright, who wants to start off this morning?" he asked, trying to keep things light.



  "I guess I might as well, largely because this topic is mostly in my area," Michael murmured. "Last night we learned of a possible third agent of Voldemort's in the school. Headmistress
  McGonagall's spies..."



  "Please, Mr. O'Dalley. They are students concerned about the war and doing their part to help," Minerva said in a pained voice.



  Draco's snicker became a cough as he tried to look innocent. Minerva's glare had him looking at his feet, inspecting his shoes. Even though she wasn't his teacher anymore, he still felt intimidated
  by her.



  "Very well. Headmistress McGonagall's students overheard a conversation one student was having, with themselves apparently. I've seen the transcript Mr. Black was provided by the Headmistress and
  my initial impression was that we're not looking at a spy, but a homicidal maniac under Voldemort's control.



  "My lord, we have a couple of other clues that were leading us towards the school in our murder investigation, and now it looks like we're able to tie this new information in with that. I believe
  that our murderer is at the school. Either among the students or staff."



  Harry turned to the Headmistress. "Minerva?"



  McGonagall frowned. "I don't like it, Harry. I've informed the prefects that from now on they will patrol in pairs, and I'm thinking of enacting an earlier curfew. But beyond that there isn't
  much I can do."



  Harry turned to O'Dalley. "Michael, what about the weapon? Amelia said you think you've narrowed that down."



  O'Dalley pulled a sheet of parchment from his folder and began to read.



  "It's called a Blade of Mordoc. Dark Lord Mordoc was in what is now modern day Bulgaria. He actually controlled most of the country in the fifteenth century through the use of a cadre of
  assassins. He equipped his assassins with daggers that were imbued with the powers of a Dementor."



  Harry leaned back nodded thoughtfully. "Yes, Remus told us about that. How about if we distribute pictures of the weapon and it's characteristics to all the local healers and law enforcement
  people? This way if they come across it, they'll know not to touch it."



  O'Dalley nodded and made a notation in a small book. "Excellent idea, sir. Especially considering what we've learned about the blades."



  Hermione looked at him with interest. "Oh?"



  O'Dalley shrugged. "From what the Irish have told us, the blades are extremely dangerous. History says they have the ability to possess their owners." Opening a small book, he flipped through
  it for a moment until he found what he was looking for. "Alright then, the blade was designed to be a weapon of torture. The idea was to stab your victim in a non-lethal place and leave the blade
  in place. The blade would then cause intense pain on the order of a Cruciatus curse in order to force the victim to remove it.



  "The downside of this is the Dementor aspect of the knife. It only became effective when the knife was removed. The process of pulling the knife out caused the blade to absorb the victim's soul,
  much like a Dementor's kiss."



  Those in the room shivered slightly. The blades were truly evil and no one wanted to think about them too much.



  "Does that mean the person wielding the blade might be controlled by it?" asked Hermione.



  "It is a possibility, my lady," O'Dalley replied. "But we really don't have enough information to be sure. There's no record of an assassin being separated from his blade and surviving."



  Hermione visibly shuddered and Harry reached over and grabbed her hand for a moment, then he turned back to O'Dalley.



  "Is there anything else we can do, Michael? Can we beef up security at the school? Maybe send some deputies out there for night patrols?"



  "I'll speak with Commander Stanton about it. If nothing else, it should reassure the Headmistress," he replied, smiling at Minerva.



  "You might want to speak to Healer August, Michael. If we come upon a victim with the blade still inside them, we'll need a plan of action. Obviously, we can't remove it. At least, not easily,"
  Harry offered.



  O'Dalley looked surprised and he scribbled a quick note.



  Harry turned to Draco. "You've been awful quiet during all this. Do you have anything to add?"



  Draco shrugged. "Not really, Harry. When the report arrived today it sounded to me like it was more of a law enforcement issue than a case of espionage. I have suggested to Professor McGonagall
  that we monitor key points of the school by setting up a few of the stationary fliers Q branch created for us, and she's agreed."



  "What about Ginny?" asked Hermione.



  Harry frowned and looked down at his desk for a moment. "I don't know, Hermione. Remember the last time we exposed her to dark magic? I know she's felt something every time the blade was used,
  but I'm not sure we can expose her to that right now. She's still too unsure and too affected by her gift for it to be of much use."



  Hermione looked undecided, but she nodded. Harry's reasons made sense, for now.





  Three Scots, Aviemore, Scotland (Jan 7th)...



  "Message for you, sir!"



  McHardy looked up from his desk and took the slip of paper. His eyebrows rose when he felt it was more than one slip. Normally, messages were extremely brief.



  "Has this been authenticated?"



  "Yes, sir," replied the communications technician.



  "Very well. Thank you," he replied absently.



  The technician nodded and left the room, closing the door behind him.



  McHardy opened the message and began to read.



  To: CO Three Scots, Royal Regiment of Scotland.

  Frm: BAC, NY



  It is important to ascertain the condition of the following arteries. A9/A96/A82. The status of A82 from Inverness to Fort William is critical. You are directed to
  send scouting missions out to determine the status of these roads. Stop.



  Operational tempo will be increasing in coming months. You are to be resupplied starting 20th January. Three Scots will be brought up to full manpower operational
  status. See attached sheet citing units and equipment you will receive. Stop.



  Conditions within Inverness are to be monitored daily. A special infiltration team will be included in unit reinforcements. You will use the team to set up a base
  within the city and report on conditions within.



  Message ends...

  BAC TAC 47678BX



  McHardy looked at the message flimsy for a moment longer, then frowned and reached for a map.



  "Shit," he breathed, looking at the map, then stabbed a button on his desk.



  The door opened. "Sir?"



  "Locate Captain Hanover and ask him to come to my office, please," McHardy said.



  "Sir!"



  The door closed and McHardy stared at the map. Inverness to Fort William was a distance of more than 102 kilometers.



  The door opened and Hanover entered the room. The former lieutenant had received his promotion when command of the regiment fell to his shoulders after the disastrous fiasco at Fort George.



  "You sent for me, sir?"



  "Yes, John. Come in and sit down, please. We have new orders from British Army Command in New York. It seems they want to know the status of the arterials around Inverness, especially A82."



  Hanover looked up at the map and frowned. "How far out do they want to know?"



  "From Inverness to Fort William, just over one hundred kilometers," McHardy said.



  Hanover leaned back on his chair and thought for a moment. "Extended patrol, then. If there is little activity on the road, the boys could do it in ten days. But that rarely happens. Figure at
  least twenty days to cover the area and make it back. Observe and avoid contact?" he asked.



  "Precisely."



  "Make it twenty five days to be on the safe side, sir."



  "How many men will you take?"



  "On this type of mission? We want to keep the numbers down. Figure ten men, a radio operator and myself," Hanover replied.



  McHardy frowned for a moment, then he made his decision. "Take one or two of Thrawkmort's lads with you."



  Hanover blinked in surprise, but nodded. He couldn't explain what Thrawkmort's group was, but he knew from experience they were useful in a pinch. "Yes, sir."



  "Very well, John, you have your orders. Gather your men, check your gear and plan to move out at dawn," McHardy said.



  Hanover stood and saluted. "Yes, sir."



  McHardy returned the salute, then turned to contemplate the map again. It was becoming apparent what command was considering.





  Haven Operations Center (Jan 10th)...



  Harry walked out of the training room deep in thought. He had just finished a dueling session against six simultaneous opponents. The sessions were getting brutal, but he needed them to keep
  himself up to speed. He dueled solo, while the others dueled in teams. He wanted to practice what it would be like if he were dueling his way to Voldemort, or dueling the Dark Lord himself. He
  seriously doubted the Voldemort would duel him alone, so he had to be prepared.



  "Harry?"



  He turned and spotted Draco beckoning him.



  "Yeah, Draco?" he asked tiredly as he approached the pale blond man.



  "Rough session?"



  He nodded.



  "Look mate, could I get your help for a little bit? I have to deal with the twins and I need to put them in their place," Draco said seriously.



  "You're going to put the twins in their place?" he asked incredulously.



  "Yes, I am," Draco replied stiffly.



  "Lead on, Draco. This ought to be good."



  "Fine, but just play along, will you?" Draco asked in a pleading tone.



  Harry nodded and followed Draco to his office. He took a seat next to Draco's desk and waited. A few minutes later, Fred and George entered his office.



  "You wanted to see us?" asked Fred with a smile.



  Harry blinked and fought the urge to laugh. The twins had been in the office for less than twenty seconds and already Draco sported a large pair of donkey ears, which he seemed unaware of.



  "Yes. I understand you're planning on marrying the Johansen twins?" Draco asked dryly.



  Fred and George exchanged identical looks of surprise. It was true they were planning on asking the twins, but they hadn't known anyone else knew about it.



  "How did you," Fred started.



  "...find out about that?" George finished.



  Draco smirked and leaned back on his chair. He scratched idly at one ear. "Oh, I hear things."



  When Harry coughed loudly, the twins shot him a grin before turning back to Draco.



  Harry doubled over coughing, he couldn't look at Draco, who was now sporting whiskers to match his ears.



  Draco shot Harry an angry glance. Potter was supposed to be on his side! He picked up a parchment and handed it to George. "I take it you haven't seen this, then? Or perhaps you ignored it, like
  so many other inter-office memos?" Draco asked.



  George read the memo and paled so hard his freckles looked like blood spots. "You can't be serious!" he exclaimed.



  Draco shrugged and his ears flattened for a moment. "I'm quite serious. It's Ministry policy to discourage office romances."



  Fred grabbed the parchment from George and scanned it, then glared at Draco. "I don't believe this. A summary court martial? Drawing and quartering? Burning at the stake? Public whippings?"



  Draco's hair suddenly stood out straight and he impatiently pushed it out of his eyes. "I'm sorry, but the Ministry's stand on this is firm. I wanted to warn you before I was forced to take
  action."



  Harry bolted into Draco's private bathroom. From behind the closed door came the sound of laughter.



  Fred looked at his brother, aghast. "Now what?"



  "I haven't a clue," George replied dejectedly.



  "We could fire Inga and Helga," offered Fred.



  George brightened, then he abruptly deflated. "No, they'd kill us. They like working around the magic."



  Draco hid his smirk and raised one hoof, waving it at them. "I'm truly sorry, guys," he offered.



  Harry stepped back into the office and collapsed into a chair, staring at Draco.



  The two Weasley men kept passing Draco's bogus memo back and forth, at a loss, for once.



  "Oh, really!" a voice exclaimed from the door.



  Everyone turned to face Luna, who stood in the doorway shaking her head. Behind her stood the Johansen twins.



  Harry felt the surge and wondered when Luna had mastered gestureless casting. Slowly, Draco's transformation reversed itself.



  "This has got to stop," Luna said in a surprisingly annoyed tone. "He comes home depressed by your incessant pranks, and does little but try to think of ways to get back at you. Well, he
  succeeded. He made you think you couldn't marry your girlfriends," she said, waving at the Fred and George.



  Both Weasley men stared at Luna in shock. Yes, they had planned to ask the girls, but they hadn't yet. And now Luna was giving away their secret!



  Helga and Inga both gave identical squeals and lunged at their boyfriends.



  Harry sat on his chair, grinning. He and Hermione would have quite a laugh over this, later.



  Luna turned on Draco. "And you! Enough with the revenge already. Don't you know how mean that prank was?"



  George glanced over at Fred. "Does this mean we can marry them?" he asked, his arms wrapped around his girlfriend.



  "I think so brother," wheezed Fred as Inga hugged the breath out of him.



  Luna stared at the Weasleys for a moment, then her eyes narrowed and both men's expressions changed.



  From their pants, faint wisps of smoke drifted free and the two red heads looked pained. A moment later, Fred bolted to Draco's bathroom, leaving Inga staring at his back in confusion. There was a
  moment of silence and then a muffled howl. Fred threw open the door and tumbled back out, staring at Luna in horror.



  "Please tell me it isn't permanent," he gasped.



  "Alright, I won't tell you," she replied smugly. "Besides, I've done Inga a favor by doing this."



  Fred glanced at George, who paled and rushed into the bathroom to check for himself. A moment later he came out, shaking.



  Luna moved to sit on Draco's desk, her feet not touching the floor. She smiled dreamily at the two men. "Now, boys, a good prank is fun and all, but we don't want to get carried away, do we?"
  she asked.



  The two exchanged a glance, then met Luna's blue eyes. "We surrender!" the exclaimed in unison.



  She smiled happily. "I thought so. No more pranking my Dray. Play nice and everyone will be happy. Run along now and show your fiancÃ©es your new tattoos."



  She seemed to focus on a spot over their shoulder and a flicker of an aura played about her body. The two Weasley men blanched and dragged their confused girlfriends from the office before Luna
  decided to do any more damage.



  Draco leaned back on his chair and let out and explosive breath. "What did you do to them?"



  "Oh, I know how you boys like to name your body parts. So I tattooed Gred and Forge on their willies," she replied, staring at her fingernails.



  Harry winced and closed his legs involuntarily.



  Luna glanced over at him for a moment. "You should go home, Harry. Your leg's hurting you and tomorrow might be a busy day. I meet with the committee tomorrow."



  Harry blinked as his leg began to ache. "I guess I'll leave you two alone for now. I'll see you at dinner," he replied. Standing, he looked at them both oddly for a moment, then apparated from
  the office.



  Luna swiveled on the desk so she was facing Draco. She smiled and hooked a finger, beckoning him closer. He slid closer in his chair and she wrapped her arms around him, pressing his face into her
  breasts.



  "Don't worry about the twins anymore, Dray. I think the girls will keep them in line," she murmured, playing with his hair.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry sat at his desk, writing a reply to his friend, the Sheik, when Winky appeared next to him. He nodded to the little elf. "Winky, is there something wrong?"



  "It's Miss Hermione, Master Harry. She be asking for some foods that I can't gives her," she said, tugging on the little dress Hermione had gotten for her.



  Harry frowned. Hermione doesn't usually ask for unique foods, and she's never unreasonable in her requests. Especially with an elf! he thought.



  "Alright, Winky. Tell me what she wants and I'll see if I can get it for you," he offered with a smile.



  Winky smiled in relief. "Miss Hermione wants strawberries, vanilla peach swirl ice cream with pistachios, sardines and graham crackers. We don'ts have any strawberries, or sardines."



  Harry made a list and scowled. "I'll talk to Hermione, then I'll see what I can do?"



  The little elf nodded and vanished with a pop.



  " Honey? What's with the strange food request?" he sent her.



  Silence.



  He frowned and checked their bond. Hermione had shut it down to the barest minimum and was keeping it closed. He could force it open, but with her keeping it closed, it would only close down again
  unless he over powered her, and he wasn't willing to do so.



  He dropped his quill and stood up, summoning his staff. Luna had been right about his leg hurting. It had flared up just about the time he'd made it home.



  He limped into the hallway and was surprised to see Dan, Remus, Draco and Neville in an intense conversation. Remus spotted him and waved him over.



  They quieted down as he approached and Dan turned to him. "Let me guess, she wants some food we don't have?"



  Harry nodded, dumbfounded. "How did you know?"



  "It's the same with all of us, mate," Neville said. "Ginny wants a New York hot dog, a slice of pizza and a whole cheesecake!"



  Draco snorted and shook his head. "At least that's doable. Luna wants a glass of nectar from a Stygian Fire Blossom," he moaned, then he grabbed his head. "To make matters worse, that lethal
  fuzzball of hers keeps growling at me when I offer her something more normal."



  Dan stared at the others, then shook his head in denial. "You don't suppose they're all pregnant?" he asked in a horrified tone.



  A look of pure terror passed among the men.



  "That's it, I'm going to talk to Hermione," Harry said grimly.



  He turned and limped towards the door to his bedroom. The men watched him fearfully from a distance, figuring they were safe where they were.



  Harry touched the door and jerked his hand back in surprise. Hermione had warded the door!



  "Hermione. it's me. Open the door!" he yelled, shaking his still stinging hand.



  "Do you have sardines?" came the reply.



  Harry glanced at his friends, who gestured to him in support. He turned back to the door.



  "Well... no... But look, Hermione, I want to talk to you."



  "Get out of here, Harry. Go get me some sardines!" she ordered.



  He flinched back from the door. The other men flinched with him. This just didn't make any sense. They all couldn't be pregnant at the same time. Besides they took precautions! He swore to himself,
  turned around and marched back towards his friends.



  He stopped suddenly and stared at the men as a thought struck him. "Susan," he muttered. He turned around again and limped off in the direction of Susan and Terry's room.



  The men followed along, confused.



  He stopped and knocked on the door. "Terry? Susan? It's Harry. May I come in?"



  Terry opened the door and let them all enter the room.



  Susan sat at their breakfast table. Around her was an impressive array of foods, many rather exotic. She waved, then dipped a piece of peanut butter covered broccoli into a pot of chocolate sauce
  and bit into the dripping mess. She wore only her loosely fitting dressing gown over a nightgown. Every so often she'd reach up and stroke her Brotherhood medallion, as if for comfort.



  Terry stared at the group of men. "Um... Guys? Is something wrong?"



  Dan took another look at Susan and leaned back against the wall as his legs went weak with relief. He started to laugh and slid slowly to the floor. "It's her!" he exclaimed.



  "I... er... I don't know how to say this," Harry murmured. Then he glanced at the others, looking for someone to rescue him from the awkward situation.



  Remus stepped forward and clapped a hand on Terry's shoulder. "It's like this, Terry. Susan's cravings are being transmitted to every woman in the Brotherhood."



  Susan stopped eating and stared at the others in horror. Terry's eyes widened and he blanched.



  "Hermione is demanding sardines," Harry mumbled. "I've never even seen a sardine. It's a fish isn't it? I can't conjure something I've never seen before!"



  Susan stood and walked over to the group. "You couldn't conjure them anyway, Harry. Conjured foods don't taste the same. I made Terry go out looking for this stuff," she said, pointing to the
  table.



  One look at Terry was enough for the men to know that she might think he went out searching, but some of the items were, in fact, conjured.



  "Talking to them might help, but I think it might help even more if you stopped caressing your medallion. I think you're broadcasting to the other women, via the medallion," Remus offered with
  a gentle smile. He couldn't fail to see the humor of the situation.



  Susan blushed and nodded.



  "So what do we do now?" asked a perplexed Harry.



  "I suggest that we let Susan go talk to the ladies. In the meantime, it looks like we're going shopping," Remus said with a snicker.



  "Does anyone know where I can get Stygian Fire Blossom nectar? And what's a Peanut M&M?" asked Draco worriedly.





  Padfoot Manor (Jan 11th)...



  The following morning, a group of unhappy husbands and very embarrassed wives sat around the breakfast table. Susan appeared, taking her seat and everyone glanced at her. She coughed and looked
  down at the table, mortified.



  "So, Draco, did you ever figure out what a Peanut M&M is?" asked Harry with a smirk. He had gotten off easily. They had all apparated into Cork to find what they needed and he had found the
  sardines very quickly in a grocery store.



  Draco frowned at him. The whole mansion had heard about his failure to find M&Ms. Luna had been uncharacteristically vocal about.



  Luna blushed and stared at her plate.



  Fuzz, currently invisible, opened her eyes and peeked through Luna's hair. "Meep whirr?"



  She reached up and caressed Fuzz, causing the small creature to buzz loudly.



  Crookshanks looked up from his position on the windowsill and wondered if he should go check out the sound. His people had kept him separate from the interesting thing for too long.



  Ginny looked up from her plate. She was anxious to see that attention wasn't drawn to her. "Uh oh, Crookshanks alert," she said, drawing everyone's attention to the approaching kneazle.



  Harry bent down and scooped up the large cat. "Oh no you don't, Crookie," he mumbled, then he tossed some bits of sausage and some scrambled eggs on a small dish and placed it on the floor
  before depositing Crookshanks in front of the feast.



  The cat immediately forgave the limping human that smelled like his human. He tore into the dish of sausage and eggs, purring loudly.



  "Crookie?" exclaimed Hermione in loud voice. "And that isn't good for him! I'm trying to get him to drop a few kilos and you're feeding him table scraps?"



  Harry said nothing, trying to look innocent.



  Her eyes narrowed. "You've been feeding him leftovers all along!" she sent him.



  "They're doing it again," Remus said with a laugh.



  " Only once in a while," he protested.



  "It's the strangest thing to know they are having a row and making no sound," Tonk said with a snort of laughter.



  " You don't see me feeding Hedwig the way you make my cat pig out!" she huffed.



  "Are you ready for today, Luna?" Remus asked.



  " Even if she did pig out, at least she does something. Crookshanks just lays around," he replied.



  The purring stopped as Crookshanks stopped eating and glared at Harry.



  "I don't think I'll have any problems, Remus. Besides, Dray will be coming with me," Luna replied, stroking Fuzz again.



  " WHAT?!"



  Harry winced and looked at her reproachfully. "Let's hold this fight until later. Right now I need to stop something." he sent, then turned to Luna.



  "That might not be feasible, Luna. I need Draco today at the Operations Center. Caleb, Draco, Chuck and myself will be going over the first pass of an operations plan."



  Draco scowled. "Harry, I can't do that. Not today. You know how Luna will be with their questions if I'm not there..."



  "I'm counting on it," Harry retorted icily. "I need you at that meeting today, Draco. Luna's a grown up, and she can answer a few simple questions without you holding her hand."



  Draco's expression hardened and he stared at Harry for a moment.



  Luna glanced at Harry, stood up and smiled brightly. "Well then, I better change into something more suitable for the Wizengamot," she said before she left the room.



  Draco stood without a word and followed her.



  The meal was finished in an uneasy silence. Few wanted to get drawn into the conflict between Harry and Draco.



  " What are you doing?"



  " I'm making sure Amhar learns not to mess with any of us," he replied.



  " By using Luna? You know she's going to sound like she's insane when she sits in front of that committee."



  " For a bit, yes. But then what she is will become apparent."



  He winced a little when he felt the doubt coming over their bond in waves. He quickly finished his breakfast and left the table. Some would know his reasons, others would never understand.



  He watched from the sitting room while Draco walked Luna to the door. After she left the manor, Draco turned, and spotting Harry, he walked over to talk with him.



  "She explained your reasons. I don't like them, but it's very Slytherin of you," Draco said in quiet understanding.



  "I don't like using her this way either, Draco. But she's the second most powerful of us and the one person people always underestimate. I want that to end," Harry replied softly.





  Wizengamot Investigative Committee...



  Amhar took his seat and smiled to himself. Behind the witness was a member of the Ministry's Magical Animal Control Department. He had alerted the department that they were to send a representative
  who would be taking a dangerous beast into custody today.



  Around Amhar, the other committee members where taking their seats, chatting a little with their fellow members. He looked up when the door opened and Luna Black entered.



  Luna was dressed in a simple outfit of muggle jeans and a pale blue blouse. It was one of her favorites. She wore her Brotherhood medallion around her neck, and what appeared to be a necklace made
  of carrots.



  Amhar frowned. The girl hadn't brought the beast!



  Luna sat at the small table provided for the witness and arranged a small stack of parchments in front of her. A small whirring sound came from her every so often. She divided the parchments into
  four small piles and put them on the table in the four cardinal compass points.



  "Mrs. Black, I hate to interrupt your fascinating exercise, but it's time to begin," Amhar said snidely.



  "You can begin if you want, Councilor. It is a Tuesday, after all," Luna replied, looking at the curtain skirting the edge of the table that the Councilors sat behind. She could see that the
  curtain was laced with Nuk-Flies.



  Amhar frowned, then pulled a piece of parchment out of a folder and looked it over briefly before speaking. "You are sixteen years old, correct Mrs. Black?" he asked.



  "That's correct, Mr. Councilorman. Or just over two dog years," she said dreamily.



  Trenton Largo coughed and Amhar glared at him, wondering if he was laughing.



  Luna shook her head, causing Fuzz to whirr loudly and she chastised herself for not paying attention.



  "You're married and no longer attending school? How is that possible?" Amhar asked, leaning forward in his chair.



  Luna looked up at him. "Well, there was this ceremony called a handfasting. Draco and I professed our love..."



  "No, no, no. I mean, why did your father allow you to marry so young? And to leave school?" Amhar said with a hint of exasperation in his voice.



  Luna giggled slightly. "Because Daddy let me. He knew I wanted Draco and had made him mine already. As for school, there was nothing more they could teach me."



  Amhar smiled to himself. The girl was coming off sounding like an idiot. If she kept it up, she'd surely say something she shouldn't!



  "You are married to Draco Malfoy, aren't you?" asked Amhar.



  Luna looked down at her fingernails, examining them carefully.



  Amhar glared at the young woman who seemed to be ignoring him.



  Luna glanced up at the skirt again and shuddered. The Nuk-Flies seemed to be getting agitated.



  "Mrs. Malfoy!" snapped Amhar.



  Luna leapt to her feet and whipped out her wand. She scanned to room for threats. "Where? That must mean Lucius is here, too! Everyone stay down!"



  Trenton buried his head in his hands and was fighting back tears. He had been briefed on Luna's abilities, and her eccentricities, but this was his first experience with her.



  Amhar sat dumbfounded at Luna's behavior.



  Andrew Korwin stood up. "Mrs. Black? Mrs. Black, please be seated. I can assure you that Lucius Malfoy is not here."



  Luna eyed the Councilor for a moment before sitting again. She looked at Amhar and frowned. "You know, it really isn't nice to scare people like that. Someone could have gotten hurt!"



  On her shoulders a pair of yellow eyes appeared and stared at Amhar. A whirring sound came from her shoulder and she reached up to calm Fuzz.



  Largo coughed and reached under the table. While pretending to tie his shoes, he cast a silencing charm on himself and began to laugh.



  Korwin nudged Amhar, who blinked at him in surprise before glancing down at his parchment again.



  "Yes, well, moving along. Mrs. Black, what does your husband do?" Amhar asked.



  "He does something with house elves for the Ministry. He's also my protector, he makes me laugh and he's fabulous in bed," she replied seriously as a blush stained her cheeks. She thought the
  question rather personal, but figured the committee must really need the information.



  Ms. McFerrson, one of the neutrals on the committee, looked at Luna in astonishment and barked out a laugh before she could cover it. "Lucky girl," she muttered.



  Largo looked to be splitting his sides and Amhar was visibly angry.



  "NO! I mean, what does he do for the Ministry." Amhar demanded.



  Luna shrugged her shoulders. "He does something with house elves. He's also one of Harry's friends and a unit commander in the brigade. Beyond that, I really couldn't say and wild puff babblers
  couldn't drag it out of me."



  Amhar looked up from his writing and stared at the young woman. Was she even sane? "Where did you find the Snorkack, Mrs. Black?" he asked.



  Luna relaxed back on her chair. "I didn't find her," she replied happily. "A Snorkack can't be found unless it wants to be," she added. Now this is
  something I can talk about, she thought. "Did you know Snorkacks have prehensile tails and an ability to apparate?" she asked.



  Amhar blinked in surprise. There was something odd about her blue eyes. "Well, no," he stammered in reply. Her eyes seemed to twirl in a mesmerizing motion.



  Behind Luna, the man from the Department of Magical Animal Control looked at his trap in dismay. He hadn't brought one warded for apparation!



  "You should really read about them, Mr. Councilorman. They're fascinating creatures," Luna murmured.



  Korwin stared at Amhar in disbelief. He had allowed the child to derail the entire course of the questioning. What is Amhar thinking? he wondered. "Mrs.
  Black, where did the Snorkack come from, if you didn't find it?"



  Luna blushed prettily and looked up at Korwin. "Snorkacks aren't much different than we are, sir. Must I give you the little Snorkack talk?"



  Ms. McFerrson covered her mouth and glanced away. Laughing uproariously, Largo had slipped off his chair and was now pretending to look for something under the table, still safely cocooned in his
  silencing charm.



  "Mrs. Black, I believe Councilor Korwin wanted to know who found the Snorkack. If you didn't find it, who gave it to you?" one of the neutral Councilors asked, trying to clarify the question
  for the girl.



  Luna blinked and looked at Amhar in surprise. "Oh. Why didn't you say so in the first place? Professor Hagrid caught the Snorkack eating fluxweed in one of the school greenhouses. He knew I had
  studied them extensively and wanted me to see it. When he arrived at the manor on Christmas day, the Snorkack decided I was a suitable human for it's needs and bonded with me. Fuzz is now my
  familiar," she said proudly, then she reached up and caressed the small creature as it slowly appeared on her shoulder, causing many to gape.



  Amhar blinked in surprise and stared hard at that creature. "Officer!" he said, calling out to the man from Animal Control. "I demand you lock up that creature! It's a danger to us all."



  Fuzz turned to watch the man stand up and she whirred menacingly at him. Luna eyed the man while she caressed her Snorkack and her eyes flashed with power.



  He swallowed nervously and sat back down. "With all due respect, Councilor, I didn't bring the proper cage for a creature like this. Since it's not actively threatening anyone, I don't think it's
  necessary to cage it," he said timidly.



  "I'm afraid I agree with the officer, Councilor," said Largo. "The creature is not threatening anyone here and I suspect Mrs. Black is capable of keeping it under control."



  "She's quite safe," added Luna. "She only attacks those who threaten her or her friends."



  Largo winced a little. Luna wasn't helping her case.



  "Very well. The beast can stay where it is for now," snapped Amhar. "You got the beast from Professor Hagrid, but why did you take it into battle with you?"



  "I didn't take Fuzz into battle, Fuzz went into battle by herself and I followed to protect her," Luna said softly. "Snorkacks are quite good in a fight, you know. In fact, a Snorkack can
  take on a full grown Mud Dragon and come out the victor. Did you know that?" she asked, pinning Amhar with her gaze again.



  Amhar blinked. "Umm... No, I didn't know that," he replied, then he shook his head. "Mrs. Black, did you command that creature to kill Albus Dumbledore?"



  "Certainly not! She did that all on her own, but I don't believe she'll do it again," Luna offered.



  Largo leaned forward on his chair. "What makes you think that, Mrs. Black?"



  Luna placed a hand on her chest. "Because I had to give her a bath afterwards. All the world knows Snorkacks hate water. She now knows that killing results in a bath. I'm sure next time she'll
  just maim and rip limbs off."



  Amhar began to shake and his face turned bright red with anger. Since her arrival, the child had made a mockery of him and his committee! His hands curled into claws as he visualized wrapping them
  around her small neck and choking the life from her.



  Seeing his condition and understanding it's cause, two more members of the committee discovered Largo's excellent silencing charm.



  "Mrs. Black, are you aware that a Snorkack is a protected species? And as such, you are not allowed to keep them as a pet?" asked Amhar through gritted teeth.



  "Councilorman, I already told you, Fuzz is not a pet. She is my bound familiar, like Albus Dumbledore's phoenix, Fawkes, although Fawkes did abandon him. Maybe a better example would be that
  Veela you wanted to bind as your familiar when you were sixteen. You begged your parents for weeks, didn't you?" Luna asked, tilting her head slightly as she watched Largo bite his fist under the
  table.



  Several of the committee members burst out laughing and Amhar started to sputter in rage. He stood and his chair crashed to the floor behind him.



  "That's it!" he declared. "I refuse to allow you to make a mockery of these proceeding. Officer, I order you to take that dangerous creature into custody. I want it put down by tonight,"
  Amhar said angrily, pointing at Luna.



  Luna's expression changed and the vagueness in her eyes flashed into sharp awareness. She stood slowly and a green aura surrounded her.



  The man from animal control took one look at her and knew instantly what he was seeing. He backed off under her unflinching gaze. "Councilor, I humbly submit my resignation. I catch stray
  Kneazles and Puffskiens, maybe the odd Plimpy or Porlock. This is out of my league," the man said. Turning suddenly, he dashed from the room.



  Luna turned to face the committee. As she did, a series of popping sounds were heard as all sorts of strange creatures flashed into existence. On the table in front of her appeared a short man with
  a horn protruding from his forehead. He wore a bright yellow vest, but no pants. He glanced at Luna and backed away slightly from the angry witch. Then he whirled around and faced the source of her
  anger.



  Trenton Largo canceled the silencing charm and scrambled out from under the table. Running to Luna's side, he spoke calmly and quietly to her, trying to calm her.



  Amhar ducked under the table when one of the new creatures jumped onto the committee table. It looked like a cross between a rabbit and an Acromantula. It's eight legs and long ears gave it superb
  balance and hearing. The creature, a Bider, would have been cute, if not for its four inch fangs and eight eyes.



  Luna blinked and turned to look at Councilor Largo. When she did, the creatures started to vanish one at a time.



  "Mrs. Black, you must calm down. No one is going to hurt your familiar. The international rules of wizardry make it illegal for one wizard to harm another's familiar," Largo told her seriously.



  Luna blinked again and her aura faded.



  Amhar peeked out from under the table, just in time for the little horned man in the vest to make a crude gesture to him. With a rude sound, he, too, vanished.



  "Really? You're not going to take Fuzz away from me?" she asked.



  "No, we're not taking Fuzz away. I think we're finished today, Mrs. Black. Thank you for answering our questions. You're free to leave now," he said softly, then smiled at the girl.



  She nodded and smiled prettily at him before turning and walking out.



  Amhar stood and placed both hands flat on the table to glare at Largo. It was then that he discovered the Bider had left a foul smelling present on the table and he had placed his hand in the
  middle of it.



  "What is the meaning of this, Largo? That girl was here for a reason and that creature is dangerous!" he snapped, shaking his hand furiously and spraying his papers with the Bider's gift.



  Largo stared up at the man for a moment, shaking his head. "You know, Amhar, this committee of yours has been a farce from day one. You should be thanking me about now. In case you didn't know
  it, I just saved your life. Mrs. Black is a Child of Gaia and probably the third most powerful magical human on the planet, right after Voldemort and Harry Potter. She is undoubtedly the most
  powerful witch in the world the planet and you're threatening her familiar? Just how many pieces do you want to be buried in?"



  "You have no authority to seize her familiar, Councilor," said Lillias McFerrson as she stood up. "I believe it's time for us to close this committee and prepare our report to the Wizengamot.
  We have accomplished little and it's turning into a witch hunt!"



  Amhar stood. "This is insane. We haven't heard from any of the principles in this. We haven't heard from Mrs. Potter, or her parents. We can't give up when we're getting so close!"



  "Close? Close to what, Councilor? Just what do you think will happen if you drag Lady Potter or her parents before this committee? I'll tell you what will happen. Harry Potter will shut you down
  and quite possibly withdraw funding for the Wizengamot!" exclaimed McFerrson.



  "You have a vendetta against Potter and I don't really want to be a part of it, Amhar," said Largo. "The only reason why you aren't a smear on the grounds of Haven is that Lord Potter is busy
  fighting the war and trying to ignore the damage you have been doing to the war effort."



  Amhar stood sputtering, too enraged to form coherent words.



  "Friends, I think we should take a short recess for a few days and let tempers cool down. Perhaps we have gotten a little off track here. After a few days off we can meet again to discuss how we
  can refocus our efforts," Korwin said placatingly.



  "Fine, we'll recess for a week and meet back here on the eighteenth!" Amhar snarled, then he gathered up his papers and stormed from the room, wiping one hand on his pants.





  Author's Notes:



  Bob looked up and wondered why Alyx was wearing a Hockey goalie mask and carried a shovel.



  "What are you doing?" he asked.



  "It's time for the Author's notes. I want to be prepared this time. Last time the readers got angry with us," she replied.



  "Yeah, but this chapter is different. It's got everything in it. What can they find to complain about?" asked a confused Bob.



  "Did you include anything about a kitchen sink in this chapter?" Alyx demanded to know.



  "Well... um... no," Bob answered uncertainly.



  "See! It doesn't have everything in it! They now will have a reason to complain," Alyx answered smugly.



  Bob sighed and turned back to the author's notes.



  We had to ask Dilly about the complaint about her speech, and here is her reply. "Dilly do be thinking that Rebel Goddess do be to picky. But if she do be interviewing other house elves and
  finding they do be using the word 'do' less, then Dilly do be using it less too! Dilly do be a good house elf no matter what Rebel Goddess do be saying"



  There, you have it from the source. Dilly likes the word 'do'.



  Bimalc: As to our knowledge of UK Geography... heh, it's called the Internet and a system called multimap.com



  Muirnin: No, this year we are not attempting to do the nanomowrithingie.



  Crys: Sir Basil is not related to Clancy's Sir Basil. Our Sir Basil might as well have been Sir Pepper, Sir Paprika or Sir Parsnip... I hate thinking up names. The sheepish pun was something Alyx
  threw in. I saw it during the final read through and left it in because I thought it wasn't baaaaaad.



  John: The Blood Jihad and the Iron Wand aren't thinking that far ahead. They expect that Voldemort will ultimately tear down the ward and allow them to boil out of Britain.



  Harry's leg will continue to be an issue with him. Face it folks. As good as Wizarding medicine might be, it can't fix everything. Harry is coming to learn that there will be limitations, such as
  avoiding portkeys. Now that also doesn't mean he can't fight or duel. We mentioned quite a few chapters ago that Eocho knew spells that would return the leg to nearly normal mobility for limited
  durations. And for a heavy price, which is why you haven't seen him use those spells yet.



  The arch was a plot device we invented for the last chapter. It probably won't be seen again.



  And for those wanting to know, Snorkacks are covered in seventh year Care of Magical Creatures, which none of our heroes attended. Don't blame us if you slept through that class!



  And now... BLOOPERS!!!



  You are my heir little loin , whatever way it has come to pass.



  Sheesh... what can we say about this?



  "Oh so the world revolves around the great James Potter!" Harry retorted ignoring the calls from his friends to shit down
  and be quiet.



  Just out of curiosity, but is it possible to shit up? And is that optional?



  Hermione had to admit that Harry looked adorable that morning as his glasses weren’t quite on straight and his hair was stinking up even more than normal.



  Harry, wash that hair. If it stinks enough for people to notice it... ewwww.



  One of the fowl specters swept up to Harry.



  Here is a dementor attack that was written by the Great Gonzo.



  After Hermione nodded in the affirmative, Harry started by kissing her passionately, he then trailed kisses down her chin, her neck, passed her color-bone , until he reached the valley between Hermione’s breasts.



  Obviously this writer is a med student drop out.
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 23 - Muddying the Waters

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Voldemort walked onto the stage and tapped the microphone hesitantly. "Is this thing on?" he called.



  "Boo! Down in front! Get off the stage you bum!" shouted random audience person number six.



  Voldemort narrowed his eyes and he thrust out his wand. " Avada Kedavra !" he shouted, killing random audience person number six.



  Voldemort smiled. "I always feel better after allowing myself to express my anger in creative ways," he said into the microphone, then his expression sobered.



  "Before we can begin this session of Sunrise Idol, the authors have asked me to tell you that they do not own Harry Potter. If they did, he'd be American and have really cool powers and a big
  chested girlfriend. But no, this is all owned by some British lady, which explains a lot. Anyway they don't own anything," he said, then he paused and looked around hoping someone would say
  something so he could kill them.



  Seeing he wasn't going to get his wish, he sighed. "Oh very well, and now Sunrise Idol!"



  "WAIT!" shouted Alyx and she rushed out onto the stage. She grabbed the microphone from Voldemort.



  "I'm sorry, but I refuse to let my story be taken over by a stuck up like Simon Cowl. Get outa here Voldy or you'll regret it!" she snarled.



  Voldemort fingered his wand and eyed Alyx.



  She smirked at him. "Try it buster and I'll have you dancing in pig tails and a sun dress while singing tiptoe through the tulips next chapter."



  Voldemort blanched. "Maybe another time," he said, then he reached for his portkey. There was a whooshing sound and Voldemort tore himself into two pieces. The audience gasped and started to
  laugh.



  Harry dropped the invisibility cloak, revealing himself and a chain attached to a large concrete block and to Voldemort's leg.



  "Anti-Portkey ward on the block," Harry said with a grin. The audience cheered and Alyx trudged off the stage wondering if she'd ever get a normal disclaimer in this story.



  "Probably not," snickered Bob.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 23






  Stonewall Lane, Dublin, (Jan 12th)...



  Marne Murphy looked up from the report on drug distribution. She had inherited the business from her late lover, literally. He had died from causes that most suspect stemmed from Ms. Murphy. Those
  too vocal in their suspicions joined the late drug boss in his grave. The rest realized that Ms. Murphy was an rising star on the drug scene in Ireland and threw their lot in with her.



  Ms. Murphy owned a string of apothecaries throughout Ireland and from the outside they appeared to be legitimate businesses. They were, in fact, a front for her drug distribution business as well
  as real apothecaries.



  She had been investigated by the Irish openly, as well as discretely, on several occasions and they had been unable to find anything to pin on her. But times were changing.



  With the turmoil across the Irish sea, she had gotten sloppy, allowing herself to be pulled into supporting the illegal regime in Britain. By supporting Voldemort she had exposed her organization
  and for the first time people were finding out things she wanted kept hidden.



  She looked up from the report and reached for her wand when a knock came at the door. "Come," she called



  The door opened to reveal a tall, broad man with a heavy limp. His left hand was heavily scarred by fire and nearly useless to him.



  "Lugo, what have you learned?" she asked.



  "Ms. Murphy, the buzz at the Ministry is all about a secret investigation led by a team of Unspeakables. I can't say with any certainty, but I think we may have a problem."



  Murphy drummed her fingers against the desk while she thought about the problem. She grimaced and looked back at the man. "What do you think, Lugo?" she asked. She had grown up with the man. To
  her, he was more of a big brother and protector than her chief enforcer.



  The older man grunted. "I think we made a mistake when we got involved with those people in Haven. We're exposed now."



  Murphy looked at him sharply and he raised a hand as if warding off a blow.



  "Don't give me that look, Marne. You know I agree with what you're doing, and I agree with supporting our Lord. The screw up was in how we got involved in Haven," Lugo offered in a conciliatory
  tone.



  Murphy frowned and her shoulders sagged a little. "Yes, I think you're right. We're normally much more circumspect, but we were rushed in supporting our friends in Haven. What do you suggest?"



  Lugo walked over to a small bar in the corner and poured himself a drink. He gestured to an empty glass and Murphy shook her head. She kept the bar in the office for him and when she occasionally
  wanted to entertain visitors. Her tastes, however, were more primal and couldn't be satisfied with liquor.



  "I think we need to erase the evidence of our involvement in Haven," Lugo offered, then sipped from his glass.



  "That won't be easy. Before I can do that, I'll need to get permission from Lord Malfoy," she replied with a shake of her head.



  "Well, you better think about it. If the Ministry is getting close to us, Lord Malfoy could lose a major source of income and supplies over a pet project that doesn't seem to be working."



  "I'll write him immediately and point that out. The Haven project hasn't been a total failure, but it certainly hasn't been as successful as we hoped. In the meantime, make sure all the escape
  routes are still open and active. If we have to go to ground, I want it to be done quickly."



  Lugo downed his drink. "I'll do that right now," he said. Placing the empty glass on the bar, he walked from the room.



  Murphy watched him for a moment, then pulled a clean piece of parchment from a drawer in her desk. She had learned to trust Lugo's sense of survival and he was right. They were exposed now, and
  Lord Malfoy had to be told.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry stood and walked over to the window, stretching. He chuckled to himself. The morning briefing had just ended and Amelia had told them that Amhar and his cronies were still in disarray after
  the session with Luna.



  He had counted on Luna and she had come through beautifully. Most people were confused by her. She looked younger than she was and her responses under questioning had thoroughly confused the
  committee. When Amhar had tried to take Fuzz from her, she had allowed her power to shine through. The committee had not met since then and Harry had learned that Trenton Largo had suggested
  closing it down altogether.



  "What has you chortling to yourself?"



  Harry turned and smiled at Hermione. She had stopped detailing her notes from the briefing and was looking at him curiously.



  "Luna," he replied with a grin.



  "Oh? Should I be jealous?" she asked, her eyes dancing merrily.



  Harry shook his head. "Hardly. I like Luna a lot, but not in that way. There are times when she makes me want to grind my teeth and my hands itch to wrap around her neck. And she doesn't bother
  me nearly as much as she bothers you. I'm just laughing because of what she's done. I knew that she'd have the effect of throwing dear Councilor Coeur de Lion and his committee into total disarray.



  "I've read the transcripts from that particular meeting and Trenton Largo allowed me to view his pensieve memory of the meeting. She literally scared them silly at the end of it."



  "Well, what can you expect? She's a Child of Gaia, after all," Hermione replied.



  Harry returned to his desk and sat down, looking pensive. "That's what caught them by surprise, my heart. Every one of us derives our power from inside our bodies," he replied, thumping his
  chest. "Luna is different and people don't seem to understand what she can do. She has her own source of power, like the rest of us, but she's a representative of a higher power. When the
  conditions are right, she can literally tap into the forces of nature.



  "She's more of a Celtic High Priestess, representing one of the Elder Gods, than a witch," Harry said, then he trailed off into silence.



  "Yes, well, at least she's gotten that committee off our backs for a while," Hermione murmured with a slight frown. Mention of Elder Gods always made her a bit nervous. To her, the whole
  concept seemed vaguely HP Lovecraft-ish.



  "Just for a while, love. Amhar is off balance, but his type never stays that way for long. When he's ready, he'll bounce back with a vengeance."



  She frowned. "How much longer do you think we'll have to put up with him?"



  Harry smiled thinly. "He's just an annoyance at the moment. He really hasn't done anything to interfere with the war effort yet. Amelia is right, though. The fool has frozen the Wizengamot
  because of that committee of his. Had he been smart, he would have pressed for an open, full body investigation, rather than a closed committee. Merlin! Listen to me! I'm starting to sound like
  Neville, spouting off all this political stuff." He shook his head ruefully and smiled weakly at Hermione. He hated politics and hated the fact that he had to deal with it.



  He looked down at the parchments on his desk, then back up to Hermione. "Did you see your father yesterday? He's as uncomfortable as you are on a broom, but he loves that flying carpet the Sheik
  sent us."



  Hermione placed her stack of parchments down in front of her and turned to stare pointedly at him. "You're not going to let me live that down, are you? You know I don't like heights."



  "Yes, but I didn't know where you got it from. According to your mother, you don't seem to mind flying in muggle airplanes."



  She made a face and he laughed at her expression.



  "But seriously, how will you be able to join in family Quidditch games if you're afraid to fly?"



  "Hah! I'll watch, and provide healing for the children. You, on the other hand, I think I'll let bleed," she said haughtily.



  He laughed and reached out to caress her mentally. They both loved this sort of gentle teasing.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  The doors to the Great Hall swung open and Mulciber entered the large room. He paused for a moment to take in the view. The Dark Lord sat on his throne on the far end of the room and was conversing
  with the leader of the Iron Wand tong. The man was ancient compared to Voldemort and he knew an obscure branch of Chinese magic that excelled in interrogation and torture. That interested
  Voldemort.



  He slowly approached the throne, waiting for his master to acknowledge his presence.



  Voldemort looked up and noticed Mulciber. He motioned for him to approach, while the Iron Tong leader stepped back a few steps.



  "Well, Mulciber?"



  "My lord, the prisoner Snape is requesting your presence when possible. He sends a message stating that he thinks he has a solution to one of the problems you asked him to research."



  Voldemort looked bored and Mulciber began to sweat a little.



  "Also, my lord, we have confirmed from several sources that the reports of Dumbledore's death are true. According to the Haven newspaper, he led an assault on Potter's home using Bulgarian
  mercenaries. The attack failed, resulting in his death and that of most of his men."



  Voldemort leaned back and considered the matter. "Have Lucius contact our friends in the French Ministry. I think it would be to our advantage if they lodged an official complaint over the death
  of the leader of the light," he said with a chuckle.



  A wave of laughter ran through the assembled group of Death Eaters. Using the death of an enemy to their advantage fitted their peculiar brand of humor.



  Voldemort smiled at his servants. The French are useful pawns. In their bid to demonstrate their independence, they've played right into my hands, he
  thought gleefully. I will use them to disrupt and confuse my enemies.



  Turning to other matters, the Dark Lord dug through a pile of parchments and pulled one out to hand to Mulciber. "This contains a list of books that Brother Chung and I want, Mulciber. You will
  obtain them for me."



  Mulciber winced inwardly hearing the leader of the Iron Wand addressed as 'Brother'. That meant that, at least for now, he was giving the man status higher than even Mulciber's.



  Horatio took the list and bowed. "I will do as you command, my Lord," he murmured.



  Voldemort sneered at his minion and Mulciber backed away from the throne.



  Far below the Great Hall, in the chamber of secrets, the ghost of Penelope Clearwater appeared and conversed with the Bloody Baron for a few minutes. The Baron then turned to Sir Nicholas. "Find
  Peeves. We need to send for Lord Potter and he is the only one that can do it."



  Sir Nicholas gave the Baron a courtly bow and faded from view, leaving the elder ghost chuckling at the Gryffindor's antics.





  Haven Operations Center, Q Branch (Jan 13th)...



  Arthur Weasley walked into the large work area run by his sons. He was inordinately proud of his boys. They had turned their inventive genius from creating pranks to more serious matters when Harry
  and Draco asked them to help with the war. And in doing so, they had created devices that had saved lives many times over.



  "DUCK!" someone shouted.



  There was a blinding flash of light and Arthur staggered back as though he had been physically struck. He blinked rapidly and tears streamed down his face. Spots danced before his eyes just before
  his vision grayed out. Blind, he slid to the floor, his eyes burning painfully.



  "What in blazes?" he yelled.



  "Dad!" shouted one of his sons.



  He heard the sound of running feet approaching, then someone skidding to a stop.



  "Dad? Are you alright?" asked one of his boys.



  Arthur knew his sons very well and could usually tell them apart by sight, but not by voice. He looked around blindly and grimaced when he began to feel ill. "Fred? What in the name of Merlin did
  you do?" he asked.



  "It's George, Dad. We were testing our Sun Bangers; they're anti-vampire weapons," he said, then he paused and looked at his father with a frown. "I think we need to get you some help, Dad.
  You have a marvelous sunburn that's going to cause a lot of pain," he murmured.



  Arthur winced. "Tell me about it," he muttered.



  "OY! Freddo! Dad needs a healer!" he shouted.



  Arthur heard the sound of furniture scrapping along the floor, then he felt two sets of arms steadying him.



  "Easy, Mr. Weasley," said Inga. "We're going to get you into a chair. You've got a real nasty sunburn."



  While Fred and George went into another room to make a floo call, Arthur let the two girls guide him to a chair and smiled. He had learned two days ago that his boys had proposed to the two muggle
  girls.



  Inga applied a damp cloth to Arthur's face, gently covering his eyes. He shivered and began to feel nauseous as the impact of what had happened began to strike home.



  "Easy, Mr. Weasley. Fred is trying to get a healer here. Just relax," Inga said softly.



  Arthur nodded. Every exposed piece of skin felt like it was on fire. He could hear voices in the outer room, but he was hurting too much to care.



  George slipped into the office and watched Fred for a moment. His brother was talking on a portable floo.



  "Alright, just hurry," Fred said, then he snapped the floo closed, breaking the connection.



  "How did Dad get into the room? I thought you sealed the door? And where's the healer?" asked George.



  "A healer will be here shortly. The on duty healer is out with Commander Stanton's Raiders on a training exercise. I had to call over to the hospital to get them to send someone. As for the door,
  I guess I forgot," he said, embarrassed.



  "George! It was your turn to set the security," complained Fred.



  Helga, George's fiancÃ©e, watched the two silently.



  "I know, I know. I'm sorry, I was just over excited about testing the Sun Banger," George replied, then he glanced towards the door that lead to the other room and their injured father. "I'm
  going in to be with Dad. It was my fault and I should apologize."



  Fred nodded silently and watched him leave the room.



  "I'm surprised you didn't yell at him more," Helga said softly.



  Fred hung his head. "I couldn't. I probably would have made the same mistake if it were my turn for security. We've a tendency to make similar mistakes," he replied, then he looked up as the
  door to the corridor opened and Melinda McKinney ran in, carrying her potions bag.



  "Where is he?" she said, panting.



  Fred pointed to the other door and she rushed through it. Fred and Helga followed her a few minutes later.



  Inside the large work area, Arthur lay stretched out on a cot that George had conjured, while Melinda worked on him.



  "What happened to him?" she asked, examining the fiery redness of his pale skin worriedly.



  "We were testing a weapon to use against Vampires," George replied.



  "And he walked in as it went off," Fred added.



  Melinda ran a few tests and frowned. "Well, you've managed to give him sun poisoning. It's lucky you two weren't exposed, considering your complexion. I can treat it, but he's going to be
  uncomfortable for the rest of the day. His eyes will heal, but I have something which will stop them from hurting."



  She cast a wide field numbing charm on Arthur, then set about applying a salve to his exposed skin. She was somewhat confused by her reaction. She and Arthur were becoming quite close, but she had
  never treated someone she loved before. Her trip from the hospital to the Operations Center was a blur. Her only thoughts had been of Arthur and the fear of losing him.



  Arthur shifted slightly and sighed in relief as the combination of the numbing charm and the cool feeling of the salve made his skin feel better almost instantly. His eyes were damaged and he could
  barely see, but he had heard Melinda's comment about them. Reassured, he pushed down the thread of panic that had begun to take hold.



  Melinda turned away from the twins and spoke softly to Arthur. Once he had calmed, she faced the boys again. "I don't know what you were testing, but it's dangerous. If you're going to use it in
  battle, we need to talk about it first. That can wait, however. Right now, you're going to help me get your father home where he can rest. He's going to need to be in bed for a couple of days while
  he heals."



  She stood while Fred and George levitated Arthur onto a stretcher and hand carried him from their work area. They had often embarrassed people with their pranks, and some of the things they made
  they knew were lethal, but this was the first time anything they had made had hurt someone they loved.



  Inga followed Melinda and the boys from the room. Helga waited a moment, then she pulled out a device that looked remarkably like a television remote controller and she pressed a button, which
  caused all the sconces in the room to go out. With the lights out, she pocketed the controller and walked from the room, locking the door behind her.



  In one corner of the darkened room, a cabinet suddenly glowed and a muffled scream echoed off the walls. Amy had returned from her latest adventure.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  Snape looked up from the work bench when the door opened. His eyes widened and he immediately dropped to his knees upon seeing Voldemort enter the room.



  "Master," he murmured, keeping his eyes fixed firmly on the ground.



  Voldemort eyed the man for a moment, then looked around. Off to one side of the room was a small desk, piled high with ancient looking books. The shelves were crammed with books, and a chalkboard
  was loaded with arithmantic equations.



  "You asked to see me, Severus?" the Dark Lord asked, his eyes narrowed.



  "Yes, Master. Might I show you what I have discovered?" he asked timidly.



  There was a moment of silence. "Very well," came the sibilant reply.



  Severus rose to his feet and walked swiftly to the shelf and pulled down a large book. Placing the book down on the work bench, he flipped it open to a marked page.



  "This, Master, is an account of Grun One Hand. He was a wizard living in Scandinavia over a thousand years ago. The account explains, in vague terms, how a dark ritual resulted in Grun being
  unable to use his wand. The story mentions a tvileren, which he used as a replacement."



  Voldemort looked at Snape for a moment, then glanced at the items on the table and motioned for him to continue.



  "If I'm right, a tvileren, or scepter, would suffice as a replacement for your wand," Snape said, then he pointed at the items on the table. "I have been experimenting with foci for the
  scepter, and I have determined that in order for this to work, I'll need to use three foci to distribute your power across them."



  Voldemort examined the items on the table for a moment. "Yes, I can see where that might work. What do you propose for the core materials? They would have to be powerful foci."



  Snape lifted a small jar from the table. "A Wizard's heart string, freshly culled, the phoenix feather from your old wand, and... Begging your mercy, Master, but your blood would act as the
  third."



  The Dark Lord's eyes widened and he hissed for a moment. "Explain yourself, Severus! Your life hangs in the balance."



  Snape flinched. "The Wizard's heart string is even more powerful than a Dragon's heart string," he explained quickly. "It has long been forbidden by the Ministry, however. To own a wand using
  that core would earn a wizard the kiss.



  "The core from your old wand comes from an ancient phoenix. Potter's old wand held a feather from the same phoenix, making the two wands brothers. But I know for a fact that he no longer uses
  that wand, so there is no issue of the wands locking up.



  "Your blood is a powerful focus material. Including your blood in the scepter will add a powerful boost to the magic, especially if I cap the scepter with a bloodstone soaked in it. Using your
  blood will attune the scepter to you alone, Master. No one else would be able to use it. You could easily charm the scepter to make it lethal to anyone who might touch it."



  Voldemort watched Snape carefully during the his explanation. Seeing no hint of subterfuge, he looked back at the table and its contents. "I take it you have all the materials at your
  disposal?"



  "Most of it, Master. I'll need your old wand and some of your blood," Snape replied.



  Voldemort gestured to one of the Death Eaters who had followed him into Snape's chambers. "You! Hold him under wand point. If he even attempts to cast while he holds my wand, kill him."



  The Death Eater bowed low. "I will do as you command, my lord," he said, then he pulled his wand and pointed it at the back of Snape's head.



  Snape repressed a shiver as the hairs on the back of his neck stood up. Voldemort reached into the folds of his robe, extracted his wand and placed it on the table.



  He pulled a small knife out of his pocket and carefully picked up the wand by the firing tip. Using the knife, he split the wand into two halves and extracted the feather. He placed the two wooden
  halves to one side, then opened a box that contained two halves of a very dark wood.



  "Elder Mahogany, Master. It's very rare and hard to come by, but Mulciber was able to obtain a length for me. It is very powerful," Snape murmured. The wood had been split already, with a small
  hollow space running the length of the wood.



  He placed the Mahogany halves on the table, then placed a small bowl and knife in front of Voldemort. "If you would, Master," he asked, pointing to the knife.



  Voldemort scowled for a moment, then he picked up the knife and sliced his wrist over the bowl. The blood dripping into the basin was nearly black and steamed slightly in the chilly dungeon.



  Snape watched for a moment, then he picked up the blood stone with a pair of tongs and placed it into the bowl. The stone sizzled and the blood started to boil around it. Next, he picked up a small
  brush and, dipping it into the blood, he painted both halves of the wood with it. When he had finished, he removed the stone from the bowl and poured the remaining blood into the hollow of each
  half of the scepter.



  With the blood in place, Snape placed the phoenix feather into the small pool of blood. The blood and the feather glistened in the dim light and emitted an eerie green glow.



  On top of the two foci he added a still dripping heart string from a captured witch he had killed earlier in the day. He watched closely as the foci seemed to meld together. Nodding to himself, he
  combined the two halves of the scepter and capped both ends.



  Placing the scepter into a long stone basin on the table, he picked up a corked bottle of blue liquid and paused for a moment. Closing his eyes, he cast out a silent prayer to anyone who might
  hear. If this failed, it would mean his life.



  With a quick motion, he uncorked the bottle and carefully poured the contents over the visible seam in the wood. The liquid hissed on contact and the wood smoked slightly, but the seam sealed
  perfectly.



  With a relieved sigh, he used the tongs to turn the scepter over and repeated the process on the second seam.



  Once the wood had stopped smoking, he picked it up and attached the bloodstone to one of the end caps, then put it down. A moment later, the scepter began to glow and Snape stepped back from the
  table.



  "Master, you must complete the final step. You must claim the scepter as yours. It will fight for control, but you will overcome it," he said, looking down at his feet again.



  Voldemort stared at him for a moment, then he stepped closer to the table and picked up the scepter.



  The lights dimmed suddenly and the room rumbled ominously. The scepter vibrated wildly in the Dark Lord's hands as if it were struggling to break free. His red eyes widened as a wave of intense
  pain washed over him and he glared at the fighting scepter.



  Voldemort made a snarling noise in the back of his throat. He recognized what was happening. The inclusion of his blood meant he had granted the scepter a piece of himself, much like his old diary.
  The scepter was as much Voldemort as he was and the two struggled for dominance. He felt the assault on his mental shields and he pushed out with all his might, pushing back at the presence in the
  scepter.



  Snape stepped back in alarm as the air in the damp dungeon dried out and became heavy with static. Flickers of lightning surrounded Voldemort while he struggled. Snape watched in alarm and prayed
  that some of his more volatile potion ingredients didn't ignite.



  As quickly as the struggle began, it ended and Voldemort staggered. The scepter suddenly stopped resisting and sparks fountained from the bloodstone. His eyes lit up with delight and he surveyed
  the room for a moment before he made his decision.



  "Avada Kedavra," he whispered, pointing the scepter at one of his guards. A thick rope of green energy leapt from the bloodstone and hit the man square in the chest. The man fluoresced
  brightly, then seemed to collapse in on himself. Within seconds, all that was left was his robe, his wand and a smoking pile of ash.



  Voldemort smiled cruelly at the results.



  Seeing the Dark Lord's expression, Snape shivered in fear.



  Voldemort examined the scepter closely now that he had successfully mastered it.



  "Master, you can improve the scepter's performance if you carve runes into the wood," Snape offered.



  The Dark Lord held the scepter up to the light, marveling at the way it seemed to pulsate in his hands, almost as if it were a living extension of himself. "Yes," he hissed sibilantly. "Runes
  for pain, control and death. I will consider it most carefully."



  He then lowered the scepter and looked Snape directly in the eye. He sneered, sensing the fear in the Potions Master. "You have pleased me, Severus. I must think of a suitable reward for you,"
  he said, then he turned and swept from the room, carrying his precious scepter in the crook of his arm.



  Snape sagged with relief. It had been extremely close. He had come close to death many times in his life, but this had been especially trying. "Girl!" he snapped.



  The door opened and his slave scurried into the room. She dropped to her knees in front of him and started to fumble with his pants. He shoved her away and she looked up at him in confusion. He
  grabbed her by the hair and pulled her up until she was standing on her toes.



  "I bet you wish your family had allowed you to return to school for your seventh year, hmm? But their pathetic attempt to save you from the Dark Lord has condemned you. Had you returned, you
  would have been evacuated with the others." he said viciously.



  When she only stared at him blankly, he yanked her head back. "Shall I tell you how your parents died, my pet? Your father was chained to the wall, and as your mother watched, his stomach was
  split open and his entrails spilled out. But he didn't die. They kept him alive for a time. And as he screamed, your mother was beaten and raped. Once the men had enjoyed her, Mulciber inserted the
  tip of his wand into her body and cast the Reducto r curse. Your father died only moments later, covered in the resulting gore." Seeing the agony in her
  eyes, agony he had caused, he laughed.



  With bared teeth, she kicked out at him. "The apple will avenge us!" she screamed. "I will make you a gift of it and the world will..."



  Sneering at her obvious insanity, he punched her hard in the stomach, knocking the breath from her lungs. He spun her around and tore at the rags around her waist, exposing her ass to the cold
  dungeon air. Wrapping his hand once more in her long, dirty, black hair, he bent her over the table and fumbled with his robe.



  The girl clenched her fists. Her parents were dead. Some part of her had always known that. But as the images from the Dark Man's descriptions played through her mind, she could only think that
  they were the lucky ones. Living had become a nightmare she could not wake up from, and death seemed a sweet, beckoning release. It would be a simple thing, but she couldn't go, not yet. Not while
  the Dark Man still lived.



  In her madness, she thought of herself as an avenging spirit and never noticed when Snape entered her body, or the hard pinches and slaps he delivered as he used her for his own release. She would
  bring down the Dark Man, thereby weakening the Pale Creature. She would free not just herself from the darkness, but the world!





  Parliament Building, London...



  Lucius Malfoy placed the parchment down on his desk and leaned back, thinking. Murphy's letter was disturbing. The last thing he could afford to do was jeopardize her operations and the inflow of
  gold that came from it.



  The operation involving the Haven members of the Wizengamot was his brainchild and he couldn't let what was, admittedly, a minor operation, interfere. The master would not be pleased if something
  happened to Murphy and her drug cartel.



  He pulled a blank parchment out and started to write.



  Marne,

  Consider the Haven operation canceled. You are to do whatever it takes to protect your operation and keep the flow of gold and supplies coming to us.

  Lucius



  It was short and to the point, but it did exactly what it was supposed to do. He tied the parchment to an owl and it immediately took off.



  With that problem now out of the way, he turned his attention to the issue of Dumbledore and the French. He sighed and glanced out the window. Running the country wasn't as much fun as he thought
  it would be. Oh, for the days when torturing a muggle was so much fun!





  Three Scots, Aviemore, Scotland...



  McHardy opened the door to his office and walked over to a cabinet. Opening it, he pulled out a bottle of twenty year old scotch and poured himself a double shot.



  Thrawkmort's group had received their own orders the day after he had sent out Hanover on that extended patrol and McHardy had just come from reviewing the results of their efforts.



  When McHardy and his men first located the underground facility they were using, it was small and poorly ventilated; just a couple of concrete storerooms left over from World War II. In the
  beginning, Alastor Moody had spent several days expanding and enhancing the damp rooms into something resembling a usable base of operations. But Thrawkmort's group had taken over the job from
  Moody, who was now somewhere to the south, leaving McHardy and Three Scots on their own.



  Thrawkmort's men had added storerooms, bunk rooms and even an indoor vehicle garage with a hidden ramp. At first, he had thought that the garage was meant for vehicles his men captured. Today,
  however, he had learned the truth of the matter. A single crate, barely four feet long and a foot high, had been recovered from an air drop. The first of many supply drops to come.



  McHardy had watched in awe as Thrawkmort and his men removed a dozen M1 Abrams tanks and expanded them to full size. The tanks would be used in a future, unspecified operation. Right now, command
  was prepositioning hardware. The crews would come along later. McHardy shook his head and wondered if the crews would be sent to him shrunk down and in a lunch box.



  He sat at his desk and read over the dispatches he had received. Hanover reported he was near Kirkton, a small town southwest of Inverness. It had taken all of this time to get from Aviemore to
  Inverness before he could even begin to survey A82.



  Hanover was using one of the new burst satellite radios. The information was recorded, encrypted and sent to an orbiting satellite, where it was relayed to Aviemore via the Americans. The
  information was sent via a high speed burst, making the radio nearly impossible to locate.



  McHardy picked up another dispatch. This one detailed a schedule for arriving reinforcements. He was pleased to note the crews for the twelve tanks would be arriving via a more normal method. They
  would be delivered by two Pave Low helicopters near the latter part of the month. He cringed a little seeing that the same helicopters would be delivering enough munitions and fuel to allow the
  twelve tanks ten days of operation. That would mean Thrawkmort and more of this miniaturized supplies business. It just wasn't natural!



  He frowned and thought about his men, then he scribbled a note to send back to command. He knew better, but he had dropped some hints to his men concerning a movie made by the American's in the
  sixties about shrinking down people and equipment. His men were eating up his tale and loving every minute of it and he wasn't about to do anything to change their mind. It was a peculiar piece of
  disinformation to use on your own people, but the truth was too unbelievable.



  When it came to super technology and conspiracies, it seemed everyone was willing to believe that the American government was capable of building fantastic stuff and covering it up.





  Weasley Cottage, Haven (Jan 16th)...



  Holding her wand, Melinda scanned Arthur's body one last time, then smiled down at the tired man who sat on the bed. "That was the last one. I know kidney stones can be painful, but it's always
  best to let them pass naturally, when possible. Are you in any pain?"



  "No," he said, grimacing. "The potion you gave me helped with the pain. It's just embarrassing, that's all."



  She grinned. "It's not anything I haven't seen before."



  "Perhaps, but I'm not in the habit of taking a piss in front of my lover. Or my healer, for that matter," he groused as he passed her the chamber pot.



  Laughing, she took the pot from him and set it on the night table. Using her wand, she checked the urine and nodded. "There it is," she announced.



  "For Merlin's sake, Melinda. Don't play with it!" he exclaimed.



  "I'm not playing. It needs to be analyzed like the others. I'm sure it's just calcium, but it's better to be safe."



  "The others? You did this with the others?"



  "Yes," she told him as she maneuvered the stone into a sterile tube and sealed it. "Although you were unconscious for most of it."



  "You drugged me?" he sputtered, shocked.



  "Please. I'm a healer. I do not drug people, I medicate them." She held up tube, and using her wand, checked the makeup of the stone. "Just as I thought, it's mostly calcium. Vitamin D
  poisoning can be pretty nasty. You got off lightly, really. With the dose you received from that Sun Banger thing, you're lucky you didn't damage your kidneys."



  "Yes, I suppose so," he replied absently, still mulling over the implications of being drugged. "Hold on a minute. If I was unconscious, how did I..." he trailed off and motioned towards
  the basin on the night stand.



  She shrugged. "A little healer's trick. I used a charm to monitor your bladder. When it reached a certain level, a bell sounded and either I, or one of your children came in and... Ah, let's just
  say we helped you out. And as vitamin D poisoning can often cause constipation, and did in your case, we didn't have to deal with that particular bodily function." She grinned, impishly.



  "Oh, gods," he moaned. "Melinda, a father is supposed to have some privacy from his children!"



  "I suppose I could have asked a few of the healers at the hospital to help out," she said, thoughtfully.



  He shuddered at the thought.



  She shook her head and sighed in exasperation. "Arthur, I kept you unconscious for the first two days. The pain from kidney stones is horrible and I couldn't give you anything to relieve it.
  Those potions can't be mixed with the potions used to leech out the high concentrations of calcium in your blood. I could have removed the stones surgically, but the possibility of post-op
  infections and..."



  "Fine, I get it," he interrupted. "It was necessary and I should stop whining about it."



  "If it makes you feel any better, your children were too worried about you to be interested in anything else." She smiled at him. "They love you and would do anything for you."



  "I know, and I love them, too." He looked up at her a bit sheepishly. "I know I'm being an ass, but..." He stopped suddenly and his eyes widened in horror. "Oh, gods, Ginny didn't...?"



  She couldn't help it, she laughed. When he tried to stand up, she shook her head and pushed him back down, gently. "No, stay put. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have laughed. But your expression... Never
  mind." She did her best not to grin. "To answer your question, no, Ginny didn't. Your children decided that it would be 'unnatural' for her to help with that particular task."



  Arthur slumped over slightly in relief. "That sounds like one of the twins."



  "It was. Fred, I believe, with your other sons backing him up. To be truthful, Ginny looked a bit relieved by their decision."



  "Well, that's something, anyway." He scowled at her. "So why did you have to help? Why couldn't the boys have taken care of it?"



  "They weren't always available," she retorted, rather more sharply than she'd intended. "They do work, if you'll remember."



  "Couldn't you have modified that damned charm of yours to notify them at work?"



  "I suppose I could have. Excuse me for being too worried about you to think of it. Next time, I'll let you piss yourself!" Turning towards the night table, she picked up the chamber pot and
  stomped off to the bathroom, muttering to herself about ungrateful men.



  Arthur mental kicked himself. It was obvious she was under a lot of stress, and here he was acting like a total ass. He sighed heavily and rubbed his face tiredly.



  When she walked stiffly back into the room and placed the chamber pot on the floor beside the bed, he reached out, snagged her hand in his and pulled her over until she stood between his legs. She
  tried to tug her hand away, but he tightened his grip.



  When she glared at him, he shook his head. "Melinda, please," he entreated.



  Her anger crumbled. Her legs gave out and she sank to her knees. Wrapping her arms around his waist, she leaned her head against him. "I'm sorry, Arthur. When I got the call at the hospital, I
  was afraid I'd lost you. I've never had to deal with the care of a loved one as a healer. Generally, it's frowned upon, as it can be difficult to make logical choices when someone you love is in
  pain."



  "And here I am, moaning over trivialities." He ran a hand through her hair gently. "I'm sorry, Melinda. I know it was hard on you, but I'm glad you didn't call in another healer."



  "I wouldn't allow it." She pulled away from him, placed her hands on his thighs and looked up into his eyes. "I'll catch hell from Healer August over it, I'm sure. But I didn't trust anyone
  else. It's silly, I know, but..." She shrugged helplessly.



  Running a thumb over her lips, he smiled softly. "Can you forgive me for acting like an idiot?"



  "If you'll forgive me for getting so angry. There was no cause for it."



  "Yes, there was, but as we've forgive each other, it doesn't matter." Bending down, he brushed her lips with his. When her hands squeezed his legs, he deepened the kiss.



  She pulled away from him a few minutes later and shook her head. "If you keep that up much longer, we'll both be in bed, doing things your children shouldn't know about. And they're due home
  soon," she murmured.



  "I'll ward the door," he said, reaching for his wand on the night table.



  "Arthur, you've just passed a stone. Any sexual activity will have to wait," she told him laughingly.



  He fell back on the bed with a groan. "How long?"



  She stood up and looked down at him. "At least a week, Mr. Weasley."



  "Merlin, you're killing me. I rarely get you alone and now you're telling me we can't. You're a cruel woman," he muttered, though his eyes danced merrily.



  "It's just the pain relief potion talking. You wouldn't even be thinking about such a thing if not for its effects."



  Snagging her hand once again, he pulled her down beside him on the bed and rolled over enough to gaze down on her. "Remind me later to send my thanks to the inventor," he murmured, then bit her
  lower lip gently.



  "He's dead," she breathed, as she began to unbutton his shirt.



  "What a pity," he gasped as she ran her hands over his bared chest.



  The slamming of the front door jolted them back to their surroundings. When Arthur rolled away and sat up, Melinda sprang off the bed and pulled out her wand.



  Moments later, the door was pushed open and Bill looked in. Seeing his father sitting on the side of the bed, dressed, but for an unbuttoned shirt, he smiled. "You must be feeling better," he
  said, walking into the room.



  "I am, thanks to the lovely Healer McKinny," Arthur said, watching with dancing eyes as Melinda ran a series of diagnostic charms.



  "He'll be fine," she confirmed, smiling at the oldest Weasley offspring. "But you'll have to watch him closely. He's pumped full of pain relieving potion at the moment and thinks he can do
  anything," she added primly.



  Arthur's answer grin was a bit lascivious.



  Bill looked at his father's unbuttoned shirt with new eyes. Grinning slyly, he looked between the two and raised an eyebrow. "Did I interrupt something?"



  "Yes, actually," Arthur began.



  With a quick flick of her wand, Melinda silenced him and turned to Bill. "No, nothing. Your father should be fine by tomorrow. He passed another stone today, but my scans indicate it was the
  last. His eyes have healed, the sunburn is fading and his calcium levels are back to normal." Her tone was clinical, but her blush was telling.



  Arthur retrieved his wand and canceled the silencing spell. "Casting a silencing charm on a patient? Not very professional," he teased.



  "I don't think she cast it on her patient, dad. In that instance, I think we can assume that she cast it on her lover before he could embarrass her in front of his son," Bill said, pretending
  to mull it over, while ignoring their thunderstruck expressions.



  "Now, Bill," Arthur began seriously.



  "I think I should be going," Melinda blurted.



  Bill grinned. "I didn't mean to embarrass either of you. Really, I didn't. But you should know that your relationship isn't a secret. We've known about it for some time. It might relieve you to
  know that, though you don't need it, you have our approval.



  "Now, I'm going to start dinner. Carry on, if you wish, thought you might want to ward the door," he teased as he walked out. "The twins are due home and they don't need to see that sort of
  thing."



  When the door closed gently, Arthur and Melinda stared at each other for a moment.



  "Well, that was interesting," Melinda said.



  "Very," he replied as he captured her hand once more. "Ward the door, love."





  Hogwarts (Jan 17th)...



  "My Lord, Lucius Malfoy asks to speak with you," said a Death Eater.



  Voldemort looked up from caressing his scepter. He had carved the runes on it, then he'd adorned the scepter with jewels and gold, making it a thing of obscene beauty. The bloodstone on the end
  pulsed malevolently whenever he picked up the scepter.



  Now he sat on his throne in the Great Hall, cradling his scepter like a newborn babe.



  "Send him in immediately," Voldemort uttered.



  The Dark Lord had been practicing with his scepter and it showed. The walls were splattered with blood and worse.



  Lucius walked briskly into the hall. He approached Voldemort, then he bowed deeply. "My Lord," he murmured.



  "Lucius! Tell me what news do you bring?"



  "We have word from our spy in Haven, my lord. She has managed to determine how many fighters they will be able to put into the field against us. She also tells us that Potter refused to aid a
  group of Germans who had visited us, but hadn't taken the mark. They fell ill crossing his line of death and eventually died while under the care of the French Ministry..."



  The sound of something cracking and breaking echoed through the Great Hall.



  Lucius paused suddenly and he looked at his master, horrified.



  An egg slowly dripped down the sides of the Dark Lord's head and his eyes flashed angrily.



  Lucius chewed on his lip to fight the urge to laugh, knowing it would be his death if he did so.



  A high pitched laugh echoed through the large chamber. "HA! HA! The yolks on you, snakeface!" shouted Peeves.



  Lucius' eyes widened. The track of the egg was clearly turning Voldemort's skin a bright orange color.



  Peeves popped up from behind a Death Eater and lobbed another egg with perfect precision. Lucius took a step back as it splattered, spraying chunks of egg and shell. The Dark Lord's eyes burned red
  and he stood, glaring at the poltergeist.



  Voldemort whipped up his scepter. " Reducto !" he snarled.



  Peeves dodged and the curse hit one of the Death Eaters standing against the wall. The Death Eater screamed and exploded in a shower of blood and gore. When the air cleared, there was a foot deep
  hole in the wall.



  Peeves flew up to the rafters and dodged in and out of the beams, while Voldemort tried to aim at him.



  "Your father was a muggle," chortled Peeves, then he ducked in front of another Death Eater.



  " Reducto !"



  Peeves darted up to the rafters again and another Death Eater exploded in a shower of gore. The poltergeist pulled a bag out of his pocket and hurled it at Voldemort.



  The bag hit Voldemort head on and exploded, covering him with flour.



  "Flour, eggs, a snake cake we make!" laughed Peeves.



  The Dark Lord roared and clubbed a Death Eater who'd moved into his path. The man fell to the floor, brains oozing from his ears. Voldemort wiped his eyes clear and raised his scepter.



  "AVADA KEDAVRA!" he shouted.



  A thick rope of energy jumped from his scepter, striking Peeves in the center of his chest. Peeves screeched and fell to the floor with a meaty thump.



  "You killed me! Oh, the agony! Oh, the irony! Oh, the pain!" moaned Peeves. Then he began to glow a bright green and his body seemed to break into pieces.



  "I'm broken!" wailed Peeves. His head floated above the pieces for a moment, then everything started to fade.



  Peeves took one final look around, then he winked at Malfoy and faded from view.



  Lucius blanched and wondered if this was truly the last of they had seen of the dangerous poltergeist.



  Voldemort cast a spell to clean himself, then he turned to glare at Lucius. A Death Eater stifled a laugh and then moaned in pain as a blade of Mordoc sunk into his chest. The man fell to the floor
  and started to scream.



  "Think it is funny, do you? Enjoy one of my blades," Voldemort hissed at the man, then he turned to walk back to his throne.



  The man's cries increased and he wrenched the blade from this chest. His back arched and his face contorted with pain and fear, then he sighed and collapsed back to the floor, dead. The blade slid
  from his lifeless fingers and Voldemort summoned it to his hand.



  "Lucius," Voldemort snarled. "Continue with your report!"



  Lucius scurried forward, thoroughly cowed by what he had just witnessed. The Dark Lord was now powerful enough to kill a poltergeist!





  Office of the Minister, Haven (Jan 18th)...



  "You asked to see me, Amelia?"



  Amelia looked up and spotted Harry standing in the doorway. "Yes, Harry. Do come in, please. I'm afraid we have a bit of a problem."



  "Oh? What did I do this time?" he replied and he closed the door and sat down.



  Amelia smiled thinly. "I'm afraid you're closer than you can imagine, Harry. Our Department M in France is reporting some unsettling news this morning. As you are aware, the French were not
  pleased when we refused to treat those Germans they had in their custody. Eventually, all of them died. We've also identified at least twelve other's who managed to make it to Germany before
  falling ill and dying. Those Germans did not seek healer help, so we never knew about them until too late. And the German Ministry reports all twenty were members of a suspected pure blood society
  with violent tendencies.



  "In any event, the French were upset about the death of the eight, and now with the death of Dumbledore, they are refusing to acknowledge Dumbledore's criminal status. They have laid the blame
  squarely at your feet and have charged you with murder."



  Harry scowled furiously. "So now I'm a wanted criminal?"



  Amelia shook her head. "Only in France, Harry. France is trying to get others to accept their warrant, but so far it's been rejected by every country they've approached. Their actions are
  muddying the waters and confusing things. I've spent half the morning explaining the situation to other Ambassadors so they can explain to their own Ministry's.



  "Officially, His Majesty's Government categorically rejects the French action. I asked you here today to inform you that the Ministry rejects the French demands and we are seriously considering
  calling an Avalonian Council to address this. You are an official of the British Ministry, an Ambassador, and as such you carry diplomatic immunity."



  Harry sighed and leaned back on his chair. He accepted a cup of tea from Amelia and thought about what she had told him. "If I understand this, then as long as I don't travel to France, I should
  have no problems, right?"



  "That's essentially correct, but you need to be a little more careful than that. There may still be some countries that support France. We're monitoring that situation closely. In the meantime,
  I'd suggest staying close to home. The French will not do anything rash, like send one of their action teams to try to take you by force.



  "The downside to this mess is that I had planned on asking you to accompany a delegation to the French Ministry. I had hoped that we could use your presence to sway the neutrals back to our side
  and perhaps topple the current administration. Now I'm afraid that option is closed to us."



  "Send Neville," Harry said with a bit of a shrug.



  Amelia looked at him questioningly.



  "Look, Neville is a powerful wizard, a member of the Brotherhood, and more importantly, his Gran has been training him for his role in politics since he was knee high. If anyone is capable of
  handling the diplomatic stuff, it's Neville," he replied.



  Amelia thought about it for a moment. "Yes, the Longbottoms have a history of Ministry service and politics. Neville would be a help on this particular mission."



  Harry stood. "Good enough, Amelia. Shall I inform Neville that you need to speak with him?"



  "Yes. Thank you, Harry," she said. When he left, she turned back to the papers on her desk.





  Wizengamot Building, Office of Amhar Coeur de Lion...



  "Your morning owl post, Councilor," said Dorothy, his new secretary.



  Amhar frowned and accepted the large pile of mail from the dumpy old woman. When his last secretary quit, he had little luck finding someone to fill the role, especially at what he paid. Dorothy
  was incredibly efficient and about forty years older than he liked to hire on. While she was an expert in maintaining the office and keeping his schedule, she was nothing to look at.



  "Thank you," he mumbled. For a brief second she looked at him like his mother used to and he shuddered. That look always made him feel a bit insignificant. He'd hated that look then, and he
  hated it now.



  He flipped through his mail. It was mostly innocuous stuff, a few offers of bribes and the like. He stopped when he reached a particular letter, which he opened.



  Dear Councilor,

  It was a honor to see you again at the party last week, and while we appreciate the invitation to visit, our schedule simply does not permit it at this point.

  Regards

  Marne



  Amhar laid the letter down on the desk and his hands trembled. The letter seemed innocent, but it basically told him that his connection to Murphy was being shut down. The letter didn't say he was
  in danger, just the connection was being closed and they would contact him as soon as they could.



  He broke into a cold sweat. This could mean anything! Murphy's organization could be in danger of being picked up by the Irish, which meant they'd be coming for him, too. Or Murphy could be just
  being cautious.



  He leaned back on his chair and wondered what he should do. Murphy had outlined several types of messages he might receive. To the uninitiated, they would all appear to be innocent letters, when in
  fact they carried specific messages. This letter was clear. The network was being severed, he was on his own and to act with caution.



  He smiled to himself. He never imagined playing the role of spy, but there was a unusual thrill to it.



  According to this, I have nothing to worry about, he mused. It's business as usual, then. I'll alert Korwin that we need
  to get the committee moving again.



  Amhar lifted the note from Murphy and aimed his wand at it. A second later, it vanished in a flash of smoke. He waved his wand again to clear the air, then signaled for his secretary to enter the
  office.



  "Dorothy, let's get ready to send out some summons for new witnesses for the committee," he said in a congenial tone. He'd keep plugging away at Potter and his allies. Maybe if he shook the
  tree hard enough, something would fall out.



  Dorothy nodded and took down the names of the people he wanted to see, then she left. In the outer office, she duplicated the list and sent it on a priority interoffice routing to Trenton Largo.
  He'd look at the list and arrange for some of the witnesses to be warned ahead of time.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  She shivered in the chill air of the dormitory. She'd closed the curtains of her bed and cast a silencing charm to ensure the others could not eavesdrop.



  Sitting on the bed with her legs crossed, she stared down at the object in front of her. She knew what was to come and shivered again, this time in anticipation. It was useless to resist, nor did
  she wish to. Not anymore.



  We've come a long way together, girl. Do not fear what is to come. You are immune to my sweet nectar. I've seen to that. Tonight, we shall consummate our dark
  union. We started in blood, and so shall we end. You know what you need to do. Make our bond complete. Make us one.



  Nodding, the girl picked up the object. Holding her hands as though in prayer, with the dagger between both palms, she closed her eyes.



  "Meus vita quod anima ad vobis. Vestri mos ad mei. Imbibo mihi." She stumbled over the unfamiliar words at first, but finished in a strong, firm voice as the object in her hands began to glow.
  Taking a deep breath, she repeated them in English. "My life and soul to you. Your will to mine. Drink of me."



  With a quick motion, she grasped the dagger in one hand and slid the blade across the top of her thigh, hissing as it bit deep. She dropped the dagger and cried out as she clutched at her leg. It
  felt as through the flesh was being burned from the bone.



  Images flashed through her mind. They were confusing and disjointed, but all were images of death. The screams of the dagger's victims roared through her. Her heart thundered in her chest as she
  experienced the agony of the dying, and the ecstasy of the dagger's servants.



  As pain and pleasure fought for dominance, her body went taut. Unable to take more, blackness descended and she went limp.





  Padfoot Manor, late afternoon (Jan 19th)...



  Harry looked up from his desk when he heard the door to his study open. Standing in the doorway was Amelia and Councilor Trenton Largo.



  "Amelia and Trenton! Come in, please," he said, standing and waving them to chairs.



  " Love, you might want to join me in my study, and bring Remus. Amelia just showed up with Trenton Largo. Neither of them look particularly pleased about
  something," he sent to Hermione.



  " I'll be right there. I'll have Winky find Remus and tell him to join us," she replied.



  Harry took his seat. "I've sent for Hermione and Remus."



  Amelia shook her head and smiled at him. "That still amazes me."



  "What amazes you?" asked Largo.



  "Harry and his wife. They have a bond that allows them to speak to each other mentally. They can be quite a distance apart and still talk to each other," she replied.



  "Mindspeech? Really? Don't let Councilor Umbridge know about that, my Lord," Largo said with a smile. "She's been rebuilding the Department of Mysteries and I know for a fact she's looking
  for topics to research. You don't want her prodding you with her wand."



  Harry shook his head. Agatha Umbridge was one of the Ministry's staunchest supporters, and she had volunteered to help the Ministry revive the research division of the Department of Mysteries. The
  woman was quite different from her sister, but she was very tenacious when confronted with something new. In that way, she reminded him of Hermione.



  "Don't worry, I have no intentions of telling her about it," Harry replied with a smile.



  "Tell who about what?" asked Hermione. She stood in the doorway, her eyes narrowed and focused on Harry.



  He waved a hand. "Agatha. Trenton was warning me not to tell her about our bond and what it can do."



  Hermione sat down and looked at Trenton curiously. "Councilor Umbridge isn't that bad," she said in defense of the woman.



  Harry laughed. "I'm afraid, Trenton, that Hermione considers Agatha something of a kindred spirit. Councilor Umbridge has spent many an evening here at the manor in deep discussion with my wife
  over some obscure point of magic."



  "You know, Harry," Hermione said archly, "you're not as stupid as you pretend to be. I've seen you walk by and point out the error in our argument, then walk away, pretending you don't
  understand anything."



  He smirked. "It's all a matter of application, Hermione. You deal with theory, I deal with application. I'm not an expert in runes, but the portals are a new application of those runes. I just
  took what someone else... Ah, Remus. Finally. Come in and sit down. Amelia and Trenton showed up and, from their expressions, I'd say they don't have good news."



  " Saved by the werewolf," Hermione sent wryly.



  Harry choked on a laugh.



  Remus shook his head ruefully from the door and walked over to a free chair.



  Amelia and Trenton exchanged a glance, then she nodded to Trenton.



  "My Lord, my lady..."



  "Please, Trenton, I think we can dispense with the titles," Harry said, interrupting him.



  Largo nodded. "Alright, thank you. Now, you might not know it, but I made some arrangements that resulted in a change of staff in Councilor Coeur de Lion's office. His secretary had been looking
  for employment elsewhere because, well, lets say that the good Councilor was a little too playful for her tastes, or for her husband's."



  Harry scowled and motioned for Trenton to continue.



  "Actually, we had to speak with her husband. He's a Canadian Auror and he wanted to challenge the Councilor to a duel," Amelia quipped with a grin.



  "It would have save us a lot of headache if he had," grumbled Harry.



  Hermione shot him a reproachful glare.



  "Anyway," added Largo. "As I was saying, we set dear Councilor Coeur de Lion up with a new secretary, one who is highly efficient, and less suited to his particular tastes. And she works for
  us."



  Harry looked at him with interest now. "And?"



  Largo's expression turned sour. "Tomorrow, Lady Potter and her parents will receive notices calling them before the committee. Amhar is firmly convinced that Lady Potter's parents used some dark
  ritual to gain their magic. He plans on having all three present and witnessing at the same time in the hopes that one may say something that will trip another into a damaging admission. The
  committee will meet in two days time.



  "Considering the change in the method, I've pushed for, and gotten, approval for this coming session to be an open committee session. The Minister will be attending, as will several neutral
  members of the Wizengamot who have heard things they do not like about Amhar's tactics."



  Harry stood and walked to the window. He stared out at the grounds, his body stiff. Hermione looked at him sharply as their bond narrowed down to the bare minimum needed to keep it open. She could
  tell he was furious just from his posture.



  "Two days, then. It's time to put an end to this once and for all," Harry said tightly.



  "Harry?" Amelia said in alarm.



  "I think this has gone on long enough, Amelia. I know you've advised patience, but I can't allow this to continue any longer. I will not sit back and let that... that man attack my wife and
  family."



  Everyone in the room stood in alarm. Magic was literally pouring off Harry in waves that could be seen and felt.



  "Harry, love, calm down. You can't kill him..." She trailed off when he glared at her.



  His aura flickered in the fading light from the window.



  "I'm not going to kill the man, Hermione," He said with some irritation. "If Amhar is killed, another will just take his place. I need to neutralize the problem at the source. I should have
  done it before Christmas, but I let everything else distract me from what was occurring."



  Hermione relaxed a little when she felt the bond widen enough for her to feel his anger lessen. It was replaced by a steely determination.



  Dobby appeared in the study, holding Harry's traveling cloak and his money bag. He handed them to Harry and then vanished again. Harry put on his cloak and tied the bag to his belt, then he
  summoned his staff to his hand.



  "I'll be back by the time you meet with the committee," he said. Then he started to glow. It started as a bright pinprick of light at the center of his chest and it expanded until he couldn't
  be seen. A moment later, the glow faded and he was gone.



  "Merciful Merlin! What was that?" exclaimed Trenton Largo.



  "I don't think there's a name for it. Harry calls it traveling. It's slower than a portkey or apparating, but he can cover enormous distances without risking a fall at the end of the trip,"
  offered Remus. He then turned to Hermione. "Well?"



  Hermione nibbled at her lip. She was scared. Harry had left without telling her where he was going. "I still feel him, Remus. It isn't like last time when he cut me off. He isn't even all that
  angry. He's determined to put a stop to this, but I haven't a clue how he plans on doing it," she said pensively, then sighed. "He's going to be gone tonight and tomorrow night."



  "Do you think we should track him down and stop him?" asked Amelia worriedly.



  Remus snorted and tried to hold in a laugh. "Stop Harry? Be serious, Amelia. You might was well hope to stop the tide from coming in. When he wants to, he can be as implacable as a force of
  nature. Frankly, I'm pretty sure he's in no danger whatsoever. I'm more concerned about how he intends to neutralize Coeur de Lion 'at the source'."



  "Is he always like this?" asked Trenton.



  "No," replied Hermione. "Harry acts rashly sometimes, but I know him. He's not acting rashly this time. He's got a plan, something he hasn't told anyone about, I think."



  "If you're trying to make me feel better, Hermione, it's not working," Amelia complained.



  Hermione could only shrug. Harry was gone for now, and it wasn't making her feel any better.



  Slowly the group broke up, leaving Hermione sitting at Harry's study. She carefully opened the bond as wide as she possibly could.



  " Harry?" she called.



  The silence from the bond disturbed her and she couldn't stop that tear that ran down her cheek. The bond was still active, but she still felt very much alone. Suddenly a surge of emotion came up
  the bond to her and she gasped in surprise.



  They were too far apart to speak, but not too far to feel what the other was feeling. She shivered as Harry caressed her from wherever he was. He sent her reassuring feelings and love.



  She sighed and left his office. It would be a long day tomorrow without him, she was sure of that.





  Hogwarts Castle, Slytherin's Chamber...



  "You are sure of this, my child?" asked the Bloody Baron.



  "Yes, my lord," replied the ghost of Penelope Clearwater.



  The Baron frowned. He turned to Sir Nicholas, who was looking more than a little concerned. "We must learn the truth of this, Sir Nicholas."



  "I quite agree, my lord Baron. What do you suggest?" asked Sir Nicholas.



  "Summon the ghosts to council!" snapped the Baron.



  Sir Nicholas' eyes widened. "A council? You wish to hold a council?"



  The Baron stared at him so hard he visibly trembled. "It will be as you order, my lord Baron," mumbled Sir Nicholas.



  Penelope stared at the two senior ghosts and was visibly frightened. The Baron had taken her under his wing, so to speak, helping her learn the ways being a ghost. So few of the living understood
  what the existence of ghosts was like. And so few wanted to know. Penelope had been surprised to discover that ghosts had their own community, their own government, they could even partake in a
  form of pleasure that involved merging their form with another ghost for a brief period of time. Ghostly marriages were common place, even if the living didn't know about them.



  Now she was about to see something new, something she had only been told about. The Ghost Council of Hogwarts.



  Sir Nicholas moved to the center of the chamber, not far from the table where Harry's power crystal rested, and he began to make a deep thrumming sound. Penelope gasped as the sound hit her,
  causing every part of her body to tingle.



  The Baron moved to stand in front of the power crystal, waiting. Slowly the chamber started to fill with ghosts. Hogwarts had a long history and people had seen only a handful of the total number
  of spirits contained within it. Some of the spirits even predated the building of the castle, having been here from an earlier building.



  The Baron was one of the strongest ghosts in the castle, and hence the leader of the Ghost Council, but he was by no means the oldest, or the wisest. That honor fell to a Christian monk who died in
  the fourth century when the monastery that had been on the site was looted and burned. He was never seen by the living, and even among the ghosts he was a barely visible outline.



  "Who summons the council?" asked the ancient monk. His voice sounded distant, almost like the sound of the wind.



  "I summon the council, ancient Thadeus," replied the Baron, bowing low in respect to the eldest of them.



  "Our daughter, Penelope, has overheard a most disturbing conversation between two of the black cloaks. They claimed that the Dark Lord now has a new wand, a stronger wand, and that with this wand
  he has killed brother Peeves," the Baron said.



  A murmur rolled through the crowd of ghosts.



  "What will we do?" wailed Myrtle in terror. Several other ghosts looked around in fear, as if the Dark Lord had suddenly appeared to obliterate them all.



  "It is possible," said Thadeus, "that the Dark Lord may have a latent ability in necromancy and in the boosting he obtained from his foul rite, may have awakened that ability. He is untrained
  in the art and does not know how to exorcise, but we cannot discount the possibility of his stumbling onto a technique that works."



  "Without Peeves, we cannot inform Lord Potter of what is going on here. None of us can affect the corporeal unless we possess a body and we cannot bring the living here. Lord Potter holds the
  secret to the chamber, only he can bring other living beings here. He will not return for at least another two weeks to replenish the supply of traps and pranks used by Peeves," the Baron said
  thoughtfully. "What would you suggest, Thadeus?"



  "We must learn all that we can about this new wand of the Dark Lord's. But we must be wary. He cannot exorcise you if he cannot see you. Never be visible in his presence. And we must learn the
  truth about Peeves. We must search the castle and the outlying buildings. I have heard of poltergeists being driven out, but never one being destroyed. Peeves may be merely hiding. If we can't find
  him, then I think it's safe to assume we have lost him. We'll have no choice at that point but to wait for Lord Potter's visit so we can make other arrangements to get information to him."



  The Baron nodded and turned away from Thadeus. He surveyed the ghosts arrayed before him and noted the small cluster of ghosts in the back corner of the room. He frowned and his eyes narrowed.
  These were former black robes that hadn't crossed over. Their loyalty to the castle and the others was tenuous at best.



  "It is time for you five to choose your loyalty," the Baron said, addressing the group directly. "You know our secrets, but are unable to reveal our safe room because of the magic on the
  room. You can choose to help those living in the castle now, and they will not thank you for your aid, or you can choose to help us and be welcome among us. Know that if you choose to help the
  black robes, we will deny you access to the crystal of power. Your magic will slowly fade and you will dissolve into the great ether."



  "You can't force us to help you!" shouted one of the ghosts.



  Most of the other ghosts in the room turned to view the former Death Eaters.



  "We are still loyal to our lord and master!" another said vehemently.



  One of the five looked at the other four, then he moved away from them. "I died by Voldemort's own hand, killed because he was inpatient. I was young, just graduated from school and I made a
  mistake in accepting that way of life. I have much sin to atone for, but I will cleanse the stain on my soul. I will not support that monster anymore."



  Several of the other ghosts surged forward and grabbed the repentant ghost by his arms, pulling forward into the main group.



  The Baron nodded and smiled gently at the newest of their kindred, then he turned to the other four. His expression hardened and his voice rang out harshly.



  "Hear then the voice of the Ghost Council of Hogwarts. You have defied the collective will and refused to join in the defense of our home. For that crime you are cast out! If your loyalty lies
  with your Dark Lord, then go, join him. You are no longer welcome in our chamber. Does the council agree?"



  The shout of 'Aye!' echoed off the chamber walls.



  The four suddenly moved close together, cringing as they felt the power of the council being used against them.



  "Thus spoke the will of the Ghost Council of Hogwarts. You are outsiders. No ghost will speak with thee, no ghost will aid thee, no ghost will acknowledge thee. Begone!" shouted the Bloody
  Baron.



  A howling wind rushed through the chamber and the four ghosts found themselves being pushed from the room. They screamed in terror as they passed through the wall. The stones glowed softly as the
  combined magic of the council sealed the walls, preventing the four from entering the chamber again.



  Thadeus drifted over to the remaining former Death Eater. "How are you called, my son?" asked the ancient ghost softly.



  "Damien. I was called Damien," answered the ghost shyly.



  "Come, Damien. The path to atonement is not easy, but we can guide you," Thadeus said. The other ghosts respectfully moved away from the pair. Their conversation would take decades. His path to
  atonement would take centuries.



  The Baron turned to Sir Nicholas. "You heard the Wise One. Let us search the castle for Peeves, and we must set a watch on the Dark Lord. We must know more about this wand of his."



  Sir Nicholas bowed and turned to the others. "The council is ended. Search every nook and cranny of the castle. Find Peeves," he commanded.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry (Jan 20th)...



  Millicent was walking down a corridor when she suddenly found herself being pulled into a broom closet. Instantly, she had her wand out and aimed at the figure holding onto her arm.



  Deneb backed away slowly and raised both hands. "Easy there, Milli. There's no need to get violent," he said with a wry grin.



  She scowled at him. "What in the name of Merlin do you think you're doing pulling me into a broom closet? And don't call me Milli!" she hissed at him.



  Deneb grinned and slowly lowered his hands when she lowered her wand.



  "I wanted to talk to you and you've been avoiding me," he explained in his easy going way. He moved a little closer to her and she backed up against the closed door.



  "W-w-what did you want to talk about?" she asked. Hearing herself stutter, she grew angry. She wasn't used to being nervous, but he was making her so. He was invading her personal space, almost
  as if daring her to push back. What did he want?



  Deneb smiled at her discomfort. "Am I making the great Millicent Bulstrode, terror of Slytherin house, nervous?" he asked mockingly.



  "You don't scare me," she replied, trying to sound sure of herself and failing miserably.



  He raised an eyebrow at the waver in her voice and his grin widened. He leaned a little closer to her. "I wanted to know why you've been avoiding me, Milli," he said in a strangely gentle
  voice. Gone was any hint of mockery or derision. "The Headmistress said we're supposed to work together, but every time I spot you, you head in a different direction."



  "I, uh... I'm used to working alone, Thorntree," she snapped.



  "It must be very lonely doing that," he murmured, then he reached out and pushed an errant strand of her hair behind her ear.



  Her eyes widened and she tried to back up further, only to realize her back was already against the door. Her anger vanishing, only to be replaced by confusion. "W-w-what are you on about?" she
  stammered.



  "Oh, I think you know very well," Deneb said in a husky tone.



  Millicent ducked and moved around him. She didn't like having the door to her back with no room to maneuver.



  Deneb turned around to face her and shook his head. "Do I make you that nervous, Milli? Be honest with me. Tell me you don't like guys, or that you don't like me, and we'll just be friends. But I
  promise you, I'll do nothing to hurt you," he told her softly.



  "Why me?" she asked in a near squeak. "I'm not stupid, Thorntree. I know I'm nothing to look at. I know what the boys around school say behind my back. You could have any girl you want. Why
  are you tormenting me?"



  Deneb leaned his back against the closet door and stuck his hands in his pockets. He eyed her for a moment, then he shrugged. "I see it's confession time, so I'll be blunt. I like you. I could
  date any girl I want, I know that. But I don't want one of those thin, powdery girls. I'm not attracted to the waif look. It's alright for some guys, but not for me. I like a woman who's smart,
  cunning and has a bit of meat on her bones.



  "I know you don't believe me, Milli, but I think you're smart as hell, sly as a fox and pretty enough to keep me awake at night. I've been trying to catch your attention since we moved to Haven
  and you've been ignoring me. Tell me you're not interested and I'll back off," he told her.



  Millicent shook her head in denial. This couldn't be happening to her! She had gone her entire school career without attracting any serious male attention, and now one of the most handsome boys in
  school not only liked her, but thought she was pretty?



  "I think you need your eyes checked and your head examined," she muttered darkly, unable to wrap her head around the idea.



  Deneb's expression fell. "I see," he said hesitantly. "I'm sorry you feel that way, Millicent. I'll leave you alone."



  He turned and reached for the doorknob.



  "Wait!"



  He paused and leaned his forehead against the door. "What?" he asked.



  She was surprised to hear the hurt in his voice. Maybe this wasn't a prank after all, a small voice in the back of her mind said.



  "You're serious, aren't you? This isn't some kind of cruel prank?" she asked.



  "I'm very serious, Milli. This is no prank. I wouldn't do that to you or anyone," he told her, then sighed. Things weren't going the way he'd hoped they would.



  "No one has ever thought of me that way."



  "I figured that might be the case. But I do think of you that way."



  "So what do we do now? I'm not exactly used to this kind of situation."



  Deneb turned and looked at her carefully. She had dropped her usual mask of indifference and he could see the hope in her eyes. He smiled at her and reached out with one hand. She hesitated for a
  second, then took it in her own. She was surprised by how warm and comforting his hand was.



  "I'd like for us to have a relationship, Milli. You know, the usual. Dates, hand holding, sneaking off to a broom closet to make out, that sort of thing. Maybe someday we'll be ready for
  something more, but I don't want to rush either of us into that. I see so much in you that you've tried to keep hidden."



  "Really?"



  Deneb nodded and moved close enough that their bodies brushed lightly. "Really," he replied. He placed one hand gently on her hip, leaned down and kissed her softly.



  When he pulled away a moment later, he saw a look of startled pleasure flicker across her face. When she smiled at him, he bent down and kissed her again. He marveled at how her smile made her look
  so much prettier.



  Twenty minutes later, the door to the broom closet opened and Deneb and Millicent stepped out. She bore a happy, if slightly bewildered look, but he looked smug. He'd been right. She was everything
  he'd hoped for, and more.



  Maybe in a few months I'll explain my grand plan to her, he thought. By then she'll be used to the idea of having me
  around and the thought of getting married in a few years won't scare her off. Then again, she might just kick my arse for even suggesting it. He
  grinned at the idea. Either way, life with her will never be dull!





  Haven, Assorted Locations (Jan 21st)...



  Hermione rolled out of bed at Winky's urgings. The elf had set breakfast at their table, but she wasn't very hungry. She hadn't slept well. She missed Harry and that disturbed her sleep. Throughout
  the night she'd gotten weird flashes in her dreams that didn't make sense to her.



  She had held the bond as wide as she could for as long as she could. But by the time she gone to bed she couldn't hold it open any longer. She'd released it only to discover Harry was holding it
  open for them. She'd crawled into bed feeling the love and longing pouring through the bond, but it was a poor substitute for having a husband to hold at night.



  "Mistress, should be getting up now," Winky urged. "Breakfast is on the table, then you goes straight into the bath. Yous has important meetings today and yous needs to be awakes and fresh. I
  lay out your good clothes."



  Hermione shuffled to the table and poured herself a cup of tea from the set Harry had given her for Christmas. She sipped her tea and idly nibbled on some toast, not really thinking much about what
  she had to do. Today was her turn in Amhar's Wizengamot committee, along with her parents, and she was not looking forward to it.



  She glanced out the window and was surprised to see hundreds of elves going over the front lawn. "Winky? Why are there so many elves outside?"



  Winky looked up from laying out Hermione's family dress robes. "Master Harry's orders, Mistress. He tell Dobby to make sure the Manor sparkles," replied the little elf, then she reached out a
  hand and snapped her fingers. A jewelery box appeared in her hand and she opened it, pulling out several pieces and laying them on the dressing table.



  Hermione turned to look at the elf and she frowned. "Winky, I don't think I need to wear those clothes today, nor the jewels."



  Winky sniffed loudly. "Master said so, Mistress."



  Hermione froze for a second, then she glared at Winky in anger. "Are you telling me that my husband is ordering me to wear these clothes?" she said
  between ground teeth.



  "Winky don't know about no ordering, all Winky knows is that the Master wanted his lady to wear her very best today. Her parents and everyone in the household is to do the same. Mistress can wear
  what she wants, but doesn't Mistress like to please her mate? Winky knows she likes to make Dobby happy, even if he is an insane elf," she said with a straight face.



  "Fine! But I swear he better explain this or I'll make him sleep downstairs on the most uncomfortable couch I can find!" she exclaimed, then she stormed into the bathroom, muttering under her
  breath.



  Winky laughed softly to herself and turned back to setting out what her mistress needed for the day. Alone, she softly hummed to herself and wished Hermione were more appreciative of her mate, even
  if he was as nutty as his elf.



  An hour later, dressed in her finery and sparkling with jewels, Hermione was finally released by Winky so she could meet her parents. She stepped out of the bedroom and muttered a startled oath.
  The corridor was full of house elves, cleaning everywhere.



  She turned to see her parents walking gingerly around the creatures. Her parents were dressed in their best. She was surprised to see that both of them wore family robes with a crest on them and
  she wondered who had researched the Granger family crest.



  Both Dan and Emma had a bemused expression on their faces.



  "Good morning, love," said Emma.



  "Good morning, Mum. I take it you had help dressing today?"



  "It was the strangest thing," said Dan. "We woke up to two elves who insisted on making sure we wore the appropriate clothing and jewelery today. An elf popped in with a huge chest of
  jewelery, most were antiques and asked Emma to pick some items. There were several crowns. Crowns! Can you believe it?"



  Hermione's eyes flickered to the silver circlet that her mother wore to help tame her hair and she wished she had thought about that. It was finely wrought and made her mother appear absolutely
  regal.



  "This is Harry's doing, isn't it?" Emma asked.



  Hermione scowled and nodded.



  Dan chuckled. "Don't be too angry with him, pumpkin. He's obviously got something up his sleeve. This is all part of his grand plan."



  Hermione turned and looked at her father with suspicion. "What do you know about it?" she asked, practically snarling.



  Dan took a step back, ducking behind Emma. "Why, I know nothing," he sputtered. "But I can tell when a husband is trying to surprise his wife."



  Hermione glared at her father, her anger simmering. Across the bond she felt Harry's love, and a silent plea to stop fighting. She closed her eyes for a moment, calming herself, then she opened
  them again. "Fine," she said. "But Harry's got a lot of explaining to do when he gets home. Look at this! There must be two hundred elves working around the manor!"



  Dan looked at her daughter carefully, then he turned to Emma. "She's awful irritable today. Could she be pregnant? You were irritable like that when you carried her."



  Both Emma and Hermione turned to glare at Dan, who cringed and flinched back from them. "Alright! I was just asking. Don't you think we should get going?" he said, desperate to change the
  subject.



  Hermione and Emma gave him another death glare before moving towards the stairs. In the foyer, elves appeared with their cloaks. Hermione took hers, donned it and stepped outside the manor to the
  apparation point. She paused and looked around in confusion. Several elves were renewing the coloring charms on the manor, and off to one side, a flagpole had been erected. It was flying the
  British flag and underneath that, the flag of the Ministry of Magic.



  "What is going on here?" Dan asked in confusion.



  Hermione smiled. She had a suddenly burst of inspiration and she shook her head. Harry wouldn't do that, would he? she wondered. But then, since no one bothered to tell Harry what he can and can't do, I wouldn't put it past him.



  "Hermione what are you smiling about?" asked Emma. "You look like Crookshanks after he's caught a mouse!"



  She smiled and turned to answer her mother when another voice stopped her.



  "Wait!"



  Everyone turned to see Luna walking out of the Manor house, dressed in her version of the Black Family robes. The garish fluorescent pink clashed horribly with the international orange trim. And if
  that wasn't bad enough, she had found her necklace of butterbeer bottle caps. She held Fuzz in her hands and she was speaking to the Snorkack quite firmly.



  The Snorkack buzzed and whirred in reply.



  Luna walked up to Hermione and lifted Fuzz up to eye level. "Protect," she murmured.



  The little Snorkack whirred loudly, then she leapt over to perch on Hermione's shoulder, wrapping her tail loosely around her neck. With a loud whir, the Snorkack faded from sight, leaving only two
  eyes blinking at Hermione.



  Hermione looked at Luna in surprise and the blond laughed gaily. "She wanted to go with you," she said, then she turned and walked back into the manor. "Have fun!" she called before she
  entered the building.



  Hermione stood motionless. She hadn't had much quality time with Fuzz and she wasn't sure what to do. Fuzz rumbled softly on her shoulder and she could feel her curl up and begin to snore softly.
  Carefully, she turned around and faced her parents. "Do you both remember your apparating lessons?"



  "Sure, picture where we want to go, concentrate and then step over," replied Emma excitedly. This would be her first semi-long distance apparation.



  Dan nodded.



  "Alright then, we're going to the lobby of the Wizengamot building," Hermione announced.



  Emma nodded, then she closed her eyes and vanished with a loud pop.



  Dan huffed and grumbled something about her always having to be first, then he too vanished with a loud pop.



  Hermione laughed and followed the two, though more quietly.



  She appeared a moment later in the lobby of the Wizengamot building and looked around. Not far away her mother was checking herself carefully to make sure she hadn't splinched herself. She didn't
  see her father.



  "Dad?" she called.



  The door to the lobby opened and Dan ran inside, his chest heaving from running.



  "What happened to you," asked Emma in a smug tone.



  "I missed my landing point," he replied in a surly tone. Both women exchanged amused glances.



  Hermione checked her watch. "We have five more minutes. We might as well go on in."



  Dan and Emma nodded and Hermione turned. She suddenly stumbled and Dan caught her. Her bond flared to life.



  " Hi!" sent Harry.



  " Where are you?" she asked, somewhat snappily.



  " Oh ho, someone's mad at me, eh? Well, I'm sorry, my heart, but I promise I'll make it up to you. And to answer your question, I'm at Gringotts. We'll be there
  shortly, I just want to wait until the committee is in full session," he replied.



  " We?"



  " My lips are sealed!" he replied with amusement.



  " Harry, you don't need your lips to talk to me this way," she replied in exasperation.



  " Fine, my brain is sealed then."



  " Now that I am willing to believe! Alright, I'll let you have your fun, but this better be good or you'll be sleeping on the couch for the next year!"



  Laughter bubbled up the link to her and she couldn't help but smile. "Harry's back. He's at Gringotts right now and says he'll join us once the committee session gets underway," she announced
  to her parents. She felt as though a weight had been lifted from her shoulders.



  Straightening her shoulders, she led her parents towards the committee meeting room. She felt a profound sense of relief that Harry was nearby again, and that he had a plan, even if he wasn't
  sharing it with anyone.





  Wizengamot Investigative Committee...



  Amhar Coeur de Lion stepped into the room and his smile drooped slightly when he spotted the Grangers and Hermione. The girl was wearing her family robes, proclaiming her affiliations, and her
  right to be called Lady Potter. The Grangers were also wearing family robes, although he didn't recognize the crest.



  His smile turned to a frown when Hermione remained seated when he entered and took his seat. I'm going to have to do this fast and hard, he thought.
  I can't drag this session out, or let them assume control of the questioning.



  He looked at the trio before him, then he lifted a piece of paper.



  "Let the record show that on this day we began the testimony of Mrs. Potter and her parents Mr. & Mrs. Granger," he said officiously to the court reporter.



  "Lady Potter," Hermione said, interrupting him coldly.



  "Excuse me?" Amhar said.



  "Lady Potter. I am Harry Potter's wife, but my title is Lady Potter and you will address me as such," replied Hermione. A whir came from her shoulder and Amhar glanced around the room
  nervously.



  "She's right, Councilor," added Councilor McFerrson. "Her title is Lady Potter. To call her anything else would be an insult."



  "Mud bloods aren't allowed titles," snapped Amhar angrily. He hadn't expected Lillias to jump in on the Potters' side so early in the session. McFerrson's comments undermined his authority in
  front of the witnesses!



  Amhar turned to Hermione. "Tell me, Lady Potter, why shouldn't I charge you and your parents with indulging in the dark arts. I have spoken with many
  knowledgeable researchers and there is no known light art ritual that will give power to muggles like these things ," he said with a snarl, pointing at
  Hermione's parents.



  Hermione, along with nearly every committee member, bounced to her feet, shouting. No one noticed when the doors to the room swung open and a red carpet rolled into the room. A moment later,
  everyone cringed and covered their ears as a deafening fanfare of trumpets filled the room.



  As soon as the fanfare ended, Harry Potter walked into the council chambers wearing the dress uniform of a full colonel of the British Army.



  Hermione's eyes widened and she couldn't believe just how good he looked in the uniform. He carried his staff in one hand and a piece of paper in another.



  "What is the meaning of this?" shouted Amhar.



  Harry ignored him. "Minister Bones, are you present?" he called.



  Amelia stood up. "I'm here, Harry," she replied in confusion.



  Harry unfolded the note and began to read it aloud. "Madam Minister. By order of His Royal Majesty, King Charles, you are commanded to dissolve the illegal and non representative body known as
  the Wizengamot.



  "Beginning today, the British Ministry of Magic will work to revise it's charter, bringing it in-line with current, modern governing practices. You will no longer discriminate against anyone on
  the basis of blood, color, race or religion. You are further commanded to assemble an elected legislative and oversight body that will assume the duties held by the former Wizengamot. The elected
  body will assume a legislative role in the government, but not judicial, which will be held by a third body of government, appointed by and overseen by His Majesties government.



  "So orders the King of the United Kingdom," Harry finished with a flourish. Then he folded and pocketed the order.



  There was stunned silence in the room and everyone stared at Harry. Finally, people began to break free from the shock the King's order had caused.



  Amelia sat down heavily, stunned speechless. Dan and Emma stifled their laughter. Even Remus, who sat behind them, had a difficult time holding in his laughter.



  "You can't do this!" shouted Amhar. "This is treason! I won't allow it!"



  "He can't do it, perhaps, but I can," a voice called from the back of the room.



  Harry smirked at Amhar and stepped aside so he could get a good look at the King.



  Amelia shot to her feet and gaped. Hermione smiled and curtsied instinctively. Amhar collapsed in his seat, his mouth opening and closing.



  The King looked at Amhar. "I'm told, Councilor, that you consider yourself related to the Royal Family. I have news for you, sir. The house of Windsor does not recognize bastard lines of earlier
  Royal Families. Even if you were acknowledged, you would of be of the line of Angevin, not Windsor. You are no relation to the Royal House of Britain."



  The King walked over to Hermione and took her hand in his own. "It is good to see you again, my lady. Your husband has invited me partake of your hospitality, offering a place to stay and invited
  me to dinner. I can't tell you how much I look forward to spending a nice quiet evening with you and your husband."



  Hermione blushed. "We are honored to have you join us, Your Majesty," she replied.



  It was clear to everyone present that the King, at least, had no problems with Hermione's station in the scheme of things.



  "What does this mean?" asked Trenton Largo in confusion.



  The King turned to look at Largo and Harry walked up behind him. "Trenton Largo has been a long time supporter of the Ministry and the war effort, sir," he said quietly to the King.



  Charles smiled at Largo. "It means that the new Wizengamot will represent the people, Councilor. You govern at the will of the people. Balancing the good of what your people want with what is
  good for the country as a whole is the task of every real politician. An elected body may sometimes mean bad people are elected, but they rarely stay in office for long."



  The King glanced at Amhar, who was still sitting in shock, and it was obvious who he thought was a bad person in office.



  Amelia stepped up to Harry and the King. "This is most unexpected, Your Majesty," she said, shooting a death glare at Harry. Harry smirked back at her. After all the times she pushed him into
  something he didn't want, it was only fair for him to get one up on her.



  The King laughed genially. "Don't blame Harry too much, Madam Minister. He came to me with a problem that only I could solve. But it was not without some measure of cost on his part. For far too
  long we have ignored our magical subjects. That will change, starting today. Lord Potter's position in the SAS was mostly fictitious, until today. Today the SAS activates the 24th regiment, a
  special unit that will remain under your Ministry unless we need it. Lord Potter will be the overall commander of the unit. This change will mark the beginning of closer ties between the Ministry
  of Magic and the Crown."



  Hermione stepped up behind Harry and she admired him in this uniform. "Looks very good on you," she sent to him. "Very good."



  Harry blushed to his roots and glared at Hermione. The images she sent to him had little to do with what was happening and everything to do with what she planned for him later this evening.



  " Stop that! This is serious."



  " I am serious," she retorted, then she grinned wickedly at him.



  "Sir, since you're here, would you like for us to show you around? We would be honored to give you a tour of Haven and the surrounding areas," offered Amelia.



  "I'd be delighted," replied the King. "I am anxious to see what you have built. I've heard much from Lord Potter and from the Prime Minister, but it would be nice to see it first hand."



  Amelia nodded, and she slowly walked from the room with the King in tow.



  Arthur stepped up to Harry and Hermione, grinning widely. "I'll send word via a house elf when we get close to the manor, Harry. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have to catch up with Amelia. I
  suspect she's having kneazle kittens right about now." With a wave, he trotted from the room.



  Amhar glared at Harry. "This isn't over, Potter." he snarled. Then he stood and walked stiffly out of the room.



  No one noticed a pale Andrew Korwin slink from the room behind Amhar.



  Trenton stood and walked unsteadily around the table to join Harry and his family. Lillias McFerrson stood nervously near by.



  "Trenton, let the Wizengamot members know that if they are willing to help the Ministry in the war effort, we will find jobs for them. The King has ordered a change. You know, it always struck me
  as odd that the Ministry and the Wizengamot never agreed with the Magna Carta. Now it turns out that because of that oversight, he can do what he did. He has no authority to speak of among the
  muggles, but to the Ministry of Magic, he's still the Monarch," Harry said with a smile.



  Lillias and several other members of the committee breathed a sigh of relief and left the room.



  Harry wrapped an arm around Hermione's waist. "I'm sorry I had to keep this secret from everyone, but I wasn't sure I could pull it off. Now, let's go home. We have a very special dinner to get
  ready for."



  Hermione snuggled closer to him, her anger from early vanished entirely.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry (Jan 24th)...



  An hour after curfew, a lone figure slid from shadow to shadow, hunting. Prefects were still out on patrol, as were a few teachers, but that was part of the thrill. She wasn't stupid, of course,
  She'd cast cushioning charms on her shoes and a disillusionment charm on herself, but she still felt the adrenaline rush through her system.



  She had run across a pair of prefects five minutes ago. To test her charms, she passed very close to them in the darkened hall, and neither had seen or sensed her passing. She could have taken both
  of them, had been tempted to do just that, but changed her mind at the thought of sweeter prey. She had no specific person in mind, but then she rarely did. But she always knew them when she saw
  them. Something about them called out to her, and she was always happy to answer.



  Coming to the end of a long hall, she peeked around the corner. Seeing it empty, she leaned against the stone wall and thought about turning around. When the sound of a door opening, then closing
  again came to her, she peeked around the corner again and smiled. A woman stood in front of a closed door halfway down the hall and drew her wand.



  Realizing who she was seeing, the girl's heart raced. This was her victim!



  Perfect, my girl. Tonight, darkness shall descend upon this place and all shall fear us! Take her so that we may feast upon her agony!



  Nodding to the sibilant voice only she could hear, she walked quickly down the hall towards the woman. When her victim turned away from the door she had just warded and began to walk away, the girl
  smiled. It was almost as if the woman was begging to be taken!



  Deciding to take her before she reached the end of the hall, the girl quickened her pace to catch up. Moments later, she drew an object from her robe. The blade of the dagger glinted in the low
  light of the few wall sconces still lit at this hour.





  Outside the Headmistresses Office, Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  Closing the office door, Minerva turned and drew her wand. Warding the office was something she didn't normally do. But with the information Millicent had brought her about the person she'd
  overheard in the library, she'd begun to do so.



  On her orders, the prefects now patrolled in pairs for safely. Most of the teachers had begun to do the same, feeling it would set a good example. Filius had managed to talk her into going with him
  this evening for their nightly rounds. He didn't like the idea of the Headmistress being out alone. She was angry over the need for such precautions, but agreed with him to ease his mind.



  After warding the door, she tucked her wand back into her robe and started for the Great Hall, where she was to meet Flitwick. She was a few minutes late and knew he'd be worried. Before she could
  quicken her pace, she heard laughter, felt a hand grasp her shoulder...and then pain. Blinding, agonizing pain.



  The breath was driven from her body. Ripping, grating, burning! She was burning! A shrieking sound pounded her eardrums and she writhed in agony, trying desperately to reach her back where the pain
  was centered. The corridor tilted strangely and she collapsed to the ground.





  Author's Notes:



  Alyx looked up when she heard the insane laughter coming from the PC across from hers.



  "What are you cackling about?" she asked.



  "Muwhahahaha! I'm getting revenge!" Bob replied, cackling gleefully.



  "Revenge? On who? And why?"



  "Them!" Bob shouted, pointing at the eager faces blinking at Alyx through her monitor. In fear she cringed back from the bizarre scene.



  "What are they?" she asked in hushed tone.



  "Readers," Bob replied ominously. "They read our work and never say anything, we feed them and they are silent. Maybe they are pod people."



  "How are you getting revenge on them?"



  Bob looked up at her, his eyes shining with mischief. "CLIFFY!" he proclaimed loudly.



  "Yep, that will do it, but if they come after you, I knew nothing about it. I'm innocent!" Alyx exclaimed.



  "B-B-But you wrote the last scene in the chapter!" Bob protested.



  "Yeah, but you made it the last scene, I didn't. Now get on with the Author's notes," Alyx replied, brandishing her frying pan of infinite attacks.



  Bob cowered back. "Yes dear."



  For the record, Amhar is only slightly disarmed. We haven't seen the last of him yet.



  Ok... this is the last time we'll say, the next person that brings it up will find themselves immortalized in fan fiction by dying a gruesome grisly death. If magic were capable of regrowing a limb
  don't you think that Moody would have both legs? We are not going to cut Harry's leg off and replace it with a leg like Wormtail's hand. We're not going to give him a peg leg etc... If your leg
  hurt on a chronic basis you wouldn't want it cut off, especially if you knew that avoiding some activities would prevent it from hurting.



  As to why portkeys bother Harry so much, the way I see it, it's a combination of two things. One, his leg makes it difficult for him to maintain balance, but more importantly Harry is overpowering
  a portkey. If he activates the portkey, it takes power from him to transport and well you know Harry, he never does things in a small way.



  Hopefully Harry's comments about Luna will clear up a little of the confusion about her.



  I have nothing to say to all those people who wrote back with explanations of how it might be possible to shit up. You people have far too much time on your hands.



  MononWalker: The name of the blade was something pulled out of thin air, along with the made up backstory.



  Crys: Actually Alyx thought the idea was quite amusing. We often discuss plotlines and minibunnies like that long before they hit the keyboard, so I knew she was in favor of it before I wrote it.



  And now... BLOOPERS!!!!



  " Make sure next time you don’t do it again next time, " Voldemort told. Harry nodded and let Hermione go.



  This really isn't a blooper as much as it is one of those statements which makes you go huh?



  The first plain is the plain of spirits, that's where you go after you die to be jugged.



  Who am I to comment about being jugged. Just don't jug these authors too harshly.



  "But in growing up, we have a choice in how we change, our choices determine where ewe go, who we become."



  This is one blooper that must leave the author feeling sheepish. Ewe think?



  I sweat I will get Dumbledore for doing this to you.



  Yes, this is an example of the famous Wizarding world sweating oath. Someone send him to the showers. Please.



  And finally, a special. Both of these bloopers came from the same story. The author was obviously making an attempt to correct mistakes.



  "I’m going back, burger off!" yelled Ron biting his thumb at them.

  " Berger off!" she said growling.



  I left a review pointing out the errors to the author. The reply was a simple "Bagger off!"
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 24 - Dangerous Dagger Dilemma

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Alyx walked over to Bob's desk and peered over his shoulder.



  "Uhuh, I thought so. You're running out of people torment in the disclaimers aren't you. You're sitting at a blank screen!"



  "Be quiet woman, I'm letting my creative juices bubble," Bob replied



  "Sounds kinky," Alyx murmured, then she blushed and frowned realizing that Bob was using this conversation as part of the disclaimer.



  "You know you love it," he chortled. "It's the hidden exhibitionist in you."



  "In your dreams," she muttered darkly and started to walk off the stage muttering vile threats under her breath.



  A blond woman pushed by Alyx. Alyx stopped and did a double take. "It can't be," she muttered.



  The blond walked up to the podium set center stage and tapped on the microphone. "Is this thing live?"



  Feedback screeched loudly and echoed in the theater.



  "I want everyone here to understand that I own Harry Potter," said J.K. Rowling. "Bob and Alyx are only playing around in the world I created, even if I lost my writing abilities at the end
  of book five and book six comes across like a piece of poorly written fan fiction, it's still all mine. Mine mine mine mine!"



  From off stage Harry Potter walked over to a spot not far from J.K. Rowling and he lifted up his wand.



  BANG!



  The knight bus appeared, crushing Rowling to bits.



  "Welcome to the Knight Bus, emergency transportation for the stranded wizard or witch. 'ello 'arry!" said Stan Shunpike.



  "Hiya Stan, thanks for dropping by but I changed my mind," Harry replied.



  BANG!



  The bus vanished again, leaving a red smear on the stage.



  "You can't do that! You killed JR!" screamed Alyx.



  "Too late, I just did it," replied Bob smugly.





  Sunrise over Britain

  Chapter 24






  Padfoot Manor, Late Evening (Jan 24th)...



  Harry sighed and shook his head. Had he known what kind of new paperwork he would be dealing with he would have just killed Amhar. He was certain there was only one form needed to fill out for
  killing an annoying little man. Handling the formation of a new regiment of the British Army meant forms, in triplicate!



  He stood and stretched, then walked over to the window. It was raining, again. The winter weather in Ireland made it difficult for him to keep up his early morning runs, or even his evening walks
  with Hermione. He leaned his forehead against the cold glass and wished for spring to hurry up.



  "Something wrong, Harry?" Remus asked from the open door.



  Harry turned and grinned sheepishly. "Not really. I'm just wool gathering and wishing for spring. I think once this war is over, I'm packing up the wife and going somewhere warm for a couple
  months."



  Remus moved into the room and took a seat in front of Harry's desk. "You know, your father said something similar. I remember when your parents took a week off to go to Anafi," he said, then he
  laughed to himself. "Not long after their return they told us you were on the way."



  Harry smiled and returned to his desk.



  Remus cocked an eyebrow, spotting the huge pile of paperwork on the desk, all of it muggle forms.



  "You have to fill all this stuff out?" he asked incredulously.



  Harry looked at the pile mournfully. "Yeah, it's a sodding mess, too. His Majesty wants to turn our Brotherhood Brigade into the 24th Regiment of the SAS. It sounds good on paper, but
  logistically, it's a nightmare. I asked Amelia to find me help, but I think she's still annoyed at me for springing a surprise royal visit on her."



  "What kind of help are you looking for?"



  "Ideally, a wizard or witch who's served in the muggle military, but I'll take a squib at this point. So far, we've come up emptied handed. Amelia said she's going to search through the lists of
  people rescued in our raid," he replied. "The real problem is that, while most of the Brotherhood Brigade is willing to fight in this war, will the current members be willing to stay in the
  Brigade following the war? I don't know. I'm not sure I want to, but I promised His Majesty that I would serve for four years."



  "Why isn't Amelia's people handling most of this work, Harry? You shouldn't be burdened with doing all of this yourself, especially since the Crown has commanded the Ministry to do this."



  He smiled evilly at Remus. "Well, that's another reason why Amelia isn't too happy with me. You see, Hermione pointed out to Amelia that the order to revise the charter specifically included an
  anti-discrimination clause for blood, color, race or religion. That wouldn't be bad, except that race includes non-human species."



  Remus choked and started to laugh. "Amelia must be having kittens!"



  "Oh, she's not as upset as she appears to be. To be honest, I think she's really quite pleased with the King's visit. He spent a quiet evening with us, mostly asking questions about our way of
  life and comparing it with the muggle way. I think he'd really like to see our world made public, but he understands why we can't allow that," Harry told him.



  "I can understand his ideas. The muggles have things we don't have. It wasn't until Hermione started showing me that I came to understand," Remus replied, then he shook his head in wonder.
  "Did you know the muggles have sent men to the moon? And they have an understanding of medicine that is far beyond anything we have."



  Harry nodded. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his desk. He was about to tell Remus about a muggle book he had read that had given him the idea for the portals, when a scream pierced the
  manor.



  Harry jumped to his feet a second before Remus.



  "Another attack?" Remus asked quietly.



  "No, I don't think so," Harry said. He pulled the Brotherhood medallion out from under his shirt and opened his senses to the bond they all shared.



  "It's Ginny," he said tensely. He grabbed Remus by the arm and apparated them directly to Neville and Ginny's room.



  Neville whirled, pulling his wand, then relaxed spotting Harry. "Dammit, Harry, don't do that! One of these days I'm going to hit you with something."



  Ginny clung to Neville, her eyes darted frantically around the room. She was nearly hyperventilating in panic.



  "Remus, go see O'Dalley at Constable headquarters. I think she's reacting to that damned dagger again," Harry said quietly.



  The door banged opened and the rest of the Brotherhood rushed in. Luna and Hermione went to straight to Ginny to help calm her.



  Dan, Emma and Tonks approached Harry, while Remus hurried to the apparation point.



  "What's happening?" asked Emma worriedly.



  "She's reacting to that knife again, I think," Harry said, while watching the girls trying to comfort Ginny.



  Terry and Susan stood off to one side, also watching. Susan had reached the end of her second trimester and was now very noticeably pregnant. When Terry conjured a chair for her, she smiled
  gratefully at him.



  Harry paced the room while others tried to calm the red head. He glanced at the door and wondered where Narcissa was. It was unlike her to be absent.



  As if Harry had spoke his thoughts aloud, Draco walked over to him and said, "Mum's at the hospital tonight. They were holding a late lecture on a new procedure she needed to learn. Should I call
  her? Or perhaps another healer?"



  Harry frowned. "I'm not sure. She's upset, but I don't know if she needs a healer."



  Eocho drifted in through a wall and floated over to Harry and Draco. "Her gift is troublesome, but tonight she will learn the full aspect of it, and perhaps take comfort from that fact."



  Harry eyed his mentor speculatively. Can she affect the dagger? Is she strong enough?





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  "What the hell?" the girl muttered as she backed away and slapped her hands over her ears to block out the shrieking. It wasn't coming from her victim, but from the walls of the school!



  In a panic, she took a step towards the writhing woman, only to stop when she saw two figures race around the corner at the end of the hall. As they pounded towards her victim, she growled. The
  woman was hers!



  Others were coming. Should could hear them calling out to each other, hear their feet slapping against the stone floor as they ran.



  Whimpering, the girl took several steps back slipping into the shadows, her eyes locked on the dagger. She had to get it back! Her thigh burned and the voice in her head buzzed angrily. She told
  herself that she hadn't failed. She could still kill the woman. All she had to do was step forward and pull the dagger out!



  But it was too late. The two figures had reached her prey and more were approaching. She had to leave, to get away. They'd search, now. They'd check every bed to find out who was missing.



  Stuffing a fist into her mouth to stifle the whimpers she couldn't stop, she raced down the hall, the burning pain in her leg from the dagger's kiss a reminder of her failure.





  Haven Infirmary...



  Tripuri Patil jerked at the sudden shrieking sound bouncing off the walls of her office in the infirmary. She'd been briefed on the new warding and understood instantly what it meant. Someone in
  the school had been critically injured and was in need of immediate medical care.



  Leaping to her feet, she reached under her desk for her emergency kit and bolted out the door. Racing from the infirmary, she stopped long enough to mutter a quick locater spell, then sprinted in
  the direction it pointed her.



  Several minutes later, she skidded around a corner and nearly plowed into a group of students and staff. "Move!" she shouted as she pushed through them. "Everyone move away!"



  As they made a hole, she rushed to the side of the woman writhing on the floor and gasped when she saw who it was. "Minerva? Oh, Merlin!"



  "You must help her!" Flitwick squeaked. He held Minerva's hand as tears ran down his cheeks.



  After a quick visual examination, Tripuri's eyes widened. Drawing her wand, she placed it against Minerva's temple and murmured softly. The woman's screaming stopped instantly and her body went
  limp.



  "What did you do?" Flitwick asked worriedly.



  Scowling, Tripuri shook her head. "We don't have time for that now, Filius. Cancel the ward! I can't hear myself think over that racket!"



  Leaning back, she muttered another spell and the wall sconces flared brightly. "Chloe?" she called as Flitwick drew his wand.



  The small popping sound of a house elf appearing was loud in the sudden silence of the hall and many people jumped nervously.



  "Miss need Chloe?" the small creature asked.



  "Yes. Go to Mr. O'Dalley and tell him that his dagger has been found and that we need medical help. Use those exact words, Chloe, they're very important. Do you understand?"



  Nodding, the elf vanished.



  "O'Dalley?" Flitwick asked. "Shouldn't you have sent for healers?"



  "I did, Filius. O'Dalley has a protocol in place for this. As soon as Chloe gives him the message, he'll get everyone moving."



  "I don't understand," the diminutive man said, scowling at her.



  "Look at the dagger, Filius," she hissed quietly. "You know what it is! With my message, O'Dalley will realize what's happened and get the help we need. Or would you rather I just blurt
  everything out in front of the students?" she asked and flicked her hands towards the gathered students and staff.



  Releasing Minerva's hand, he stood. "Prefects, get everyone back to bed, now! Teachers, escort them to the dormitories." When no one moved, he cast a quick sonorus spell. "You have one
  minute. If there's anyone left in this hall after that point, you will be scrubbing the floors of the school with your toothbrush. And that includes teachers!" His voice bounced off the walls and
  made several people slap their hands over their ears.



  While many were shocked by the normally jovial Professor's anger, no one wanted to test it. The hall cleared quickly, leaving only Tripuri, Flitwick, Millicent Bulstrode and Deneb Thorntree.



  "I said everyone," Filius growled at the two students.



  "I'm sorry, Professor," Millicent said as she watched the corridor, her back to Deneb. "Neither of us is leaving you or Miss Patil alone."



  "You're both vulnerable," Deneb agreed as he watched the other end of the hall. "We're staying until help arrives. If that means we'll be scrubbing the halls, so be it."





  Haven Constabulary Office...



  O'Dalley stood and stretched. It had been another sixteen hour day and he was exhausted. He had spent the day reviewing everything they knew about the murders and still hadn't figured out a new
  line to investigate. The search for the murderer had gone cold and the only thing he could do was wait for the murderer to make a mistake.



  He placed some papers in a briefcase, telling himself he would review them at home, but knowing full well he'd probably eat, then go to bed. Standing, he walked around his desk and started for the
  door to his office when a popping sound gave him pause.



  "Master, I brings words from Madam Patil at the school," squeaked the elf that appeared.



  "Yes?"



  "Madam Patil says your dagger is found and they need medical help right nows. Professor Kittycat is hurts badly!"



  The little elf hopped about looking at O'Dalley hopefully. O'Dalley's brain took a moment to register what he had been told. Then he sprang towards the office door and jerked it open.



  "Barney!" he shouted. "Get someone over to the Hospital and alert Healer August that we found that damned dagger. They need healers at the school right now. Then send word to Commander
  Stanton. Tell him that all of the constables are heading to the school and that we need him to cover the town, at least for a few hours."



  Barney looked up from his coffee and donut in surprise. Then he placed both regretfully on his desk and started moving. Several other constables popped away, heading for the school.



  O'Dalley returned to his office, he had other calls to make. From the outer office he heard several popping sounds of people arriving. The constables office was normally a laid back place, but not
  tonight.



  A few minutes later, O'Dalley spotted Remus and Commander Stanton standing in his doorway. He waved them in, then went back to his portable floo.



  "Yes, that's right. All the help you can send, Mike. I appreciate it," he said, then he closed the connection.



  "I don't have much to tell you right now. All I know is that word came from the school. They found the dagger and apparently Headmistress McGonagall is badly injured," he said tensely. "I'll
  be leaving here for the school in a few minutes. I just want the Irish MLE forensic boys standing by."



  Remus paled at the news and swallowed noisily. He had researched the dagger for O'Dalley and Healer August. He knew exactly how dangerous it was. "Is there anything we can do?" he asked.



  O'Dalley's shoulders drooped. "Honestly, Remus, I don't know. If Minerva was stabbed with the dagger, she's probably dead. I know Sylvia was looking into ways of neutralizing the damned thing,
  but she hadn't come up with anything last time I spoke with her."



  Remus nodded soberly. "I'll inform Harry," he said, then he apparated away.



  O'Dalley looked at Charles Stanton. "Chuck, I know this is a pain, but I have no one else to turn to."



  "Mike, go do your job. My boys and I will hold down the fort for you," Stanton said.



  O'Dalley nodded gratefully at the American, then he hurried from the room.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry turned to look at Eocho. "What do you mean?" he asked.



  "I know little, Maglios, but I can sense the evil as well as my daughter can. And tonight it is not abating, like previously. I think the assassin has been separated from the dagger. The blade
  calls out for its mate to finish the grisly task, but something has happened to interrupt it."



  Harry frowned and tried to wrap his brain around the idea. "Alright, so you're saying that the blade is still in it's victim? I'd hardly call that good news, honored teacher."



  "It is not good news for the victim, Maglios. But much will depend on the strength of my smallest daughter tonight," Eocho said.



  Harry was about to reply when Remus and Hermione joined him from separate directions. He looked between the two and frowned. "Alright, Hermione. You first."



  "She's calmed down, but she says something terrible is happening tonight. Worse than any of the other murders."



  Harry nodded and looked at Remus.



  "I don't have all of the news, Harry, but O'Dalley says the dagger has been found, and that Minerva has been badly injured. The school is calling for medical aid related to the dagger," he
  said, not as quietly as he'd intended.



  Everyone turned to look at Remus in shock. With the sole exception of Eocho, every person in the room had been a student of Minerva McGonagall. Even the Grangers had studied under her direction.



  Harry's expression darkened. "I'm going to the school. Remus, talk to Eocho, he's got something to say about Ginny's talent, but he's playing riddles again," he said, shaking his head.



  Remus blinked in surprise and nodded. Harry closed his eyes and reached for Minerva's aura, but couldn't locate it. He grimace and an icy knot of fear formed in his belly. Reaching for Professor
  Flitwick, he apparated away.



  Remus turned to look at Eocho. "Honored Teacher?" he asked, his voice hard.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  Harry appeared in the corridor not far from Flitwick. Nearly a dozen stunners lanced out and splashed harmlessly on the shield he always maintained when he wasn't in the manor and he grimaced.
  "Hey! Watch it!"



  "Lord Potter!" gasped Professor Flitwick.



  Harry took in the scene. Minerva lay on the ground, face down, a gilded hilt sticking out of her back. She was silent and unmoving, almost as though she was just sleeping. Around her knelt several
  healers who were conversing in hushed whispers. Several constables stood nearby, most of them looking sheepish for shooting at Harry when he arrived.



  Harry nodded at Millicent and Deneb, then he turned to Flitwick. "Professor, you've known me since I was a snot nosed firstie. I think you can dispense with the formalities and call me Harry.
  Now, how is she?"



  Flitwick grabbed Harry by the hand and walked him a few feet away. His eyes shone with tears. "It's not good, Harry. Madam Patil put Minerva into a coma, a deep one, like they use when healing a
  patient after surgery. But that's all they can do. No one knows how to remove the dagger without killing her. I think they're seriously considering giving her Mercy. At least that way her soul
  might be able to move on. If they remove the blade, that won't happen."



  "Mercy? You mean they're thinking of killing her?" he asked incredulously.



  Flitwick nodded and the tears began to roll down his cheeks.



  Harry's anger flared, as did his aura. His body burst into a blaze of light and he walked over to the whispering healers.



  "The person that kills her will follow her to the grave," he stated flatly.



  The healers looked up, startled, and blanched at seeing the blazing young man before them.



  "But, my lord!" protested one healer.



  "I mean it," snapped Harry. "Keep her alive!"



  Sylvia August joined him and placed an arm around his shoulders. "I'm sorry, Harry. We can keep her like this for a while, but not for long. We simply don't know how to safely remove the dagger
  without killing her."



  "Keep her alive. I think we may be able to help. I'll be back in a little while. In the meantime, move her into one of the classrooms and conjure a bed or something. Just get her off the
  floor," he ordered, though his tone made it sound more like a plea.



  Healer August searched Harry's face for a long moment, then she nodded. "I'm willing to try anything at this point. If we do nothing, she will die. She may die still, but I do not want to give
  her Mercy unless we have no other alternative."



  Harry nodded and apparated away.



  "You heard the man. Let's get her into the nearest classroom and make her comfortable," August ordered.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry appeared back in the Longbottom's room to find an intense conversation going on between Hermione, Remus and Eocho. Ginny sat sniffling on the bed with Neville's arms around her.



  "But, Honor Teacher, the power flow required to make such a sink would be enormous," protested Hermione.



  "It's a lot, Hermione, but it's not beyond our abilities," countered Remus. "Ginny can handle the flow, I'm sure of it."



  Remus conjured a parchment and quill, then he scribbled some arithmantic equations on the parchment. "Check me on this, Hermione," he ordered as he shoved the parchment at her a few seconds
  later.



  "Children," Eocho said in a patient voice. "Yes, the power is there. The question is, can my daughter do this? Evil magic is known to effect her in an untoward manner. Will she be able to do
  this?"



  "That's what I want to find out," Harry said coldly, startling everyone. No one had noticed his arrival.



  He walked to Ginny and his expression softened considerably. "Ginny," he said softly. "Do you think you can help Minerva?"



  Ginny dropped her eyes and shivered violently.



  "Harry, don't press her," Neville said in a warning tone.



  Harry shot him an angry look. "Neville, we need to know this. Before I arrived and stopped them, the healers at the school were planning on giving Minerva Mercy."



  Several others in the room gasped.



  Neville shuddered and closed his eyes.



  Harry leaned closer. "Ginny?" he pressed.



  "I don't know," she said in a whimper.



  "Are you willing to try? With all of us helping you? We're not going to let you do this alone."



  She nodded and he placed a supportive hand on her shoulder for a moment, then he turned to the others. "If I understand correctly, this is going to take a lot of power. That means all of us,
  except Susan," he said.



  Susan looked up from her chair and glared at him.



  "Susan, you are six months pregnant and I'll be the first to admit you are not sick nor an invalid. But we do not know what, if anything, this kind of magic can do to you or your baby. Do you
  really want to risk exposing yourself to this level of dark magic?"



  Susan flushed and looked down, but shook her head. "Alright, Harry. I'll stay here."



  "I'm sorry, Susan, but you and the baby are too important to risk. To Terry, and to the rest of us," he added gently.



  Terry shot Harry a grateful look.



  "I'm returning to the school. I'll meet everyone in the corridor outside Minerva's office," he told them, then he grabbed Remus by the shoulder and apparated them both.



  Eocho watched as Hermione and Neville assisted Ginny off the bed.



  "The Maglios would not ask you to do this if he didn't think you could, my daughter," Eocho said. "All will be well. Trust in yourself and your brothers and sisters to support you."



  Ginny nodded weakly and let Hermione lead her out of the room.



  Within moments, Susan and Eocho were alone. She sighed heavily and slowly pushed herself to her feet. Even though the healers were pleased with her progress, she looked closer to eight months
  pregnant than six.



  She placed a hand on the top of her belly and smiled at Eocho.



  "Do not fear, child, your decision to remain behind was the correct one. You and your baby cannot be risked so close to such dark magics."



  "I know, honored Teacher. I just wish that Siomha wouldn't kick so much," she replied.



  Eocho smiled and nodded approvingly. "A good, strong name. Your daughter will be the first of many for the Brotherhood. Siomha will lead the way."



  Susan blushed at the unexpected praise. Together they both walked from the room with Eocho detailing what he knew of the roots of the name.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  Harry appeared with Remus a moment later in the same place he had left only a short while ago. He looked around the empty corridor in confusion, then noted an open classroom door nearby. He walked
  to the door with Remus following him.



  Healer August looked up as Harry entered. Her expression was a mix of fear and hope. "My Lord, you're back! Please tell me you have good news?" she asked in a pleading tone.



  Harry nodded. "One of our own, Ginny Longbottom, is a nullifier. She is particularly sensitive to Dark Magics. And while she is very powerful in her own right, my people will back her up with a
  power sharing ritual. Remus will explain the details, while I prepare a section of the room for the ritual."



  Sylvia nodded, then turned to look intently at Remus, who stared at Harry's retreating back for a moment, before turning back to Healer August.



  Harry looked at the room. In one corner, Minerva lay on a small cot. His staff flared and the room expanded enormously. He then banished all the desks to the far corner, away from the still woman.
  Dobby appeared next to him a moment later, summoned by Harry's silent call.



  "Dobby, bring me the blue notebook from my study, then alert the elves that we need to set up for a ritual. We'll need the supplies. We're rushed, Dobby, so hurry."



  The elf nodded and vanished.



  Using his staff, Harry quietly began an incantation to lay down the power circles. His staff flared as the central circle started to appear in bright gold on the floor. The room hummed and crackled
  with the power being expended. He never noticed when everyone in the room stopped to stare at him.



  This needs to be a different setup than we used last April, he thought to himself. Make a larger center circle for myself,
  Ginny and the cot with Minerva on it. And nine outer circles for the brotherhood members, instead of eleven.



  "Can we help?" asked Hermione.



  Harry looked up in surprise. He hadn't noticed them arriving. "Yes, actually. Dobby will be here in a moment with my notes on the power sharing ritual. I'll deal with the inner circle where
  Ginny, Minerva and myself will be. Can you use the notes to make sure the elves are inscribing the proper runes for the outer circles?"



  Hermione nodded. "I'll also tell Healer August that we'll need more beds in here. Once the ritual is done, we're all likely to be exhausted."



  Harry watched as Ginny, pale and trembling, stared at Minerva. Neville was holding her tightly, trying to comfort her.



  "Do that, love. I better have a word with Ginny," Harry replied absently.



  He moved quickly to the Longbottoms. "Ginny?" he said softly.



  She turned haunted eyes to him. "I don't know if I can do this, Harry. It's aware of me. It knows I'm here and it's preparing to fight."



  Harry shook his head. "In your first year at Hogwarts, you fought Voldemort. It took him months before you finally succumbed to him. You're stronger than you think. I'll be in the circle with you
  and our family will be joining us. We'll all help you."



  Ginny nodded, but he could see she still had doubts.



  "Do you know what you must do?" he asked.



  "Yes," she said, then closed her eyes. "It's so evil, Harry. You can't feel it, but I can hear it snarling at me. It's a vile, hate filled thing. It lives to kill as painfully as possible,
  feeding off the terror of its victims."



  He nodded, then reached out to touch her aura, calming her and strengthening her. Her eyes flew open and she gasped. "You'll be fine. We'll be with you when the time comes," he said
  reassuringly.



  He smiled at her, then turned around to watch Dobby and nearly a dozen other elves as they entered the runes into the circles under Hermione's watchful eye. She stood holding his notes, examining
  the circles and comparing it to what he had in his book.



  Harry moved to the center of the empty inner circle. It was much larger than the one they'd used back in April. He glanced once again at the healers, then went to work, inscribing the center circle
  with the pentagram and the runes.



  He looked up when Hermione interrupted him.



  "How are you coming?" she asked.



  "I'm almost done here. Another five minutes should do it. How about yourself?"



  "All of the outer circles are complete. But just to be safe, I have Remus double checking them. This isn't the same setup we used back when we shared power to make the ward around Britain," she
  noted.



  Harry shook his head. "No, it can't be. We don't have everyone and we'll have more people at the center. I was thinking of just Ginny, Minerva and myself, but it might not be a bad idea to
  include Healer August."



  Hermione looked across the room at Healer August, who paced nervously, shooting anxious looks at Harry, and she smiled. "I think you might be right. Including her would at least help ease her
  concerns."



  "Alright, why don't you go talk with her, while I finish up here. Oh, and it might be to everyone's advantage if we all had a dose of Pepper Up before we start."



  "Good idea. I'll get some from the healers," Hermione replied before she turned away.



  Harry nodded to himself and went back to inscribing the necessary runes in the circle. Normally the largest rune would represent the person receiving the power, but he also had to include runes to
  protect Minerva. With so many in the circle, there would be a little bleed over, but nothing too unmanageable.



  Nearly ten minutes later he looked up to see the Brotherhood clustered in one corner of the room. Each held a small vial in their hands. Healer August stood nervously next to Remus.



  He walked over to them. "Is everyone aware of what they are doing tonight?".



  Several shook their heads and Harry looked reproachfully at Remus.



  "Hey, I haven't had a chance to explain this to everyone yet," the older man protested as he moved to the front of the group and turned to face them.



  "Alright, everyone. Listen up," he said, gaining their attention. "We're going to use a facet of Ginny's talent. She's a nullifier, meaning she has the ability to temporarily drain an
  enchanted object of its energy. That's why she can sense enchanted objects, in particular dark magic objects. Our thought is that if she can drain the dagger of its energy, we'll be able to remove
  it without harming Minerva. Once it's removed, Harry will destroy it in much the same way he destroyed the assassin's bear.



  "Healer August will remove the knife, but only after Ginny says it's safe. In the meantime, she'll monitor Minerva," Remus continued, then he turned and addressed August directly. "Sylvia,
  inside the circle you will experience both a slight power drain as well as a boost. The power sharing ritual will channel most of the power from all of us into Ginny. But some of that will bleed
  over into you. It may be disorienting, so be careful."



  The old healer nodded and swallowed nervously.



  Harry took one final look around, then he noticed someone. "Draco," he called. "Millicent and Deneb are standing out in the hall. Thank them for staying around. They refused to leave earlier.
  Also, ask them to return to the dorms and gather all of the students where they can watch them. We don't know who used the dagger, but it could have been a student. Together, at least, they can
  protect themselves."



  With a nod, Draco walked from the room.





  Haven School Common Room...



  Millicent paced the large common room, ignoring the students who stood in small groups, discussing the fate of the Headmistress. She felt responsible for what happened and was furious with herself
  for not catching the person she'd overheard in the library.



  "Millicent," Deneb called.



  When she turned to face him, he murmured something to the group of students gathered around him, then made his way to her side. "The prefects have checked the common room. No one's missing," he
  told her quietly.



  She scowled, looked around the room and said nothing.



  "It must have been a member of staff," he said.



  "No, not necessarily. It could have been a student who was smart enough to blend in with this lot when they came rushing down to see what happened." She shook her head in disgust. "Well,
  they'll find out who it is one way or another, even if they have to use Veritaserum on us all."



  "They can't," Deneb protested. "If people found out that Veritaserum was used on underage children, they'll go nuts. It could bring down the Ministry!"



  "If they don't catch who did this, the school will close. Remember, this school is Irish, Deneb, not British. If the Irish Ministry green lights the use of Veritaserum, Minister Bones can do
  nothing about it. Oh, she could register a complaint, but this is Irish soil, and for all her power, she leads a government in exile."



  "Brogan Mallory is no fool," Deneb told her as he watched his fellow students mill about. "If he orders the use of Veritaserum here, he'll torpedo his own career. Politicians may be blood
  sucking, morally corrupt maggots, but most are not stupid enough to throw themselves to the wolves."



  "Really?" Millicent asked, scathingly. "Then explain Cornelius Fudge to me."



  "I said most are not stupid enough. He was one of the exceptions."



  A fifth year prefect approached them, looking worried.



  "What is it, Jeremy?" Deneb asked.



  "We may have a problem. A fourth year girl seems to have injured herself somehow," the sandy haired young man told them quietly. "Madam Patil is with the Headmistress, so I don't know who we
  should call to come look at her."



  "Come on, then. Let's go have a look," Millicent said.



  As Jeremy lead them to the couch where the injured girl sat, the crowd around her melted away. The blond fourth year looked up as they stopped in front of her and her eyes widened. She rubbed her
  right thigh and grimaced.



  "What do you want?" the girl snapped.



  "To find out what's wrong with you," Millicent told her bluntly. "How did you hurt your leg?"



  The girl only shrugged and looked away.



  Millicent rolled her eyes. "Does that mean you don't know, or that you're not going to answer?"



  "I don't have to tell you anything," the girl muttered.



  "Now, you listen to me you little," Millicent began, only to be interrupted when Deneb stepped in front of her and smiled.



  "Maybe you should let me handle this," he said quietly. When Millicent nodded, he turned to the girl and crouched down in front of her.



  "Hello. Orla, isn't it? You used to be in Ravenclaw at Hogwarts, didn't you?" Deneb asked.



  "Yes," the girl said, turning her head to look at him.



  "I remember you," he told her. "You used to whistle whenever someone was sorted into Ravenclaw."



  Orla Quirke smiled. "I did, yes."



  "My name's Deneb."



  "I know who you are," she told him, still rubbing her thigh. "You used to be a Hufflepuff."



  "That's right. Orla, what happened to you leg?"



  "Nothing. It just aches a little." She looked down at her hand and seemed surprised to find it rubbing her leg. Lacing her hands together, she looked at him again and tried to smile.



  "It's obviously bothering you. I'd like to help you, if you'll let me," he said gently. The others in the room seemed to fade away as he focused on the girl in front of him.



  She blinked bright blue eyes at him. "You would? You'll help me?"



  "Yes, if you'll let me."



  "Then you'll get it back for me?" she asked. "I didn't mean to leave it behind. It was an accident."



  "Was it?"



  "Yes. The pain will go away once I have it back. But I'm not allowed to leave the common room and there are too many here who would see if I tried to sneak out."



  "Well, then, if you'll tell me what you left behind and where it is, I'll be happy to go and get it for you," he told her cheerfully.



  "I left it in the witch. I didn't mean to, but I didn't have enough time to get it back before everyone came."



  Deneb frowned, puzzled. "The witch? Who, Orla?"



  She scowled and the whites of her eyes began to darken. "Don't be dense. You were there, you saw."



  "I was there? When?"



  "Tonight!" she growled. "You were there, protecting." She laughed suddenly, sending a shiver down his spine. Her eyes, now completely black, bore into his. "The hag thinks she can keep
  it, but it's mine!"



  Deneb's eyes widened and went blank. "Of course it is," he told her. "I won't let her keep it from you."



  Millicent drew her wand slowly and quietly told Jeremy to move the other students away.



  Orla stood and began to yank her hair. "She may have escaped me this time, but I will have her. She's mine, too. It promised me that. All the blood I could have, whenever I want it. You'll drown
  it it," she snarled, looking down at Deneb. "All of you!"



  When Deneb reached out to her, she kicked him in the chest and sent him flying backwards. Grabbing her head, she screamed once, then launched herself at him again, only to slam into something
  solid.



  Falling to her knees, Orla shook her head groggily and looked up into the blazing eyes of Millicent Bulstrode.



  "You'll not touch him again," she told the girl.



  Orla's lips pulled back in a snarl and she sprang to her feet.



  "I don't think so," Millicent said, her wand pointed at the blond. " Stupefy !"



  When the girl fell to the floor, unconscious, Millicent searched her pockets and took her wand. " Incarcerous ," she murmured and watched as the young
  witch was bound.



  She turned around to face those in the room and found Deneb on his feet, rubbing his chest. "Are you alright?"



  "Fine, though I think I'm in for a spectacular bruise. She may be small, but she has one hell of a kick," he said, shaking his head.



  She nodded, then scanned the room quickly. "I think we've had enough fun for one night," she said loudly. "Prefects, get everyone into their dorm rooms."



  "You heard the Head Girl," Jeremy yelled over the groaning and complaining. "Come on, everyone off to bed!"



  The other prefects began to move students along and the common room was cleared of students in short order.



  "Now what?" Jeremy asked as the last student left the room.



  "Find O'Dalley or his assistant," Deneb said. "Both should be in the school. Tell them what's happened and bring them here. If you can't find either of them, grab the first teacher you
  see."



  "I'll hurry," Jeremy told them.



  Once he was gone, Deneb turned to Millicent. "Keep her unconscious, Millie. There's something strange about her eyes. It was almost as if I'd fallen into them and the frightening part was that I
  didn't want to leave." He shuddered.



  "You were agreeing to help her get the dagger back," she told him quietly.



  "I would have, too. I would have done whatever she asked of me."



  Millicent sighed heavily, then began to unbutton his robe.



  He raised an eyebrow. "I'm glad to know you want to see me naked, Millie, but do you really think this is the time?" he teased.



  "I want to see if there's any damage to your chest, you prat," she grumbled as she pushed his robe aside and lifted his shirt.



  "You sure know how to bring a guy down."



  "I'm sure you're ego will survive," she said, laughingly. "You're right. You're going to have a lovely bruise, but I'm sure Madam Patil can take care of it when she has the chance." She
  looked up into his dancing eyes and smiled.



  Taking her hand, he pulled her towards the couch where Orla had been and they both sat down. Deneb fixed his robe and wrapped an arm around Millicent's shoulders. Both watched the blond carefully
  for any signs of wakefulness.



  Several minutes passed in silence, then Orla jerked violently and screamed as though her soul had been ripped from her body.



  " Stupefy !" Millicent and Deneb both shouted and the girl went limp once more.





  Minerva and the Healers (A few minutes earlier)...



  "Alright then. Everyone take your potion and let's get into position," Harry said grimly. In truth, he wasn't sure this was going to work, but they owed it to Minerva to try.



  Ginny turned and looked at Neville with huge, haunted eyes.



  He swept her into his arms and kissed her soundly. Then he released her. "You can do this, Gin," he said. He believed in her. He knew exactly how strong a woman she was.



  She nodded and her expression grew determined. She looked up at Harry when he approached her.



  "You ready?" he asked.



  She took a deep breath. "Yes, let's do this."



  Harry wrapped an arm around her shoulders and led her into the center circle, where he signaled for Sylvia to join them. A pair of healers levitated the cot with Minerva into the center a moment
  later.



  Sylvia and Harry each donned a pair of dragonhide gloves, since they would be touching the dagger. It was necessary to physically touch the blade, since Ginny's talent would nullify any spell cast
  to move it.



  Harry looked around and received signals of readiness from each Brotherhood member. He looked at Minerva once more, then straightened his shoulders and raised his staff with both hands.



  He turned to face one point of the pentagram and waited for everyone to turn in the same direction he faced. His magic flared and the crystal on his staff shone brilliantly. With a sharp crack, he
  brought the end of the staff down in contact with the point of the pentagram.



  "In diligo quod fides nos partis vox pro verum quod justicia," the group intoned together. Then they turned and faced the next point of the star.



  Sylvia looked up from checking Minerva. The circles on the floor began to pulsate and the air hummed and throbbed with power. She swayed and gripped the edge of Minerva's cot. It was unlike
  anything she'd ever experienced. She could literally feel the power flowing through her. It felt as though a million ants were crawling over her skin.



  Harry's aura exploded in bright light, then reached out and engulfed Ginny.



  Ginny gasped as warm air brushed against her, moving her hair away from her pale face. Gathering her courage, she moved closer to Minerva, who lay with the blade still protruding from her back. She
  held out both hands and they flared with a strange blueish flame. The blade seemed to vibrate and snarl as she approached.



  "Gnash ytarig bolla fee," snarled a voice that clearly wasn't human.



  Ginny's aura dimmed and she staggered back from Minerva.



  The tendril that extended from Harry to Ginny widened.



  Luna broke the circle, stepping from her spot to the center circle. She clasped Harry's hand and he looked at her for a moment, then nodded. The tendril widened again, then thickened once more,
  becoming a ribbon of visible power.



  Sylvia knelt on the other side of the cot, watching the three in the inner circle with awe. When the room began to shake, she shrank back from the power being displayed.



  Ginny's expression hardened and she stepped up to Minerva. A flash of pure black energy came from the dagger, but she batted it aside, almost casually.



  It wouldn't be until the next morning that someone discovered the large hole in the ceiling she had made.



  She knelt next to the cot, cupping her hands around the hilt, but not touching it.



  "Kali fee!" something screamed, and a wave of darkness exploded from the dagger. Ginny's hands contained the wave of blackness, soaking it up.



  "Cohibeo quod Adficio is Malum Res!" Ginny shouted. The flames around her hands surged to the dagger, surrounding it and she moaned painfully. The dagger seemed to struggle with her as the blue
  fire around her hands fought for dominance with a cold blackness from the knife.



  The two struggled and Ginny screamed, a second later another voice added it's own scream to hers. The dagger flared again and Ginny leaned forward.



  "NO! I fought Riddle and you're nothing!" she screamed at the blade. The building groaned and rocked from the energies being expended. The windows in the classroom shattered outwards. The force
  of her outburst nearly drove Harry and everyone to their knees.



  The inhuman voice whimpered aloud and the knife suddenly glowed blue like her hands.



  Ginny nodded painfully to Sylvia, who did a quick check of Minerva's vital signs before she removed the dagger carefully.



  Harry stepped forward, taking the dagger from Sylvia and moving it to a metal bowl. He nodded to Ginny, who looked at him gratefully before slumping sideways against the cot. Her aura collapsed and
  she closed her eyes, unconscious.



  Harry stared at the dagger for a moment. Without Ginny's influence, the blade's energy surged back into it and it pulsed malevolently at him. Holding one hand over the metal bowl, he clenched his
  teeth. " Incendio ," he growled.



  Both the bowl and the blade caught fire. Harry increased the power until the dagger was burning white hot. Slowly, the blade burned away, hissing and snarling in a language no one present
  understood.



  When the blade was finally gone, he turned back to look at the Brotherhood and Sylvia. Everyone had collapsed to the floor and several healers bustled about, administering potions and getting
  people onto cots.



  Healer August knelt with several other healers, working feverishly on Minerva. With the dagger removed, she was just a stabbing victim now. It was a dangerous condition to be sure, but one they
  were trained to handle.



  Sylvia looked up at him, a grateful smile on her face. It had taken bit of doing, but Minerva was one patient she wouldn't have to administer Mercy to.





  Haven School Common Room...



  When the door to the common room finally opened, Deneb and Millicent stood up. Jeremy entered with O'Dalley and Professor Flitwick behind him.



  "I'm sorry we took so long," Flitwick told them as he rushed forward. "Oh, no. Orla Quirke? But she's such a bright child!"



  "The Headmistress?" Millicent asked.



  "She's alive and the dagger has been removed."



  "But how..."



  "Later, child. We'll discuss it later," Flitwick told her.



  O'Dalley looked down at the student tied up on the floor, then turned to Deneb and Millicent. "What happened?"



  Deneb shook his head. "Millicent should probably explain. I was... not myself for a few moments."



  O'Dalley scowled, but remained silent as Millicent told him what happened.



  She was clear and concise as she explained the events of the night, only becoming hesitant at the end. "Sir, I know you'll have to wake her up to interview her, but I'd suggest having several
  people in the room when you do, ready to knock her out again."



  "I know you think she may have had some sort of control over Mr. Thorntree..." O'Dalley began.



  "She did," Deneb replied quietly. "Believe me, Inspector, you need to protect yourself and your people from her. Whatever has control of her also has the ability to reach others through
  her."



  Though skeptical, O'Dalley nodded. "I'll make sure no one is alone with her, then. I may have further questions for you both once we've spoken to her." When they both nodded in understanding,
  he pulled out a portable floo and called his assistant, Barney, and told him to come to the common room and to bring the representative from the Irish Ministry, if he had arrived.



  When the three students turned to Professor Flitwick, the diminutive Professor sighed tiredly. "The Headmistress should recover fully. Ginny Weasley was able to remove the dagger and Harry
  destroyed it."



  Deneb's eyes widened as the pieces fell together. "That's why she screamed," he blurted.



  "What's this?" O'Dalley asked.



  "She was unconscious, then jerked and screamed horribly. We stunned her again, of course. But if she's as connected to the dagger as I think, she would have felt it's destruction, even though she
  was unconscious."



  "Then maybe she's free of its influence," Flitwick suggested.



  "Perhaps, but I won't be risking it," O'Dalley stated. "She'll not be alone with any of my people until we're sure of it."



  The door to the common room was pushed open and Barney entered, a tall man following him. "Inspector, this is Mr. Nick Fergus, the Irish Ministry representative."



  "It's good to see you again, Nick," O'Dalley said, shaking the man's hand. "I'll fill you in on the details as soon as we move the girl." He nodded to the blond on the floor.



  "She's the murderer?" Fergus asked, astonished. "But she's so young!"



  "Yes, but there are other forces at work in this case. Let's get her to a holding cell first, then I'll explain what's happened. Barney, the girl's name is Orla Quirke. Find her parents and bring
  them to the office."



  "Yes, sir." Barney spun around and walked quickly from the room.



  " Mobilicorpus ," O'Dalley muttered, his wand pointed at the bound girl.



  Fergus cast a blurring charm on her features. "No sense parading her around, Michael."



  "Aye, true enough." He looked at the others in the room. "I know it's been a rough night for all, but try to rest. We'll contact you if we have any further questions."



  When the door closed behind them, Flitwick looked at the three students. "I don't know how we'll ever thank you," he told them quietly. "You've made us all very proud."



  "What will happen to her?" Millicent asked, her eyes still on the door.



  "I don't know," the professor told her quietly.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  Minerva McGonagall opened her eyes and looked around in confusion. The last thing she remembered was a soul tearing pain centered in her back. Now she lay on what was clearly a bed in the
  infirmary. Around her were other forms, some snoring gently.



  She looked towards the window and wondered what she was seeing. She couldn't see out of them properly, but it looked like there was a fire of some sort outside. The ceiling of the infirmary was lit
  up with it. She started to push the covers aside when a voice stopped her.



  "Lay back and relax, Minerva. You've had a bad shock and need time to recover."



  "Miles?" she whispered.



  Miles Pickerton moved into her field of view. "Aye, it's me. Now rest. I'll go get Healer August."



  "Miles, what in the name of Merlin is going on?" she demanded loudly.



  "Shhh... You'll wake the others," he replied, then he sighed and sat in a chair next to her bed. "Oh, very well. You're a stubborn woman, Minerva McGonagall. I'll tell you enough to keep you
  in that bed, then I have to get the healer. I promised I'd get her if you woke up. We weren't sure you would," he said softly.



  Minerva looked shocked. "What happened, Miles?"



  "You were stabbed with that damn Dementor blade. They were going to administer Mercy to you when Harry Potter showed up and told them not to. You owe your life to him and his Brotherhood,
  Minerva. That little red headed girl somehow drained the dagger long enough to remove it without killing you. It took all of them to do it, and they've exhausted themselves in the process. That's
  who you hear sleeping around you."



  "And the glow from outside?" she asked.



  Miles smiled at her and conjured a mirror, which he stuck to the wall, allowing her to see the inner courtyard of the school. It was filled with hundreds, maybe thousands of people. The witches and
  wizards stood silently, the tips of their wands glowering brightly. The muggles stood arm in arm with their magical counterparts, only they held lit candles.



  "They're here for you, Minerva, standing vigil," Miles said gently. "You once told me in jest how Harry said people consider you part of their family. He wasn't kidding and those people
  aren't kidding either. They started gathering hours ago in the cold and have been here since. We've sent elves out with hot drinks and we've taken some of the parents with little children inside
  out of the cold. But they're here for you because they love you and want to hear news of you.



  "We're not even sure how they found out. After they removed the dagger, they moved you and the Brotherhood to the infirmary. That's when we noticed them. The crowd has been growing ever since."
  Seeing her expression, he smiled.



  Minerva's eyes glistened with tears. Over the years, she'd had a few special students, but she considered them all hers, in a way. And they apparently considered her theirs, as well. She broke
  down, crying silently.



  Miles knew she was a strong woman. She had endured much in her life and didn't take to overt signs of affection. He handed her a handkerchief and placed a supporting hand on her shoulder.



  She looked up at him affectionately for a moment, then her expression hardened into its usual, stern lines. "Well? Are you going to get Healer August or not? I need to know when I'll be let out
  of the infirmary. I have a school to run."



  Miles chuckled and stood. "I'll be back with Sylvia," he replied, shaking his head with repressed mirth.



  Minerva watched him go. "Fool of a man," she muttered with just a hint of a smile.





  Ministry of Magic, Constable Headquarters (Jan 25th)...



  The door to his office opened and Amelia poked her head in. "Michael? Are you busy?"



  O'Dalley looked up and smiled. He had been smiling a lot in the last few hours. He knew they had gotten lucky, but he'd take luck if it meant no more killings.



  "Come in Minister," he said with a wave of his hand.



  Amelia stepped into the office and noted the bloodshot eyes and exhausted demeanor of her chief Inspector.



  "Long night," she commented.



  "Aye," O'Dalley's replied softly. "It started out on a hell of a note, but ended well, I think."



  The door to the office opened again and Barney entered, carrying a tray of coffee and pastries. O'Dalley stood and offered Amelia a cup of coffee before helping himself to one.



  "What's the latest word?" asked Amelia. She had wisely resisted the impulse to hover around people doing their jobs.



  "Minerva is resting comfortably, according to Healer August. Once the dagger was removed, they were able to repair the damage and stabilize her rather quickly. Sylvia thinks she'll be up and
  about in a day or two. As to Harry and his people, most are exhausted, nothing that a good sleep won't fix. Harry slept for a few hours, then he got up and has been keeping an eye on Minerva and
  his people. Healer August tried to make him take a potion and go back to sleep, but he told her that he'd rather stay awake.



  "The Irish have been trying to determine what to do with Miss Quirke. She's a minor, which complicates matters tremendously. As near as we've been able to figure, we think the dagger came to her
  by way of an uncle, who never made it out of Britain. I haven't met with her parents yet. I'm not looking forward to that.



  "Orla presents us with an unusual dilemma, Minister. She's insane, totally and completely. And that leads us to several questions. Did she willingly accept the dagger? Was she insane to start
  with? Did she have Death Eater leanings?" O'Dalley's shrugged. "Ultimately I don't think we'll ever know the answers to those questions. The Irish want to see if one of their Empaths might be
  able to help her. Frankly, I think they're wasting their time. In the meantime, I still need to speak with her parents and explain the situation to them."



  Amelia frowned. She understood that O'Dalley had to deal with Orla's parents. It was one of the more unpleasant facts of life as a policeman, muggle or magical. "So the Irish are handling this,
  then?"



  O'Dalley nodded. "We really don't have any legal rights to interfere, Minister. Our job is to protect the people of Haven, but it's the job of the Irish to administer justice," he reminded her.



  "Good enough, Michael," she said, then she stood. "Let me know if there is anything the Ministry can do to help."



  O'Dalley hesitated for a moment, then he nodded. "There is, Minister. The school is going to need some Empaths and I'll need your permission authorize some overtime. I know it's late, but for the
  sake of the children, we're going to need to post some extra constables at the school for a week or two."



  Amelia looked thoughtful and she adjusted her monocle. "Approved. Get it set up right away," she replied before leaving his office.



  I like working for someone who isn't afraid to make a decision, O'Dalley thought to himself. That's something the Minister
  and Lord Potter have in common.



  His door opened again and Barney ushered in Orla's parents. He frowned and rose to greet them. Catching the murderer also meant devastating a family and being the deliverer of such news was never
  easy.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  Voldemort sat on his throne, his mood thoughtful. Things had been going very well for a while now. He held full control of the island of Britain. And now, thanks to Brother Chung of the Iron Wand
  Tong, they might have an idea on finding a way to drop the ward around the island.



  He glanced down at his scepter and smiled thinly. Severus has been exceedingly cooperative, he thought. This scepter is
  better than I ever imagined. I never would have thought of using one.



  He stood and walked over to a work table, where he examined a list of the books he and Brother Chung wanted to examine. Perhaps, he mused, perhaps I should ask Severus to assist with this project. I could offer him his freedom in exchange for his help. I don't have to tell him I mean freedom from life, do
  I?



  A Death Eater stood nearby, ready to leap to his master's command. Fortunately for him, the mask hid his wince at the sound of the Dark Lord's chuckling.



  "Send for Mulciber," Voldemort snapped. "We have plans to make!"



  The Death Eater bowed once and darted from the room as fast as his feet would take him. He vowed to himself that tonight he was going to get seriously drunk.





  The Infirmary, Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  "Well?" asked Minerva, somewhat waspishly.



  Sylvia August looked down at her patient. "Don't you get uppity with me, Minnie. I know all your secrets, including the crush you had on your fifth year defense professor."



  Minerva paled and glared up at her. "You promised you'd never speak of that again. Merlin, what was I doing, telling you about that?"



  Sylvia chuckled. "You were telling your dorm mate and best friend what a hunk you thought Professor Larson was. Besides, you promised never to mention it.
  I never made any such promise."



  Minerva glared at her and Sylvia laughed. "Oh, very well. You are recovering very nicely. Once we got the blade out, healing you became a simple matter."



  Healer August's eyes teared up and she turned away from the bed for a moment. "Damn you. Do you know what I nearly had to do? I nearly had to kill my best friend to save her soul. Don't you dare
  put me through that again!"



  Minerva blinked back tears of her own and bit back a protest. It wasn't as though she'd done it on purpose.



  Sylvia straightened and she looked at her patient once more. "You're healing well. Follow my instructions and I'll let you out of here the day after tomorrow. Refuse to listen to me and I'll keep
  you in here for two weeks."



  Minerva swallowed nervously. She never questioned her friends abilities as a healer.



  August looked at her for a moment, then she nodded to herself. "Good, now I have some visitors who would like to say hello before they leave the school."



  Sylvia adjusted the blankets around Minerva, who glared at her, trying to tell her with a look that she wasn't an invalid. Unfortunately, her glares didn't work on the senior healer.



  "You may come in now," called Sylvia.



  Harry Potter stepped into the curtained off area, leading Ginny Longbottom.



  McGonagall was surprised to see the dark circles under the girl's eyes.



  "How are you feeling Professor?" she asked.



  "I'm getting better, thanks to you and Mr. Potter," Minerva said softly. "Please sit, Mrs. Longbottom."



  Harry shot her a grateful look and he nudged Ginny over to a chair.



  "The others will be by to see you later in the week, Professor. Healer August didn't want too many visitors tiring you out, but she felt it was important that Ginny and I see you," Harry said.



  "Well, this is a switch for us, Harry," Minerva said with a hint of a chuckle. "Normally you're the one in the hospital bed."



  Harry grinned at her.



  "How are you feeling, Ginevra?" asked McGonagall pointedly.



  Ginny winced, hearing her given name. "I'm alright, I think. I think I'm still a little shocked by what happened. Tom is evil, but this was evil of a different sort..." She trailed off.



  "I don't think any of us will understand exactly what Mrs. Longbottom went through, Minerva." Sylvia said softly. "I was present and it shocked me to the core. It was obviously very painful
  for her. I'm releasing her into her husband's care today. All of the Brotherhood members have returned to the manor, except for these two, who insisted on seeing you."



  Minerva looked up at Harry and Ginny in curiosity.



  "We wanted to make sure you're all right, Professor," Ginny whispered. She tried to blink away the tears that threatened to fall.



  Touched, Minerva reached out and took Ginny's hand. "Thanks to you, I am, my dear. I owe you and your friends my life."



  Ginny broke down and Minerva sat up painfully and reached out to hug the young woman.



  She looked at Harry and he mouthed a "thank you" at her. Healer August nodded approvingly.



  Later, when Harry and Ginny had left, Minerva turned to Sylvia, the question obvious.



  "She needed that, Minnie. Don't begrudge her the display of affection. What she did last night was terribly painful. Your hug was just her way of affirming that it was worth it."



  McGonagall nodded thoughtfully. The last twenty four hours had been an eye opening experience for her and she had much to think about.





  Residence of Amhar Coeur de Lion...



  At the knock on his door, Amhar pulled the curtain aside and peeked out the window. Spotting Andrew Korwin, he opened it and the former Councilor slipped inside. Since the dissolution of the
  Wizengamot, Amhar had grown increasingly worried. The loss of power disconcerted him greatly.



  "Have you heard the news?" asked Korwin in a hushed tone.



  "News? What news?"



  "The word is they caught their murderer. It was a student. At least, that is what they're claiming."



  Amhar sat in his favorite chair and motioned for Korwin to sit. "Did they now? Interesting. Potter and his people are performing dark art magic and they're busy locking up school children?"



  Korwin nodded unhappily and he looked at his feet for a moment. "They offered me a position in the Ministry records department."



  Amhar cocked an eyebrow at the news. "And did you accept it?" he asked with a sneer. From what he had heard, most of the neutral members of the Wizengamot had accepted positions with the
  Ministry, usually in positions well beneath their former stations.



  Korwin looked up at Amhar hopefully. "Do you think I should?"



  Amhar stared at the man as though he had three heads and Korwin misread his expression.



  "It's not much. But I'm a trained genealogist, so they are willing to pay me a little extra, which I hope I can use to seed my election campaign. I was also hoping that Ms. Murphy might be
  interested in helping to that effect."



  "Election campaign?" Amhar said with a sneer. "Do you really think these sheep are going to vote for either of us? Why should we stoop so low, for the matter. Remember who we are, Andrew."



  Korwin clutched nervously at his hat and his Adam's apple bobbed in his throat.



  Amhar could see that the man was terrified. He was faced with the prospect of having to earn a living and it terrified him.



  Amhar listened half-heartedly to Korwin and realized the man was going to be useless to him.





  Hogwarts Castle, Chamber of Secrets...



  Harry slid off the box he was sitting on and fell to the floor, sliding for another foot. He winced and was sure he had ripped his pants. He mentally cursed portkey travel and damned the inventor
  of the method. But he was stuck for now, at least. Hermione would kill him if he ripped another pair of pants.



  He climbed to his feet and looked around. The chamber was dark. "Lights," he commanded in parseltongue. The torches along the walls flared to life.



  With the chamber now lit, he glanced at the boxes of supplies he had left for Peeves and frowned. He had expected the boxes to be nearly empty.



  "Peeves must be taking a vacation," he muttered to himself.



  "I wish that were the case, my Lord, but I fear we have lost Peeves," a voice said from behind him. "We expected you to visit earlier. We have much news, little of it good."



  Harry whirled and spotted the Bloody Baron floating a few feet away. He bowed to the Baron and conjured a chair, table and some parchment. Sitting at the table, he looked up at the Baron. "Very
  well, my lord Baron, please share your news with me." He pulled a small quill from his pocket, preparing to write. He wanted to make sure all of the news was recorded properly.



  The Baron floated closer. "Red Eyes was having problems with his wand. He was trying to focus too much power through it and came very close to burning it out entirely. He commanded the traitor to
  craft a replacement for him."



  Harry blinked in surprise and started to write as the Baron spoke about Voldemort's scepter.



  At one point, Harry looked up in shock. "You mean he used his own blood as one of the core foci? And the phoenix feather from his own wand?" he asked with a smile. If this was true, Voldemort
  had just made a major mistake.



  The Baron nodded somberly. "Aye, and a powerful thing it is. We discovered that he used the scepter to kill Peeves."



  Harry dropped the quill and stared at the Baron. "What?" he asked numbly.



  The Baron shook his head sadly. "Four centuries and three score years has the castle put up with Peeves. And now, with him gone, this place is less."



  Harry hung his head for a moment, then he looked back up at the Baron. "Peeves was a valuable member of your family, Baron. His loss will not be easy to overcome. I and the others share your
  loss. I am sure when the Headmistress hears the news, she will send word to you."



  "I thought only you were capable of coming to this chamber, my Lord?" asked the Baron.



  Harry motioned to the boxes he had brought with him. "Among the supplies for Peeves, I brought a portal that will allow any to come to this chamber, as long as they have my approval or approval
  from the Headmistress."



  Harry walked over to a box and opened it. With a wave of his hand, the frame of a portal flew from the box and attached itself to one wall. He reached into the box and lifted the custom control
  pedestal and placed it next to the portal, while the Baron looked on with interest.



  "You are familiar with apparating, my Lord Baron, and you've learned about portkeying, which is something wizards have only done in the past hundred years. This is a portal. It's a way of moving
  people and material from one point to another, without the violent landings involved in using portkeys."



  "Remarkable!" exclaimed the Baron. "Who invented such a thing?"



  Harry blushed and scuffed one foot against another. "I'm afraid I did, sir. The portkeys always ended up causing me problems. With portals, I can simply step from one point to the next, like
  walking through a doorway."



  "Can anyone use this Portal, my lord?" asked the Baron.



  "No, this is a modified portal. It is currently keyed to only a few locations. My home and the Ministry operation center, to be precise," he replied, then he made a few fine adjustments to the
  pedestal.



  "Before I return home, my lord Baron, I must ask that you command the ghosts to fully explore the castle and be ready to help us construct a map. Specifically, we are interested in man sized
  paths to and from the chamber to the main part of the castle," Harry said.



  "We will be ready when you return, my Lord," replied the Baron.



  Harry bowed. "I will return in a couple weeks. At that time I will bring some others to help make the map and I will recharge your stone."



  When the Baron nodded, Harry stepped through the portal and disappeared.



  The Baron blinked in surprise. It was unlike any form of transportation he had ever seen before. He turned, hearing several popping sounds.



  The Baron peered around worriedly. Were it not for the fact that the chamber were protected, he would say wizards were apparating into the chamber!



  Slowly a form took shape not far from him.



  "Peeves?" he whispered incredulously.



  "Your Baroness! Oh, most lugubriousness! Oh, how I have missed thee! Let me count the ways!" Peeves chortled happily.



  "One!" shouted a form taking shape next to Peeves. He turned and grinned at the duplicate poltergeist.



  "Two!" shouted another Poltergeist on the other side of Peeves.



  "Peevesy knows red eyes is bad bad news. So Peevesy calls in help!" Peeves told the Baron.



  The Baron blanched and floated backwards a bit as a third voice chimed in. Now that he understood what was happening, he could see several more poltergeists, just waiting their turn to become
  visible.



  Lord Potter is never going to believe this, the Baron thought.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Hermione looked up and smiled at Harry when he entered the study, then her smile faltered.



  "What's wrong?" she asked worriedly.



  "Voldemort has solved the problem with his power. Hang on a second, I want Remus to hear this," he replied, then he grabbed his medallion and used it to summon Remus.



  He walked over and helped himself to one of the biscuits on her desk.



  "Winky brought those for me, you know," she said teasingly.



  "I think she'll forgive me. If not, I'll have Dobby make you a new batch," he replied, taking the seat behind his desk. He turned and looked out the window, seemingly lost in thought.



  "Harry, you're starting to worry me," Hermione said.



  She smiled feeling a silent apology bubbling across their bond.



  " What is it?" she sent impatiently.



  " To be honest, I'm not sure. Something I remember hearing is nagging at me. I'm not sure if it's good or bad though," he replied.



  The door opened and Remus poked his head into the doorway.



  "Remus! Thank goodness," Hermione exclaimed. "He's being positively enigmatic and refusing to tell me what the problem is. He wanted to wait until you arrived."



  "Honestly, I'm not that bad," Harry protested.



  "Yes, you are," they both replied.



  Remus chuckled. "Honestly, Harry, you're like your mother in more ways than I thought. Your father couldn't keep a secret for long. But your mother? Merlin, that woman was like the rock of
  Gibraltar. When she had a secret nothing could pry it out of her."



  Hermione nodded and crossed her arms. "That's him to a tee, Remus. I have a mental link to his mind and there are times when I know less about what he's thinking than others do!"



  Harry scowled at them both. "If you're finished having a go at me, I'll tell you what is going on."



  Hermione turned to Remus and looked at him innocently. "I'm finished, how about you?" she asked.



  Harry buried his head in his heads and groaned.



  "I don't know. I suppose I'm done, but I could have another try," Remus quipped.



  "You two are evil. You know that, don't you? Evil," Harry said, then he turned to Remus. "Behave yourself or I'll trade you in on a puppy."



  He turned to Hermione. "And you!"



  She arched an eyebrow at him. "Trade him in on a puppy if you like," she replied haughtily, while jerking a thumb at Remus. "But the only thing you'll trade in with me is a bed for a
  couch," she continued over Remus' protests.



  He sank back in his chair. "I give up," he muttered.



  Hermione and Remus grinned and she stood from her chair and walked over to him. She pushed his chair back and promptly sat on his lap. When she kissed him, Remus studied the ceiling, noting the
  excellent paint job.



  "Now, tell us," Hermione said after coming up for air.



  Harry wrapped his arms around his wife. He leaned against her for a moment. "Voldemort, thanks to Snape, has replaced his wand. Apparently it never occurred to him to make a staff. Instead he
  opted for a scepter."



  "A scepter?" Remus exclaimed in surprise.



  Harry nodded. "That's nothing. The scepter seems to be really powerful. According to the Baron, Voldemort killed Peeves."



  Hermione sucked in her breath and gripped Harry tighter. Remus bowed his head. He'd always liked the pranking spirit.



  "According to the Baron, the scepter has three cores, like my staff. But listen to this, he used his own blood as one of the cores."



  Remus walked over to one of the chairs and sat down heavily. "His blood," he repeated.



  Harry nodded. "Yes, his blood."



  "I don't understand," Hermione said.



  "His blood, Hermione. What are the limitations on wand use? Or, more importantly, what would your arithmantic equations say about a power conduit that matches the power source?" Remus asked.



  Hermione looked at him, nibbling on her lip while concentrating. Suddenly her eyes flew wide. "OH!"



  "It won't mitigate everything, but it's nice to know your enemy can make dumb mistakes," Harry added.



  "Don't get overconfident, cub. It's still a powerful weapon," Remus cautioned.



  When Harry nodded, Remus stood up. "I think I want to look into this further. I'm going to drop by the library and see if we can locate information confirming this."



  "Maybe I should help him," Hermione said as she watched him leave the room.



  Harry pulled her a little closer and nibbled on her neck. "Later," he breathed against her skin and she shivered from the sensation.



  She wrapped her arms around him and laid her head against his. "Much later," she agreed.





  Haven, The Korwin Cottage, Late Evening (Jan 28th)...



  Andrew Korwin sat scribbling at a desk in his small bedroom. He had been keeping an up to date journal of everything that had happened to him since he had been rescued from Azkaban Island. He
  couldn't help it, it was the historian in him. And while the daily comings and goings of his life might appear to be inconsequential to others, to him it was important.



  He closed his book and carefully placed it in his desk. It was charmed so that only he could read it.



  He sighed, then stood and stretched. Since Murphy had broken off contact near the beginning of the month, he had waited breathlessly for his controllers to contact him. He had prodded Amhar a few
  times in the past few weeks, hoping to find something he could give his masters, but he had come up empty handed each time.



  He poured himself a stiff drink and took a deep swallow. He decided he'd take the position offered by the Ministry and almost immediately felt better, as though a weight had been lifted from his
  shoulders. He placed his glass on the table and turned to head into the bathroom when a red flash of light hit him and he slumped to the floor.



  Korwin awoke a few minutes later, confused. His arms were bound behind his back and he was silenced. He looked around wildly, his eyes bulging, when he spotted a tall, broad figure standing off to
  one side of the room.



  The man eyed him for a few minutes without speaking, then he reached into his pocket and removed a skinning knife.



  "I'm afraid you've lost your usefulness to us and our cause, Mister Korwin. Normally, Ms. Murphy would give you a warning. You know, something simple like broken kneecaps or having your daughter
  raped, but I'm afraid we have no time for pleasantries. You've become a liability and a risk we can no longer afford."



  The man walked closer and Korwin struggled with his bindings. He tried screaming but he couldn't even hear himself. Still bound, he fell from his chair and tried to crawl away from the man.



  "I'm sorry for this, Mister Korwin. We had such great hopes for you, too," said the man.



  Andrew mewled and looked pleadingly at the man.



  Lugo stepped over him, and with a deft movement, sliced Korwin's throat open. He stepped back quickly to avoid the fountaining blood. He had killed many times in his life and knew how to do it
  quickly, efficiently and with a minimum of mess landing on himself.



  Andrew looked up at the man, his mind gibbering in fear. Even as his vision dimmed, he refused to believe this was happening to him.



  Lugo walked over to the cabinet and pulled out the bottle of fire whiskey. He took a long pull on the bottle, then placed it back in the cabinet. He glanced at the body on the floor, and satisfied
  that Korwin was dead, he pulled out his wand and proceeded to use it to conceal all evidence.



  It was something he was an expert in. His started by casting a spell that laid thousands of fingerprints all over the room. It was very difficult to remove all traces of being at the scene of a
  crime, so the next best thing was to hide the evidence by burying it under a mountain of misleading information.





  Ministry of Magic, Office of the Minister (Jan 29th)...



  "Neville Longbottom is here to see you, Minister."



  "Thank you, Rose. Please send him him," Amelia replied, smiling at her secretary.



  When Neville entered, she waved him to a chair and waited while an elf served tea, using the time to observe him closely. She hadn't taken the opportunity before and now she needed to quickly form
  an opinion of the young man.



  Amelia could see that in many ways, Neville and Harry were cut from similar cloth. Both were humble men, committed to what they perceived as their mission in life. While Neville wasn't as powerful
  as Harry, the past year had instilled self confidence, which showed. Neville knew what he was all about.



  "You asked to see me, Minister?"



  "Yes, I did, Neville. You don't mind me calling you Neville, do you?" she asked.



  Neville smiled shyly and shook his head. "No, not at all, Minister."



  She nodded and leaned back in her chair. "I'll get straight to the point, Neville. We intend to send a delegation to France in the hopes that we can influence some of their neutrals in the French
  Ministry. I wanted to send Harry, but that's not possible since the French have issued a warrant for his arrest."



  "What?" he exclaimed.



  Amelia smiled. "I take it Harry didn't tell anyone then?"



  Neville, too shocked to answer, just shook his head.



  "Well, we're ignoring the warrant. For that matter, the French Ministry has isolated itself from the Wizarding Community by this action. Not a single nation is willing to honor their warrant."



  "Excuse me for asking, Minister, but what is the charge?"



  "Harry refused to provide the French with the potion to cure someone passing through the death ward. It is our written policy that the potion will be available to any country, providing they
  allow us to interrogate the person or persons who are ill. The French refused to allow us to question a group of Germans that arrived illegally. There were eight of them that were too sick to
  escape from the customs officials. They subsequently died under French care. I'll also note that another twelve did escape back to Germany, where they also died. But in their case, they never
  sought healer assistance. The Germans have made no move against Harry."



  "So the warrant is politically motivated," Neville said.



  Amelia nodded. "Yes, we think so. In any event, we had planned to send a delegation to Paris in the hopes of talking to some of the more influential members of their government. The French are
  supporting Voldemort. Not openly, of course, but their policies are clearly obstructionist in nature."



  Neville nodded thoughtfully. "Yes, I can see that. And my role?"



  "For the most part you will be the military attachÃ© to the delegation. You will attend all meetings, both formal and informal. The Ministry will be picking up the cost of the trip, so if you
  want, bring your wife with you. There will be enough after hour parties and the like to keep her busy, as well."



  "Who will be heading the delegation?"



  "Ambassador Mortimer Howe will be the official leader. He's been briefed by Department M. You and a team of three others will leave here the day after tomorrow for a seven day trip."



  Neville nodded and sipped at his tea.



  "I want to be perfectly clear about this, Neville. The French are only one small step from being openly hostile to us. Our goal is to prevent them from taking that step. However, it does mean
  that unless the Ambassador specifically orders you, you are to tell them nothing about our military capabilities or needs.



  "The muggle Ministry is concerned that the French might make a move following the war. Britain will be in a much weakened state. Our job is to try to prevent that. Baring that possibility, we
  hope to sow as much confusion as possible among the French Ministry," Amelia said tensely.



  "I didn't realize that things had gotten as bad as all that," he murmured.



  "Neither did we until we received notice of their warrant," Amelia said.



  "Alright, just one question. Why me? I can understand why you aren't sending Harry, but why me?" he asked.



  "Two reasons, Neville," Amelia said with a slight smile. "First and foremost, Harry recommended you. I wanted someone with firsthand knowledge of the fighting, preferably someone from Harry's
  group. Your Brotherhood has achieved an interesting status among the allied nations and elsewhere. Let's be honest with each other. You are all far too young to be in the roles you currently fill.
  Harry a brigade commander? He's not even twenty. But the Magical Ministries recognize the imperatives placed upon us by prophecy.



  "Because of that imperative, you and your friends have seen more action against Voldemort and his Death Eaters than most of the older men you are commanding. That gives you a degree of
  credibility, even with the muggles, that you would not have had otherwise."



  Neville smiled. He had expected this and it thrilled him to know that Harry thought him capable of doing this.



  "And the second reason?" he prompted.



  Amelia smiled thinly. "You're not related to the Malfoys," she said succinctly.



  Neville chuckled. "Actually, I do believe the families converged three centuries ago, but I don't think that saying Lucius is my sixth cousin, five times removed would help."



  Neville and Amelia shared a laugh, but both knew the decision had been made for purely pragmatic reasons. Harry thought he could do it and he was the next logical person for the job. Remus would be
  rejected due to his former condition and Tonks wouldn't go without him. The Grangers were an unknown. Terry wouldn't want to leave Susan and she had stated on many occasions that she would never
  return to France after their attack there.



  And Draco Malfoy was out of the question, for a variety of reasons, first of which was the danger his father posed to him if he left Haven.



  Neville stood, placing his cup on a small table. "Well, I guess I should return to the manor and let Ginny know we'll be taking a trip."



  Amelia held out a hand and smiled. "Thank you, Neville. Your government appreciates what you and your friends have done for us."



  Neville shook her hand and left the office.



  Amelia leaned back and breathed a sigh of relief. One problem down, she thought to herself. Only ten million more to
  go.





  Haven, The Korwin Cottage (Jan 29th)...



  "Andrew?" called Amhar from the open door.



  He frowned. He had received a note, unsigned, to meet Korwin at his cottage. But when he arrived he found the door ajar.



  He looked around nervously for a moment. It was still early morning and not many people were on the street. In fact, Korwin's cottage was fairly isolated, a point which added to Amhar's discomfort.



  He pulled his wand and carefully nudged the door open with his foot.



  The cottage was laid out exactly like his own. He was in the hallway leading to the kitchen. To the right was the door to the living room. The bedroom and bath were on the left side of the hallway.



  "Andrew?" he called louder.



  And was met with silence.



  "I got your note, Andrew," he said nervously.



  He cautiously looked in the living room area. He noted with annoyance that Korwin seemed to have finer furniture than he did.



  Moving back into the hallway, he slowly moved towards the bedroom. Again he nudged the door with his foot.



  There, on the floor, in a drying pool of blood, lay Andrew Korwin.



  "Oh, shit," Amhar whispered. He backed away from the body, making sure he touched nothing.



  The closet door opened with a loud creak. He whirled and fired without thinking.



  " Reducto !"



  The beam arced out from his wand, striking the door and splintering it. What remained fell off the broken hinges with a loud crash. A tall broad shouldered man fell face first from the closet. He
  had been hiding in there, presumably waiting for Amhar to show up.



  Amhar blanched and dropped his wand. "Shit, shit, shit," he muttered, stumbling forward to look at the man. Kneeling by his side, he turned him over and gasped. The man's face was in ruins,
  thanks to splinters from the door, but even with that handicap, he recognized Lugo, one of Marne Murphy's chief lieutenants.



  He turned away and vomited on the floor and his wand. Gaining his feet, he stood shakily, staring down at Lugo. When the man coughed once, it was enough to break Amhar from his morbid examination.



  "Oh, fuck!" he muttered. Turning away quickly, he sprinted from the room. He ran from the cottage, tearing down the street without looking where he was going. In his rush, he ran into a young
  woman, knocking her down. She scowled and started yelling at his retreating back. But he didn't slow or even look back.



  The woman, the wife of an American Auror and a former Auror herself, stood and dusted herself off. She looked down the empty street where Amhar had disappeared, then turned and looked at the
  cottage with the open door he had come from. Her instincts screamed that something was very wrong.



  Within thirty minutes the street would be jammed with Aurors from the Irish Ministry, crime scene investigators and constables controlling the curious onlookers. Inside the cottage they found a
  body, a badly injured man who was later identified as one of Ireland's leading mobsters and a wand owned by a former member of the British Wizengamot.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry walked into the dining room hoping to find himself some lunch. It had been a hectic morning and the afternoon promised more of the same. After the morning briefing, he and Draco had worked up
  a training schedule for the brigade. The Americans had assigned the command staffs that they had requested, so they would start meeting soon. There were plans to be made.



  "Good afternoon, everyone," Harry called out, then he slid into his favorite seat next to Hermione.



  He nodded to the chorus of hellos he received, then he glanced over at Hermione, who was looking entirely too smug.



  Picking up the sandwich that appeared on his plate, he bit into and closed his eyes in real pleasure. Dobby always knew what he wanted. "So, what are you looking
  so smug about?" he asked his wife.



  " Don't talk with your mouth full," she replied primly.



  " Love, in case you haven't noticed, I don't use my mouth to talk to you like this," he replied.



  " I don't care. It's the principle of the thing. Besides, it's good manners."



  Harry frowned. "Wait a second here. Only you and I can hear this conversation. It's totally private. Are you saying we need to have good manners even when we're
  alone together?" he asked incredulously.



  " Of course."



  " Let me see if I understand you. We should behave ourselves, even when we're alone, because it's good manners right?"



  Hermione paused. She knew his tone. There was a trap somewhere nearby but she couldn't see it.



  " Of course," she replied worriedly. She could feel his wry amusement flooding down the bond.



  " So, then it would be bad manners for me to do this?" he asked, then he reached out and touched her aura, triggering several critical nerve clusters.



  Hermione's face flushed and she shivered slightly. She turned and glared at him.



  " I'm just asking for you to clarify your position, although I have to admit I've never complained about any position you've been in."



  She blushed again and stared at Harry. "Oh, alright! I'll concede your point, but you better plan on fixing this now!"



  Harry blinked and smiled evilly at her. "Now? Here on the table in front of everyone? Hermione I'm shocked! That wouldn't be proper would it?"



  Two can play this game, she thought to herself.



  " Well, the table wouldn't be as comfortable as a bed, and we'd have to push stuff onto the floor, but I'm game if you are," she replied.



  She chuckled when Harry suddenly blushed. He stared down at his plate.



  " Would you settle for after lunch?" he asked.



  She nodded eagerly.



  "You know," Remus said, "at least when James and Lily flirted, they did it aloud so that others could hear them and know what they were up to. You two sit there looking at each other and
  blushing. All we can do is sit here thinking that you're sending dirty thoughts to each other."



  Hermione looked at him and her eyes twinkled mischievously. "We are sending dirty thoughts to each other, Remus. You don't need to listen to them. I'm sure Tonks would be willing to share her
  thoughts with you."



  Tonks looked up from her plate. "Here? On the table? In front of everyone?"



  Remus choked on his drink and started coughing, while Harry and Hermione shared an amused glance.



  Ginny looked up from the parchment she had been scribbling on. "This table is too uncomfortable. But there's a coffee table in the upstairs sitting room that's..."



  She trailed off and blushed furiously. Neville looked as if he wanted to climb under the table and hide.



  "What are you writing, Ginny?" Harry asked, trying to get the conversation out of the realm of too much information.



  She glanced down at the parchment. "Oh, this? Hermione told me to make a list of the things I need to bring on our trip to Paris," she said.



  Neville looked at his wife fondly. When he had told her the news, she'd been terrified at first. But he reminded her that she'd done wonderfully when they went to New York before Christmas. She was
  determined to not only be a good wife to Neville, but an asset to his career. And she saw this trip as a major opportunity for her husband to shine without Harry helping him.



  Hermione looked at Harry smugly, happy that Ginny liked her idea. Around the table, people started offering suggestions of things for her to pack.



  Dobby appeared next to Harry and handed him a note.



  He read O'Dalley's message, his anxiety growing with each passing second.



  "Can I have everyones attention please?" he asked.



  Everyone turned to look at him.



  "Sometime between now and midnight last night, Andrew Korwin was murdered. This morning, Amhar Coeur de Lion was seen fleeing Korwin's cottage. His wand was found near Korwin's body, and so was a
  badly injured man, who they have positively identified as being one of Ireland's most dangerous mobsters.



  "Coeur de Lion has left Haven and, presumably, the country, but we have no proof of that yet."



  Harry paused and took a sip of his drink. "Neville, they are increasing the size of the security detail on your group. I want you to check with whoever they put in charge of the detail and make
  sure you're all adequately covered. Coeur de Lion is dangerous and I don't want anyone getting hurt by him."



  "I'll get on it after lunch," Neville replied.



  Hermione reached over and grabbed Harry's hand. He smiled at her reassuringly, then looked around at the others. "For the next few days, I'm going to increase the warding on the manor. I don't
  want him slipping into our home unnoticed."



  "I'll speak with the elves, Harry. Perhaps they can keep an eye out for him in Haven, as well as the surrounding area," Remus offered.



  "Good, do that, please, Remus," Harry said with a sigh. He looked down at his half eaten lunch and his appetite evaporated.



  " Eat, Harry. I'll not have you getting sick because you were too worried to eat. Besides, you need your strength for our after lunch dessert," she sent
  him, her tone half serious and half playful.



  He smiled at her once more and picked up his sandwich. Merlin, I do love this girl, he thought.





  Author's Notes:



  "There were a lot of reviews this last chapter," Alyx said in awe.



  "I know," Bob replied smugly. "I made an off hand comment and they crawled out of the woodwork to make themselves heard. I'm so proud of the little buggers."



  "You can't call them that, they are our readers," Alyx protested.



  Bob buffed his nails on his shirt. "I know, but I used this newer, faster computer to call them that. It went by so fast they never even noticed it.



  Alyx stared at Bob incredulously, then she remembered there were other reasons she married him, being a Rocket Scientist wasn't one of them.



  "Yes dear," She said, then fell silent hoping she'd be able to get to edit this file one last time before he posted it.



  Just for the record, the bit about the pod people was not a dig to get reviews. It was Bob's attempt to explain the cliffy we...er he left you without
  getting skinned alive. Though we are always happy to hear from readers, and are thankful to those who do review, we certainly don't want you to feel obligated to do so.



  To those who've just recently found our story, thanks for joining us!



  Yes, Bob's computer problems seem to be solved. Granted, it took a new machine to do it, but he's certainly not complaining!



  I want to state that the bloopers we have at the end of each AN is not a jab at anyone. Look, folks, if we wanted to take a poke at someone for missing a typo (and Merlin knows I've done that
  enough with our own work!), we would have included the author's name and the URL where the story can be found. But we don't, because that would be mean spirited and petty. Bloopers are something
  every writer has to deal with and if we can't laugh about them, we might as well stop writing, don't you think?



  With that said, there won't be any more bloopers, at least not for awhile. When Bob's computer when belly up, it took the blooper file with it.



  Kendiara: Charlie was told about his parents divorcing, but little else for a reason. Both of his parents felt that he was safer in Romania. Had they spilled all the dirty little details about the
  split, Charlie would have rushed back to Britain. Molly and Arthur had enough children in harms way without forcing another into danger. Sure, it wasn't the smartest thing to have done. Charlie
  came to more grief not knowing the details than he may have if they'd been upfront with him. But no one (well, except Bob and I) knew what was going to happen.



  In this series, we've tried to show that not everyone is perfect. Sometimes people are left behind. Sometimes vital pieces of information are left out in the rush to get a job done. Sometimes the
  choices we make come back to haunt us. In the end, we all do the best we can with the circumstances we find ourselves in.



  Master Ktulu: What do you know about Bob's deep longings? Stop looking in our windows, buddy, or I'll talk Bob into more cliffies! ~Snickers~



  Did you honestly think we'd kill of Minerva? Come now, you should know us better than that! Oh, wait, maybe that's the problem. Well, in any case, she's alive. For now...



  I want to state very clearly that I win many arguments, just not the ones Bob puts down in writing. Ah, the imagination is a wonderful thing, isn't it honey?



  Will there be more about Hermione's clashing beliefs with the Brotherhood? Possibly, though probably not a great deal. That aspect of the story could very well take a chapter or two all on its own.
  I'm sure we'll address it from time to time, but don't look for an in depth expose about Paganism vs. Catholicism.



  We're the cruelest, most evil authors you've run across? Thank you, we're so proud! ~Beams brightly~



  Kill Peeves? What kind of authors do you take us for? Wait, don't answer that!



  The wizarding world in Britain rejecting the Magna Carta was a case of the pure bloods rejecting anything muggle. As the Magna Carta was a muggle document, there was no way they were going to sign
  it. Being as they placed so much importance on blood, turning their noses up at someone of royal blood would have smacked of hypocrisy, and just might have given the mudbloods the wrong impression.
  After all, if royal blood was something to sneer at, what importance could having pure blood really be?



  Yes. Yes, you're right. Bob is the diabolical one! I'm constantly trying to rein in his bloodthirsty ideas and scale them back to something a little
  less...well, diabolical. Yep, that's how it works. ~Polishes her halo~



  Krystal: We'll see what we can do. We're always looking for willing victims!



  MarinePotterfan: I don't think you called off the air strike in time, as Bob's old computer is kaput. He thanks you for that! His new system is a huge improvement.



  DrT: It was an obvious idea to us, so we aren't surprised that someone else has thought of it too. It's fun, fresh and opens up whole new subplots that have never (or rarely) been thought of
  before. For what it's worth, neither Bob nor I think you stole the idea from us.



  The authorities never really suspected someone from the school to be the murder. They only saw someone run in the direction of the school once, and there is a lot of ground between Haven and the
  school. The murder could have gone anywhere, really.



  As for the blooper posted in the last chapter, yes, Bob realized there was more than one mistake made in the sentence. However, my husband has a thing for "jugs" if you will, and chose to
  fixate on that. I'm doing my best to help him with his problem.



  Someone wanted to know where we live. After the death threats we've gotten over the cliffy from last chapter, I'm sure you understand why we're reluctant to give out that information. However, I
  can tell you that we're in Northern Idaho, about 60 miles from the Canadian border. If you're interested, you could probably look at a map and find the city nearest us.



  The jewels Emma Granger wore were borrowed. As for the family crest, that will come later.



  Leticia: Thank you ever so much for that image of Prince Charles. ~Wanders off, pale, disillusioned and nauseous~



  Treck: I am innocent, damnit! It's all Bob's fault!



  That's it, folks. For those who celebrate, we hope you all had a great Thanksgiving!



  ~Alyx and Bob~
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 25 - French Fried Troubles

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  The crate was huge. So big in fact that it was difficult to see around it. Slowly it was pushed onto the stage.



  Alyx looked up from the stage manager's position and frowned. "Now what?" she mumbled under her breath, then she walked out onto the stage. From around the far end came a huffing sound. Curious
  she walked around the crate.



  On the far side of the huge crate she found Bob, busily trying to pry the crate open.



  "What are you doing? This is supposed to be the disclaimer!" she exclaimed.



  Without even turning he whipped out a piece of paper and handed it to her, then turned back to the nearly open crate.



  She glanced down at the paper and read.



  "ACME PREFABRICATED DISCLAIMERS! WE DISCLAIM ANYTHING! Some assembly required."



  She frowned and looked up, hoping to tell him to stop playing around, but his "AHA!" caused her to back away quickly.



  The side of the crate snapped away as if under great pressure. It flew at high speed into the audience and someone screamed. Alyx winced.



  Then there came a rumble from the crate as thousands, no, make that millions of pieces came tumbling out, nearly burying Bob under their weight.



  "BOB!" Alyx shouted. "We don't have time for this!"



  Bob, waist deep in disclaimer parts, looked up at Alyx. "Don't worry, the audience is patient. Besides, this will be a really cool disclaimer when I get it assembled, now go get me the three
  quarter inch lug nut wrench."



  Alyx stamped her foot down. "I'm not going to lug his nuts around," she muttered darkly, then she gave him her patented Alyx Death Glare (4 10D +8), but Bob countered with his shield of Wife
  Ignore (Infinite Uses, but use at your own peril)



  Alyx sighed and banged her head against the wall, then turned to the audience.



  "I'm sorry, but our disclaimer it seems will be delayed this chapter. I assure you however that we make no claim to owning anything but the computers we type this stuff up on," she said
  contritely.



  "HEY! Do you know this is nuclear powered! How cool is that? And it comes with a remote!" exclaimed Bob.



  Muttering, Alyx stormed off the stage.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 25






  Hogwarts Castle (Feb 1st)...



  Pei Chung pushed the corpse off his body and slowly stood up. He glanced down at the muggle girl, killed by his hand, and smiled briefly. Pei was a sadist with very peculiar tastes. He enjoyed his
  women, but more importantly, he enjoyed killing them just as they climaxed. It was the only way he could achieve orgasm himself these days. It was something he'd accepted long ago, as it had been a
  part of his life for the past forty years.



  Stepping over the body, he put on his robes. He would meet with Master Voldemort soon. The two men were developing an interesting relationship, based partially on both mutual respect and distrust.
  Pei Chung had brought his entire Iron Wand tong to Britain to offer their services to Voldemort. In return, Voldemort granted him ownership of the far east.



  Magically, Voldemort was clearly his superior, but Chung was older and more studied than Voldemort. That meant that Voldemort needed his expertise. It was a card he would play to the fullest.



  He left the sumptuous quarters that Voldemort had granted him and walked in a stately fashion down to the Great Hall where the Dark Lord held his audiences. Behind him his two body guards fell into
  step.



  As he entered the Great Hall, Voldemort looked up from the ancient texts he was studying.



  "Brother Chung, come and see. This manuscript suggests that we might be able to open a hole in the ward, rather then trying to drop it."



  Chung walked to the table and his bodyguards fell back silently, taking position by the doors. "Yes, I checked the equations last night. The ward appears to be self sustaining, drawing power from
  the Ley lines. The amount of power that would be needed in order to drop the entire ward would be enormous. But poking a hole should be..."



  He trailed off and stared at the book Voldemort had been reading. The book lifted off the table and slowly floated away from the table.



  Voldemort turned and followed Chung's gaze. His eyes widened and he pulled his scepter. "Show yourself!" he roared.



  A page was torn from the book and vanish in a puff a smoke, then something giggled gaily.



  Voldemort roared, seeing the precious book being destroyed.



  " Reducto !" shouted one of his Death Eaters, thinking to help his master. The curse sailed through the empty air, then struck the book, which exploded
  in a spray of parchment confetti.



  " Avada Kedavra !" snarled Voldemort, killing the Death Eater.



  The laughter continued. "Blind as a bat and getting fat!" sang a familiar voice.



  Peeves slowly became visible and Voldemort, spotting the pesky poltergeist, fired off another killing curse.



  The curse hit Peeves squarely in the chest and the Poltergeist wailed and shook like a dervish. His entire body began to glow and he looked at that Dark Lord with undisguised glee.



  "You shouldn't've done that!" Peeves proclaimed, then he split into two, and those two split into two again. Finally a fifth poltergeist appeared hovering above the four.



  "Me brothers!" Peeves proclaimed loudly. Voldemort gasped and Brother Chung winced visibly. "Miffs, Irks, Hacks and Vex!"



  As he introduced each poltergeist, the creature floated forward, performed a rude hand gesture, then bowed.



  Voldemort growled and instantly went for his scepter. The five poltergeists split up, heading in different directions. Two of the poltergeists, Vex and Irks, paused long enough to grab Brother
  Chung by his shoulders, before continuing their headlong dive towards the nearest wall. They didn't seemed the slightest bit perturbed over the fact that they could pass through the wall and
  Brother Chung couldn't. He slid to the floor, unconscious.



  The last thing Chung heard was Voldemort telling a terrified Mulciber to find a necromancer or be prepared to undergo the ritual.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Hermione's eyes opened in the darkened bedroom and it took her a moment to figure out what had woke her up. The bed trembled and shook underneath her and she reached out in alarm to touch her
  husband. Harry was shivering violently and heat rolled off him in waves. He had complained the night before of feeling achy, but neither of them had thought much of it at the time.



  Her touch woke him and he blinked groggily at her.



  "You're sick!" she exclaimed.



  "It's not like I asked for this to happen," he snapped back, then shivered again. Then the unthinkable happened and he sneezed.



  The house shook and rumbled. There was a bright flash of light and a loud groaning sound from the eastern section of the manor. Hermione leapt from the bed in shock and hurriedly put on her robe.
  Harry sneezed again and someone screamed, a loud whining noise could be heard from the lawn. She glanced outside and saw something huge sitting on the lawn, but her mind refused to believe what she
  saw.



  She cringed, seeing Harry about to sneeze again, but Dobby appeared and held up a hand to his forehead. Harry's eyes rolled up in his head and he slumped back on the bed.



  "Mistress, please be getting Miss Narcissa. The master is ill and his magic is not under his control right now," Dobby said worriedly.



  Hermione nodded and had turned towards the door when she spotted Crookshanks. Harry's uncontrolled burst of magic had given him wings and her familiar was happily gliding around the room. She shook
  her head and went to the door.



  Before she could reach the nob, it turned and the door opened. Narcissa entered, followed by Remus and a very disgruntled Tonks, who seemed to be suffering from a transfiguration accident if the
  duck bill and feet where anything to go by.



  Hermione blinked in confusion. Everything she'd read indicated a metamorph wasn't capable of changing into anything but humans!



  Narcissa pushed Hermione of out the way and walked to Harry. She nodded gratefully to to the elf. "I have him now, Dobby," she said, pulling out her wand. Casting a spell to keep Harry
  unconscious, she then began to pull potion bottles out of her bag.



  "Hasn't anyone ever told you to go to a healer as soon as you start feeling ill?" she asked Hermione angrily. Harry was still out cold on the bed.



  "But it was just a cold!" Hermione protested.



  Narcissa sighed and shook her head. "Muggles," she swore under her breath, then turned to fully face the younger witch.



  "Hermione, you were raised by muggles; so was Harry. That's served you well in many things, but the one thing you cannot allow is for Harry or yourself to become sick. As soon as you think you're
  coming down with something, go to a healer. Harry's magic is out of control and it's going to take all day for the potions to put him back to rights so he can control it. It's true we don't get
  sick as often as muggles do, but when we do, it's more dangerous for us. And the stronger we are, the more dangerous we can be. Look out on the lawn!"



  Hermione walked over to the window and gasped. The Aer Lingus aircraft was huge! The doors had been blown and the landing chutes deployed. Even now, the muggle passengers were scrambling from the
  plane.



  "He pulled it from the sky, Hermione," Remus said softly. "I've alerted Amelia and they're sending every obliviator they can get their hands on, but this is going to be a major mess..."



  He frowned as one of the engines, all four of which were still running, began to whine and thick black smoke started to pour from the back of it. Flames appeared quickly and started to lick around
  the edges of the cowling.



  Elves from the manor began appearing all over the lawn and they pooled their magic to put out the flames. Unfortunately, they were also causing a panic among the muggles. He nodded to himself.
  "Now that makes sense," he muttered.



  "Remus?"



  "See the engine? The plane was going to crash. That's why his magic pulled it down."



  Hermione blinked and stared at the crowd of people backing away from both the plane and the elves. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the group of wizards coming up the road to the crowd.
  Someone touched her side and she noted Tonks standing next to her.



  "Tonks, why were you changing into a duck? I didn't think a metamorph could do that."



  Tonks glared at her and Remus choked back a laugh. "She didn't. She was changing when she got hit by some of Harry's magic. I think it will wear off, otherwise we'll have to wait until Harry can
  undo it."



  Hermione shook her head and looked at the others in the room She grinned when she spotted Luna, who seemed to be fascinated by Crookshanks.



  "Amazing. The last recorded flight of a Kneazle was over a millennia ago," Luna murmured. Fuzz looked up from her shoulder at the flying Kneazle and meeped at him.



  Narcissa joined Hermione and handed her a steaming goblet. "Drink this. I'm dosing everyone, just to be on the safe side."



  She took the goblet and downed it quickly. The steam that escaped her ears quickly soaked and straightened her hair, causing it lay limply along her shoulders.



  Narcissa moved from person to person, handing out doses and making sure everyone took theirs. When she was done, she turned to her bag to put things away and Crookshanks sneezed, loudly. Sighing,
  she shook her head. "I'll send for Hagrid."



  "Will he be alright?" Hermione asked anxiously.



  "I don't know, Hermione. I'm a healer trainee, not an animal specialist," Narcissa said grumpily.



  "I meant Harry," Hermione said, flushing.



  Narcissa blinked. "Oh! Yes, he'll be fine. He'll sleep most of today and tonight, By tomorrow morning he'll never know he was sick. If he wakes, Dobby knows what to do. The potions will keep him
  drowsy and Dobby will see that he eats something. I'll check in on him every couple hours."



  "We'll help keep an eye on him, Cissy," Emma offered, coming up to stand behind her daughter.



  Dan glanced out the window and frowned. "What will they do with that mess?" he asked, pointing a finger out the window.



  "The obliviators will take care of it, Dan," Remus said.



  "And the plane?"



  Remus frowned. "I'm not sure."



  "Can I make a suggestion?"



  "What do you have in mind?"



  "We're close enough to the coast. Shrink the plane, move it to the ocean, then obliviate everyone and make them think they survived a water landing thanks to the skill of the pilot and co-pilot.
  We don't have much time, but if we do this right, everyone can be moved to the coast and 'rescued' in a hour or two. Heck, you could even return the plane to full size and sink it. That would
  provide the evidence the muggle authorities need," Dan offered.



  Remus smiled. "Come on, Dan. I see O'Dalley out there. Let's go talk with him."



  Hermione watched her father and Remus leave the room, then she turned back to the bed. Looking at her husband, she sighed wearily.



  "What is it, Hermione?" her mother asked.



  "I warned him only a week ago that he was pushing himself too hard. He gets so caught up in what he's doing that he tends to forget things like eating and sleeping."



  "He's not always going to be like that, Hermione. Two days ago I was coming back from the school and I caught him watching a pick up game of Quidditch, mostly little kids on training brooms. He
  asked me if, after the war, it would be alright if he took you to some beach somewhere and did nothing but lay in the sun for a month," Emma said, smiling at the memory. "Tell me something,
  darling. What would Harry would do if he thought you were working yourself too hard?"



  Hermione frowned. "I see your point, Mum. I could have been more assertive with him."



  Emma placed an arm around her daughter's shoulders. "You're still learning. You and Harry are newlyweds. Finding out where the limits are is half the fun. I'm surprised that they didn't mention
  this at school. How are the muggle born supposed to know better?"



  Hermione crossed her arms and ducked her head to avoid being hit by Crookshanks. "I suppose they rely on the other students to warn the muggle born."



  Emma scowled. "That's a sloppy way of doing things. I think I'll mention this to Minerva next time I'm up at the school."



  "How is she doing? I don't get up to the school as much as I'd like to," Hermione said sadly.



  "She's recovered, but I think that brush with death has made a change in her. How can anyone go through that and not be changed?" Emma replied.



  "Changed? In what way?"



  "She's mellowed a little. She smiles more often now and her comments don't have that biting edge they used to have. She's quickly becoming a favorite among the first years."



  Hermione shook her head. It was a difficult concept to imagine. She had a great deal of respect for the Headmistress, but she found it difficult to envision. A softer McGonagall? She'd have to see
  that for herself.





  British Embassy, 18bis rue d’Anjou, Paris...



  The phone buzzed softly and the girl picked it up. She listened for a moment before replying with a simple, "Yes, sir."



  She looked up at the three men sitting uncomfortably in the waiting room. "The Ambassador will see you now, gentlemen."



  She stood and walked to a door, holding it open for them. She smiled sweetly at the two older men and eyed Neville with interest. His training had bulked him up considerably. With the added muscle
  and his new close cropped hairstyle, he cut a dashing figure.



  "Gentlemen! Please, do come in," called a man sitting behind a desk.



  The young woman followed them in. She bustled about at a silver tea service, then she served tea to everyone.



  "Thank you, Bonnie. That will be all for now," the Ambassador said.



  He waited until the woman left the office before he spoke again. "I am Ambassador Howe. You are the gentlemen that Department M warned me about, correct?"



  "Yes, sir," said the most senior man. "Allow me to introduce myself and my companions. I am Geoffrey Collington, team leader. Normally, I am attached to our Department of Foreign Affairs as a
  senior undersecretary. To my left is Chadwick Talbot, from our Economics office. And finally, Neville Longbottom, military liaison."



  The Ambassador stood and walked around his desk. He shook their hands, then leaned back against his desk. "According to the PM, I'm supposed to be talking to the French, sounding them out about
  post war policies and the like, while you gentlemen will be...?"



  Collington looked a little sheepish. "I'm afraid you have the easier part of it, Ambassador. The French Ministry of Magic has all but declared open war on our Government in Exile. Our job is to
  meet with the moderates in the French Ministry and see what, if anything, can be done to get them back to a more neutral position."



  Ambassador Howe nodded and returned to his seat. "Yes, well, my staff, along with help from our Department M, have put together a briefing on the people you'll be meeting tomorrow. Tonight,
  however, I'd like to extend an invitation for you to join us for a welcoming bash. We don't have many opportunities to celebrate here, so we grab anything we can."



  Collington nodded, looking pleased. "We'd be honored, Mr. Ambassador. May we bring our wives with us?"



  Howe looked surprised for a moment, then he smiled widely. "Splendid! Since you brought your wives along, we'll see about getting some music. The ladies do love a good dance. I know this seems a
  bit odd, but with all that is going on at home we look for any excuse to take our minds off the troubles back home."



  Neville relaxed. Ginny was going to love this!





  Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire, 7 rue NÃ©laton, Paris...



  "Cigarette?" asked the man.



  Amhar Coeur de Lion shook his head. His trip from Ireland to France had been a harrowing one and it showed. He had dropped weight and his eyes were ringed with dark circles. He hadn't the power to
  directly apparate to France, so he'd had to move covertly until he could purchase a portkey. The word on the street in Ireland was that both Marne Murphy and the Irish MLE were looking for him.



  He had spent nearly seventy percent of his available cash getting this far. He'd made landfall in Normandy using an illegal portkey, then he'd contacted some friends he knew in the government. That
  had led him to this place.



  The DST, or Department of Territorial Surveillance, was in-charge of the internal security of France and the organization closely tied to the French Ministry of Magic. Not quite as violent as the
  DGSE, the DST still had a formidable reputation. It's opponents routinely vanished without a trace.



  Amhar looked around at the bleak room. His friends had assured him that they would take good care of him, but his surroundings failed to support those assurances. The building was old, and this
  particular room looked like as though it hadn't been painted since the building was first built, back in 1944.



  The man across from him had cold eyes. He looked at Amhar as though he was judging him.



  He puffed idly on his cigarette and watched Amhar. After ten minutes of silence, he finally spoke. "What is it you want from us, Monsieur?"



  "I can help you," Amhar said, seizing the chance to prove he was useful. "I know things about the British Ministry that you don't know."



  The man leaned back in his chair and crossed his legs. So, the report was right, he thought to himself. This coward is
  willing to turn traitor.



  "Pardon, Monsieur, but what makes you think you have information we are interested in?" asked the man as he casually snubbed out his cigarette.



  Amhar leaned forward and placed his hands on the table. "I know things, things that will interested your people. For all his holier-than-thou attitude, Potter is no better than anyone else. He is
  harboring dark creatures and those using dark magic!"



  "IntÃ©ressant," said the man, sound anything but. "But what have you, really? You have accusations, yes? But where is your proof?"



  Amhar pulled back slightly. "I am no one's fool, sir. I have brought the proof with me, but it's safely hidden. And don't think you can send someone to toss my room at the hotel for it, either.
  I've hidden it someplace safe. I can help you. I know things beyond what Potter is doing, things about the current Minister and her staff."



  The man lifted a sheet of parchment. "Yes, we have a delegation from your Ministry here now. They arrived early this morning. A Geoffrey Collington, Chadwick Talbot, and a Neville Longbottom."



  Amhar looked up sharply. "Longbottom? He's here? Did he come alone?"



  "No, Monsieur Longbottom is accompanied by Madame Longbottom," replied the man.



  Amhar leaned back on his chair and smiled for the first time in over a week. "I think you will find it to your advantage to hear what I'm about to tell you, my friend," he said softly.





  Hotel Napoleon, Paris...



  Ginny walked into the large suite, humming softly to herself. She and the other women had gone shopping and she was grateful for their help. She had never payed much attention to muggles, much to
  her father's disappointment, and that lack was coming home to roost here in Paris. Geoffrey had called his wife, Cecilia, earlier in the day and told her that they'd each need a cocktail dress for
  dinner and dancing later tonight.



  Ginny nearly panicked at the thought. Neville had tried on several occasions to make her understand that while the Longbottom's weren't as rich as the Potters, they were still fairly well off. In
  fact, Neville despaired over her attitude of pinching every knut until it screamed. He'd obtained a Gringotts card and told her to use it, but she was still reluctant to spend any money. Today,
  he'd simply contacted Cecilia and asked her to see that Ginny purchased a dress she looked good in.



  After he had talked to Cecilia, he'd made a few other arrangements.



  Ginny looked around the suite and shook her head. She was surprised that the Ministry had spent so much on such lavish accommodations for her and Neville. She didn't know that Neville had upgraded
  their rooms.



  Walking into the bedroom, she laid her dress across the bed and opened the shopping bag she held. Taking out the new shoes and evening bag she'd bought to go with her dress, she placed them both
  next to the bed and smiled.



  Thinking of taking a shower, she moved towards the bathroom, only to stop when someone knocked on the door of the suite.



  Frowning, she drew her wand and walked to the door. "Who is it?" she called.



  "Pardon, Madam, but your husband scheduled you for a masseuse before your party this evening," said a female voice.



  Surprised, Ginny opened the door and a strong looking older woman bustled in, pushing a large portable table in front of her.



  "Come, m'cherie. Your husband, he wants you... relÃ¢chÃ©?" the woman paused and thought hard for a moment. "Relaxed, no?"



  Ginny nodded mutely, surprised at this sudden turn of events. The older woman smiled at her. "Mon, but you are a pretty one. Now, come, get undressed and up on the table," she said, then handed
  Ginny a large towel.



  A few minutes later, Ginny was all but purring under the knowledgeable fingers of the older woman. The masseuse kept up a running dialog, prodding Ginny in half English, half French, to reveal she
  was a newlywed and here with her husband on diplomatic business.



  An hour later, Ginny was firmly told to go take her bath because the hotel stylist would be up in an hour and a half to help her with her hair.



  Bemused, she wandered into the opulent bath room. Filling the tub with hot water, she sank into the heat and moaned with pleasure.



  When Neville arrived back at the suite two hours later, he had time enough to drop his briefcase before catching the redhead who flung herself into his arms.



  Ginny, half dressed and wearing a plastic hair cap to protect her styled hair, grabbed him in a hug and kissed him so hard she left him weak in the knees.



  Finally, she backed away and glared at him. "Neville Longbottom, just what do you think you're doing, spending all that money?"



  Neville blinked and slowly came back to earth. Then he scowled. "Didn't you enjoy being pampered?" he asked.



  Ginny crossed her arms and huffed at him. "That isn't the point here."



  Neville steered her over to a chair and pulled her down into his lap. "Oh, I think it is, Ginevra. This has been a sore point for us since before we married. Look, we may not be as rich as Harry,
  but we're still rich. I've told you this before, but it doesn't seem to sink in.



  "My share of the Longbottom inheritance comes to some twenty-one million galleons. Twenty-one, love, and that's grown by nearly a million galleons since Harry let me invest in Potter's
  Portals," he said, then he hugged her to him. "You grew up in a family where money was tight. We might not command the attention of Gringotts the way the Potters do, but we're well off, Ginny.
  You don't have to make your own bread if you don't want to. You certainly don't need to squeeze every knut like it's our last.



  "What happened to you today is simply because I wanted you to feel pampered and taken care of. It's not something that will happen everyday. But I wanted you to know how much I love you."



  Ginny's expression softened as he spoke and she slid a hand up to caress his cheek. "You silly man," she whispered. "You don't have to spend a fortune on me to tell me how much you love
  me."



  "I know, but that isn't going to stop me," he replied, grinning. He knew this was one argument she couldn't win. Ginny had blasted into his life, forever changing him. He marveled at the
  changes his friends had brought about in him and smiled to himself. If only Great Uncle Algie could see me now, he thought. His great uncle had fled the
  country when the troubles started, moving in with a distant relation in Canada.



  Laughing, she poked him in the chest. "You need to get washed and dressed. And don't drink too much wine tonight. I have plans for thanking you later that require you being awake."



  Ginny climbed off his lap and stood up, hands on her hips, giving him a mock glare. It would have been more impressive if she weren't dressed in her bra and panties, and trying to hide a smile.



  "Hey, that happened only once," he protested. "Besides, I was helping Draco. You know I'd do anything for a friend."



  "Yes, I know, but that doesn't include drinking two bottles of wine," she said sharply. "Now, go get ready."



  He stood and laughed softly, then gave her a quick kiss on the cheek before heading into the bedroom. Once inside, he frowned, looking at the two trunks. Ginny had split their stuff between the two
  and he still wasn't sure why she thought he needed a trunk all to himself.



  He opened the trunk and reached in, only to pull out an oar. He stopped and stared at it. An oar? he mused. Placing the oar off to one side, he reached
  inside the trunk again and withdrew a ski pole.



  Neville frowned and picked up the oar. Carrying the odd equipment, he walked out into the living room again. "Gin? Why do we have a ski pole and an oar with us?"



  Ginny looked up from the book she had been reading. "You know, I wondered that myself. I made the list of things to bring with us like Hermione suggested, then Remus suggested items to carry in
  case of an emergency. I thought he was putting one over on me, but even Tonks agreed it was a good idea and started suggesting things to put on the list. Then Harry made a few suggestions and
  Hermione got into the act, as well. Although, now that I think about it, I have no clue what kind of emergency would require Hogwarts: A History ."



  Neville made a strangling noise in his throat, then he shook his head ruefully. "Honey, you've been had again."



  Ginny's expression darkened as she contemplated her response in her never ending prank war. Her pranks were fiendishly clever and usually quite embarrassing. Her problem was that no matter how hard
  she tried, she couldn't see a prank coming even if it waved a flag and blew a whistle. Her brothers had learned not to prank her because of her return salvos, but Remus was usually capable of side
  stepping her return attacks, letting others get caught in them.



  Neville walked back into the bedroom hoping to find his suit in the trunk full of strange stuff.





  Padfoot Manor (Feb 5th)...



  Harry stared down at the parchments in front of him as everyone filed into the room. This was their first morning briefing since his illness. He had been mortified to discover the extent of the
  damage he had caused. Tonks' failed morphing had taken all day to wear off, and Crookshanks still had his wings, though only because he flew away whenever someone approached him. Hermione already
  had a plan for capturing the flying feline, but privately he thought her plan resembled something he'd once seen in a cartoon.



  Surprisingly, the incident with the airplane turned out to be the easiest item to fix. Dan's plan worked exactly as predicted and the pilot and co-pilot were being hailed as international heroes.
  No, the damage done to the manor was where the problem lay. During one of his sneezes, he had conjured a whole new wing to the manor. The elves weren't pleased by the sudden addition of twenty new
  bedrooms, and they were still waiting for an engineering company to survey the new wing to see if it was structurally stable.



  He sighed and looked up at his grinning friends. He knew what was coming.



  "So, Harry, pull down any airplanes I need to know about?" Amelia asked with a laugh.



  Caleb, Draco and Remus chuckled wickedly. Harry groaned and placed his head into his hands.



  "I'm not going to live this down am I?" he asked, his voice muffled by his hands.



  He looked up and was surprised to see Charles Stanton entering the room. He took a seat behind Caleb.



  "Shall we get on with the briefing, then? You can hold your insults and jokes until later," Harry said.



  "Very well," Amelia said. "But remind me later. I think I still have a few jokes to use."



  Remus snorted in his tea, spraying himself and trying to contain his laughter. This was a side of Amelia she rarely showed. Harry grinned at the Marauder's discomfort.



  "The Irish have returned Miss Quirke to Haven Hospital where Healer August is still trying to help her. The Irish tried but failed. She's insane and cannot stand trial, and her ability to control
  people makes her extremely dangerous. The Irish felt that perhaps the close proximity of her parents might help," O'Dalley said, getting the meeting underway.



  Harry sighed and bowed his head slightly. "I wish we had known about Orla before we destroyed the dagger. We might have done it differently and helped her in the process."



  "Harry," Hermione chided gently. "You know we've talked about this."



  He looked at her defiantly. "Yes, I know. We can't save everyone. But she was safe, dammit!" he exclaimed, then he pounded his fist on the desk. "She was safe in the school, away from the
  war!"



  "Yes, she was safe, Harry," Charles Stanton said calmly. He leaned back and stretched out his legs in front of him and his expression grew thoughtful. "I don't think there are many instances
  in history where anyone has done what you've done. The evacuation at Dunkirk or the evacuation of the Dutch Jews in World War II might be close. Nearly overnight, most of the Jews were moved, just
  hours ahead of the Nazi arrest teams. In both of those instances, people were moved to a place of relative safety.



  "That's the key word, Harry, relative. Orla Quirke was a smart witch who, through no fault of her own, found herself involved in the war. The war sought her out deliberately and destroyed her,
  despite her being 'safe'. You and your people have done something unique and it's only been done a few times in history. You moved a small, but significant portion of the Wizarding population of
  Britain to safety. I've seen the reports. When you count in the people rescued from the camps you have brought nearly twelve percent of the wizards in Britain to safety. And that, my young friend,
  is nothing to sneeze at."



  Harry peered at Charles and wondered if the comment was a hidden dig at him. With a mental shrug, he decided it wasn't. Charles had a different type of humor and dry wit wasn't part of it. He
  nodded to his American friend and turned back to Amelia.



  "What's next?"



  "I've heard from Geoffrey Collington. He's the head of our mission to Paris. They've met several times with moderate members of the French Ministry. So far, they have very little to show for
  their efforts. The simple fact is the moderates are heavily outnumbered and they are already supporting us. Mr. Longbottom filed a concise and compelling analysis concerning the state of the French
  Ministry and their interaction with the Muggle government, which frankly has me astounded. He's picked up on nuances that Collington and Ambassador Howe have missed entirely."



  Amelia frowned and pulled out a parchment. "He also sent a coded message that we haven't been able to decode. It's addressed to you, Harry."



  Harry reached across the desk, but Amelia held the note close to her and looked at him with a little anger in her eyes. "We're suppose to be working together. This sort of thing sets a bad
  precedent."



  He leaned back in his chair and blinked in surprise. "You are right, Amelia. I asked him to send me a report of whatever he felt like reporting on. I'm surprised he coded it, and not surprised that your people couldn't break it. I apologize for this and I'll talk to him about it."



  Amelia's eyes widened. She glanced at Hermione, who stared back with calm eyes and a blank expression. His stressing of the words told her exactly who was responsible for that code. It bothered her
  that the Brotherhood had seen fit to devise a secure communications that even her people couldn't break. Reluctantly, she held the note out to him.



  He took the parchment and muttered something that sounded like a mix of English, Gaelic and Latin.



  Harry scanned the letter quickly, then handed it to Hermione. She made a quick copy before passing it to Amelia.



  "Neville is worried that the French Ministry has too much control over the muggle government. Part of his evidence for this is the inclusion of muggle security officers in the detail that has
  been tailing their group," Harry said while Amelia read.



  "He's also concerned about the safety of their mission. They attended a welcoming party at the French Ministry the second night they were there. He reports that during the party they were
  subjected to multiple scans that were hard to detect and nearly impossible to determine what they were looking for. He says it's almost certain that their charmed objects have probably been
  detected."



  "When are they due to come home?" Remus asked, worriedly.



  "Not for another three days. They're supposed to leave for Haven on the eighth," Amelia replied absently. She was rereading Neville's letter again.



  "Can you recall them early?" Remus pressed.



  Amelia frowned. "Not really, Remus. Remember, this is a diplomatic mission. Recalling them early can be misinterpreted."



  Remus turned to Harry. "I don't like this, it smells wrong."



  Harry nodded unhappily.



  "What are we worrying about? They all have diplomatic passports and diplomatic immunity," offered Hermione.



  "Passports and immunity. Paper and words. This is the same group of people who put an international warrant out for my arrest despite my passport, and my Ambassador status. We're looking at what?
  The potential for at least six hostages?" Harry asked bluntly.



  "Twelve, Harry. Don't forget the DPG detail we have watching over them," Caleb said.



  Suddenly the tension in the room skyrocketed.



  "Would they do that? Just to get at Harry?" Hermione asked breathlessly.



  "In a heartbeat," Amelia answered, then she looked at Caleb. "What do you recommend?"



  Caleb looked at Harry. "Does the British Embassy in Paris have a portal yet?"



  Harry summoned a book from the shelf and flipped through it. "Yes," he said after a moment. "Neville and I decided it might not be a bad idea to have one there before they left, so we
  installed one two days before their arrival. According to my records, it's now hooked up to the Embassy Network, the Ministry, the Operations Center and here."



  "Good," Caleb replied, then he turned back to Amelia. "Contact Collington and have him bring the entire team, including the wives, to the Embassy. Call it a break to consult with the
  Ministry. Make sure everyone in the group knows where that portal is, how to work it and, most importantly, how to apparate to the Embassy."



  He leaned back on his chair and grinned mirthlessly. "If something does happen, they'll be able to get away by apparating to the Embassy and using the portal."



  Harry looked up from his desk. "I like it. It's not perfect, but it's better than doing nothing."



  "Some of my boys have experience in hostage operations, Commander," Charles Stanton told Caleb. "I can ask them to sit down with your diplomatic protection people, maybe work up some extra
  training."



  Caleb made a note on some parchment. "Sounds good, Chuck," he replied, then paused thoughtfully. "I know you didn't come here to discuss this. What's on your mind?"



  Charles looked over at Harry. "Do you mind?" he asked.



  Harry shook his head. "No, not at all Chuck."



  He smiled briefly then turned serious. "American command has taken your request for the formation of a command staff for the American and Canadian forces seriously. Because of that, I'm being
  recalled to the States to take over as nominal head of the combined forces. I'm relinquishing command of Stanton's raiders over to you, Caleb, effective immediately."



  Harry smiled and stood. Walking around his desk, he held out his hand. "It couldn't have happened to a nicer guy. Congratulations, Chuck," he exclaimed.



  Stanton blushed, but shook Harry's hand. "Yeah, the wife is pretty happy about it. She misses her family. Besides, this isn't goodbye. I'll be back in thirty days when we begin planning."



  Harry looked sheepish. "I entirely forgot!" he said, turning to Hermione. "Let's put together a schedule that will slowly increase the amount of training the Brotherhood Brigade is doing.
  Figure we want to max out the training at twenty four hours a week for now."



  Caleb looked up from talking with Stanton. "Can she do the same thing for the Raiders, as well?"



  Harry glanced at Hermione. She looked surprised, but nodded eagerly.



  "Be careful, Harry. I just might steal her away as my adjutant," Caleb said with a grin.



  "I'm willing to help you, Commander," Hermione said sweetly. "But no one steals me away from my Colonel."



  "If there is nothing else, we'll call it quits for now. Caleb, I have an idea I want to knock around with you in case things do go sour in France. I'll be by around three to talk to you about it,
  if that's convenient?" Harry asked.



  "Three's fine," Caleb replied, while packing up his stuff.





  Harry's study, several hours later...



  Harry and Dan looked up from little figure on Harry's desk when the door opened and Hermione stepped inside.



  "Are you busy?" she asked.



  Dan scooped up the figure and put it in his pocket, then stood quickly.



  "No, I think we're done here," Harry replied, his eyes darting towards Dan.



  He nodded slightly and then smiled at his daughter. "I better go see what your mother's doing. She's found an elf that loves to swap recipes. The last time I left her alone, she was busy trading
  recipes for corned beef. She knows I hate the stuff, no matter how she cooks it," he said with a shudder.



  Hermione watched her father exit the room in a hurry and her eyebrows raised in speculation. Then she turned on Harry. "Alright, just what are you and he up to?" she said, placing her hands on
  her hips.



  He laughed. "I'll tell you, but you have to keep it a secret. He's trying to make a present for your Mum."



  Hermione blinked in surprise. "That's right, her birthday is coming up! So, what's he trying to make?"



  "He wants to enchant a stuffed unicorn, but he only has the one he picked up in New York. I tried to tell him he could buy a stuffed unicorn that would do what he wants it to do, but he says it
  means more if he makes it. He was impressed with the animated dragon we bought for the Johansen children."



  Hermione smiled and sat on the edge of his desk. "Well, he's right. She'll enjoy it more if he makes it. But you weren't using a unicorn."



  Harry laughed. "No, we weren't. He's got a bag of army men he bought somewhere. We're using them to figure out the layering of charms and enchantments. He doesn't want to risk ruining the unicorn
  he has."



  "Harry," Hermione said, turning serious. "Do you really think Neville and the others are in danger?"



  He leaned back in his chair and reviewed the information he had. Finally, he shook his head. "No, I don't think he is, unless a more dangerous element takes control of their Ministry. Right now,
  the people in charge are passively supporting Voldemort. It's not so much ideological leanings, I don't think. They're doing it because they know it upsets us."



  She looked at him incredulously. "Your saying the French are being obstructionist simply because it annoys the British?"



  He nodded. "And it angers the Americans. They get to annoy two of their greatest rivals simply by dragging their feet. The only problem is, this time the French find themselves leading a parade
  that no one else joined. They have received universal condemnation for their policies, and their arrest warrant for me was rejected by every member nation of the Avalonian Council. Their policy is
  isolating them internationally. Some nations have gone so far as to imposed tariffs and extra duties on their exports."



  Hermione shook her head, hearing her husband talk about international politics. It is something she never would have dreamed possible in their first year. Suddenly a thought occurred to her and she
  giggled.



  He eyed her suspiciously. "What's so funny?" he asked.



  "I was just thinking about a certain first year Harry Potter and imagined him spouting off on international politics."



  He winced. "Merlin, I was so naive back then. I thought Dumbledore was never wrong."



  "And Ron was your very best friend."



  Harry paused and his expression turned reflective. "No, I can honestly say I didn't think that. But only because there were things in his world I couldn't relate to. Ron was my best friend, true,
  but so were you. I don't think either of you was placed any higher than the other."



  Hermione looked hesitant. "Do you miss him?"



  Harry looked down at his desk, his hands clasped together tightly. "Yes, I do," he whispered. "I know what he became, but I'm certain that he was my friend, at least for a while. I miss my
  friend."



  He looked up at her and his eyes flared with power. "I curse this damn war and what it's done to us! I know it's had some good. It brought us together, but Ron would still be alive if it weren't
  for this damn war and Dumbledore."



  He stood and walked over to the window, staring out.



  "You don't know for that a fact," she said gently. "Ron was terribly insecure about himself and tended to react, usually badly, rather than think things through. Yes, he probably would be
  alive now if it weren't for Voldemort, but that's not your fault. I miss him, too. Sometimes I want someone to fight with, and it's not the same with you. The fights between Ron and I made me
  angry, but they didn't really mean anything. With you, it's different. I don't want to fight with you."



  He continued to look out the window, but he smiled to himself.



  " It's the bond you created. You know that, don't you?" he sent to her.



  She looked up at him sharply. "What do you mean?"



  " You and I are so mixed together, that I sometimes wonder where Harry ends and Hermione begins, love. Our bond did that. We don't fight because each has a part
  of the other inside us. Oh, we may get angry, and exchange hard words sometimes, but we're drawn back together by the bond. The piece of you inside me makes it so I hurt when your hurting. And the
  piece of me inside you does the same. It's the reason why even when we're angry, we still work out our differences."



  " So you're saying we can't even have a good fight once in a while?" she sent back, sounding almost disappointed.



  He turned away from the window and walked over to her. He brushed the back of his hand against her cheek. "I'm sorry. But honestly, I'm glad we don't fight like
  that. I know it can't always be perfect, but I'm going to try."



  Hermione quickly stood and embraced him. "I'll settle for you just being my Harry. Perfect is a nice goal, but you're too good, Harry. You spoil me enough as it
  is. I can live without perfect."



  She held him against her and slowly slid her hands around to cup his bum. She realized that the conversation had brought up some bad memories for him and a little groping would lighten his mood.



  He buried his head against the nape of her neck. "You minx," he sent with a mental chuckle.





  The Bastille, Paris (Feb 7th)...



  The people of France took pride in the architecture of their country. There were parts of Paris that were truly breathtaking in scope and beauty. And there were other parts of the country that no
  self-respecting Frenchman would admit existed.



  The chamber was hidden deep in the Bastille and only accessible through a series of trapped tunnels. Few knew of its existence outside of the government and fewer still would admit to it. The
  chamber was dank and cold. It was a bleak place where bleak business was conducted in hushed tones. It predated the Bastille by several hundred years and, in times past, Kings and Princes visited
  this place and came away humbled.



  This was where the shadow government resided and it was where France had been ruled despite it's monarchies and it's revolutions. Louie XIV had came here to borrow money, and the Vichy Government
  was crippled even before it began. The members of the shadow government influenced France, sometimes covertly and sometimes openly through individuals. Napoleon had been an agent of the shadow
  government.



  In the past hundred years the makeup of the shadow government had slowly changed as it became more aligned with the Wizarding world. That didn't mean that the Ministry of Magic was controlling
  things. It meant that, for good or for ill, Wizards were running France at the moment.



  One such wizard was Jean LaRoche, Inspector General of the Ministry's Department of Magical Law Enforcement and an official operative of the Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire.



  LaRoche stepped into the chamber and calmly walked to the center of the room. The arena style seating was carved out of the natural rock of the chamber, making the seating cold and uncomfortable.
  LaRoche wasn't there for comfort, however.



  Standing in the center of the arena, he couldn't see the occupants and they couldn't see his face. An obscuring charm took care of that. He could only hear them. Members arrived and left singly,
  and no one knew who their fellow members were, except for the leader.



  "Report," intoned a voice.



  "To date, I have met three times with the Englishman, Coeur de Lion. He is an arrogant fool, but one with useful information."



  "How so?" asked a voice from the opposite side of the chamber.



  "He described the make-up of the mission sent by the Haven Government exactly. He even went as far as to point out personality flaws that we can take advantage of. But I must caution all, up
  until now we have been passive in our support of the Dark Lord. If we move against this Haven mission, we will be committing ourselves."



  "Is this an acceptable risk?" called someone.



  "Yes. I want to know that as well. What will the international community think of our actions?" asked another.



  "Monsieur Malfoy is asking for more visible support, and he begs that we send him our Necromancer or find him one," called a third voice.



  "Brothers! Please. We have much to discuss, but let the report be finished first," said the voice of the leader.



  The room fell silent and LaRoche nodded in acknowledgment of the command. "I have arranged for the English to extend their trip by at least two days. That will give us time to make our decision
  and decide what to do."



  "What will you do if we decide for Lord Voldemort?" called a voice.



  LaRoche made a dismissive gesture. "Should the council decide, then we shall detain the English mission on a charge of espionage. I have men ready to plant the necessary proof at my say so. And
  once detained, we can arrange to drag our feet legally. If we are to do this thing, then we must revoke the recognition of the British Government. That will instantly negate their diplomatic
  status. Then we can do with them as we wish. Interrogate them? Send them to Britain?" he said, then shrugged. "I would say get what information we can from them, then send them to Voldemort as
  proof of our support."



  "Risky. What of the response from Haven? And what of Potter?" called a voice.



  "Potter is but one man, and barely a man at that," LaRoche answered easily.



  "That one man killed hundreds and destroyed the British Ministry building in the process," said another voice in protest.



  "Yes, but he caught them by surprise. Honestly, what do you think he will do? Storm our Ministry?" LaRoche answered with a broad smile.



  A ripple of laughter ran through the chamber.



  "And what of the other Englishman? This Coeur de Lion fellow?" asked someone.



  "I have him contained in one of our safe houses. I will learn all I can from him. Once his usefulness is at an end, we shall do something creative with him."



  Another laugh ran through the chamber.



  "Excellent report," called the leader. "Does the council wish to vote on this now?"



  LaRoche moved away from the center of the arena, taking a spot on a stone bench while the debate raged in the chamber.





  17 Rue Dupin, Paris...



  Amhar paced nervously. He had been holed up in this little ratty apartment, loaned to him by an acquaintance he knew in the French Ministry, for nearly a week now. The apartment was stocked with
  food, albeit food he was unused to preparing himself. He could hold his own in the kitchen, even if he rarely did, but some of this stuff he just didn't know how to cook.



  He was reluctant to go out much, and he didn't have much money. Besides, Paris had become one of the places that people fleeing Britain flocked too. The French didn't want them here and they
  encouraged them to move on, but they did allow people time to catch their breath. As such, he didn't want to stumble upon someone from Haven here in Paris. He already knew about the Haven
  diplomatic mission, but he wasn't sure if anyone else was in the city.



  The little contact he had had with the gentleman from Department of Territorial Surveillance didn't make him feel very comfortable. The man seemed to be testing him. On his second day in Paris, he
  had spent the day with Monsieur LaRoche, describing Potter and his cronies in detail. The only thing he got for his efforts beside a meal and a headache from the man's cigarettes, was information
  that the Irish had placed a warrant out on him. Right now, they only wanted him for questioning in the death of Andrew Korwin. It seems that Lugo wasn't cooperating with authorities in their
  investigation and his lawyer was preventing the use of Veritaserum on him.



  "Hallo? Is anyone home?" called a voice.



  Amhar whirled around and stared at the face in the fireplace. He breathed a slight sigh of relief seeing it was LaRoche again calling from the floo.



  "Monsieur LaRoche, what a pleasant surprise!" Amhar said.



  "Oui! I have talked with my... partners and they are grateful for your information and help. They said they would like to hire you on as a consultant to aid them in dealing with the British. I
  have been told to give you this," he said, then his hand appeared out of the fireplace, holding a small bag filled with coins.



  Amhar greedily accepted the bag.



  "My partners, they say there will be more coming. This is just a small advance with their thanks for the information you've provided thus far."



  Amhar mentally weighed the bag, figuring it contained at least a thousand galleons. It's a start, he thought.



  "In a few days, Monsieur, I will call upon you again. We will need your expertise to help ask the right questions."



  "I am at your disposal, sir," Amhar said.



  "Excellent, Monsieur. I will contact you. In the meantime, enjoy your time in our city," LaRoche said, then he pulled his head back out of the fire.



  Amhar stared at the empty fireplace for a moment, then opened the pouch and started counting. It was a little better than he expected, nearly fifteen hundred galleons. He smiled and fingered the
  coins happily. First stop was a store that sold good English food.





  Office of the Minister of Magic, Haven...



  "Come in, Michael," Amelia called.



  O'Dalley entered the room looking rather smug with himself.



  Amelia leaned back on her chair and looked at him carefully. "I take it you have some interesting news for me? Merlin knows I could do with something good right about now."



  O'Dalley deflated a bit. "Well, good is relative I suppose, Minister. But we have uncovered some interesting information with the help of the Irish. For starters, it seems that Andrew Korwin was
  working for the Irish Unspeakables."



  "Oh?" Amelia asked with interested.



  O'Dalley nodded. "They haven't been as forthcoming as I'd like, but I've learned that Korwin approached them shortly after accepting a bribe from Coeur de Lion. Apparently, the good Councilor had
  a conscience attack and offered to dig up evidence on Marne Murphy.



  "It's a tangled web, but it worked like this. Coeur de Lion bribed Korwin into helping him using money obtained from Ms. Murphy. Ms. Murphy runs the local drug cartel here in Ireland, but more to
  the point, the Irish Unspeakables believe she was sending money and supplies to Voldemort and his forces.



  "Coeur de Lion bribed Korwin, then sent pensieve memories of the event to Murphy, who then blackmailed Korwin into aiding Coeur de Lion in his quest to bring down Lord Potter and his people."



  Amelia shook her head and eyed O'Dalley. There was still a piece of this puzzle missing. "And how did we come by this information if the Irish haven't been forthcoming about it?" she asked.



  O'Dalley leaned back on his chair and grinned broadly. "Ah, now that's the beauty of the entire affair. Our friend Korwin was, first and foremost, an historian who had an overwhelming opinion of
  his own self worth. He kept a journal detailing everything. His meetings with Coeur de Lion, his meetings with the Irish, copies of his directions from Murphy, everything. The Irish left the book
  behind because it was coded and charmed so that only he could read that. My boys were playing with trying to break the charms when that fellow, Bill Weasley, stopped by the office.



  "He waved his wand a few times and handed us back an uncoded book! Apparently he used to be a curse breaker for Gringotts," O'Dalley said.



  Amelia grinned. There was nothing better than a case that a subject blows wide open. "So, where do we go from here, Michael?"



  He frowned. "Well, legally, things are complicated. Coeur de Lion is guilty of treason and acting as an agent of the enemy of the state. However those are British charges, which the Irish, as
  much as they might sympathize, will not levy against him. Right now, the best the Irish are willing to do is put a warrant out for him to question him in the death of Andrew Korwin and the attack
  on Murphy's man.



  "To be truthful, Minister, I don't think there's much we can do until after the war is done and you've moved back to Britain.".



  His comment reminded Amelia that O'Dalley, as helpful and as loyal as he was, was still an Irish national and probably would remain in Haven when the war ended.



  She sighed and nodded unhappily. The information he had brought to her was valuable, but couldn't be used until they were back on British soil, enforcing British law.



  "You've done a wonderful job, Michael. You and your people are to be commended. Make sure you tell them I said so. There might not be much we can do right now, but as soon as we're home, I'll
  preside over Coeur de Lion's treason trial personally."



  O'Dalley bobbed his head. The praise felt good, even if the case left a slight sour taste in his mouth.



  "I'll pass the word to the boys, Minister," he said as he stood up to leave.





  Haven Hospital (Feb 9th)...



  Sylvia August looked up from the report on her desk when someone knocked on her office door. Taking off her glasses, she rubbed her aching eyes. "Come!" she called.



  Remus Lupin pushed the door open and stepped in. "You asked to see me, Sylvia?"



  "Thank you for coming, Remus. Close the door and take a seat," she told him, waving him to a chair.



  Once seated, Remus examined the healer closely, then conjured a tea pot and two cups. Filling one, he offered the hot beverage to the older woman with a smile. "You look as though you could use
  this. Long night?" he asked.



  "A few of them, actually," she said tiredly. Taking the offered cup, she sipped tea for a moment, then sighed. "Thanks, I needed that."



  "What you need is several hours sleep," he told her as he filled his own cup.



  She waved the idea away. "I still have some work to do, first."



  "Since you asked to speak with me, I'm assuming I have some part to play in whatever it is you're working on."



  "I think so, yes. I need to know as much as possible about Ginny Longbottom's talent in detecting and neutralizing dark magic."



  Remus stiffened slightly. "I'm not sure I can tell you anything useful, Sylvia. Many things concerning the Brotherhood are classified."



  "Yes, yes, I know that," she said testily. "But you cannot expect me to forget what she was able to do with the dagger. And don't even think about taking the memory from me, young man," she
  said, her eyes narrowed dangerously. "I have a very sick child in the hospital and Mrs. Longbottom may be her only hope."



  "Miss Quirke?" he asked, concerned.



  "Yes. She's mad, Remus. Because our healers don't have the experience needed to reach her, I called in a colleague from New Zealand. His name is Roger Scott, and he's a mind healer who
  specializes in reaching and healing the insane. He and I have worked with the girl for several days. He's been able to reach her a few times, but only briefly. And when he does, she begs for death.
  If we're understanding her correctly, the taint from the dagger is agonizing to her, and none of the pain killers we give her are helping."



  "Can't you keep her unconscious?"



  "We've tried, but whatever power the dagger had now resides in the girl. It's fought through everything we've given her. Last night, we did something I've always found distasteful. When the
  potions and spells failed to put her under, we stunned her. Early this morning, I was notified that she's fighting through even that. We're keeping her under for only thirty minutes at a time and
  it's taking two people to stun her."



  "Is it true that leaving her conscious is dangerous?" Remus asked quietly.



  "Oh, yes. On the night she was taken into custody, one of the constables did not heed the warning Michael O'Dalley gave him. When O'Dalley and his assistant, Barney, arrived, they found the man
  with his own belt around his neck, hanging from the window of Orla's holding cell. Ignoring the man's wand, she'd found a pocket knife in his coat and was merrily slicing the flesh from his legs
  and licking the blood from her hands.



  "We were able to save him," she continued, "and he's since given his report to Michael, who told me about the event, mostly as a warning I think. It seems the man didn't believe that a mere
  child could have that much power. He found out differently. She managed to take control of him utterly. He reported that, despite the knowledge that he was killing himself, he followed her orders
  happily, even eagerly.



  "With that information in mind, we've kept her unconscious as often as possible, and no one is to enter her room alone," Sylvia concluded.



  "What do you want Ginny to do?"



  "She was able to contain the dagger's power long enough for it to be removed. I'm hoping she can do the same with the taint now infecting the girl."



  Remus frowned. "Contain it where? The dagger has been destroyed."



  "I know that. I was hoping that we could force it into some other object or even isolate it within Orla. I don't understand Mrs. Longbottom's talent enough to form any sort of plan. That's why I
  asked you here today."



  Remus looked into Sylvia's eyes, his expression sorrowful."Without the dagger, I'm not sure it can be forced from the girl. And isolating the taint within her is only a temporary solution, if it
  works at all. Evil such as that can never be contained forever. It will break free and consume her."



  "There are many people who feel the same about those stricken with Lycanthropy," she told him gently. "Yet we both know that is not the case."



  He shook his head. "Lycanthropy is a disease, Sylvia. We can isolate the virus that causes it. Unless I've missed something lately, the same cannot be said for evil. If I'm wrong, tell me. I'm
  sure Harry will be delighted to learn we can start inoculating people against Voldemort and his followers."



  Sylvia growled. "Don't get flip with me, Remus. I have a very sick little girl who needs help! If you don't like my idea, fine. Give me a better one!"



  "I don't have one. But I don't think your idea will work, either. In any case, I'll talk to Ginny when she gets back."



  "Gets back?"



  "Yes. Neville went to France on government business and Ginny went with him. I'll talk to her about Orla when she comes back."



  "Thank you, Remus," she said, smiling with relief.



  "Don't thank me yet, Sylvia," he told her seriously. "Keep in mind that even if Ginny agrees to try to help the girl, she may not be successful."





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry leapt from the flying carpet and grinned wildly at Dan Granger. There had been a break in the weather and for the first time in over a week the day was sunny and the temperatures were almost
  comfortable.



  "See? Like I told you, it's like using a skateboard," Dan said.



  "Or maybe surfing, Dan. It's unlike anything I've ever tried. I can see how the carpet is safe for family use, but when you're alone on that thing," Harry said, trailing off in wonder.



  The carpet had been a Christmas gift from Sheik Hosary of the Egyptian Ministry of Magic. It had two primary modes of operation, single flier and family mode. In family mode, everyone sat on the
  carpet and one person controlled it from the rear. The carpet was spelled to prevent radical maneuvers in family mode, and no one could fall off, thanks to the sticking charms.



  In single flier mode, the carpet was controlled by one person standing in the center of the carpet and shifting their weight in order to change direction and altitude.



  It had been Harry's first real flight on the new carpet. Dan had used it several times, as he preferred it to a broom. Emma, however, wouldn't use either mode of transportation, choosing instead to
  keep her feet on the ground. She was perfectly happy to apparate, now that Hermione had taught her. Harry had laughed when he'd learned of Emma's aversion to flying. He now understood where
  Hermione's fear came from, though both women were perfectly comfortable on muggle aircraft.



  Harry walked around the carpet a few times, examining it. The red and blue rug hovered in front of him obediently.



  "What are you thinking, Harry?" Dan asked.



  "I'm just curious. If we could make the underside of the carpet armored, could we use it in combat?"



  Dan laughed and clapped Harry on the back. "I think we have enough problems fighting on the ground, Harry. Can you imagine Hermione's reaction if you asked her to fight from one of these
  things?"



  He winced and grinned ruefully. "I guess it was silly of me," he mused, then he turned when he heard an elf pop in. The little elf snapped off a salute, then handed Harry a folded piece of
  parchment.



  "Thank you," he said in a distracted tone, reading the note.



  The elf nodded and popped away.



  When Harry frowned, Dan grew concerned. "Bad news?"



  "I'm not sure. It's from Amelia, informing me that the mission to France is being extended again. This is the second extension they've requested. I have a bad feeling about this, Dan, but there
  has been no overt threat we can point to. It's odd. Just when it seems as though the delegation is making no progress and preparing to leave France, there's a minor breakthrough and the trip's
  extended again."



  "What do your instincts tell you, Harry?" Dan asked.



  Harry sat on a lawn chair and looked up at his father-in-law. "That it's a trap."



  Dan sat on a chair facing Harry and pulled out his wand. He cast a large warming charm, heating up the area around them. "Can you do anything about this now?"



  Harry shook his head. "No, not until something happens. We have several plans in place depending on what happens, but this is really Amelia's bailiwick. I can't overstep my authority and order
  Neville and Ginny home."



  "No, you can't order them home, but can't you send them a message, warning them to be doubly cautious?" Dan asked.



  Harry sighed. "Already done, twice."



  "Then you've done all you can do. Worrying about it won't make it better and will only make you sick. Lord knows you don't want Hermione worrying about you being ill again," he said with a
  grin.



  Harry grimaced. He loved Hermione, but she was downright tyrannical when he was ill. He bounced to his feet. "Maybe I'll go talk to Eocho," he mused.



  Dan snorted. He knew Harry was just trying to stay busy so he wouldn't worry. He nodded and stepped onto the carpet, which started moving forward immediately. "Do that, Harry. I'll be back in a
  bit," he replied as the carpet took off.





  Hotel Napoleon, Paris (Feb 11th)...



  Ginny was enjoying the Paris trip immensely and today was her day to host the afternoon tea for the wives. Everyday the wives gathered together and usually helped one or the other work on something
  their husbands had asked them to look into or research.



  Early into the trip, Geoffrey Collington had asked his wife, Cecilia, to look into the way the French Magical society was structured. They were meeting with several people, but they didn't
  understand where those people fell in the French power structure. The wives were thrilled by the opportunity to help their husbands and enjoy themselves at the same time.



  Cecilia had arranged so that each of them would cover a certain aspect of the French pureblood society, then they met every day over tea to discuss what they had learned and what they would tell
  their husbands. To their credit, the men quickly realized that the women had become an efficient information gathering machine in their own right and used them to find out information that the
  Embassy couldn't provide.



  Today, an accident with a cup of tea had sent her into the bathroom in an attempt to save her new blouse. She had just finished washing her hands when she heard something.



  She turned off the water and tilted her head slightly, listening. She could have sworn she'd heard shouting and a door slam.



  "Where is the red headed bitch?" someone shouted in badly accented English.



  "She stepped out for a moment," Cecilia said calmly. "We are wives of diplomats and have diplomatic immunity..."



  Ginny winced. She'd heard a sharp thump and a bang, then the sound of Cecilia crying in pain.



  She glanced around and grimaced. Her wand was out in the sitting room. She slipped out the back door of the bathroom and into the bedroom. She looked around wildly for a moment, then her training
  kicked in and her panic receded.



  Quietly, she made her way to the door of the bedroom and opened it a crack. In the sitting room she could see Cecilia on the floor, still crying, Marjorie was sitting on a chair, visibly
  frightened, but trying to remain calm. Three men stood in the room and Ginny assumed they were muggles, since all three held guns.



  She wasn't able to summon her wand without alerting the men to her location. That left her with wandless magic. Her wandless magic was one of the strongest in the Brotherhood.



  Looking around, she saw what she needed almost immediately. She carefully noted the positions of the men in the sitting room. The three men had begun to argue over who should go find her.



  Suddenly the door to the bedroom banged open and two of the men collapsed. One man was impaled in the neck by a ski pole, the second man went down with an oar to the belly.



  Ginny stepped into the sitting room, her aura blazing. The last man standing lifted his pistol, then screamed as the weapon turned white hot, searing the flesh of his hand and causing the sleeve of
  his shirt catch on fire. Dropping the gun, he danced around, beating out his flaming shirt, burning his other hand in the process.



  With the fire out, but smoke still rising from his body, the man looked around wildly. Spotting Ginny in the doorway, her aura shining brightly around her and her eyes blazing, the man snarled.
  "Merde! You bitch, you will pay for this!"



  Ginny stepped forward and gestured. A shotgun like report seemed to bounce off the walls as the man's neck snapped. He slumped soundlessly to the floor, a look of surprise fixed on his face.



  "Marjorie, see to Cecilia," Ginny ordered as she stepped over the dead man to examine the other two.



  Marjorie jumped at Ginny's command, kneeling next to the stricken woman.



  Ginny examined the man she had hit with the banished ski pole. The pole had gone completely through his throat, killing him in seconds. She patted him down and took his wallet.



  Then she turned to the second man, the one she had hit with the banished oar.



  He was curled in a tight ball, moaning. She patted him down and took his wallet, as well as a cell phone, a pistol and two knives. He didn't seem to be aware that she was there.



  Finally, she grabbed her wand and stepped over to Cecilia.



  "I don't know what to do, Ginny, she's in so much pain. That man," Marjorie said, pointing at the man whose neck was broken, "hit her with his gun."



  Ginny frowned and ran a quick spell on Cecilia, numbing some of the pain.



  "Marjorie, in the bedroom you'll find a small orange box on the dresser. Get it."



  As Marjorie jumped up and ran to the bedroom, Ginny glanced over at the partially open door, then back down at Cecilia. "Ceci, you know this means our security detail is either captured or
  dead."



  Gritting her teeth against the pain, she nodded.



  When Marjorie came back with the box, Ginny took it from her and smiled grimly at Cecilia. "This is a standard field medic kit. You have broken jaw, Ceci. I'm going to give you a potion that will
  take away all of the pain until we can get you to a healer. If I use the bone healing potion you'll need to have it re-broken and re-set later, so let's not do that, alright?"



  Cecilia nodded and Marjorie watched Ginny with huge eyes. Throughout the entire trip, Ginny had been the follower, the one who felt most out of place. But in this crisis she had taken charge in a
  surprising way.



  Ginny pulled out a small blue bottle and uncorked it. "Take only three sips, Ceci. This will make your pain go away. Don't speak. You could cause more damage if you do."



  Cecilia nodded in understanding, then drank from the potion bottle. A moment later, she sighed in relief and looked at Ginny questioningly.



  "Yes, I know," Ginny replied. "Marjorie, do you remember the coordinates for the Embassy? We're going to apparate there."



  Marjorie blinked and looked at Cecilia, who nodded approvingly. "Yes, I can do that."



  "Ceci, can you manage it?" Ginny asked worriedly. If the injured woman couldn't apparate, they would have to rely on her untested ability to make a portkey.



  Cecilia nodded after a moment's consideration. Then she struggled to stand up. With Ginny and Marjorie's help, she got to her feet.



  "You two go, I'll be right behind you," Ginny said.



  Marjorie looked at her in shock. "You mean we're not checking out? What about our luggage?"



  Ginny looked at the woman hard. "You've got to be kidding me. Marjorie, Ceci is hurt. We don't have time for the niceties. These men are government agents. I don't know what has happened, but
  clearly our diplomatic immunity has been revoked. We need to get to the Embassy and out of France as soon as possible."



  Marjorie looked uncertain, but she settled down after looking at Cecilia, who nodded in affirmation of Ginny's comments. Marjorie took a deep breath, then she apparated with a loud pop. Cecilia
  rolled her eyes at Ginny, then vanished with a much softer pop.



  Ginny took one final look around, then she pulled out her Brotherhood amulet. She closed her eyes and concentrated, sending an alert signal to every other amulet. Then she dropped the amulet and
  vanished quietly from the room.





  Padfoot Manor...



  "And that's way I think it would be good for Haven and for everyone if you were to finance a team, Harry," Oliver Wood said.



  Harry smiled to himself. A team wouldn't be a bad idea. It would help the people and bring in extra money from people visiting to see the games.



  "Have you picked out a place for the stadium, Oliver?"



  Oliver grinned excitedly. "You know me too well, Harry. There's a place not far from Haven that would be ideal for the stadium."



  Someone knocked on the door and Harry held up a hand to Oliver. "Come!" he called, then looked apologetically at the man sitting across from him.



  The door opened and Hermione and Remus entered.



  "I'm sorry, Harry, we didn't know you had a guest. Hello, Oliver. I hear you're doing good things over at the school." Hermione said, smiling at him. Turning back to Harry, she held up several
  pieces of paper. "I have the schedules worked up for the brigade training, but they can wait until another time."



  Harry held out his hand for the schedules and Hermione reluctantly handed them over.



  "Oliver dropped by to pitch the idea that Haven form a Quidditch team and join the Irish National League. He's worked up all the start up costs, along with projected earnings for the first five
  years," Harry told them conversationally.



  Remus and Hermione both looked interested.



  "Really?" Remus asked.



  Harry handed up the thick sheaf of parchment that Oliver had given him.



  Taking the parchment from him, Remus flipped through it quickly. "The Gaelic Gougers?" he asked incredulously.



  "Yes, well, the name is only a suggestion," Oliver said softly.



  Harry laughed. "I hope so, but I suppose it could have been worse. It could have been the Potter Pickers or something equally silly."



  "Alright, forgetting the name issue for a moment, do we have the time to bother with this sort of thing? I mean, with the war and everything else going on?" Hermione asked.



  Oliver's expression fell.



  "Oliver told me that, in this particular endeavor, our involvement would be strictly financial. And this isn't for us. This is for Haven and the people. They need the morale boost a national
  Quidditch team could give them," Harry replied, defending his friend.



  "It's all right here, Hermione. He's laid out the initial investment and what it would be spent on," Remus said excitedly.



  Harry leaned back on his chair and thought hard.



  " You're going to do this, aren't you?" Hermione sent him.



  " I think I am, love. It's not a lot of money, hell, it's not even something that would earn us much. But the benefits go beyond the money. The people will love
  it, the kids would benefit from the Quidditch camps and it's good leadership," he replied.



  Harry leaned forward, looking at Oliver. "I'm going to do this, but I'm going to make a minor change. As general manager, you'll draw a substantial salary. However, I'm going to cut that salary
  by a quarter and offer you twenty five percent ownership in the club..."



  Harry paused and stiffened slightly as his Brotherhood amulet pulsed wildly for a moment. He received a brief impression of red hair and danger.



  Remus and Hermione were both staring at him in horror. Somewhere in the manor, an alarm began to ring.



  Oliver looked around in confusion. Obviously something was wrong.



  Harry stood up. "Oliver, we have a problem. Get back to me, or see Remus later to get the ball rolling. I want to do this."



  "Of course, Harry. Next time we meet I'll have a list of names for you to look over for the team," Oliver offered.



  Harry smiled grimly. "Fine, Oliver. I'll have one of the house elves escort you out of the manor. Wait here until one shows up."



  Oliver nodded and looked around nervously. He was elated, and terrified. He knew Harry was involved in the war effort, but not to the extent of having to defend his own home!



  Harry picked up his staff and left the room with Hermione and Remus right behind him.





  British Embassy, 18bis rue d’Anjou, Paris...



  "'ere now! Watcha dooin 'ere?" said the sentry.



  Ginny whirled, her wand out and the man took a step backwards, then he pulled the automatic rifle from his shoulder.



  "Put yer 'ands up where I can seeim!" the sentry said.



  "Dammit, not now," snapped Ginny. With a gesture, the man suddenly found himself holding nothing.



  The sentry stared at his empty hands and blinked stupidly.



  Ginny sighed and shook her head. "Contact your watch officer and tell him you have a Case Apollo here."



  The man blinked at her and she growled in the back of her throat. "Do it," she hissed at him. Unlike the other wives, Ginny had been briefed on certain details due to her position in both the
  Brotherhood and the Brotherhood brigade. She had been given certain key phrases assigned for just this mission in case of emergencies.



  The sentry reached for his radio and patted his holster to make sure he still had at least one weapon. He wasn't sure it would be useful against the little red headed woman, but he felt a little
  safer knowing he had it handy.



  Ginny walked over to examine Cecilia for a moment. She ignored the sirens that started blaring through the building.



  After hitting the master alarm switch in the security office, the watch officer hurriedly looked for Case Apollo in his duty plan book. The book outlined all the possible problems he might
  encounter and what to do about them. Finding Case Apollo, he quickly read the steps and the reasons. He paled and immediately paged his senior officer and the Ambassador, then he put the security
  staff on full alert. Finally, he called the communications room and gave the proper code phrase to the senior communications officer, who started destroying the equipment.



  Ginny looked up when the door to their room opened again at Ambassador Howe stepped in, along with two security men.



  "Mrs Collington?" he asked



  Ginny stepped forward. "Cecilia has been injured and is unable to speak at the moment. We were attacked by agents of the DST in my hotel room. I was forced to kill all three before we could
  escaped. Can you take us to the room Department M installed the portal in?"



  Howe stared at her for a moment, then shook his head. She was barely five foot tall and she had killed three French Security Agents?



  "You realize, of course, that they wouldn't have made this move unless they planned on disavowing our government," she said softly to him.



  Howe nodded. "Yes, that occurred to me. Ladies, if you will follow me? We'll escort you to your Department M."



  Ginny and Marjorie helped Cecilia to her feet and followed the Ambassador out of the room and up two flights of stairs before entering a nondescript office. Ginny breathed a sigh of relief spotting
  the portal and she immediately went over to the control pedestal. She dialed in the location she knew by heart.



  "Our husbands?" she asked, turning away from the pedestal. Behind her, the portal opened with it's usual shimmering light.



  "We are endeavoring to contact them even as we speak. They were scheduled to meet with Jean LaRoche of the opposition party and a member of the current Ministry. Forgive me, Mrs. Longbottom, but
  I must ask. Where is your security detail?"



  Ginny motioned for Marjorie and Cecilia to step up to the portal before turning back to Howe. "We don't know, Ambassador. Three DST member attacked us. I can only assume our detail was either
  killed or captured."



  "What about you, Ginny?" exclaimed Marjorie. She was terrified and didn't really understand what was happening. She didn't like the idea of Ginny motioning her towards the portal while she
  stayed behind.



  Cecilia placed a calming hand on the other woman and she relaxed a little.



  "I'll be right behind you. But it's important that you help Cecilia get through the portal and back to Haven, where the healers can fix her up," Ginny said tensely.



  Marjorie nodded, took a deep breath, then stepped through the portal, Cecilia by her side.



  The Ambassador gasped and stared at the portal. The two women had vanished from the room almost instantly!



  "What about you and your staff, Sir?" asked Ginny.



  "My people are trained for this sort of thing, Mrs. Longbottom. It's one of the risks of being in the Foreign office, I'm afraid. We'll manage. Once the Embassy is shut down, we'll try to make
  our way to the Canadian or Swiss Embassies."



  "Be careful, Sir." With a final adjustment to the control panel, assuring it would shut down after she went through, she nodded to the Ambassador. Grabbing her medallion, she reached out for
  Neville. What she felt chilled her to the bone.



  Terrified, she leapt towards the portal and home.



  When she disappeared, the light of the portal flickered out. It would take a witch or wizard with the right control code to reactivate it again.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry, Hermione and Remus arrived in the portal room just as Marjorie and Cecilia were stepping through. They had enough time to take in the fact that one of the women was injured when Ginny
  stepped through behind them. She was trembling violently and trying hard to fight back the tears that threatened to overwhelm her.



  "I can't feel him," she cried, then choked back a sob.



  When Hermione wrapped her arms around her, Ginny leaned against her and began to weep. "I can't feel him," she cried out again.



  Harry's expression hardened and he bolted from the portal room. Two doors away was the room which all the Brotherhood portkeys arrived in, including the emergency portkeys built into the
  medallions.



  "Harry?" Remus called, running after him.



  Harry stood waiting tensely in the room.



  Remus entered a second behind him. "Harry, what's wrong?"



  "If Neville is dead, the portkey will still bring his body back," Harry said. "Ginny normally senses him through the bond we all have through the medallions. She can't sense him now though
  and that means he's either dead, unconscious or someone has taken off his medallion. In any case, the medallion will return him here."



  "Or bring us someone entirely unexpected," Remus added, pulling his wand. Another alarm sounded in the manor. The portkey alarm indicating that there was a medical emergency and that a portkey
  had been activated.



  Remus raised his wand. Harry stood next to him, his hand glowing with power. He could hear the sound of people running upstairs and footsteps of people approaching the room.



  With a rush of air, a person appeared in the room looking shocked and surprised.



  " Stupefy !" Remus called out. The beam lanced out from his wand, striking the surprised man and he collapsed to the floor.



  Another beam of light arced from Harry's hand and the man on the floor was bound tightly in ropes.



  Harry walked over to him and pulled the Brotherhood medallion from his hand. He glanced up at Remus. Both men couldn't help but notice that the chain attached to the medallion was bloody. Harry
  started to search the man, relieving him of two wands, a knife, all of the change in his pockets, rings, his watch and so on. Anything could be a portkey.



  The door burst open and Ginny stood in the doorway, her aura blazing. Harry frowned and stepped in front of her, protecting the unconscious form on the floor.



  "Step aside, Harry," Ginny said evenly.



  "No, I don't think so, Ginny. No, that isn't Neville, and yes, he had Neville's medallion on him. But right now he's the only link we have to finding him," Harry said firmly.



  "Step aside, Potter," Ginny said between clenched teeth.



  "Don't make me do this," Harry replied. Even as he spoke, his own aura became visible. "Ginny, you can do whatever you want to him, but only after I've found out what happened to Neville and
  the others."



  "Ginny, don't do this," Hermione pleaded from the doorway.



  Ginny gathered her power and Harry shook his head, feeling her intention. He ruthlessly threw his own magic at her, smothering her concentration, denying her the use of her own magic. She snarled
  and leaped at him.



  " Stupefy !" shouted Hermione, hitting Ginny in the back. "You men amaze me sometimes," she continued, staring at Harry and Remus. "Why didn't you
  just stun her?"



  "Oh, and she'll be so happy about that when she wakes up. Have you ever dealt with an angry Weasley?" asked Remus.



  Hermione stopped short and looked chagrined. "Yes, and it's not pretty, I know. But for Merlin's sake, it's better than fighting her. We'll worry about calming her down when she wakes up."



  Hermione moved Ginny over to one side of the room and an elf appeared with a small cot. She maneuvered Ginny onto the cot, then turned to watch Harry and Remus. The unconscious man had been propped
  up on a small stool with a sticking charm.



  "Enervate," Remus said, pointing his wand at the man.



  The man opened his eyes and looked around. He spotted Harry and paled.



  "You know," Harry said conversationally, "the next time you take a portkey off someone, you should determine what triggers it has. The portkey detected the fact that Neville wasn't wearing it
  and judged the lack of physiological indicators as a major change in the health of it's owner, bringing you here."



  "I demand to be released immediately! I am a member of the French Ministry for Magic!" the man demanded in an arrogant tone.



  "Perhaps," said Remus coldly. "But since you have attacked members of our diplomatic mission, I can only assume that France is declaring war on Britain. That makes you the enemy."



  "Now, Remus," Harry chided. "I'm sure our friend will be cooperative. After all, he does want to return to his homeland alive and well." Turning the man, he sat down on thin air. "Now
  then, where are you holding the members of our diplomatic mission?"



  "I have nothing to say to you," the man replied with a sneer.



  "I was so hoping you'd say that." Harry smiled thinly and the man suddenly howled in pain. Standing up, he leaned down a few inches from the man's ear. "What you feel, Monsieur, is merely a
  simulation of what it would feel like if I flay the flesh from your bones. It's a very old spell and I've been looking for an excuse to try it. If that doesn't work, I'll attempt to pull the
  information directly from your mind. I know it will work, but I'm afraid it will leave you quite insane."



  Harry pulled away and looked at the man coldly.



  "You cannot do this!" the man whined. "I am Jean LaRoche, Inspector General of the Department of Magical Enforcement!"



  "Monsieur LaRoche, I fear you are under the impression that you have been arrested. While Mr. Potter holds a small position in the British Government, he is, at this point, merely a concerned
  private citizen searching for his missing friend," Remus said in an offhand manor, then he turned to Harry and looked eager. "Are you going to try that flaying spell we found?"



  Harry nearly laughed, which would have ruined everything.



  "Harry, he's the man Neville and the others were supposed to meet today," Ginny called from the cot she had been on. Hermione had awakened her and explained exactly what they were doing.



  Harry's expression grew grave. "Remus, we must stop now."



  Remus looked up in surprise. "But, Harry..."



  "No," Harry replied, holding up a hand. "He is an agent of his government and their actions make this an overt act of war on Britain. I will go alert the Americans and Canadians that we will
  have to invade France before we can take back our country. I know the Americans will approve. As for Monsieur LaRoche, he has infiltrated an official British installation in civilian clothes. He
  will be charged as a spy and executed under the articles of war."



  LaRoche paled and shook his head. He moaned for a moment. "No! I am no spy. I was merely following orders!"



  "Perhaps if you tell me where my husband and his fellow diplomats are being held, I would be willing to plead for mercy for you at your trial, Monsieur," Ginny said in French.



  Harry looked at her sharply. He didn't know what she had said.



  LaRoche looked at her and hope filled his expression. "The DST Building, sub-level three, eastern end," he gasped, he did not want to die.



  Harry's eyes narrowed and he did a quick silent legilimency on the man, skimming above the man's shields. He just needed to know if LaRoche was telling the truth or not.



  A moment later, he breathed a sigh of relief. "He's telling the truth," Harry told Remus quietly.



  "I'll alert Caleb and Amelia," Remus said, then he left the room.



  Harry joined Hermione and Ginny and the redhead looked at him hopefully.



  "I don't know what you said to him, Ginny, but it did the trick. We now know where they're being held,"he said softly. He didn't want LaRoche hearing them.



  "So what happens now?" Ginny asked in a small voice.



  Harry knelt in front of her. "Listen to me carefully, Ginny. An operation is being planned even as we speak. None of the Brotherhood can be in on the op, as much as we want to be. We're too
  involved."



  Ginny's eyes flashed with anger, but she nodded in understanding. Harry was right. They were too close to Neville to be directly involved. "What about him?" she asked, jerking her head towards
  LaRoche.



  "We'll return him to the French in due time. Remus and I were trying to scare him into talking when you said something that convinced him to give up the information. Frankly, my immediate
  inclination is to send him back to the French Ministry via a dozen owls, but I doubt Amelia will allow that."



  "Harry," Hermione chided and he grimaced.



  "I know, Hermione. But this is Neville we're talking about, damn it. He's family!" Harry hissed back.



  Ginny closed her eyes and clasped her arms around herself tightly. "Please, don't fight. I need you both."



  Harry looked at her, his expression softening. "You're right. I'm sorry, Ginny. Let's go upstairs and get settled. We may have a long wait."



  Hermione hugged Ginny before standing. "What about him?"



  Harry winked and grinned maliciously. Then he turned and pointed his staff at LaRoche. "Sominus!" he intoned. LaRoche panicked until the spell hit him in the chest, then he slumped on the
  stool, held there only by the sticking charm.



  "He'll sleep until I wake him up again, assuming I remember the counter spell. You know, my memory hasn't been the same since I came down with that cold. Heck, it could be years before I remember
  how to bring him around again," Harry said.



  Hermione looked reproachful, but Ginny snickered.





  The Bastille, Paris...



  "Report!" snapped the leader.



  "Sir, the agent directing our operation failed to arrive with his prisoners. The prisoners have arrived as planned, but our agent is missing. Also, the team sent to retrieve the women has been
  terminated."



  "Impossible!" shouted a voice from the other end of the chamber. "We were told these women were harmless!"



  The man in the arena cringed. He was LaRoche's second in command, although he didn't know LaRoche's identity.



  "The three women in question were witches, and more to the point, at least one had received military training. The capture team was neutralized with precision, and all of their personal effects
  were removed from their bodies, including their DST Identification cards," said the man.



  "This is madness! I warned you all this was madness! You have brought us to the brink of war!" shouted another voice.



  "Enough," shouted the leader. The room fell silent.



  "What of the three primary subjects?" he asked.



  The man in the arena nodded. "We have captured them and have taken them to a secure location. Interrogations were scheduled to begin tomorrow, but things are happening now that are outside of our
  control."



  "Oh? Such as?" Someone asked.



  The man turned to face the direction of the voice. "The British Embassy has been evacuated, it's personnel seeking refuge in other Embassies. And contrary to what we believed would happen, the
  Ambassadors for the United States, Canada, Italy, Germany and Ireland have been recalled for consultations. I also just learned that NATO has switched command codes and cut us out of the command
  circuits.



  "Finally, the British Government in Exile is demanding an emergency meeting of the U.N. Security Council."



  A hush fell over the room as people considered what they were hearing.



  Finally, one member broke the silence. "This is madness! You have brought us to the brink of war against an enemy we cannot defeat! NATO has amassed an invasion force of nearly a million men to
  liberate Britain. They will use it on us!"



  "I disagree," said the leader. "The other countries are posturing for effect on the world stage. No one will attack us because of our nuclear arsenal. They fear that too much."



  A murmur of agreement arose in the room.



  "Let us wait and watch the events unfold. We will continue as planned," the leader continued. Then he directed his comments to the man in the arena. "You are now in charge of this project. Do
  not fail us."



  The man repressed a shudder and nodded his head.



  "One more thing," said the leader. The man in the arena paused and looked up.



  "Just to be safe, let us not leave any loose ends dangling."



  The man nodded. "I will take care of everything."





  Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire, 7 rue NÃ©laton, Paris...



  As far as covert teams went, this one was extremely large. The team was composed of four ten man squads. After a briefing and a rushed mission planning session that lasted less than an hour, they
  arrived outside of the building as darkness descended on the city.



  The team was led by Twister, the senior non-commissioned officer of the Brotherhood Brigade. The plan was be simple. Team four would enter the building and head up to the executive offices where
  they would then make as much noise as possible, and probably gut the upper floors of the building. Teams one, two and three would head downstairs. Team Three would set up a guard on the entrances
  to the sub levels. Team two would sweep the sub levels in case they were given the wrong information, while Team one would make for the holding cells in the eastern wing of sub-level three.



  When some of the team leaders complained that the plan was too simple, Twister shrugged and replied, "The simpler the plan, the less that can go wrong with it."



  Twister motioned to two of his men, then pointed at the door with the sentries. The men nodded and raised their wands. The sentries crumpled to the ground a moment later.



  "Contact command and tell them we're in," Twister said to the man next to him. Then he turned and motioned to the men.



  One by one, each team entered the building. They had work to do.





  Padfoot Manor...



  The Brotherhood were all clustered in one of the large sitting rooms. Narcissa and Amelia had joined them, along with Cecilia Collington and Marjorie Talbot. House elves moved among the group,
  refilling drinks and bringing snacks.



  Cecilia had been taken to a healer and her injury had been healed quickly. Her jaw was sore, and would be for the next day or two, but it was nothing compared to the worry eating at her. She knew
  she owed Ginny her life, but her concern for Geoffrey overrode everything else.



  Harry paced off to one side and kept glancing at the large ornate clock on the wall. Ginny sat with Neville's Gran and Hermione. Her eyes were puffy from crying and she twisted a handkerchief out
  of shape in her hands.



  Amelia approached Harry, who looked up at her, startled.



  "Have you met Cecilia and Marjorie?" she asked him.



  Harry turned to the two women. "Only briefly when they arrived. Please ladies, make yourselves comfortable. I fear this will be a long night."



  "Thank you for letting us come here, my lord. I didn't relish the idea of staying home alone tonight," Cecilia said.



  "Nonsense. No one should be alone on a night like tonight," he told her and tried to smile reassuringly. "Find yourselves a comfortable spot and relax. It's all being taken care of."



  Cecilia nodded, then she dragged Marjorie off with her. Marjorie seemed to be too awed by where she was to say anything.



  "I hate this waiting," he said, turning back to Amelia.



  "You think you have it bad? Think of Ginny and the others. So many things can go wrong tonight," she murmured.



  "What about the protective detail? What of their wives?" he asked.



  Amelia sighed. "Only two of the detail were married. One man's wife is still in Britain and the other is with the wives of the rest of the detail tonight. We don't hold out much hope for them. If
  Merlin is on our side, we'll be bringing home more than our three missing diplomats."



  Harry nodded unhappily. "And the Embassy staff?"



  Amelia smiled. At least there she had good news. "All of the staff have been accounted for. They had plans in place for such a contingency. We have reports from six different Embassies reporting
  they are providing sanctuary for our people."



  An elf appeared and snapped off a salute, then handed Harry a small note.



  Ripping it open, he read it quickly before passing it to Amelia.



  "If I can have everyone's attention please," Harry said, loud enough to carry in the room. "I've received word from the Operations Center that a rescue attempt is now underway. All we can do
  is wait and hope," he said.



  Ginny stood unsteadily, then squared her shoulders and walked over to sit with the wives of the other missing men.





  Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire, 7 rue NÃ©laton, Paris...



  Team four ran up the stairs and stopped only a few floors below the top. Still in the stairwell, they disillusioned themselves and snuck out of the stairwell. From there, they broke into five two
  man groups to cover more area and wreak more havoc. The fact that most of the building was filled with muggles made the operation especially easy.



  Twister paused and smiled as the building shook under his feet. Team four was on the job, and from the sound of it, enjoying themselves. They had been instructed to keep the deaths to a minimum,
  but the damage they were doing was substantial.



  He looked around the corner, then pulled back. The entrance to the sub-levels would be daunting for muggles, but for wizards it was nothing. Not even the two foot thick steel door would stand up to
  a banishing charm. He nodded and team three stormed around the corner, firing explosive hexes at the sentries and the security cameras.



  Twister and teams one and two moved around the corner, while three men from team three banished the doors. He nodded to the team leader, then he joined team one. Entering the stairway, team two
  followed, while three remained behind, blocking the entrance to the sub levels.



  The building shook again and Twister could hear an alarm shrieking in the distance. The corridors that his men ran through were eerily silent. It didn't take long for team one to reach sub-level
  three. There, they slowed down, moving more cautiously and checking rooms. Finally, they found one corridor that was guarded by five machine gun carrying sentries.



  Twister motioned to his men, who moved silently up behind him. They crouched down, just out of sight. He held up his hand, showing five fingers. His men nodded and braced themselves. Twister ran a
  quick count on his fingers. When he reached zero, he bounced around the corner. The ten men of team one were right behind him.



  " Reducto !" he shouted.



  A machine gun chattered briefly. Twister felt something pull at his shirt sleeve, but he ignored it. In less than two seconds, the sentries were dead. Three men from team one ran up to the door and
  tried to open it. It was locked, but a quick charm took care of the problem.



  Entering the room, they found the three missing diplomats strapped to beds. Each man had an IV tube running into their arms and all three were unconscious.



  "Get them unhooked from that crap," snarled Twister.



  "Nice miss, Twister," one of his men said, fingering the hole in his shirt. A bullet had passed through his sleeve, missing him by a hair.



  "Take a bag of that stuff with you," he ordered, then he looked at his shirt and grinned at his men.



  One of the medics unhooked the three men from the IV's, and collected several samples in case they needed them. Another man unstrapped them from the bed. The medic gave them a thumbs up and a
  portkey was placed on each man's chest and activated.



  "Send out the recall signal," Twister ordered.



  Another man nodded and unslung his backpack. He rummaged around and pulled out a stone. Tapping the stone with his wand, it began to glow brightly.



  "Let's torch this place on the way back to the stairwell. We'll portkey from there," Twister ordered.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry glanced at the clock for what seemed the millionth time. An uneasy silence had settled upon the room and every one that spoke soon gave up trying to hold a conversation. Harry's hopes were
  sinking fast. It had been over an hour since they'd received notice that the mission was underway. There was a greater chance of something going wrong the longer the mission lasted.



  He walked over to Amelia. "We need to talk about responses to this," he said tensely.



  She looked at him sharply, but. "I know. I've been wondering about it myself. What do you have in mind?"



  Harry looked around for a moment, then steered her to an empty part of the room. "It's obvious that the current French government is hostile to us, so I'm going to suggest Operation Headshot."



  Amelia paled and stared at him. "You can't be serious," she exclaimed.



  "Of course, I'm serious," he snapped back. "This is war, Amelia, and they've just declared themselves to be our enemies..."



  "But assassination," she interrupted in protest.



  "It's not assassination. They're valid military targets. Besides, taking out the Minister and the department heads means we might get a government more friendly to our cause," he pressed.



  "No. We will not resort to assassination, not while I'm Minister. There are other ways of taking down the French Ministry..."



  Amelia and Harry stopped when a uniformed elf popped in and handed Harry a note. With the creature's arrival, every eye in the room swung in his direction.



  He opened the note and quickly scanned it. Looking up, his eyes went to the women. When he smiled, Cecilia broke down and wept.



  "Twenty minutes ago, our three missing men were returned to Haven. They're in Haven Hospital, recovering. Our healers say they have been given some sort of muggle drug, but they're expected to
  recover fully and will probably be released tomorrow."



  Ginny closed her eyes and murmured a prayer of thanks.



  "The Operations Center reports that there were no casualties among the rescue teams. Unfortunately, no sign of the missing protective detail was found."



  Walking over to the three women, he smiled. "Ladies, considering how you must be feeling, I'll make a portkey that will take you to the hospital. I don't want you apparating and splinching
  yourselves because you were in a rush."



  He conjured a long length of rope and murmured over it for a moment. The rope turned blue for a moment and he nodded as he gave it to Ginny.



  Neville's Gran joined them and she patted Ginny's arm. "Let's go see my grandson, shall we?"



  Ginny smiled up at the older woman as the other two women took hold of the rope. They vanished a second later.



  Harry stared at the empty space for a moment, then turned away. Moving to an armchair, he sat down heavily and rubbed his face tiredly.



  "So what now, Harry?" asked Draco.



  "Ask Amelia. Personally, I think we should take out the French leadership. But she says there's a bloodless way of doing it," he replied.



  "Harry," Hermione chided, then she shot an apologetic glance at Amelia.



  Amelia smiled thinly. "I'll tell you what, Harry. If my way doesn't work, I'll personally give you a go ahead on your Operation Headshot."



  He eyed her suspiciously, but nodded. "So, what do you plan?"



  Amelia looked smug. "I have agreements from five allied nations that if the French were to cause any further difficulties, we'd call for an Avalonian Council. Between myself and the five others,
  we have the six necessary Ministerial votes to invoke a Council. I intend to see the French Ministry disenfranchised."



  Hermione looked at Amelia in awe. "You can do that?"



  Amelia grinned wolfishly. "Watch me."





  17 Rue Dupin, Paris (Feb 12th)...



  Amhar Coeur de Lion stepped from his apartment and blinked his eyes in the bright winter sun. He had been feeling slightly sluggish for the last few days, almost as though he was coming down with a
  cold. He had visited a healer, been thoroughly dosed and given some potions to take with him. He took them religiously, but they hadn't relieved him of the sluggish feeling.



  He hoped LaRoche would contact him before he ran out of money. He hadn't seen the man in several days, but he expected he would soon. Something had happened at the British Embassy and the
  newspapers were all talking about it, along with a sudden cooling of relations with several countries. The papers were confused about the downturn on the international scene and were calling for an
  investigation.



  Amhar stopped at a little cafe he had found. They served an excellent English breakfast and he made it a habit of stopping each day for his morning meal and to read the paper. The cafe was
  comfortable and he felt safe there.



  He was reading a paper when his table rocked slightly. He looked up to see a man sitting across from him.



  "I'm sorry, but this is a private table, Monsieur. There are plenty of empty tables you can pick from," Amhar said in badly accented French.



  There was a puffing sound from under the table and Amhar felt an intense burning in his belly. It felt as though the wind had been knocked from him. He looked at the man across from him in
  surprise.



  "Marne sends her very best regards," the man said in a thick brogue.



  Amhar's eyes widened. Outside on the street, two automobiles collided, courtesy of the French crime syndicate. All eyes in the cafe turned to watch the spectacle outside.



  The man across from Amhar fired his silenced gun two more times, then stood and walked out the front door.



  Amhar's sight was beginning to dim, and his last thought was to wonder how he had been found. He never knew, and moments later was past caring, that he'd been just another loose end swept up by the
  French shadow government.
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 26 - The pain of loss

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Alyx closed the door to the theater and paused. She could clearly hear the screams coming from the stage area.



  Curious she walked up to the stage to find Bob, racking a person she didn't recognize.



  The strange man was tied down and Bob was busy pulling the fingernails off using a pair of white hot tongs.



  "What are you doing?" Alyx asked. The man looked at her, hope filling his eyes.



  "Nothing, just playing."



  "Playing?!?" she exclaimed. "Bob you are torturing that man!"



  Bob looked up from pulling out a fingernail. "I am?" he asked.



  "I don't understand," Alyx complained. "Is he a guest disclaimer?"



  Bob frowned, then hit the man in the kneecap with a hammer. "I don't think so. This is Dale, a reviewer who wanted to know what we've done for him lately. So I'm showing him," he replied with a
  grin.



  Dale moaned piteously and Alyx suddenly looked intrigued. "You sure we can't use him for a disclaimer?"



  "Nah, I pulled all his teeth already," Bob replied.



  Alyx frowned. "Dammit Bob, you're wasting good material!" she snapped, then she sighed and turned to the audience. "Do I really need to remind you folks that we don't own Harry Potter and the
  Potter universe."



  Out in the audience Harry leaned over to Hermione and looked down her blouse before remembering why he was leaning. "Remind me to never raise my hand when they ask for a volunteer from the
  audience."



  Hermione nodded, her eyes shining with interest at what was happening on stage.



  Alyx turned back to Bob and eyed Dale for a moment frowning. "I'll heat up the oil," she said simply.



  Bob watched her walk off the stage. "Gawd I love that girl," he muttered.



  Dale whimpered and swore he'd never annoy another author again.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 26






  Haven Hospital (Feb 12th)...



  While the Paris police were being alerted to the murder of a foreign national in one of their cafes, another person was just beginning to wake up.



  Neville opened his eyes and looked around groggily. He seemed to be having difficulty controlling his actions.



  A face swam into his field of view. He recognized it as Danni, the healer who often helped out up at the manor.



  "Don't try to move around, Neville. You were given a muggle drug and it's still wearing off. You should be fine within a half hour or so."



  Danni straightened up and looked at Healer August.



  "Is that the last of them?" asked the Senior Healer.



  "Yes, Ma'am. Mr. Longbottom, we think, got a stronger dose of whatever it was they gave him. Probably because he was the only one to show signs of a fight."



  Healer August approached the foot of the bed and Danni adjusted it with her wand so that Neville was sitting up and could look at her.



  "Mr. Longbottom, I know you are confused, but you are safe now. Do you understand? You're back in Haven and safe." Healer August said clearly.



  Neville blinked a few times, then nodded. "Wha appen'd?" he said, slurring his words.



  "You and your party were attacked. You were captured and given a muggle drug. About eight hours ago you were rescued and brought back to Haven along with the other members of your group. Your
  wife is well and waiting outside until we're done here.



  "Quite a resourceful young woman you married, Mr. Longbottom, but I'll leave her to tell you the story. Needless to say, she's been here all night and is exhausted. I'll let her in for a few
  minutes, then I'm sending her home with orders to sleep. She'll be back later, I'm sure. You should be released tomorrow, but I expect you'll be having a few official visitors this afternoon."



  August sniffed loudly as if the thought of official visitors disturbing her patients annoyed her greatly. She then reached down and made a notation in his chart and handed it to Danni before
  leaving the room.



  Neville settled back in the bed and closed his eyes for a moment. He could already feel things returning to normal, but it was an unsettling sensation.



  The door opened and Ginny walked in quietly. Her demeanor puzzled him. She seemed subdued, which was very unlike her.



  "Gin?" he asked, pleased that he hadn't slurred her name.



  She smiled and walked over to stand near the head of the bed. She looked at him for a moment, then threw herself on top of him, weeping. He wrapped his arms around her and, for the first time,
  noticed that he had a heavy bandage around his neck that crinkled and poked him uncomfortably.



  After a few minutes her emotional storm passed and she sat on the edge of the bed wiping away her tears. "I was so worried about you."



  "I'll be fine. Healer August said this should wear off soon," he replied. "Is everyone else alright?"



  "Not really, Nev. They weren't able to find any trace of the security detail."



  Neville frowned. Six men had vanished, thanks to the French.



  "And the others?"



  "Geoffrey and Chad were found in the same room as you. The group that tried to capture us wasn't so lucky. I wasn't in the room when they broke into our suite. I managed to get the drop on them,
  then we apparated to the Embassy were we sounded the alarm before coming home," Ginny said in a rush.



  The last twenty hours had been an emotional roller coaster for her and she was finally coming down from it. She wrapped her arms around herself and shivered slightly. She was only now coming to
  realize how much had been at risk.



  "So, what's happening now?" he asked, reaching out and caressing her arms, trying to comfort her with his touch.



  "It's all confused," she replied, getting off the bed and starting to pace. "Harry is fuming and most of the Brotherhood are fuming right along with him. Draco wanted to try boiling oil on
  our prisoner. Luna wants to give him to Fuzz. Hermione is walking around muttering about placing a permanent shield charm on the Brotherhood medallions to prevent this sort of thing from happening
  again. Harry wants to assassinate the French Minister and Amelia has called for something called a Council of Avalon."



  Neville sat up with a start and stared at her in astonishment. "WHAT?"



  She stopped her pacing and looked at him, irritated now. "Weren't you listening to me? I said Harry is angry," she said, starting to tick off points on his fingers.



  Neville interrupted her. "No, no. Tell me about the prisoner and the Council business?"



  Ginny stiffened and tried to glare at him for interrupting her, but between her confusion over what was happening at the manor and the relief she felt in having her husband safe, she couldn't
  manage it. Sighing, she raked a hand through her hair. "Amelia called for something called a Council of Avalon and we have a prisoner. It's how we found out were you were being held so
  quickly."



  "What's his name?"



  "Cockroach. No. The roach? I don't know. I was roach-something," she replied, looking at him in confusion. Why couldn't he concentrate on important
  matters? she thought. It must be the muggle drug.



  "LaRoche?"



  "Yes, that's it," she replied, smiling brightly.



  He leaned back in the bed, grinning. "Get a hold of Harry, Gin. Let him know that LaRoche isn't just a member of the French Ministry, he's the Inspector General of the MLE, and a major player in
  their ruling party. Someone might want to slip him some veritaserum. He's the official we were supposed to meet. We were told he was the Minister's personal representative."



  "So what happened to our group happened with approval of the government?" said a voice from the doorway.



  Neville turned to see Remus leaning against the door jam and he nodded to the older man.



  "Good, that makes things a lot clearer. I was concerned we were dealing with a sub faction of the ruling party. Amelia will be able to parade LaRoche around at the Council as proof positive."



  "I can't believe she's calling for a Council," Neville said softly.



  "Would you prefer Harry's way?" Remus asked sharply.



  "Harry's way has a certain direct charm to it," Ginny muttered.



  Both men looked at her with reproach. "Blood thirsty wench you have there, Neville," Remus commented with a grin.



  Neville looked at Ginny warily while she scowled at both of them. "She's not normally like that. I think she's just upset about yesterday."



  She rolled her eyes. "Sure, talk about me like I'm not standing right here. And yes, your damn right I'm upset! You run off and get yourself captured, nearly getting yourself killed. Where would
  I be without you? What would I have done? I don't even have a child yet to carry on your name!" she nearly shouted at him. She placed her hands on her hips and glared at Neville.



  Remus grinned. "I think that's my cue to leave. I'll be back later with Amelia, Neville. We want to talk to you about what happened."



  Neville barely noted Remus leaving the room. He had his hands full with an angry red headed witch.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry's Study...



  Harry walked into the study and saw only Hermione. He had been a little late and expected most everyone else to be in place for the morning briefing.



  "Where is everyone?" he asked. She was bent over a huge scroll with a complex arithmantic equation scrawled across it.



  He leaned over and examined her work, noting it was for a rather weak shield charm.



  "Amelia firecalled this morning and asked if we could put off the briefing until later in the day. She wanted to oversee the debriefing of the diplomats," she paused and looked up from her
  equation. "I would have thought you would be visiting Neville this morning, anyway."



  Harry shrugged. "I thought about it, but Ginny's been with him since last night. I figured they deserve some time to themselves. Neville's going to have enough people asking him what happened
  without me adding to it. Besides, I'll find out from Amelia."



  Hermione looked pleased at his reply and was about to say so when a house elf popped in, holding a note. The elf looked around and spotted Harry. She snapped off a salute, then handed him the note
  before popping out again.



  "Remind me to pick four elves to give to your parents, Hermione, but only after I make them watch Monty Python's Flying Circus for a couple weeks," he grumbled.



  She laughed softly and watch him.



  Harry unfolded the note and looked at it in confusion.



  "What's wrong?"



  "It's a note from the ghosts of Hogwarts," he replied. "They want to see me."



  She put down her quill and looked at him. "I thought they couldn't send messages without Peeves to help them."



  "They can't. Or at least they shouldn't have been able to. I'll pay them a visit and find out what's going on."



  She pushed back from the desk and stood up. "Not alone you aren't."



  "What?"



  "Harry, don't be daft," she said in exasperation. "Peeves is dead, so they don't have a way to send you messages, yet somehow manged to do just that? Doesn't that strike you as suspicious?"



  "Hermione, the Chamber is under a Fidelius charm, or have you forgotten? If the enchantment had been broken, as the caster, I would have felt it."



  She leaned back against the desk and nodded pensively. She nibbled on a quill for a moment. "Alright, Harry, but be careful."



  He smiled and started to rummage through one of the drawers.



  "What are you looking for?"



  He looked up from his desk drawer. "I keep a portkey in here for the Chamber. I don't want to activate the portal I placed in the Chamber until I know it's clear, and my portkey will only let me
  activate it. HA! Here it is."



  He held up a large skeleton key with a pink ribbon tied to it. Hermione smirked at his choice of ribbon colors. He walked over to her desk and looked at her equations again.



  "You know, if you invert this rune you'd get improved power focus and boost the containment effect," he told her smugly, then grinned and activated the portkey, vanishing before she could say
  anything.



  Hermione glared at the empty space where he'd stood a second earlier, then she turned back to her parchment. Sitting down once more, she bent over the equation and scanned it carefully. She made a
  quick notation and nearly growled. Picking up her wand, she waved it over the parchment, inverting one of the runes.



  "I hate it when he's right," she muttered.





  Hogwarts Castle, the Chamber of Secrets...



  "Lights!" Harry hissed in parseltongue.



  The torches along the walls flared to life, lighting the gloomy chamber. He looked around for a moment, then walked over to the table where the crystal that contained the power for the ghosts lay.
  After a moment of examining the crystal, he frowned and raised his hand. His power flared and a thick rope of energy snapped from his palm to the crystal, refilling it.



  When he finished he leaned against the table and breathed heavily.



  "Thank you," said a voice from behind him. He whirled, ready for combat, then relaxed, seeing the Bloody Baron.



  He bowed slightly. "My lord Baron, I received your note, but I admit to being puzzled. I was under the impression that none of the ghosts could affect anything corporeal, unless you possessed a
  body, and you can't bring a possessed body into the chamber."



  The Baron nodded and smiled grimly. "Things have changed, Lord Potter. When you were here last, we assumed, incorrectly, that Peeves had been killed. Peeves is still with us, although I hesitate
  to say he is alive."



  Harry blinked in confusion. "He's become a ghost?" he asked, lost.



  The Baron chuckled softly. "No, my lord. Peeves is still Peeves, but is Peeves alive? He is, after all, a mischievous spirit of nature."



  Harry nodded. "I don't know the answer to that question. But perhaps when the war is over, we can sit down and discuss it. I'm pleased to know that Peeves is back with us. I shall start bringing
  in more supplies for him."



  The Baron looked pained for a moment. "My lord, Peeves has asked you here today because he has a request." Turning away slightly he bellowed for the poltergeist.



  Peeves suddenly materialized over Harry. He tried to hide the water balloon, but he couldn't do it fast enough.



  Harry smiled warmly. He was genuinely happy to see the poltergeist unharmed. "I am glad to see you, Peeves..."



  He trailed off as another poltergeist appeared, then another and another, until five spirits stared down at him. Harry nervously noted that they all held water balloons in their hands.



  "Oh, Merlin," he muttered.



  "Pesky Potty Poopsie! Peevsie is back! And he brought his brothers!" Peeves said proudly, then he did a back flip in midair before coming down to Harry's level, where he poked the man in the
  chest. "Booming things is nice, but we wants digging things!"



  "Digging things?" Harry asked, feeling stupid.



  "Him stupid," said one of the other Poltergeists.



  "Yeah, lets eat him," said another.



  "No, no, no. Pottyboy is smart, him just surprised. Now we wants digging things. We want to make holes!" exclaimed Peeves.



  "Digging things," Harry repeated again. "Do you mean shovels?"



  "Shovels!" crowed all five poltergeists and they degenerated into an aerial acrobatic frenzy, chanting 'Shovels' over and over again.



  Harry couldn't help but grin, but he also wondered what they had in mind. He knew better than to ask.



  "I'll have some shovels sent over today or tomorrow," he promised.



  The poltergeists stopped their frenzy and turned to look at Harry in amazement. They had never met a human that actually aided them in their work.



  "See?" Peeves proclaimed to his brothers. "Potty is good people."



  "Make him honorary poltergeist!" Miffs exclaimed.



  Harry cringed and three poltergeists swooped down, kissing him wetly.



  Peeve watched with pride as Harry was inducted as an honorary poltergeist. The Baron grimaced and fled the room. There were limits to even what a ghost would watch.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry's Study...



  Hermione looked up as a whooshing sound signaled Harry returning to the study via portkey. He had been gone for nearly two hours.



  When he appeared, she leaned back on the chair in shock.



  Her husband now wore a pair of pink hotpants and his hair had been braided. If that wasn't enough, he was painted, half orange and half green. A miniature storm cloud hovered over his head, raining
  on just him. A giant fluorescent "P" blinked madly on his bare chest.



  "Don't ask." he snapped and walked from the room.



  Biting her lip, she tried very hard not to giggle at his back and the fuzzy purple tail that swished from the seat of his pants.





  Parliament Building...



  Joseph Meade walked into the office carrying a large stack of dispatches and letters for Lucius. Unlike Akers, who Malfoy had killed, Meade was useful enough that Lucius kept him around. He was one
  of Malfoy's chief aides, and a commander of Malfoy's legion.



  Lucius accepted the stack of parchments, leafing through them.



  "There's a dispatch from that Irish bitch, Murphy, and another from our contact in Haven. Also, I received a notice from one of our field commanders. He's complaining that someone is using magic
  to sabotage our operation in Plymouth. I've tasked a quarter legion to scour the area."



  Lucius frowned. The docks in Plymouth were being used to smuggle material and supplies in from the continent. If anything happened to them, they would be in trouble, as it would cut off one of the
  principle sources of supplies.



  "Only a quarter? Plymouth is a big city," Lucius replied.



  "Yes, sir, but I don't want to cut our strength too badly. We're still having problems up north. I figure the best thing is to keep our main force nearby, in case we need to jump in either
  direction."



  Lucius nodded in agreement. Playing the cautious hand might be slow, but it was the safest way to go.



  He opened the letter from the Haven contact and read it, his eyebrows raised nearly to his hairline.



  "Send an owl to Hogwarts. Ask the Master if it would be possible for me to see him tomorrow. I have important information for him," he snapped.



  Meade nodded and walked to the door. "Yes, sir."





  Padfoot Manor...



  Amelia paused in the doorway and wondered why Hermione was giggling at Harry. He sat at his desk, scowling at her now and then.



  She walked into the room and looked around, noting that even Draco and Remus were smirking at him.



  "What did I miss?" she asked.



  "Harry went to Hogwarts today to see what was going with the ghosts. While there, he discovered that Peeves, the Poltergeist, wasn't destroyed by Voldemort after all. Apparently, Peeves had gone
  off to get some of his fellow Poltergeists and decided to do it in a dramatic fashion. Harry here got inducted as an honorary poltergeist today. You should have seen him. They painted him and you
  should have seen the tail!" Hermione explained, before she began to laugh again.



  Harry frowned at her, then turned to look at Amelia. "I'm sure Amelia will be interested in learning what I discovered," he replied frostily. He wasn't really angry, but Hermione knew exactly
  how to tease him.



  "Yes, actually, I would," Amelia said. Harry glanced around seeing Remus, Draco and Caleb nodding at him.



  "Very well, I'll start off then," Harry said, starting the briefing.



  "As you are aware, we thought that Peeves, the Poltergeist of Hogwarts, had been destroyed by a killing curse cast using Voldemort's new scepter. This turned out to be false. Peeves was out
  rounding up help for himself. There are now a total of five poltergeists in the castle, Peeves, Miffs, Irks, Hacks and Vex."



  He paused when Remus covered his face in both hands and moaned.

  

  "Remus?"



  The older man looked up at Harry, a slight grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. "What are you planning on telling Minerva when she discovers there are now five poltergeists in the castle
  rather than one?"



  "I don't think it will be much of a problem, Remus. Peeves assured me they won't be staying on after we drive Voldemort out. More to the point, however, the Baron had some interesting information
  for me. It turns out that Snape has been taken off brewing potions for the ritual. Voldemort is reaching the limit of the ritual and soon won't be able to continue using it."



  "So what is Snape doing?" asked Hermione.



  "According to the Baron, he was investigating ways of extending the number of times Voldemort can undergo the ritual, but was pulled off the assignment to help Voldemort and someone named Pei
  Chung in breaking through our ward on the island. Apparently, they think they might be able to punch a hole in the ward, a temporary breech."



  Draco started leafing through his document folder.



  "Is that possible?" Amelia asked in alarm.



  "Possible, yes. Easy to do? No. The wards are partially powered by Ley lines and by the parchment that contains the map. The beauty of the ward we erected is that as long as the map remains
  protected and untouched, no power on Earth can break that ward."



  "But he's not trying to break the ward, he's trying to punch a hole through it," Amelia pointed out.



  Harry nodded at her and grinned.



  "What my husband is not pointing out is that, while the theory of punching a hole in wards is a well known and clearly defined process, no one, but we few, knows about the map. No matter how much
  power they pump into the ward, unless they also cast on the map itself, they won't be able to punch a hole in the ward. As it stands, the more power they pump into punching a hole, the stronger
  that local area will become," Hermione explained, watching Harry's smug expression melt away.



  He glanced at her sourly, though he had to admit that the idea of converting any attempts to break the ward into something that would actually increase its power had been her idea.



  Amelia nodded, now that she understood. "So, where is the map? And when the time comes, how hard will it be to remove the ward? It took a full coven to create it."



  Hermione glanced at Harry, who nodded. "The map used to be in a locked drawer of Harry's desk. I convinced him to move it. It's now kept by Gringotts in a high security vault guarded by dragons.
  As for removing the ward, that's easier than creating it. All we need do is burn the map."



  Amelia stared at Hermione in astonishment. "That simple?"



  Hermione nodded.



  "AHA!" Draco exclaimed. "I thought that name sounded familiar."



  He waved a parchment he had pulled from his folder. "Harry, do you remember when you told me about that letter from your Sheik friend and how he noted that the Crimson Jihad and another group had
  vanished?"



  Harry nodded, puzzled by the swift change of topic.



  "Pei Chung, age one hundred and six," he said, reading from the parchment. "He is currently the leader of the Iron Wand Tong, an Asian criminal group composed mostly of wizards and witches.
  According to what I've found out, they had close to five hundred members.



  "Pei Chung is a master of potions and charms," he continued, then he paled slightly and looked up nervously. "He also has some peculiar tastes, which I don't think I need mention here."



  "Where are you going with this, Draco?" asked Amelia.



  "Think!" Draco snapped. "We killed at least a thousand Death Eaters on our raid on the camps. Then we hear about two criminal groups that vanish without a trace? The Iron Wand Tong and the
  Crimson Jihad. Just a guess, but that's nearly a thousand very fanatic people. Now we learn that the leader of one of those groups is at Hogwarts? Voldemort has been reinforced."



  Caleb frowned and nodded. "It makes sense," he said softly.



  "So we killed a thousand and he replaced them," Amelia said softly.



  "Damn, it's going to be a bloody fight then," Harry muttered.



  Hermione made a strangling noise and everyone turned to look at her. She stood unsteadily.



  "BEFORE THE RAM IS GORED BY THE BULL THE TIME OF PROPHESY WILL END... AS THE TRUMPETS OF WAR SOUND THEIR CALL THE BLOOD OF THE BROTHERHOOD WILL FLOW... BLOOD WILL MEET BLOOD AND BLOOD WILL FIGHT
  BLOOD... THE ANCIENT VOICES WILL BE SILENCED FOREVER AS A SINGLE CRY HERALDS THE COMING OF A NEW AGE... BEFORE THE RAM IS GORED BY THE BULL THE TIME OF PROPHESY WILL END...," she intoned.



  Harry stood quickly and walked over to her. Both Remus and Draco were scribbling furiously. He glanced over to them. Draco passed his sheet to Remus who compared the two copies. All the while
  Hermione continued to repeat the same thing over and over again. Remus gave Harry a thumbs up.



  He reached over and gently touched Hermione on the shoulder. She blinked and swayed dangerously. He caught her in his arms as she slumped down and he gently placed her back on her chair.



  Remus summoned a house elf, who brought Hermione a cup of her favorite tea. He handed it to Harry who in turn held it to her lips. She sipped gratefully and smiled weakly.



  "It happened again, didn't it?"



  Harry nodded and she shook herself, trying to snap out of the lethargic state she was in.



  "Do you want to continue, or can I help you to our room where you can lie down for a while?" he asked quietly.



  She held out a hand imperiously for one of the parchments. "I'll stay, just give me a moment."



  Remus handed her Draco's copy.



  Amelia and Caleb watched with intense interest. Hermione's prophecies had carried them quite a ways in this war and allowed them to save thousands. But this was the first time anyone outside of
  Harry's inner circle had seen her give a prophecy.



  Harry watched her intently for a moment, then he engaged his mage sight, checking her aura carefully.



  " Stop that, I'll be fine," she sent him.



  " I know you will, but it's not going to stop me from worrying about you," he replied.



  " Well, you don't have to treat me like I'm an invalid or something," she snapped.



  Harry's expression changed and he looked away, hurt. He retreated from her mind pulling back and trying to occlude his emotions from her. He stood and walked back to his seat.



  She looked at him sharply and realized she had been unfair to him. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean it like that," she sent.



  He looked over at her and smiled weakly. "It's alright..."



  " No, it isn't alright. This scares me, but I shouldn't take it out on you."



  " We'll talk about this tonight or after the meeting, if you want. I know you didn't mean it."



  " Alright, but we're going to talk about this," she replied, her mental tone was uncertain.



  Harry sat at his desk and sighed tiredly. Remus quickly made duplicates of his copy of the prophecy and passed them out.



  Hermione scanned the parchment and shook her head in aggravation. "What is it about magic that makes things like prophecies speak in riddles? Blood will fight Blood?"



  "I agree it's pretty vague," Remus said quietly. "Most prophecies seem to become clear only after the fact. In any event, I'll speak with Eocho about this and we'll see what we can figure
  out."



  Amelia nodded and turned to Hermione. "Are you alright, Lady Potter?" she asked gently. Witnessing the birth of a prophecy was, in her opinion, a rare experience and an honor.



  "I'll be fine, Minister. I don't know why, but these things always make me feel surprised and shocked when it's over," Hermione replied.



  Amelia nodded and looked towards Harry. "Do you want to put this off until tomorrow?"



  He glanced at Hermione, who shook her head, before replying, "No, I think we can go on."



  Amelia sighed. "Very well. Having spoken with our people, we've learned that the diplomatic mission was ambushed when they reached the home of Jean LaRoche, who is apparently a functionary in the
  French ministry."



  "Not just a functionary, Amelia," Remus said, interrupting her. "He's a personal friend of the Minister and his unofficial representative."



  Amelia raised an eyebrow and scribbled a note on the her parchment.

  




  "Yes, well, that clears up a few things. From what we were able to find out, our two men were dropped almost immediately by full body binds. Your Mr. Longbottom put up quite a fight. If it
  weren't for the damage reported by the healers, we probably would have never known about the fight. When pressed, he admitted to killing two of his attackers, but he was badly outnumbered and
  trying to defend his two downed companions. It was an unenviable position to be in."



  "Apparently, they ripped his medallion off his neck, Harry," Remus added. "I spoke with him earlier. He doesn't remember it happening."



  "That explains how we ended up with LaRoche. Now the question is what do we do with him?" Harry asked.



  "Nothing, for the moment," Amelia replied.



  Harry turned and stared at her incredulously. "Amelia, six of our security men are missing and presumed dead. A diplomatic mission was attacked and we have one of the people behind it in our
  hands and we do nothing?"



  "You know what I mean," she said angrily. "We don't hurt him. I want him as part of my proof for the Council."



  Harry sighed and stared at his desk top for a moment. "Alright, I think it's time you explain this Council, Amelia. Even Hermione didn't have much information about it."



  The Minister laughed lightly. "I'm not surprised. The Council isn't a secret, it's just not common knowledge because it can undermine a Ministry's authority with the populace."



  She leaned back in her chair and picked up her cup of tea. She took a sip and looked pensive for a moment. "The Council was formed in 1455, just following the end of the One Hundred Years war.
  Its one single purpose is to keep wizarding countries from going to war against each other.



  "In the One Hundred Years war, Britain and France fought over land that Britain owned on the continent. Unfortunately at the time, the muggle governments knew about our world and actively courted
  our aid in their wars. Wizarding help in that war is one of the reasons it lasted as long as it did.



  "The Council, named for the famed island of Avalon of Merlin's time, is designed to keep wizarding governments from going to war. It is, in a word, a court where the Ministers of the other
  countries are the judges and executioners.



  "The Council is rarely called, and rarely will they invoke the worst case, disenfranchising a government. A verdict to disenfranchise is a death sentence for every department head in that
  particular Ministry.



  "There are four actions a Council can take. It can elect to do nothing, which would mean we failed to prove our case. At that point, the other government would be within their rights to invoke a
  Council against us," she told them seriously, noting their surprised expressions.



  "They can censure the offending government," she continued, "which is little more than a slap on the wrist. That would be a public relations victory for us, but have little effect on the
  French other than to annoy them further.



  "They can decide to place the entire country under an interdict for a limited time span, typically five to ten years. During that time, no country will trade with France. No one will buy their
  goods, and most importantly, no one will be allowed to travel to or from France via any wizarding method. That effectively stops the pure bloods from leaving, while the muggle born and half bloods
  can leave via muggle means. It's rare that the muggle born or half bloods agree with the policies of the pure bloods running the government.



  "Finally, they can disenfranchise the government. This invokes an oath that every Ministry official takes when they assume a manager role and will result in their death if they fail to resign
  their posts within seventy two hours after the Council's declaration of disenfranchise."



  Amelia paused when she noticed Harry's grin.



  Operation Headshot would have killed maybe a half dozen, but if they succeeded, there was a potential for them to bring down the entire government.



  "Before that grin gets too wide, Harry, not everything is going to go our way. For one thing, as the defending Government, the French get to decide where the Council will be held. It will most
  likely be held somewhere in France.



  "The leader for this Council will be Okobe Umtumba, an African shaman and a pacifist. He holds the tie breaking vote and a lot of power. Some call him the next Dumbledore. And don't frown at me,
  Harry. Unlike our Dumbledore, Umtumba is a light-sided wizard and his phoenix hasn't abandoned him.



  "I met Chief Justice Umtumba once, many years ago, and I couldn't help but come away feeling just a little humbled by the man. He's not arrogant or supercilious, it's just that there is an aura
  about the man, something that makes you want to trust him," Amelia said quietly.



  "So when will the Council meet and what will you need from us?" Harry asked.



  "The Council will meet in eight days, but we will not be allowed to attend for the first two days. The same rule applies to France. We cannot attend the Council until the twenty second of
  February. The Council needs the two days to work out procedural issues and ensure the Council chamber will be as secure as possible. Fortunately, the five other nations that issued the call for the
  Council will be there representing our interests. What I need from you is your Brotherhood. All of them."



  Harry blinked and stared at her. "The Brigade or just our core group?"



  Amelia chuckled. "The core, Harry. We're going to court, not invading France."



  "There's a nice idea," Draco murmured.



  Harry shot him a grin, then turned back to Amelia. "We'll be there. Are we allowed to bring any security?"



  Amelia frowned and shook her head. "No, the Council is supposed to be entirely neutral. No fighting is allowed at the Council. That's a key point. Unless you are defending yourself, you are
  forbidden to attack any member of the Council, witnesses or anyone associated with the proceedings."



  Harry's expression hardened. "I'm not sure I like this, Amelia. You're asking us to go to France, which we know is hostile and out for my head, I might add, and we're not allowed to bring any
  security? I will remind you that your very pregnant niece is a member of our Brotherhood and will be accompanying us."



  "Our safety until the close of the proceedings is guaranteed, Harry," Amelia replied stiffly.



  "Until the close of the proceedings? What happens then? Are we going to end up fleeing from French Security agents?" exclaimed Draco scathingly.



  "Draco," Harry chided, then he turned back to Amelia. "Thank you for the information, Amelia. The Brotherhood had stood beside your government since it's inception and we will continue to
  support you. We'll be there." He looked pointedly at Draco and Remus, who looked back at him, worried.



  "Now then, unless there is other business, I think we're done here," Harry said with a smile. Amelia was looking at him carefully and he wanted to reassure her.



  Caleb gathered up his papers and walked out of the office. Amelia looked as though she wanted to say more, but seemed to change her mind.



  Harry waited until she had left, then he cast a privacy charm.



  "Harry, you can't seriously be thinking that this is going to turn out the way Amelia thinks it will?" Draco demanded.



  "Of course I don't," he snapped as he stood up and walked to the window. "Amelia outlined four possibilities, but I can see the French going along with only two of them. The other two Council
  decisions are liable to force them into a corner. It will make them desperate and desperate men will act before they think," he said quietly, then he turned to face them.



  "Amelia wants us there, so we'll be there, but I want everyone with at least one spare portkey using the rune sets I made. Hermione, look into creating a rune set to take down a anti-portkey ward
  and portkey a person. I want everyone to be able to break out if necessary."



  Remus chuckled. The idea was ingenious. Harry's rune sets hadn't found much practical use, but this was a perfect use for them. A ward breaking portkey!



  Hermione grinned as she quickly jotted down several ideas.



  "I'll check our second skins and make sure they're in good shape," Remus offered, then frowned. "Ah, Harry, what about Amelia and her people?"



  "Let's make a few extra portkeys, but I'll task Susan to grab Amelia if things turn sour." He paused for a moment. "I suppose I should tell Ginny to grab Arthur, as well. I don't want to
  leave anyone behind, but it may not be possible to get everyone out. Amelia and Arthur need to be protected."



  When everyone murmured their agreement, Harry sighed. "Let's call for a Brotherhood meeting after dinner tonight to discuss this," he told them.





  Padfoot Library (Feb 13th)...



  Ginny entered the library and searched for the figure she knew to be there.



  "You've heard?" she asked him quietly.



  "I have," Eocho said as he moved towards her.



  "I spoke to Remus. He'll be joining us in a few minutes."



  The ancient shade nodded, but remained silent.



  "I went to see her while I was visiting Neville today. I'd hardly stepped into the room before she woke up and started screaming at me."



  When he still didn't comment, she began to wander the room. She touched objects here and there, ran her fingers over the bindings of the books on the shelf.



  "It took three nurses to knock her out again. I could feel it in her, feel it reaching out for me. It recognized me."



  Eocho merely watched her, offering nothing. When she finally faced him again, he saw the pain in her eyes and sighed. "What are you asking me, daughter?"



  "You know what I'm asking. Can it be removed?"



  "You've been in her presence. You know the answer."



  "But if the proper receptacle were found..."



  "The only receptacle capable of handling the evil within her was destroyed by the Maglios."



  The door to the room opened and Remus entered. Closing the door behind him, he leaned against it and waited.



  "Another dagger then," she began.



  "You would willingly being another here?" he asked, studying her. "You have faced the evil within it. How long before it breaks free and finds another victim?"



  "We could form another circle," she said, almost desperate now.



  "Daughter," he said, moving closer to her, "you know the risks involved, the risks you'll be asking them all to make, assuming another dagger could be found."



  She moved away, turning her back to him. "What's the point then, Honored Teacher?" she asked, scathingly. "We took the risk to invoke the Brotherhood Rite and were blessed with new abilities
  and power. And for all we've worked for, all we've trained for, we still can't save the life of a fourteen year old girl!"



  "I can only tell you the same thing you've told the Maglios. You cannot save them all," Eocho said quietly.



  "And now I know how much he must have hated to hear those words!" she exclaimed bitterly.



  Eocho did not reply.



  "You know what they'll do," she said, turning to face him.



  "I do." He raised his head and looked at her. "Daughter, I know the pain this causes you. I can only ask you to believe me when I tell you that she will find no peace in this life."



  "And the next?" she asked, her eyes boring into his.



  "The Gods are forgiving," he told her. "The girl was an innocent. She did not willingly embrace the evil of the dagger."



  She closed her eyes and bowed her head. When Remus' arms wrapped around her from behind, she leaned back against him and let her tears fall as grief for the young girl wash over her.



  "If you want, Ginny, I'll speak to Healer August," Remus offered quietly.



  She could only nod at him.





  Weasley Cottage, Haven, later that evening...



  "Mister Minister?" a small voice called quietly. "Sir?"



  When a small, cool hand touched his shoulder, Arthur opened his eyelids and looked into a large pair of glowing green eyes.



  Jerking away, he cursed as his legs tangled in the blankets. "What the hell?" he exclaimed.



  "Mister Minister must be waking now," the voice said.



  Grabbing his wand from the bedside table, he lit the tip and scowled. "Dilly?"



  "Yes, sir. It be Dilly," the small elf said, her voice quiet.



  "What's wrong?" he asked, looking around the room in confusion.



  "Melinda do be needing you," the creature told him.



  "What happened?" he asked as he tried to kick free of the bedding.



  "She do be grieving, Mister Minister," Dilly told him as she reached out to untangled the blankets. "Melinda did help the Pappy Healer release the young one tonight."



  "Pappy Healer?"



  "She who do be in charge of the hospital," Dilly clarified, tugging the blanket out from underneath him.



  "Sylvia August," Arthur corrected.



  "Yes, the Pappy Healer."



  Finally free of the blankets, he sat on the edge of the bed and stared at Dilly. "Healer August and Melinda helped the young one... Wait, are you telling me they gave Orla Quirke Mercy?"



  "That do be what they called it," the elf confirmed, her large eyes swimming with sadness.



  "Oh, Merlin. That means Ginny..." He sighed heavily.



  "The short, flame haired girl was unable to help her and the young one's parents wanted their child's pain to end," Dilly explained. "The Pappy Healer knows not to be alone. She is with
  Professor Kittycat tonight."



  "And Melinda?" he asked quietly, though he was afraid he already knew the answer.



  "She do be in her room. She will not speak of it to Dilly, but Dilly can feel her pain. She did refuse the Pappy Healer's offer of comfort."



  Arthur cursed quietly and stood up. Searching for the robe he'd discarded earlier that night, he threw it over his pajama bottoms.



  "Dilly is sorry to be waking you," the elf said softly, "but Dilly does not know how to be helping her friend."



  "You did the right thing," Arthur assured her. Sliding his wand into his robe pocket, he reached out for Dilly's hand. "Alright, take me to her."





  Melinda McKinney's Cottage, moments later...



  Arriving in the darkened cottage, Dilly released Arthur's hand. "She do be in her bedroom," she said quietly. "Please, help her."



  "I'll try, Dilly. Thank you for coming to get me."



  Nodding, Dilly went into the kitchen, waiting, hoping to be called.



  Moving towards the bedroom, Arthur just missed stubbing his toe on an end table. Reaching the door, he pushed it open and sighed.



  The room was lit by a few candles, their light dancing on the walls. Melinda sat on a comfortable looking chair in front of her bedroom window. When the door opened, she snapped, "I told you I
  didn't want to be disturbed, Dilly."



  "It's not Dilly," Arthur said.



  She stood up and moved to him quickly. "Arthur? What's wrong? Has something happened?"



  "Probably not in the way that you mean," he said, wrapping his arms around her. He closed his eyes for a moment, wondering how to approach the topic. Seeing no other way, he shrugged mentally.
  "Dilly woke me. She told me what happened tonight."



  He felt her stiffen in his arms, but refused to let go when she tried to pull way.



  "She had no right," Melinda said angrily.



  "She had every right. You made her a member of your family and she loves you. Seeing you in pain hurts her."



  "I'm fine. I don't need someone to hold my hand."



  He leaned away from her enough to look into her eyes. "Bollocks. Sylvia was smart enough to know she'd need support tonight. So do you, though you don't want to admit it."



  She twisted in his arms until he let her go. She stepped back from him and sneered. "I murdered a child tonight and you tell me I need support?" She laughed coldly.



  "You didn't kill her, Melinda. Voldemort did."



  "Have you noticed," she began, pacing, "that every death is laid at that monster's feet? Convenient for us, don't you think?" She shook her head. "Voldemort didn't kill her, Arthur, I
  did. Sylvia felt I needed to learn how to administer Mercy, so she guided me through the procedure. It was my wand, my magic, my will, that ended that young girl's life!"



  "Stop it," he told her harshly.



  "You know nothing of this. Go home, Arthur. I don't want you here," she said flatly, turning her back on him.



  "I know nothing of this? My daughter destroyed that damn dagger and I held her as she wept over what was once a girl named Orla Quirke!" he exclaimed fiercely. "She told me exactly what that
  dagger had done to the girl. You didn't kill her any more than Ginny did!"



  "You weren't there," Melinda began.



  "That doesn't mean I don't understand what happened."



  "Have you ever seen Mercy administered?" she asked, spinning around to face him.



  "No."



  She drew her wand, held it up and approached him slowly. "Shall I tell you of it? It's rather simple, actually."



  He slapped her wand out of her hand and grabbed her shoulders roughly. "Enough! This is a load of shit and you know it. If you had really murdered Orla, you wouldn't be grieving for her. The
  person she was died the moment she picked up that damn dagger! And don't tell me I don't understand. I nearly lost Ginny to something similar in her first year at Hogwarts. Had it not been for
  Harry, she would have died."



  "But she didn't. Someone was there to save her. Where was Orla's 'someone'?" she asked, her icy mask melting into one of grief.



  He wrapped his arms around her. "Oh, darling, don't do that to yourself. You couldn't have known she needed help. You did the only thing you could have. You released her from the pain and
  darkness. You couldn't save her life, but you saved her soul."



  Melinda's knees buckled as she began to sob against his shoulder. Swinging her up into his arms, he moved to the chair in front of the window and sat down, holding her in his arms.



  "That's it. Mourn her loss, get it out," he murmured softly.



  In the kitchen, Dilly held on to the counter and looked out the window as her friend's grief swept over her. Staggering to a chair, the small creature sat down, bowed her head and wept for the
  young one and those who suffered through the pain of her passing.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry (Feb 16th)...



  "I need to talk to you," Deneb said quietly as he and Millicent left the Great Hall at lunch.



  "We have rounds tonight," Millicent began.



  "It can't wait that long. Meet me outside in the courtyard in ten minutes. You know the spot," he told her with a meaningful look.



  "We both have class," she protested.



  "Trust me, the Headmistress will forgive us for this. Remember, ten minutes!" He slipped into the crowd a moment later.



  Scowling, she changed directions and headed for the infirmary, on the off chance someone was watching her.



  Once the traffic in the halls had thinned out, she left the school building quickly and made her way to the courtyard.



  Finding Deneb, she joined him in a small alcove tucked away behind an enormous climbing rose plant, dormant now as it waited for spring.



  "What is so important? I have Ancient Runes now and Professor Ollivander is not going to be pleased that I skipped," she grumbled.



  "I overheard an interesting conversation today at lunch."



  "Overheard? My arse. One of these days you have to teach me the spell you're using for that," she told him.



  "Hey, I need something to keep up with you," he told her, his eyes dancing. "But we're getting away from the point. Listen, Mindy Joyner sent an owl to her parents from the Ministry building.
  She told Jack Palmer that her internship is really paying off and that she was able to send off the Ministry's attack plans, including troop numbers, to her parents. We both know what that
  means!"



  "Yeah, it means Voldemort now has that information," she muttered, her eyes narrowed.



  "She's not a very cautious person. She gave the information to Palmer, right out in the open. I wrote it down," he told her, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a slip of paper. "This is
  the information she sent her parents. We need to get this to the Headmistress."



  "I agree, but you don't need me to help you deliver it. Don't get me wrong, Deneb, the information you have is important, but why am I skipping class for this?"



  "Because I need your help. Jack Palmer told Mindy that he's sending his parents an owl to report that the dagger has been found and destroyed. He's requesting that another be sent to Haven."
  When her eyes widened, he held up a hand. "It gets worse. He's sending them the name of a third year boy. He and Mindy discussed it and decided that the third year would be susceptible to the
  dagger's influence because he's rather weak willed," he told her, grimacing.



  "Who is it?"



  "I don't know. They never mentioned a name, but both seemed to know the boy."



  "When is he sending his owl?" she asked.



  "Right after class. We have to stop him."



  "No, actually, we don't. Let him send it."



  "Are you mad?" he exclaimed.



  "No, I just learned well from my time as a Slytherin," she said with a small, devious smile.



  "You frighten me sometimes. You know that, right?"



  She laughed. "Just keeping you on your toes." She touched his cheek for a moment, then jerked her hand back and frowned. "We need to move fast. Keep an eye on Jack when classes let out. Make
  sure he goes to the owlery, but don't follow too closely. I don't want him to become suspicious."



  "Where will you be?"



  "Owl hunting."





  Loading Dock #13, Plymouth England...



  There were a dozen people working on a crane that had been heavily damaged during the unrest surrounding the fall of the government. Someone had used it as a sniper nest until several reductor
  curses had put an end to the threat.



  The nice neat control cab had been replaced with a wooden shack. It was bare of creature comforts, but it did the job of protecting the operator while he loaded and unloaded containers.



  The foreman thought it was a waste of time. There hadn't been a container carrier arriving in Plymouth since April of last year.



  A man operating a welding torch gave the foreman a thumbs up. He nodded and signaled to another man, who gave one long blast on an airhorn, alerting everyone that they were cutting away the last of
  the damaged frame and to stay away.



  The foreman leaned over the railing and looked down at the ground, eighty feet below. Seeing it was clear, he signaled the welder.



  The man with the torch turned back to the metal frame and his torch flared white hot. Sparks flashed and molten pieces of metal dropped to the ground like meteors. The foreman watched as the eight
  foot long piece of steel slowly pulled away from the frame. It fell to the ground below in a huge crash.



  The foreman leaned over the railing to watch the metal fall and felt a sense of vertigo, almost as though he, too, were falling.



  It took him a second to realize that he actually was falling. A moment later, he, along with most of his crew, were screaming as they plunged to their death.



  The overhead crane had been hit with with several explosive Hammer of God spells on both ends of the crane, cutting away the center section. One man from the crew managed to jump to the hanging
  edge, where he clung for nearly a minute before joining his fellows in the pile of broken metal below.



  There was a moment of total, shocked silence among the dock workers that had been present, and then someone screamed. The normally strong willed men had been forced back to their jobs by the
  strange black robed men and they weren't about to stick around. They scattered in every possible direction.



  The three visible wizards jumped for cover as arcs of spell light lanced out at them. One man pointed his wand straight up and yelled an incantation.



  Alastor Moody grinned and motioned for the four men he was with to move forward. Carefully covering each other, they moved one man at a time towards the wizards. Moody looked towards the wreck of a
  crane with satisfaction. It was a shame the muggles had to die, but they couldn't allow the port to become operational again.



  Moody stumped forward, firing as he went. His men were already in position. They had pinned down the three Death Eaters. Now all they had to do was kill them and get away.



  The Death Eaters were holed up behind a container. To one side was a warehouse, and the empty dock on the other. They had no where to run.



  Moody crouched behind several metal barrels, watching as the others moved forward again. Movement to one side caught his eye, but he ignored it, thinking it was part of the muggle work crew trying
  to escape.



  A large bay door on the warehouse slid open, revealing nearly fifty Death Eaters. They poured from the building, firing as they went. A spell exploded against the barrel Moody was hiding behind and
  he was knocked back nearly ten feet. He struggled to his feet and looked around quickly, but couldn't see his men.



  "Escape one!" he shouted, then he yanked hard on the emergency portkey pinned to his vest. At the same moment, a spell hit him in the legs. He vanished from the scene, leaving behind one leg of
  flesh and bone, and another partially made of wood.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, Office of the Headmistress...



  When the last class let out for the day, two breathless seventh years knocked on the office door of the Headmistress.



  When the command to enter the room was heard, both students rushed in and shut the door quickly behind them.



  Millicent warded the door as Deneb started the hurried explanations.



  "Wait," Minerva said, holding up one hand a minute later. "You both skipped class?"



  When Deneb started to explain again, Millicent rolled her eyes. "Let's try to focus on the important issue here," she interrupted.



  When the Headmistress drew herself up, her face pinched in anger, the younger witch realized her choice of words had been poor. "I didn't mean that as it sounded, Headmistress," she rushed out.
  "I only meant that if you would let us explain what has happened, I'm sure you'll forgive us for missing one class. And if not, we'll both serve detention."



  "Speak for yourself," Deneb muttered darkly.



  "This was your idea, Thorntree. Live with it," she growled back.



  "Will you two just get on with it?" Minerva snapped sharply.



  Turning back to the Headmistress, Millicent told her what had taken place, while Deneb pulled out the paper he'd written the numbers on and gave it to McGonagall.



  "You're sure about this?" Minerva asked Deneb as she glanced down at the figures he'd provided.



  "Yes. If it would help, I can provide a pensieve memory of the conversation," he told her.



  "It may come to that," the Headmistress told him. "Now, what about Jack Palmer? Were either of you able to get a look at the letter he wrote?"



  "I did better than that," Millicent said as she reached into her robe. Pulling out a blood covered roll of parchment, she placed it on the McGonagall's desk. "I haven't opened it yet, but I'm
  sure it's encrypted."



  Understanding lit Minerva's eyes as she realized what had happened. "Was there no other way?" she asked.



  "The owl was well trained. He would not drop his delivery. If it helps, he died quickly," the young woman said quietly.



  Deneb frowned in puzzlement. "I don't understand."



  Minerva looked at Millicent carefully, then turned to Deneb. "Miss Bulstrode has many unusual talents, Mr Thorntree. Among them is the fact that she is an animagus. Unregistered, for now, so I
  ask that you keep this information to yourself. Her form, a gyrfalcon, hunts other birds, including owls. When Mr Palmer's owl refused to drop his delivery, she was forced to kill it."



  "So, what's the problem?" he asked.



  "I had told Miss Bulstrode previously not to sample the local domesticated species. In this case, however, it was unavoidable."



  "Sample the local..." He looked at Millicent in dawning horror. "You didn't!"



  She looked at him with wide, innocent looking eyes. "I was only doing what a gyrfalcon does naturally."



  He shuddered. "Oh, Merlin. I kissed you just before we got here!"



  Millicent rolled her eyes. "It's not like I didn't brush my teeth," she muttered.



  "I think that's about enough," Minerva told them, trying to suppress her own shudder. "You're beginning to drift into an area I'd rather not know about, and we still have work to do."



  Reaching for the parchment and her wand, she studied the encryption charm on the letter and nodded.. With a few muttered words, she broke the encryption and unrolled the scroll.



  "It's all here," she told her students when she finally looked up from the letter. "The dagger, the name of the boy to send it to, everything." She shook her head. "Sit down, both of you.
  We're going to be here for awhile."



  Sitting down on one of the chairs in front of McGonagall's desk, Millicent leaned forward. "Who's the boy they've offered up?" she asked.



  "Dennis Creevey," she said as she scribbled out a quick note. "Chloe!" she barked.



  With a small pop, a nervous house elf appeared. "Yous called, Professor?"



  "I did, and I apologize for my tone. I need you to take this message to Draco Black immediately."



  "Yes, Professor. Chloe wills be quick!" Taking the note, she disappeared.



  "What now, ma'am?" Deneb asked.



  "Now we wait. I'm not sure what Draco might want to do, but I will not allow another student to be corrupted by one of those damn daggers. If Draco allows it to come into Haven, which I cannot
  imagine, I will lock this school down and ward it!"





  Padfoot Manor...



  When the unknown house elf appeared at dinner, the occupants of the dining room all froze for a moment, causing the already nervous elf to squeak in alarm.



  "It's alright," Harry said gently. "You have a message for one of us?"



  The elf nodded, then ran to Draco. "I's is told to gives this to yous, sir."



  "You're from the school, aren't you?" Hermione asked.



  "Yes, miss."



  The Brotherhood exchanged nervous glances as Draco read the missive.



  "It's from the Headmistress," he told them, look up. "It seems Millicent and Deneb have uncovered a rather disturbing plot to bring another Blade of Mordoc into Haven. She wants to see me,
  now." Taking the napkin from his lap, he placed it on the table and stood.



  Harry pushed away from the table. "I'll join you," he said, standing up. Seeing the worry in Hermione's eyes, he kissed the top of her head as he passed her. "Don't worry."



  "Call if you have need," Luna murmured as Draco kissed her cheek. "And don't walk to the school," she added, a bit louder so Harry could hear her as well. "The last time I walked that
  path, I found the trail of a Spotted Lurker. They're as big as a hippogriff and they like to climb into the trees and pounce on the unsuspecting victims below."



  Hermione shook her head and opened her mouth to refute Luna's warning. Spotting Fuzz curled around the blond's neck, watching her with bright, unblinking eyes, she went limp in her chair and looked
  down at her plate.



  Leaving the dining room, Draco stopped and sighed. "Alright, let's get this over with," he muttered, holding out an arm.



  With a sheepish grin, Harry grabbed the blond's arm and apparated them both through the manor's wards.





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, Office of the Headmistress...



  Minutes later, they were seated in Minerva's office. As Harry read over Deneb's hastily written notes, Draco read Palmer's letter.



  They were both scowling when they switched documents a few moments later.



  "Well, it was a good idea while it lasted," Draco muttered as he put down Deneb's notes.



  "What do you mean?" Minerva asked.



  "We're pulling the plug on this. The risk has become unacceptable."



  "What about the numbers Joyner passed to her parents?" Deneb asked.



  Harry looked up from rereading the letter. "The damage has already been done. She sent her own letter before you learned of it, so we'll have to adjust accordingly," he said quietly. They
  weren't cleared to know that Joyner had been deliberately given incorrect numbers.



  "I'm sorry. I don't work at the Ministry, or I might have learned of this sooner," Deneb told him.



  "Don't be sorry. We never would have learned of it if you hadn't overheard her conversation. Knowing about it, we can lessen the damage," Draco told him before turning to the Headmistress.
  "We'll have to call in our Aurors," he told her.



  "Aurors?" she asked him, surprised. "Why not call in O'Dalley?"



  "The aurors are military," Draco explained. "We don't want this to become a civil matter. That would require Ministry involvement. Because both have been conspiring with known Death Eaters,
  this now becomes a matter of treason and the military is in a better position to handle such things.



  "Tobby," he called next. Reaching into his robe, he drew out a small notebook.



  With a small pop, a house elf appeared and saluted. "Yous called, sir?"



  "Yes, wait one moment, please." He turned to Minerva. "May I borrow your quill?



  When she handed it to him, he wrote a quick note and gave it to the elf. "Take this to Twister."



  "Yes, sir!" With another salute, he was gone.



  Harry shook his head. "I wish you and Dan had never started that," he muttered.



  "The elves like it. Leave them alone," the blond said, grinning.



  With a sigh, Harry stood up. "Are we going to do this now, Draco?"



  "Yes, tonight."



  "Then let's at least be smart about it. Minerva, once Twister and his friends arrive, would you summon Joyner and Palmer to your office one at a time, please? Let's not do this in front of the
  other students."



  Minerva looked somewhat take aback by how quickly things were moving. "I had thought to wait," she began.



  "It's better to take care of this now," Draco told her seriously. "Let's get them before Palmer begins to wonder why his owl hasn't come back." He looked at Millicent slyly for a moment and
  nearly laughed when she stuck her tongue out at him.



  Seeing McGonagall's troubled expression, Harry bent down next to her and smiled. "I know this is hard for you," he said quietly as Draco and Millicent teased one another about their days in
  Slytherin.



  "Two students, arrested," she murmured.



  "I don't know if it would help to think of them as spies or not. They've been your students for many years now and I know that's how you'll see them when they're taken into custody. But please,
  try to remember, they made their choice."



  "Did they, Harry? Does any child really have a choice when his or her parents are Death Eaters?"



  "Draco should be all the answer you need. They were out of that life, away from their parents, but chose to hold on to the hate and serve Voldemort. They can't remain in the school to harm or
  corrupt others."



  She looked at him with shattered eyes, but nodded. When the knock came at her office door, she jumped. "Come!" she called.



  The door opened and five aurors entered the office. Spotting Draco, Twister went to him and waited to be briefed.



  Harry reached out and squeezed Minerva's cold hand. "It will go quick," he assured her. "If you could write the first summons, we'll start."



  Nodding jerkily, she reached for her quill.



  In less than an hour, both students had been taken into custody and removed from the school. Deneb and Millicent had been sent to remove their belongings from the dorms and each item was thoroughly
  searched by the aurors.



  Minerva stood at her office window, looking out over the night shrouded grounds of the school. She was heartsick, and more tired than she'd like to admit. When she felt a gentle touch on her
  shoulder, she turned her head and looked into calm, emerald eyes.



  "It's done," Harry told her quietly. "It might best if you let it be known to the student body that the missing students were withdrawn from the school by their guardians. Keep it vague. If
  any students push for more information, tell them that it was a private matter."



  "I feel as though I've failed them," she said.



  "You didn't, their parents did."



  Taking a deep breath, she nodded and turned back to the window.



  Motioning the others out of the room, Harry squeezed Minerva's shoulder gently, then exited the room. Closing the door behind him, he scanned the group until he found Deneb and Millicent.



  Pulling them aside, he thanked them for their efforts.



  "I wish we could have done more," Millicent told him.



  "You've done more than I'd ever hoped, Millicent. Had it not been for you two, another student would have been lost to a Blade of Mordoc." He looked back at the closed office door, then faced
  them once more. "Keep an eye on her for me."



  Deneb tensed. "You expect trouble?"



  "No, not really. But she took this very hard. She loves the students and she feels as though she's failed Palmer and Joyner. She's depressed over this and is still weak from the attack. Watch out
  for her, discreetly. If she starts having problems, contact me immediately."



  When they nodded, he turned away to look for Draco.





  Padfoot Manor (Feb 17th)...



  Harry sat back and listened with only half his attention as Draco explained to Amelia about the spies and what was happening with them.



  "I suppose I should talk to Brogan," Amelia said finally. That brought Harry's attention back to the conversation.



  "Brogan? What for?" he asked.



  "The Irish are our allies, Harry. We've danced around this issue several times already, but the simple fact is we have no legal right to hold these two. If we held them until we returned to
  Britain, a good solicitor would get them off based on their being imprisoned illegally. Brogan needs to climb down from the fence and acknowledge that these kids were spying against all of us,
  including the Irish. Then we can turn them over to a military tribunal, like we did with the Death Eaters from up north."



  "But those Death Eaters were executed," protested Hermione. "These are children!"



  "Hermione," Harry said gently, "they were planning on slipping the dagger to Dennis Creevey. Orla is dead, after killing several others. They might as well wear the mark themselves. I'm not
  too happy about it myself, but we can't ignore the fact that they are a danger to everything we believe in."



  Hermione closed her eyes and shivered slightly, wondering what had happened to civilization that they could sit here calmly, thinking about executing two students.



  Harry reached out to touch Hermione's hand when a popping sound stopped him. A uniformed elf from Draco's group appeared carrying a message, which he handed to Harry promptly.



  He read the note and sighed heavily. Hermione gasped, as she felt the waves of sorrow coming from him.



  "Harry?" she said, standing in alarm and looking at him.



  "Draco," Harry said in a quiet voice, ignoring Hermione. "Go to the Operations Center and tell Twister he has an hour to turn out the Brigade in full dress uniform. Have the Brigade assemble
  in the assembly room."



  "Harry, what's wrong?" Hermione demanded of him.



  He looked up, his eyes glistening with tears. "Alastor Moody was killed in action yesterday. His body is being returned to us by Mathias Thrawkmort and his people," he said softly.



  There was a general intake of breath.



  Amelia sprang to her feet, her expression distraught. Moody and she had been partners once, back when she was an Auror. "An hour? Excuse me, I will see you all then."



  Harry nodded absently.



  "I should go to," Caleb said softly. "I'll make sure the Raiders are ready."



  Caleb left with Draco right behind him.



  Harry stood and walked over to Hermione. Moody's loss was causing a lot of conflicting emotions in both of them. As he had pointed out numerous times, he never had been a Professor of theirs, but
  he had worked tirelessly for them, once he had broken away from Dumbledore.



  He took her by the hand. "We have to go get dressed," he said softly, then he looked to Remus. "Will you tell the others?"



  Remus nodded and walked from the room.





  Haven Operations Center...



  Harry stood with Hermione and the other members of the Brotherhood. Unlike Harry, they were wearing their Brotherhood Brigade uniforms and cloaks. Harry wore the uniform gifted to him by the King.



  Not far away stood Amelia, Arthur and nearly half of the old Wizengamot. Behind them stood the Brotherhood Brigade and Stanton's Raiders.



  A small bell chimed, signaling the arrival of a portkey from Britain.



  "Troop! Attention!" shouted Twister. The old Auror was having difficulty controlling his emotions. He and Moody had attended both Hogwarts and the academy together. They had covered each
  other's backs and each owed their life to the other.



  Nearly two thousand backs stiffened. In an alcove, the portkey arrived with Mathias Thrawkmort and three men of his detail. Between them was a plain pine coffin. Thrawkmort looked shocked, seeing
  the entire array of Haven's military forces standing at attention.



  "Burial detail, forward!" shouted Twister.



  A group of ten men moved forward at a precise half beat march. The strains of 'Last Post' began to play. Traditionally a song from the British Army, Harry had chosen several of their traditions to
  mix with those of the wizarding world for the Brigade.



  The burial detail took the simple pine box from Thrawkmort and his men. One man of the burial detail transfigured the coffin into a more suitable casket, polished and gleaming. Another placed a
  flag over the top.



  With the detail leading the way, everyone moved slowly up a ramp and out of the Operations Center to a bier that had been set up for this purpose.



  The casket was levitated onto the bier, while the units reformed into ranks again. Amelia stepped forward, then she turned and faced everyone.



  "Alastor Moody was a warrior from the day he left Hogwarts, almost a century ago. Dedicated, he spent his life protecting the innocent and he paid a high price for his efforts. I remember when he
  was injured so badly in the first war with Voldemort and the Ministry was trying to force him into retirement.



  "I said to him, 'Alastor, why are you fighting so hard to stay on the job? You've lost your leg and an eye!'



  "He looked at me with that crazy blue eye of his spinning wildly and he said, 'It's my job, Amelia. It's what I am. I hold back the dark.'



  "'I hold back the dark.'" Amelia repeated, then she paused for a moment.



  "Five simple words with so much meaning. It's a lofty goal to which we should all dedicate ourselves. Alastor was a shining example of what it meant to be tasked with protecting our people and
  our way of life. He died as he lived, fighting for the light and we find ourselves poorer for his passing.



  "We have lost a warrior, a patriot and a friend, but we are enriched by the fact that we knew him or of him. Alastor, you may be gone, but your name will live on among the ranks of the Aurors you
  trained, and your lessons will be passed to younger generations."



  Amelia turned to face the bier, she bowed low and then pulled her wand. "Ut silenti etc nos narro bonus," she intoned. A bright pinprick of light flew from her wand towards the bier, where it
  slowly started to orbit the casket.



  "Troop Tribute!" shouted Twister in a voice thick with emotion.



  As one, the members of both Brigades pulled their wands, casting the spell of remembrance and reflection. The single spot of light circling the casket thickened into a great rope of light, spinning
  around the bier.



  Somewhere in the distance, a lone bagpipe began to play the traditional 'Flowers of the Forest', while a house elf ignited the pyre. Everyone stood in silence, listening to the piper play, it's
  notes mixing with the sound of the fire and the steadily growing roar of the magic accelerating it.



  Finally, Twister turned to the troops again.



  "Brigades! Dismissed!"



  In ones and twos, people began to drift away. One could see from the looks on their faces and their posture that they were still shocked. A legend had passed and in the silence of their souls they
  asked themselves a burning question. "If he could die, then what makes me safe?"



  Harry stood next to Hermione, watching for a moment. Among the Brotherhood, and most of the brigades, dry eyes was a rare thing. He turned to Hermione. "I'll be right back. I need to speak with
  Twister," he said.



  "I'll come with you."



  He paused, then he nodded and grabbed her hand.



  He found Twister talking quietly with one of his senior Aurors. He walked up to him and waiting politely until the old auror had finished speaking to his man. Twister was one of the few men left
  who could intimidate Harry.



  "Twister."



  "Sir?"



  "Stand down the training for twenty four hours and make sure the merchants know my tab is open until ten o'clock tomorrow evening. Then let the Brigades know. But I expect them all sober the day
  after tomorrow."



  Twister grinned wolfishly. "Aye, I'll do that, sir. The men will be pleased."



  Harry nodded and he and Hermione turned away from him, walking back towards the manor. The rest of the Brotherhood fell in behind them, walking in silence. No one, it seemed, wanted to break it.



  " Do I want to know what that was all about?" Hermione asked him.



  " The Brigade needs to blow off some steam. Just because I don't drink doesn't mean I can ask them to



  make the same decision. This way, they'll toast Moody, get themselves drunk enough to forget for a while."



  " When did you open a tab with the pub owners?"



  " I had Remus arrange it the day we came back from Leeds. If there was ever a time I wanted to get drunk and forget..."



  " Oh... And now? Do you want to forget now?"



  He frowned for a moment, then he shook his head. "No, the Brigade can forget, but that's a luxury I can't afford. Voldemort's bill grows daily. When I finally
  face him, I'll be doing it for people like Moody, Orla, Willie, Percy, Sirius, my parents... The list is long."



  " Then how do you deal with it, Harry? Sometimes I feel like I want to scream and start throwing things," she exclaimed. He could feel her frustration
  bubbling and churning over their bond.



  " You can, if you think it will make you feel better, my heart. We all find our own path to dealing with the fear and frustration. I have you, and that helps me
  more than you can possibly know."



  " I don't understand."



  He sighed and glanced at her. "Hermione, for most of my life I was denied the one thing you've taken for granted. You knew your parents loved you. I think mine
  did, but have little direct proof, other than stories that others have told me. Then you came along and you gave me a piece of yourself. I'm in awe still that anyone can give something so precious.
  Sometimes I'm afraid I'll wake up and discover it was all a dream. You have no idea what it's like to take someone who never knew love and suddenly give it to them.



  " No matter how bad things get, just thinking of you and your love for me makes me feel better. You have a power over me..."



  She chuckled, then grinned at the images she sent him.



  " No, not that way. Well, that too, but you have a power, Hermione. You hold my heart in your hand and could crush it if you wanted. But I know you won't. I
  never really thought about it, but I suppose love means being totally vulnerable to the one you love and trusting that they won't hurt you."



  " That power goes both ways, my heart," she sent to him.



  He slipped his arm around her shoulder and his smile broadened. "I know it does, I know it does..."



  Behind them, another conversation was just starting.



  Draco and Luna started slowing down, falling behind the group. He looked at her curiously, but he kept pace with her.



  "I feel your disquiet, Dray. What's bothering you?" she asked, finally stopping along the path.



  "I keep thinking about Moody. I didn't know him like the rest of you did, but I learned a bit about him through the dispatches he sent us. He's dead. Gone. And everyone talks of the next
  adventure, but what if there is no next adventure? What if he's dead and that's it. He's gone, finished, the show is closed and for what? To fight in a war
  that never ends? There will always be a light and dark side and they will always be at war..."



  He trailed off when Luna touched his cheek.



  "It frightens you, doesn't it?"



  "What do you mean?" he stammered.



  "Death. It frightens you."



  "Doesn't it frighten you?" he countered.



  Luna shrugged. "In a way, it does, but not like you think. I know death. It's part of nature, a vital part. When I die, I will be with my mother, who will be there to welcome me. What frightens
  me about death is those I would have to leave behind. But I know I'll see them again, when their time comes and it's my turn to welcome those I love. It would break my heart to have to leave you
  early, Dray. Just as your leaving me would do the same."



  "But how can you be so sure there is something else? How do you know it just doesn't end?"



  She shook her head and reached up to calm Fuzz, who sat on her shoulder whirring in distress. With her free hand she touched him. "You are thinking too much with this," she told him, touching
  his head. "And not enough with this," she said, touching his breast where his heart lay.



  "When you were injured, I bound our souls together, Dray. Our souls. I grabbed your very essence and refused to let you go. It is the one thing about you that is indestructible. Even the Dementor
  is incapable of destroying a soul. It thinks it eats them, but really they are stored and someday they will be released.



  "I have touched your soul and know exactly how close it came to turning dark, though you didn't. Now we are joined and we'll spend eternity together. When the time comes to leave these shells
  behind, we'll still be together," she said, then she sighed sadly.



  "My poor father, he hangs on because he thinks I need him. And I do. I haven't the heart to tell him to go, knowing he'd be reunited with my mother if he did. It's selfish of me, I suppose. The
  true tragedy of death is felt by the people left behind, devastated by the passing of those they love. Mr. Moody was a funny man, but he is happy and whole again. He had lived a long time without
  many of his friends, and now he is with them again.



  "That is what you have to believe in, Dray. You know that souls are real, you live with your soul bound to mine," she finished softly.



  Draco pulled her into his embrace, holding her tightly. Moody's death had affected him more than he wanted to admit. He had attended a number of services, but this one was close and personal. The
  cynic in him wanted to protest against her beliefs, but he couldn't. He needed to believe and wanted so much for her to be right.



  "Oh, Dray," she said breathlessly. "We will never be apart. Our bond prevents that."



  He nodded against her hair. Fuzz, slightly upset at losing her perch, straddled both of them. Then she reached out and patted Draco on the back with her paw.





  Padfoot Manor, Hermione's study...



  "You wanted to see me, Hermione?" Luna asked from the doorway.



  "Luna! Good, you're here. You heard about the Council we'll be going to next week?"



  "Yes, I heard. It seems silly to me. I could have arranged for an infestation of pearly toed Snicksnacks for the French," replied the younger girl.



  "Luna," Hermione started, then she stopped and shook her head. "Even if that were possible, you can't infest the entire country." She was determined not to let Luna get to her.



  Luna smiled dreamily and walked over to the black board, where Hermione had scrawled her equations. "You've never seen Snicksnacks procreate," she murmured, eying the equations. "A portkey
  with a ward breaker? Fascinating." she said, then she giggled quietly.



  Hermione blinked in surprise. It had taken Remus several hours to figure out what the equations meant. Had someone else done the work, it would have taken her some hours to figure it out, as well.



  "Yes, that's why I asked you to come here. I thought you could help me with this," Hermione said, suddenly feeling unsure of herself.



  Luna faced her and smiled brightly. "You know, you really don't need to throw plates to blow off steam. This is your release valve," she said, waving an arm towards the blackboard.



  Hermione stared at her, surprised.



  Luna ignored her as she turned back to the board. "You know, the approach is good, but this is time consuming and the angle is all wrong." She picked up an eraser and wiped away part of the
  board. She ignored Hermione's gasp and expression of anguish.



  "What we want," she said, rapidly replacing Hermione's equations with new ones, "is a quick way of getting out of the Council."



  "But that's what the portkey would have done," Hermione protested.



  Luna nodded. "It would have, yes, but this way is better, you only need one of these now," she replied placing a final rune on the board.



  Hermione stopped and stared at the board. Luna had only changed a small section of her work. Walking over to that section, she examined it, scribbling down notes on a slip of parchment and mumbling
  to herself.



  "Yes, yes. This power tap feeds to... to what? Ah, I see. It goes to the field intensity, which controls the size of the..."



  Hermione looked up to stare at Luna, her eyes were wide with awe. "Do you know what you've done here?"



  Luna caressed Fuzz absently and nodded. "Yes, I've solved your problem. I'm sorry if I was rather abrupt about it, but I don't have a lot of time to spend here," she said, her expression
  puzzled. "Draco was upset following the service today and I had planned on spending my evening making love to him. It will help distract him. You should try it. But don't use Draco. He's mine.
  You've got Harry and I daresay you both might enjoy the distraction. Besides, sex is much more fun than Arithmancy. I always feel relaxed after an orgasm."



  She smiled vaguely at Hermione, then turned and left the study, leaving the bushy haired witch gaping at her retreating form.



  Hermione fell into the chair behind her desk and blew out a breath. She thought about what had just taken place, then grinned. Luna was brilliant, even if she was a bit dotty. Hermione recognized
  that Luna had her beat hands down when it came to Runes and Magical Creatures. But she was better in Transfiguration and Potions. It was the reason why she had asked her to help. The two
  complemented each other.



  She pulled a special quill from her desk and a stack of clean parchment. She placed the quill on the parchment and tapped it with her wand. The quill jumped up and began to copy the contents of the
  blackboard to the parchment in a neat script. She set it to make three copies, just to be safe. Once she was sure the quill was working as it should, she sent Harry a series of images involving the
  bathtub, a very sheer nightgown and some chocolate.



  There was a moment of shocked silence over the bond, followed almost instantly by overwhelming approval. A second later, he did something she absolutely loved. He widened the bond so that she could
  feel the intensity of the desire she had caused and, in turn, fueling her own.



  She stood and quickly left the study, knowing her quill would do it's work and that no one would touch her blackboard.





  The Bastille, Paris (Feb 20th)...



  The man stepped into the center of the arena area and a spotlight shined down on him.



  "Report, Monsieur," said the voice of the leader.



  "Despite our best efforts, we were unable to stop the Council from meeting. We have lost much of our support internationally. Too many have sided with the British against our Lord," said the
  man in the arena.



  "Madness! I knew this course would be madness! You have brought us to ruin!" shouted a voice.



  The chamber broke into whispered conversations.



  "Silence," whipped the voice of the leader. "Continue with your report," he commanded, once the chamber settled into silence again.



  "The muggle government is looking to placate their counterparts by offering assurances and promises of aid, once they invade Britain. We've managed to prevent any agreements from occurring, but
  the trend is disturbing. I fear we are losing control over the muggle Government.



  "And what of Potter and his government?" asked someone from the darkness.



  "Potter and his puppet government will arrive in two days. I thought we might take them then, but we can do nothing until the close of the Council."



  "Not true!" shouted one man. The chamber sank again into chaos with people shouting questions and threats.



  "SILENCE!" roared the leader. This time his command was followed by a cannon blast spell. There was an enormous flash of light followed by a clap of noise. It echoed in the chamber and everyone
  grabbed at their ears.



  "You know the process," the leader finally said into the silence. "Follow the rules," he said harshly.



  A moment later, a wand tip lit up and a number appeared above the man lighting his wand. His face was hidden behind a glamour, and his voice would be magically disguised.



  "Yes, member forty? You have something to say?" asked the leader.



  "The rules of the Council are an absolute. We cannot directly attack Potter or his followers. But we can indirectly attack him using agents not of our government."



  The man in the arena nodded in agreement. "Yes, we have used the criminal syndicates successfully before, but this is a big risk they would be taking. Would they risk it? I don't know."



  "Offer them enough money and they'll risk anything," countered member forty with a haughty sniff.



  The man in the arena looked toward the area where the leader sat. "Sir? What do you wish us to do? If we are found out, they will move to disenfranchise summarily."



  "I think the risk is acceptable. The syndicates have provided us with people in the past who were untraceable. We can do it again," said the leader.



  The man bowed. The leader had made his decision. He stepped from the arena and took his seat.



  "Is there any other business?" asked the leader.



  "Yes. Lord Malfoy is again asking for a necromancer."



  "Send him Montrose," said the leader.



  There was a moment of shocked silence. Guile Montrose was the personal necromancer of the Minister for Magic, and his son in law. Sending Montrose to Britain would terrify the Minister and remind
  him that he ruled at their sufferance only.



  Laughter rang through the chamber as the members made to leave. The Minister had been reluctant in his help of late and this would send a clear message to everyone. Ignore the shadow government at
  your own risk.



  The leader waited until everyone had left the chamber before he pressed an innocuous stone in the wall behind his seat. The wall swung sideways and he stepped into the well lit passageway. A few
  minutes later, he stepped out of the Bastille and laughed to himself. The muggles might think the Bastille was gone, but the Fidelius charm still protected
  the building.



  He hailed a muggle taxi. He was getting up in years and didn't really feel like apparating any more. The head archivist of the Ministry of Magic had better things to do with his time than dealing
  with the aftermath of a splinching.





  Beauxbatons (Feb 22nd)...



  Harry felt several hands on him and he looked around in surprise. Neville released his shoulder and grinned sheepishly. "Didn't want you hurting yourself on landing, Harry," he murmured.



  He grinned. "Thanks, mate."



  He looked around and noted unhappily that everyone, including Dan and Emma, were on their feet. He was the only one that seemed to have problems with landings. He sighed and shook his head.



  "Are you alright?" Emma asked.



  He smiled back at her. "I'm fine."



  "He's alright, Mum. He's just annoyed because he has landing problems with portkeys. That's why so many people were hanging onto him when we left."



  Emma smirked at him. "Ahhhhh..."



  A set of doors opened and Madam Maxime, the Headmistress of the school, entered the room. "Welcome to Beauxbatons," she said in a rich, deep voice.



  Amelia stepped forward. "Thank you, Madam Maxime."



  Maxime looked at the group, frowning slightly seeing that there was a split in the group. Amelia's people, and Harry and his group, dressed in their cloaks.



  "School is still in session, but we are proud to serve as host for the Council. Today there will be several meetings to address protocol, with the Council convening tomorrow. If you will follow
  me, I will show you to your rooms."



  "Please lead on, Madam," Amelia said.



  The half giant turned and led them out of the room and through several corridors. As they walked, a number of student's moved to one side.



  With their hoods down, Harry and his group made for an imposing presence in the hallways. Madam Maxime parted the crowds, but Harry and the others kept them parted.



  The suite of apartments they were taken to was in the southern wing of the school, as far away as possible from the French delegation, while still being in the same building.



  "Was it just me or did it seem like there weren't very many boys among the students?" Dan asked.



  Draco shook his head. "No wonder my father didn't want me going here. I'd never be interested in the Dark Lord with all these girls around."



  Luna looked at him intently.



  "But, of course, I'd never be interested in that sort of thing now," he stammered.



  Luna smiled at him. "I know dear," she said simply. Fuzz opened one eye and looked at Draco, giving him an inquisitive whir before going back to sleep.



  "Good save... I think," Harry muttered to Draco. Neville and Remus chuckled at his discomfort.



  "Beauxbatons has always had a higher number of female students than male students. It originally started out in the fourteenth century as a school for witches. The building didn't have the
  complex anti-muggle charms on it that it does now, so at the time they hid themselves by pretending to be a convent," Remus offered.



  Harry raised his staff and started sweeping the room for listening charms and other possible problems.



  "A convent?" he said absently, motioning for Remus to keep talking.



  Remus' eyebrows rose, then he nodded in approval. "Yes, they managed to avoid most of the unpleasantness of the purges. I understand that they even housed a group of Jesuit Inquisitors for a few
  years while they tried to purge the local area. From what I've read, it was one of the most fruitless purges run by the Spanish."



  Harry motioned for him to keep talking while he walked to one end of the room, frowning.



  Amelia scowled at him. She had told him they were safe and secure and he was scanning for spy magics!



  "Ummm, yes. At the end of the Inquisition in this region, the Spanish left, content. And many of the witches ended up marrying the men they had been hiding from the Inquisition. As a result of
  that time, Beauxbatons has always enjoyed a cordial relationship with the locals. People in the area know magic is taught here, they just don't make a stink about it. In exchange, Beauxbatons
  provides sanctuary in times of war or plague," Remus said. He was worried. He was beginning to run out of things to talk about!



  "Interesting," murmured Harry, pointing at a wall painting.



  Hermione walked over to the painting and waved her wand a few times. Her eyebrows rose and she looked at Harry worriedly.



  The others watched quietly until Susan, with a roll of her eyes, pushed past her aunt. She raised her wand and the painting exploded in flames.



  Startled, Harry dove to the floor, pulling Hermione with him and covering her with his body. When the wave of heat passed, he looked up cautiously.



  "OOPS!" exclaimed Susan, then she handed her wand to Terry. "I think I just had a hormonal magic flareup. You know how unreliable my magic has been of late," she said contritely. It would
  have been a perfect explanation, except for her impish grin and the fact that her magic had stabilized a while ago. She placed a hand on her swollen belly and walked to a chair with a serene
  expression on her face.



  Harry carefully climbed off of Hermione, who was looking at him, her eyes smoldering.



  " Later, love," he sent to her. She grinned.



  "What has gotten into everyone?" Amelia demanded. "Susan, you destroyed that painting!"



  "And in doing so, she destroyed the recording charm that was attached to it. While it might have been useful to use as evidence, I prefer being able to speak freely," Harry snapped. Pushing
  aside his anger, he took a deep breath before continuing. "Amelia, you've let yourself become blinded by the fact that we're participating in one of our oldest courts. That painting was placed
  there by people who have all but declared open war on us. I said it before, I'll say it again. It's silly to think the French aren't going to do something underhanded just because we're at the
  Council of Avalon."



  Harry turned to Draco. "Make sure you personally sweep the rooms of everyone, including Amelia's staff. If you find anything, isolate it under a privacy charm and we'll see what we can do about
  it. Also, since we have enough people, work up a schedule so we always have someone awake."



  "Harry," Amelia said in protest.



  Harry stopped and looked at her, then he ran a hand through his hair. "Amelia," he said gently. "We're in a country that attacked our diplomats and our security team is still missing and
  presumed dead. Whether you like it or not, we're in enemy territory."



  "You know he's right, aunt," Susan said softly.



  Amelia sat in a nearby chair and sighed. "I had hoped this would be an uplifting experience. Something we'd be proud to participating in."



  Harry walked over to where she sat and he crouched down in front of her. "It still can be, Amelia, but we need to take some precautions. Your safety is paramount to our efforts, so is Susan's,
  all of us for that matter. Caleb tasked me with keeping us all safe before we left and I intend to do just that."



  Amelia adjusted her monocle and peered at him. "How are you planning to accomplish that?"



  Harry grinned at her and she realized that all of the Brotherhood members were grinning. She looked at them blankly for a moment before it finally dawned on her and her eyes widened. Harry had
  brought his Brotherhood, trained fighters who would give no quarter. Even the Grangers had been taught to defend themselves.



  The French, in denying them a security detail, had allowed a group of trained killers into their midst.



  She stifled the urge to laugh and settled for a rather fierce grin.



  Seeing the understanding in the Minister's eyes, he looked at the others. "This room is clear, but watch what you say, all of you, until we get the chance to check every room."



  He stood then and walked over to Remus and Hermione. "Good pickup, Remus," he said. "Get together with Hermione and let's see if we can work up a temporary ward on our suites. Nothing major,
  just a small trespass ward or something like that."



  When Remus nodded and moved away, Harry turned to Neville and Ginny. "Do you sense anything nearby Gin?"



  Ginny frowned. Her ability to detect dark magic and nullify it was valuable, but that didn't mean she had to like it, or the fact that people kept asking what she sensed.



  She closed her eyes and concentrated hard. There was something vague, tickling at the very edge of her senses, but nothing nearby.



  "No, nothing close enough to worry about, Harry," she replied.



  "Good. I know you hate doing it, but check for us once a day, alright?" he asked.



  She nodded reluctantly.



  A knock came at the door and everyone turned. Several pulled their wands.



  Having caused the sense of paranoia now washing over the group, Harry shrugged and walked towards the door, figuring it was the least he could do.



  He opened it and found himself engulfed in a massive hug.



  "Lord Potter!" said Sheik Alim as he wrapped the smaller man in a hug. Close enough now to be heard only by Harry, he whispered, "Be cautious, the walls have ears, my friend."



  "Sheik Alim!" Harry exclaimed, nodding his understanding. "Please, come in. My wife will be happy to see you and I'm sure Minister Bones would like to meet you."



  Harry led the sheik into the room, while Draco ran a quick scan of the Sheik from behind, then gave Harry a thumbs up.



  "It is safe to talk in here, Alim," Harry said, pointing to the charred remains of the painting.



  Alim's eyes widened and his eyebrows rose. "Ah, excellent! You are taking security better than some of the others. It wasn't until I and a few others started pointing out the recording charms
  that the Council realized there was a problem."



  The Sheik looked around and his eyes lit up when he spotted Hermione. Walking to her, he bowed, took her hand and kissed the back of it. "Lady Potter, you are a wonderful sight! Come! All of you!
  Tonight we dine in my quarters! We'll break bread and talk of matters great and small."
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  Yes, we've come to the end of another chapter and it's time for the dreaded Authors Goats.



  "Baaaaah!" Bob exclaimed angrily.



  "What?" Alyx asked in confusion, staring at her daft husband.



  He pointed at himself, dressed as a goat, and stomped one hoof indignantly.



  "Oh, oops!" Alyx said sheepishly. "Sorry, folks. That should have been Authors Notes!"



  With a loud pop and flash of smoke and light, Bob transformed back into himself.



  Someone stop me now. I've extended the idea of Disclaimer skits to the blasted AN's! Back to business.



  So Dale, still want to know what we've done for you lately? (Evil Cackle) Oh, and the Bastille wasn't destroyed, as you can see in this chapter. Have you ever been to Paris and noticed that rather
  large area that no one goes near? No? Seems the Fidelius and Muggle-Repelling charms are still working! Remember, this is a work of fiction dealing with
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  and blame it on the dog instead? (Grin) Of course she acts a lot like Molly! Just keep in mind that she's sixteen and still finding herself. We're betting that time and Neville will mellow her a
  bit.
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  Melferd: Bob is beyond therapy, believe me! But thanks for the sympathy.



  Hesuse: Bob and I really don't have anything against France, but I suppose we could gird ourselves up for war. What do you think? Can Bob and I take 'em? (Grins manically)



  For those who asked: The new wing on the manor is still being tested by house elves. They've found nothing wrong so far, but they haven't given the humans the all-clear yet.



  Harryetty: According to the British Embassy website, the offices of the Consulate-General in Paris is located at 18bis rue d'Anjou. Our mistake was in labeling the Embassy, rather than the office
  of the Consulate-General. The Embassy itself is listed as being located at 35 rue du Faubourg St HonorÃ©, not 37 rue du Faubourg St HonorÃ©. If the website is wrong, you might want to slip a note
  to your uncle.



  Digeediva: Why would Harry have a problem with assassinating a head of state? He's not a politician and doesn't really understand the finer points of diplomacy. He's a soldier and sees a rather
  simple way of solving a sticky problem. Cut off the head and step over the body. No muss, no fuss. As for the wizards flu, the last time Harry had it, they caught it very early. This time, Harry
  didn't bother to tell anyone he wasn't feeling well and it came on with a vengeance. The upswing to that is he managed to save a plane load of people and
  add a new wing to the manor. Hey, everyone wins. Except Tonks, but we promised her we wouldn't talk about that.



  Seishi: Ah, no, we're actually very glad Dumbledore, Ron and Amhar are dead. And it's not our fault France got involved in the war. Blame Voldemort! (Walks away muttering to herself)
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 27 - Necromancers, Amy and Trials

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Alyx looked up and spotting Bob holding his head in his hands she walked over to him.



  "What's wrong this time?" she asked.



  "I can't get a guest disclaimer, I thought about getting the King of the Monkey Slaves, or maybe Old Crow, but they are busy with an act in Vegas involving two monkeys, a pony and a Midget named
  Brutus. Then I asked Rupert Grint to see if he want to make a cameo appearance and he wouldn't even return my call!"



  Bob stood up and started to pace. "Musings of Apathy has been told by Professor Sprout that no more Hufflepuffs will be allowed to Disclaim anything. Dorothy still isn't talking to me since I
  gave that cooking lesson using Toto as an example of microwaveable food. And there's no HOPE for Jeconias despite the fact that we do give him a nod in this chapter."



  He stopped and moaned piteously. The disclaimer was in serious trouble and he knew it.



  Alyx's expression lit up and she walked over to Bob. She whispered in his ear and he looked up at her hopefully.



  "Do you think we can pull it off?"



  "It's worth a try," she said with a shrug.



  The curtain closed on the stage and the house lights dimmed. Slowly the curtains pulled back and sitting out on the stage was Sean Connery.



  Bob grinned widely.



  "Say the words," Alyx hissed.



  "Bond, James Bond."



  "That's not right," muttered Bob in confusion. "He's supposed to say that JKR owns the Potter Universe and we're merely playing in it. And that we don't own anything in the Potterverse."



  Bob turned to look at Alyx who had melted into a large messy puddle. "His voice is sooooo sexy," said the Alyx puddle.



  Groaning Bob hit the switch opening the trap door on the pit filled with mutant sea bass with fricking lasers on their heads, dropping Connery to a watery death. Then he stood and went to get a
  Wet/Dry Vac to clean up the mess that was Alyx.



  "Next time we'll go with my idea. Vegas showgirls prancing naked over the corpses of Snape, Riddle and Ron," Bob muttered under his breath.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 27






  Beauxbatons, Southern France (Feb 22nd)...



  The Sheik led Harry and his friends to a large tented pavilion in one of Beauxbatons outer courtyards. With so many representatives present, a number of them had opted to bring accommodations of
  their own.



  Stepping inside the tent Harry wasn't surprised to see it was much larger inside, as well as compartmented.



  "Interesting tent, Excellency," Harry murmured.



  Sheik Alim glanced around casually, then turned to Harry and grinned. "My first wife picked it out. It doesn't look like much from the outside, but inside there is room for my staff, my wives and
  twenty of our children."



  Harry stared at him in astonishment. The Sheik had to be nearly one hundred years old.



  Alim noticed Harry's stare and chuckled, then he glanced upwards. "I have been blessed with many sons and daughters, my lord, but I can only travel with a small portion of them. Some of my sons
  have gone into politics, like their father. Others into business, and some I employ in the Ministry, helping me and my cousin, the Minister."



  Harry shook his head in wonder. "Somehow I can't see my wife having twenty children."



  Hermione nodded and muttered under her breath at Harry's comment and he winced slightly.



  Alim laughed and passed Harry a tray with chilled fruits on it. "Children are a blessing, no matter how many you have. But come, let us talk of business. The tent is, how would our American
  friends say it? Clean?"



  "I understand, Excellency. We'll be conducting daily sweeps of our quarters, as well. But might we impose on your generosity and use your tent for important conferences?" Harry asked. He
  glanced to Amelia, who nodded in approval.



  "Yes, we have made the offer to a number of our friend on the Council. The Chief Justice was most upset to discover that his quarters were similarly tapped. He has since moved into quarters not
  far from this tent. Complaints and protests have been lodged and the French are claiming no knowledge of any attempts at spying."



  "Has the Headmistress of the school said anything about it?" Harry asked.



  "Madam Maxime, I fear, is stuck in an unenviable position. She is the official hostess of the Council and Headmistress of the school, but she is also French and a half breed, holding a position
  of considerable authority. I believe she is truly upset with the discovery of the charmed portraits, but she cannot make too much noise about them because her position is not secure. The pure
  bloods in the Ministry would enjoy finding a valid reason to remove her from her position. Complaining about the spying would give them such a reason," Alim replied.



  "Well I don't want to get her in any further trouble," Harry said. "I only know her from the Tri-Wizard tournament. A friend of mine, however, seemed quite taken with her."



  Alim glanced at him and grinned. Then he turned to Amelia. "Madam Minister, I have spoken with the Chief Justice. He is anxious to meet with you and Lord Potter privately in the next few days."



  Amelia frowned. "Privately? But isn't that a breach of protocol?"



  "Ordinarily it could be considered as such, but the rules of conduct are somewhat fluid in regard to the Council. Tomorrow we will hold the opening ritual to sanctify the Chamber of Justice. The
  real trial will begin the day after when you start presenting your case. Please, do not mistake this for any sort of favoritism on his part. He also plans on meeting with the French Minister."



  Alim grinned broadly. "He asks for Lord Potter to be present, because, well, he is something of a fan of yours, my friend."



  Harry groaned and shook his head ruefully while everyone laughed.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  The babble of voices echoed throughout the Chamber of Secrets, making it impossible to understand what was being said.



  When the Bloody Baron arrived, his eyes widened at the chaotic sight before him. The many ghosts of Hogwarts were gathered in the center of the Chamber, moaning and shrieking. The five poltergeists
  bounced off the walls, alternating between spewing obscenities and gibbering in terror.



  Unsure of the cause of the chaos before him, the Baron tried to call the others to order. When that didn't work, he pinched the bridge of his nose, then took a deep breath, though he didn't
  actually breath anymore. "I will have order here!" he roared, causing the others in the Chamber to jump in fright.



  Into the resulting silence, the dripping of water and the creaking of the castle above could be heard.



  "That's better. Now, what is this about?" the Baron asked.



  As the ghosts of Hogwarts took a collective breath to answer the question, Peeves shot down from the rafters and stopped in front of the Baron. The panic in his eyes was evident.



  "Peeves?" the Baron asked quietly. "What is it?"



  The poltergeist leaned in closely, his eyes boring into the Baron's. "NECROMANCER!" he screamed in terror, only inches from the Baron's face. His four brothers began to bounce off the walls,
  adding their voices to that of Peeves.



  The Baron jerked back, startled. "What?" Unable to concentrate over the din the chaotic spirits were creating, he bellowed for silence once more.



  "Sir, if I may," Nearly Headless Nick interjected into the silence. "The lovely Penelope would, perhaps, be better able to explain what has happened. She is, after all, the one who overheard
  the Dark Lord."



  The Baron watched as the former student came forward at Nick's urgings. She curtsied prettily, then wrung her hands.



  "My dear, what have you overheard?" he asked her kindly.



  "My lord Baron, I was watching Voldemort in the Great Hall as he held an audience with several members of his inner circle. They were discussing the need for a necromancer. Lucius Malfoy arrived
  late and was nearly cursed for it, but the news he brought changed the Dark Lord's mind. Malfoy has found a necromancer. The man is French, and is due to arrive any day now!"



  A moan rose up from the Chamber's occupants.



  "We will not do this!" the Baron announced sternly. "Panic solves nothing. A necromancer is but a man, and we've dealt with men before."



  When Peeves began to gibber, the Baron waved him away, irritably. "We will need to watch for this man. He cannot be allowed to work his magic within the castle walls. As he is not here yet, we
  have time to plan. It should be a simple thing, to dispose of such a creature."



  As those within the Chamber began to calm, the Baron looked around, slyly.



  "But is disposal enough? I think not. Perhaps it is time for us to send a message to this Dark Lord ," he said, scornfully. "And let him know that the
  spirits of Hogwarts will not allow him to infest our home with his filth without cost!"



  A roar of approval rose up, echoing through the Chamber. The Hogwarts dead gathered around the Baron to plan their next moves.





  British Quarters, Beauxbatons, Southern France (Feb 23nd)...



  Harry rolled out of the bed and shook his head groggily. He didn't care for the mattress in their room. It was too soft in his opinion and left his back feeling bent out of shape.



  Standing and stretching, he tried to work the kinks out of his back. After dinner last night he and Hermione had returned to their room and had fallen asleep very quickly. They had stayed late,
  enjoying the Sheik's hospitality and conversation.



  He turned, hearing a knock at the door. Picking up a robe, he wrapped it around himself and walked to the door.



  "Who is it?" he said softly. Hermione was still sleeping.



  "It's me, Ginny. Neville's with me," came a voice.



  He opened the door and the pair slipped into his room, looking very worried.



  "What is..."



  "Legilimens!" Ginny said sharply, aiming her wand at Harry.



  Harry scowled and tightened his shields for a moment until he realized she wasn't trying to get at his memories, she was trying to give him one!



  Opening up his shields slightly, he allowed her memory to pass through. His eyes widened as he saw her wake up uneasily. She reached with her talent and recoiled from the dark object, a vase,
  planted in their bed chamber. She didn't know what it did, but it was dark magic and it was clearly upsetting her.



  He nodded and his eyes narrowed, looking around his own room. He walked over to the bed and nudged Hermione.



  " Wake up love, we have a problem," he sent to her.



  Hermione stretched and blinked in confusion.



  " Problem?" she replied. Even her mental voice sounded groggy.



  Harry refrained from laughing and nodded.



  " Ginny's found a dark object in her room. It wasn't there when she went to bed. We swept the rooms!"



  Hermione frowned and started to get out of bed until she realized what she was wearing, or rather, what she wasn't wearing. She blushed heavily. Although they had gone straight to bed, the location
  of Beauxbatons in southern France, not far from the Mediterranean sea, made for warm nights. She had retired wearing only her knickers.



  Harry glanced in her direction and grinned, then he turned to Neville.



  "Nev, mate, turn around for a moment," he said, trying not to grin. Privately, he whole heartedly approved of her choice of sleepwear.



  Neville blinked, then he blushed more heavily than Hermione. He spun on his heel and closed his eyes. Ginny laughed at both of them, while Hermione threw on her heavy nightshirt, then a robe over
  that.



  Harry smiled and reached with one hand, summoning his staff to him. With the staff in hand, he started scanning the room.



  Seeing what he was doing, Ginny closed her eyes and used her ability to reach out and help him search the room. Then she shuddered slightly and pointed at another vase.



  He nodded and started to walk over to it, but he could feel it pushing him away. His eyes couldn't rest on the vase for more than a few seconds at a time.



  "Strange. Hermione, I can't even look at this vase for a few seconds," he complained.



  "It probably has an aversion charm on it, something like a Notice-Me-Not charm, but stronger. Harry, we need to gather everyone and talk about this."



  He frowned at her. "How can we gather everyone if these things are listening in?"



  "We don't know if they are listening. They might have another use."



  "True enough," he replied.



  Hermione walked over to the desk and scribbled out two notes. She passed them to Harry, who quickly read them before passing them to Ginny.



  Ginny read the first note.



  Wake everyone and hand them the second note. Say as little as possible until we can gather in a safe place.



  She showed the note to Neville, then nodded at Harry. The second note was even more succinct.



  Dark Objects found in bedrooms. Say nothing. Get dressed and meet in front of Sheik Alim's tent in thirty minutes. -Harry



  Ginny and Neville slipped quietly from the room while Harry glared at the offending object.



  Hermione frowned and backed away. She could feel the power building as the aversion charm fought with Harry for dominance. The air in the room suddenly turned hot and oppressive. Harry's eyes
  glowed with power and a faint aura appeared around the black vase.



  Hermione gasped, seeing the vase clearly now. With all of it's power being focused at Harry, she was able to examine it.



  Harry leaned towards the offending object and there was a ripping sound in the air. The vase suddenly shook violently and Harry fell to the floor as all resistance suddenly ceased.



  Hermione leapt to his assistance. He struggled to his feet and looked at her with a goofy grin. "Guess I showed it, right?"



  "Right, Harry, you just proved yourself stronger than a vase. Would you like to try the door next?" she replied sarcastically. "You idiot! You don't know what that thing is capable of doing.
  For all you know it could have exploded in your face."



  Harry winced. "I'm not going to apologize. We need to bring one of them with us so the others can see what we're talking about. Besides, I overloaded only one enchantment on it. My sight tells me
  there are still a number of other, active enchantments."



  Hermione peeled out of her robe and nightshirt, then she put on her bra. She turned and Harry, without thinking, batted her hands away and hooked her bra himself.



  She turned again to face him, smiling."Thanks. Oh, and don't pick that thing up with your hands. Well, what are you waiting for?" she asked when he just stared at her. "Go get dressed, you
  big oaf!" she said with a mixture of affection and exasperation.



  He chuckled, then started to pull out a pair of black jeans and a yellow t-shirt from their trunk. As he reached for his robe, he heard Hermione snort.



  "What?" he asked, his eyes glowing with humor.



  Reaching out, she pulled his shirt down a little further and rolled her eyes as she read the lastest message. "Harry, really! 'I'd like to see things from Voldemort's point of view, but I can't
  seem to get my head that far up my ass'? Are you trying to provoke a response from our hosts?"



  "No, this is my response to their gift," he told her, nodding toward the vase.





  Thirty Minutes Later in Sheik Alim's Tent....



  Harry walked into the walled off conference room to see a sea of concerned faces. Amelia looked downright angry. The six members of her staff looked rather put out. While Harry and Amelia had
  cordial relations for the most part, her staff seemed dedicated to the idea that she was more important than anyone around her and they reminded people of that constantly. They tended to remind
  Harry of Percy Weasley, in that they made his teeth itch with the urge to strangle them.



  Harry nodded to Alim, who he had invited to join them.



  "This morning, Ginny located an enchanted object in her bedroom. She notified me and with her help, I found another in my bedroom."



  Harry paused and looked around. "These objects were not there last night when we swept the rooms," he stated with finality.



  Amelia leaned forward. "How did they get there then? I thought we warded the suites," she asked angrily.



  Hermione shook her head. "We didn't have much of a chance to erect any significant wards Amelia. We only warded the main door with a simple trespass ward."



  "Then there must be another way into the suites," someone from Amelia's staff suggested.



  "Or they are using house elves," Draco said dryly. "We use them, why can't they?"



  "House elves," Harry murmured, his eyes distant. "We don't have a ward that would stop their popping in and out."



  "No," Hermione mused. "But maybe the elves do. I'll ask Winky about it later today."



  "Harry, why don't you show us what you found?" Amelia said. Her anger seemed barely restrained.



  He nodded and placed a small iron box on the table. Opening it, he raised his hand and levitated the small black vase onto the table.



  Arthur, who was sitting next to Amelia, looked at the vase in surprise, then his expression darkened. "You woke everyone up over that?" he said, then he stood, his fists clenching
  spasmodically. Harry stared at the older man in shock.



  "Dad?" Ginny said in a small voice. This was very much unlike her father.



  "Shut your hole. I can't believe you people! A stinking vase and you're all shivering like cowards in the dirt!" Arthur spat venomously.



  Ginny turned away from him, burying herself in Neville's embrace. Neville's expression also darkened, but for different reasons.



  "I don't care who you are. Don't tell her to shut up!" he growled.



  Harry stood and gestured. Both Neville and Arthur were pushed back into their seats and bound there with ropes.



  "Enough!" he said. "We're standing here facing bone fide dark enchantments and you're going to fight over it?"



  "Harry," Luna chided gently. "I don't think it's their fault."



  Harry looked at her for a moment, then he nodded. "Perhaps you're right Luna. Let's see for ourselves what kind of dark object this is."



  Harry lifted his staff and the crystal end cap flared brightly. "Revealus," he intoned.



  A small puff of black smoke rose from the vase and formed into the shape of a face.



  "Tell me your secrets," Harry said in a soft voice.



  "I am a soul poisoner. Exposure to me will foster feelings of anger, doubt, deceit and betrayal," came the reply in a sibilant whisper.



  Everyone except Harry, Neville and Arthur stood and stepped away from the table.



  "I wonder why it's only affecting a few of us?" Harry murmured.



  "My lord is an accomplished Occlumens. I cannot affect one such as you," the face murmured.



  Harry glanced over to Neville, who looked ashamed of himself but nodded in understanding.



  Harry sighed and he raised his hand, intending to obliterate the foul vase.



  "Harry! Don't!" Remus urged.



  He looked over at his friend. "Why not? This is designed to start us fighting among ourselves, Remus."



  "I know that. I just think we should return them to their proper owners before we destroy them."



  Harry looked at him blankly. Alim stepped up to the table and waved his wand, muttering something in Arabic. A bright blue translucent bubble surrounded the vase.



  Alim looked sheepish, then he shrugged. "Often antiquities are cursed with such area effect spells. The bubble contains the effect so that we may converse without it's influence."



  "Thank you, Excellency," Harry murmured.



  "Alright, with the effects contained, everyone should sit down again. Harry, please release Mr. Weasley and Mr. Longbottom," Amelia said, taking charge.



  Harry waved a hand and Arthur was suddenly free. Neville looked at Harry hopefully, but Harry stared back for a moment, his expression blank.



  "I expect you to be attending to your occlumency exercises, Neville, or I will set Eocho on you," Harry said in a serious tone. Neville nodded and looked ashamed of himself.



  "Very well then," Harry replied, then he released him.



  Ginny shot Harry a grateful glance. "I'll help him, Harry. It won't hurt me to work on my own," she said, pointedly ignoring the fact that her talent demanded she work on her occlumency almost
  daily.



  "Remus, you had an idea you wanted to present?" Amelia asked, focusing everyone back on the matter at hand.



  "Yes. We have two problems that I see. First is to figure out how the vases got into our quarters, and second, what to do with them now that we have them."



  "I take it that you have an idea as to what to do with them?" Amelia asked dryly.



  Remus grinned. "Yes. Madam Minister, I do. Two can play this game as well as one, don't you agree? These vases were meant to disrupt our group. I say we return the favor."



  Amelia frowned. "How do you expect to return the favor? It's not like we can hand these things back to the French and smack them for placing them there."



  Remus grinned maliciously.



  "Uh oh, I know that grin. What have you got in mind, Remus?" Harry asked.



  He leaned back in his chair. "Back in my younger days, I discovered just how uncomfortable a school librarian could make one feel for returning a book late. And since it was up to me to do most
  of the research for my fellow pranksters, I was usually the one who got in trouble for returning the books late."



  Hermione watched Remus and frowned as he spoke. There was nothing worse than an overdue library book in her mind. Well, maybe Voldemort, but certainly not much else!



  "Anyway, after one particularly grueling lecture, James pulled me aside and taught me a spell which he claimed was part of the Potter stockpile of secret family spells."



  Harry looked up in surprise. "My family has secret spells?"



  "All families do, Harry. There are several books of them in your heirloom vault. Your father gave me permission to look through them after we graduated from Hogwarts. We were looking for anything
  that could help us in the war. There's another set of books in the Black family vault, but those probably contain nothing but dark magic," Remus replied with a smile. "Anyway, this particular
  spell was designed to return an item to it's owner. In our case, that meant returning a book to the library and when Madam Pince complained, we could always make a case that we had returned the
  book and she just hadn't logged the book back in."



  "By the end of our seventh year, that poor woman needed a long vacation, considering all we put her through," he said with a cheeky grin. Looking around at the people in the room, the grin was
  replaced by annoyance. Most wore blank expressions, though Hermione, and Luna both looked upset. They seemed more outraged over the treatment of the librarian than anything else.



  Surprisingly, Harry was the one who caught on first.



  "I like it," he murmured.



  "Like it? Like what?" Amelia asked in exasperation.



  "Amelia, the spell Remus is talking about isn't limited to books. We could put a delayed explosive hex on the vase, then banish it back to the owner," Harry replied.



  Amelia stared at him for a moment, then she leaned back in her chair and grinned.



  "I don't want to be the one to throw sand on this most excellent idea for revenge, but can we do this? The laws of the Council are very specific. We cannot attack another member nation," Alim
  said with a worried expression.



  "Yes, Excellency, that is true, but what proof do we have that these vases came from a member nation?" countered Hermione.



  "Ah, most wonderful sophistry, my lady," Alim said with a slight bow and a charming smile.



  " Alim sure knows how to treat a lady," Hermione sent to her husband in a happy tone.



  " He ought to, love. He does have seven wives and twelve concubines," he replied smugly. Then he snickered as she watched the grin slip from his wife's
  face.



  "Sophistry perhaps, but it does raise a valid point," Amelia said. "We have no way of knowing the source of the vases. They could have come from an individual with a private agenda, or worse,
  through an agent of Voldemort. The Council will have to acknowledge that we British are at war and must take steps to safeguard ourselves at all times. Even in Haven we saw the need to safeguard
  our people."



  Harry watched Alim and Amelia discuss the finer points of what the Council would allow, then he turned his attention to vase sitting in the blue bubble in the center of the table. He extended his
  senses, testing and probing at the bubble, trying to see exactly how it shielded people from the vase's effects.



  Finally he gestured, calling forth his staff. The crystal end cap pulsed with a bright blue light, similar to the bubble. He closed his eyes, envisioning what he wanted, then he conjured a box. It
  would have been an ordinary box, except that it seemed to be made from blue glass and glowed with an interior light of it's own.



  "Dobby," he said softly.



  A pop announced Dobby's arrival. The little elf looked up nervously at Harry and tugged on one ear. "Yous called, Harry Potter sir?"



  "Yes, Dobby. You know where our rooms are, here in Beauxbatons?"



  Dobby nodded and smiled shyly at him.



  Harry smiled back. "Good. In every bedroom you will probably find a vase like the one there on the table. It's a cursed object, Dobby, so don't touch it with your hands. I don't want to lose you.
  I want you to levitate the vases you find into this box," he said, handing the elf the blue box.



  "When you've collected all of them, bring them to me. Remember to be very careful. If you can't do this, tell me and I'll collect them another way."



  Dobby's eyes widened and he stared up at Harry, the adoration evident in his eyes. "I will do it, Harry Potter sir!"



  Harry smiled. "Good. When you're done with that, why don't you and Winky take a little time off to spend together?"



  Seeing the elf's puzzled expression, Harry bent over and whispered something in his ear. A moment later, Dobby nodded, smiling widely, then he lunged for Harry, wrapping his arms around one leg.
  Harry patted the little elf fondly on his back, then Dobby vanished with a pop.



  Harry waited and hummed a little tune. Everyone else winced, discovering that while he might be the strongest wizard alive, he couldn't hold a tune to save his life.



  Dobby reappeared with a pop and handed him the box. "All done, Harry Potter sir!"



  "Excellent! Now off you go. Enjoy your time with Winky. We'll call if we need anything," Harry replied.



  Dobby nodded and vanished again.



  When Harry turned around, it was to find those in the room staring at him. "What?" he asked.



  "What did you whisper to Dobby?" Hermione asked.



  Harry shrugged. "I told him about a supply of eggnog and Brussel Sprouts I ordered. They're in the refrigerator at the manor."



  When she just looked at him blankly, he sighed. "Hermione, eggnog and Brussel Sprouts to House Elves are like chocolate and oysters for humans. You know Winky and Dobby want to have a baby. I
  just...er...arranged to help them along," he stammered out, a bit embarrassed.



  "So the story is true. It has been said that Harry Potter treats even the lowest among us as equals," Alim murmured with an approving smile.



  Harry's expression darkened, but Alim raised his hand, stopping him from commenting.



  "I mean no disrespect, Lord Potter. All are God's creatures and to see you treat a House Elf as an equal, no, as a member of your family, gives me much hope. You British have a long history of
  treating others as being less than equal to you. It pleases me to see otherwise. I have heard the rumors about Goblins coming to your mansion for dinner, and the Elves that call themselves Potters.



  "You have a sense of honor and nobility about you, Lord Potter, one that makes me glad Egypt can call you a friend," Alim concluded much to Harry's embarrassment.



  Meanwhile, Remus was examining Harry's box in minute detail. Finally he put the box down and looked at Harry. "What is this made of?"



  He looked at the box and was silent for a moment. "You're going to kill me for this answer, but magic."



  Dan and Emma started to snicker and even Draco chuckled at his answer.



  Remus scowled at him. "Seriously, Harry, what is it made of?"



  "Magic, Remus," Harry replied, scowling back. "I tried to figure out what the properties in his Excellency's spell were. Given enough time, I probably would have discovered them, but I didn't
  have the time. So, instead, I conjured a box that has the same magical signature as his bubble shield."



  Hermione looked at him sharply, then stared at the box incredulously. Remus tapped the box and it made a thunking sound. He looked up to see Luna and Hermione looking at the box with interest.



  "It's solid," he said to them.



  "It can't be, Remus. You can't solidify magic," Hermione protested.



  Remus pushed the box across the table to her. "You can't, Hermione. I can't. I don't think any of us can. But when has that ever stopped your husband from doing something?"



  Hermione shot Harry a death glare. Just when she thought she had seen it all, he up and breaks one of the laws of magic. It was so unfair!



  Harry quailed back from her glare for a second, then he grinned and looked at the others. "So, what do we do with the vases?"



  "How many do we have?" Amelia asked.



  Hermione quickly counted what she could see in the box, plus the one still in the bubble on the table.



  "Ten," she answered.



  "Why don't we send one back as a warning then, and use the remaining nine as evidence?" Arthur offered.



  "Sounds like a good idea to me," Harry replied.



  Hermione pushed the box of vases over to Arthur, who picked it up. Examining the box intently, he finally shook his head.



  "Excellency, if you would remove the shield from the vase?" Harry asked.



  Alim withdrew his wand and waited for everyone to stand and move away from the table.



  Remus pulled his wand out and looked to Harry. "I'll banish as soon as you signal."



  Harry nodded, then turned to Alim, who waved his wand, canceling the shielding charm.



  He raised his staff and pointed it at the black vase. "Praemium una minutae" he murmured. The vase took on an red tinge and began to hum.



  Harry watched the vase tensely.



  Everyone tensed. They had expected Harry to signal Remus right after casting. The hum rose in intensity with each passing second.



  Harry waited a moment longer. "NOW, Remus!" he snapped.



  "Ut vestri erus ego transporto vos!" Remus cried, and he slashed his wand at the vase. It shimmered and vanished from the room.



  Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.



  "Wait for it," Harry said in a distracted tone, then they heard it. The explosion wasn't that far off and the ground trembled under their feet.



  Alim and Amelia rushed for the exit with everyone following.



  When Amelia skidded to a halt, her group nearly careened into her. One section of Beauxbatons seemed to be on fire. Smoke was pouring heavily from some windows



  "Are their any classrooms in that wing?" Harry asked in a strangled voice.



  "No," replied Alim. "The classrooms are all in the outer buildings. And for the duration of the Council, the students have been told not to enter the main building unless it is an emergency.
  That, my friend, is one of the apartments given to the French delegation."



  "What a shame," Harry said, insincerely. Behind him, several of the Brotherhood chuckled.



  Amelia turned to the others. "We have the opening ritual to attend to soon."



  Nodding, the others followed her back to their apartments, ignoring the chaos caused by the explosion.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  The alarm had gone out moments before and the ghosts of Hogwarts were quickly gathering in the Great Hall. They'd had several days to plan. The necromancer's arrival meant it was time to put them
  into action. The poltergeists were not in attendance. Their fear of the necromancer made it unwise for them to join the others in the Great Hall.



  Several Death Eaters escorted a man into the hall, and the ghosts got their first look at the enemy. He was a short, stocky man with dark hair and a thin mustache and goatee. Around him glowed a
  deep purple aura, the mark of a necromancer. It was enough to make the dead shudder with dread. Dressed in dark blue robes, he approached the Dark Lord's throne and bowed.



  "Lord Voldemort," the man said in heavily accented English. "My name is Guile Montrose, a necromancer. I have been sent by your allies in France, who tell me you have need of my abilities."



  "You are correct, Monsieur Montrose," Voldemort said, smiling thinly. "We have much need for your talents here. This castle is infested with ghosts and other spirits. I want them removed."



  The Frenchman's eyebrows rose in surprise. He didn't know what he had expected upon his arrival, but it certainly wasn't an abrupt, down-to-business atmosphere. However, though he'd never met the
  Dark Lord before, he'd certainly heard of him and was not about to protest.



  Seeing the man's expression, Voldemort's eyes narrowed. "You think me uncouth, I'm sure. But this problem has plagued me for months and I am anxious to put an end to it.



  "I understand," Montrose replied, bowing slightly. "I am most happy to be of service, monsieur, but I must confess, I know little of the situation here. The more information I have about the
  spirits you wish to be rid of, the more successful I will be in removing them."



  "I thought that might be the case," the Dark Lord said, rather smugly. "I have compiled a list of the known ghosts and other spirits inhabiting the castle. We will discuss them now."



  "Other spirits?" the necromancer asked.



  "Yes. Five poltergeists, to be precise."



  "Ah." Montrose nodded in understanding. "They can be most troublesome."



  "Not for one of your skill, I'm sure, Monsieur Montrose," Voldemort replied smoothly. "I have been assured that your talents in this field are unparalleled." It never hurt to flatter the
  man, so long as he did his job and rid the castle of the damnable pests!



  Montrose bowed once more. "I shall do my best. May I see your list?"



  Signaling one of his servants with a negligent wave of his hand, the Dark Lord watched as the necromancer examined the list he'd had created, detailing the spirits of Hogwarts.



  The Bloody Baron looked at Nearly Headless Nick. The Gryffindor ghost nodded in return before turning to Penelope.



  "It's time," Nick murmured.



  Penelope moved closer to him and closed her eyes. "I wish it didn't have to be like this."



  "We all do, my dear," he told her as he wrapped an arm around her. "It will be over soon."



  Unseen by mortal eyes, the Bloody Baron drifted slowly down from the rafters.



  "The list is quite extensive," Montrose commented as he skimmed the information.



  "How long will it take you to rid me of this problem?" Voldemort asked.



  "I will need some time to study this information, but it should not be too long. A few days, at most."



  "Days?" the Dark Lord asked. "I want you to start immediately!"



  Montrose jerked suddenly and shivered.



  Seeing the man's reaction and misjudging it's cause, Voldemort leaned forward on his throne, his eyes narrowed. "You will find, Monsieur Montrose, that I get what I want, whatever the cost," he
  said menacingly.



  Looking up at the thing before him, Montrose smiled. "If that were the case, you would not need me," he announced loudly, his voice smug.



  "What?" Voldemort asked angrily.



  "If it were true, and you were as powerful as you say, you would not have need of my talents. This problem you say has been plaguing you for months would have been taken care of when it first
  become apparent, yes?"



  "You dare to speak to me this way?" the Dark Lord hissed.



  Recognizing the signs, Mulciber moved away from his master's throne. He saw no sense in being caught up in the necromancer's stupidity.



  The others, seeing Mulciber's actions, copied them, moving away from their master, though slowly.



  "You think it takes a snap of the fingers to rid you of such beings? You are an ignorant fool, a petulant child," Montrose sneered.



  Lifting his scepter, Voldemort pointed it at the man before him. "I will teach not to speak to your betters in such a way!" He gestured to Mulciber.



  Stepping forward, Mulciber drew his wand. " Crucio !" he cried, pointing his wand at the man.



  Montrose hit the floor and, screaming, writhed in agony.



  With a wave of the Dark Lord's hand, Mulciber lifted the curse.



  Voldemort eyed the man with contempt. "You will rise and begin work immediately!"



  Climbing shakily to his feet, the necromancer smoothed his robe with trembling hands and raised his head to look at the Dark Lord. "You are a pig. A foul, loathsome thing that crawls upon its
  belly in the dirt. A jumped up half-blood who thinks to rule the world, when he cannot even rule his own castle! You are..."



  " Crucio !" Voldemort bellowed, his scepter aimed at the man's chest.



  "My lord!" Mulciber cried out, "you mustn't!" But it was too late.



  Montrose's eyes lit up as the curse flew towards him. Making no attempt to dodge, the spell light hit him with stunning force.



  As the onlookers watched, the necromancer was surrounded by light and his body seemed to expand, just before it exploded. Blood, bone fragments and worse sprayed outward, splattering those nearby
  and washing the Dark Lord and his throne in gore.



  Stunned, Voldemort looked at the remains of what was once the answer to his poltergeist problem and ground his teeth together.



  The sounds of ghostly laughter suddenly rang out through the Great Hall, and the Dark Lord's followers cringed.



  "Mulciber!" Voldemort snapped. "Find me another necromancer!"





  Opening Ritual, The Council of Avalon...



  Harry looked around the Chamber of Justice with interest. The building housing the Chamber had been erected behind the main building of the Beauxbatons complex. The high domed interior housed the
  central chamber, where all testimony would be heard, as well as containing offices, floo connections and apparation points.



  The interior of the dome had been decorated as per legend, with scenes depicting the life of Merlin. Along the walls were bench seats for the Justices, and a single large bench indicated where the
  Chief Justice would sit.



  Harry and the others filed into the huge room and he was immediately struck with a sense of awe. A court page directed them to the visitors gallery, where they would observe the ritual. Only the
  Justices would be on the floor of the Chamber during the opening session.



  He smiled and nodded to Alim, sitting not far away. Like Harry and his friends, Alim was waiting for his cousin, the Minister, to show up with the other Justices.



  The visitors gallery was situated above the main Chamber so they had an excellent view of the Chamber below.



  "It's like being in a cathedral," Emma said in a hushed tone.



  Dan and Hermione nodded at her comment, looking at the mural on the ceiling.



  "They built this building just for one use?" Dan asked incredulously.



  "Why not? We built five one hundred bed buildings for the hospital when we needed them," Harry offered.



  Dan grunted and went back to examining the murals on the ceiling.



  A loud gong drew everyones attention to the floor of the Chamber of Justice. Three sets of double doors opened and the Justices walked in slowly. Each wore a white robe and carried a staff,
  although the staff was merely ceremonial. Harry knew the staves had no magical core like the ones he and Hermione used.



  When the justices reached the central area, they slowly spread out in a circle. Harry saw that the robes weren't fully white. On the breast of each robe was a patch representing the flag of the
  nation for that Justice.



  Another door opened and the Chief Justice entered the chamber. Unlike the others, his robe was gray, to signify his strict neutrality. In his hand he carried an old, gnarled staff that was said to
  contain a relic of Merlin, his hair, as a core. Harry shuddered back from the feeling of power emanating from that staff. It was unlike anything he had ever encountered before.



  The staff seemed to jump in Umtumba's hands and a beam of light arced up into the visitors gallery hitting Harry squarely in the chest. He shuddered and slumped in his seat, leaning heavily against
  Hermione.



  "Harry?" Remus said in alarm.



  Umtumba grappled with the staff for a moment, then it was over. The light was gone and the moment lost. Those down on the floor of the chamber hadn't seen what happened, and most in the gallery
  missed it, watching the pageant unfold below them. The Chief Justice knew something had happened, however.



  " Are you alright?" Hermione sent to him. She was worried. When the beam of light had hit him, it was as if he had ceased to exist. Their bond had
  vanished, though Harry had remained.



  She winced as the bond reestablished itself and opened wide. She could feel his head pounding. He opened his eyes and looked around in confusion.



  " Hermione? What just happened?"



  " You were hit by a beam from that staff the Chief Justice is carrying."



  He leaned forward and placed his head in his hands. His temples pounded painfully.



  Hermione whispered something and Winky appeared. The small elf listened to Hermione for a moment, then she vanished. A moment later she returned and handed her several small potion bottles.



  Hermione was worried because the pain that Harry felt was intense enough to be interrupting his thought processes. She could feel his pain over their bond and couldn't allow it to continue.



  " Drink this," she commanded, pushing him back in the chair and placing a potion bottle to his lips. Instinctively, he drank, then shuddered at the foul
  taste.



  " Now, this one," she told him again, handing him a bottle.



  He downed the bottle and leaned back, sighing in relief as the pain quickly receded. A faint cloud of steam drifted from the top of his head.



  "Thanks," he mumbled.



  " Are you alright now?" she asked.



  She nodded to the others. They knew Hermione would talk to Harry silently and fill them in later.



  " Yes, better now. That was intense. It reminded me of the Sorting Hat, but stronger and less concerned about what kind of pain it caused. All I know is it
  ripped through my shields effortlessly, then paged through my memories."



  " Why would the Chief Justice do that to you?"



  " Hermione, you don't understand. It wasn't the Justice, he had no more control over things than I did. It was his staff."



  " His staff?" she exclaimed.



  Harry flinched at the volume of her mental voice and she immediately laid a soothing hand against the back of his neck. The potions had relieve the pain, but the headache was still there and could
  break through the potions when pressed.



  "I'm sorry," she said softly. He could feel her unhappiness over the bond. She hadn't meant to hurt him.



  He smiled weakly. "It's alright. Let's talk about this later. Did I miss much?"



  She shook her head and they both turned their attention back to the chamber floor. All of the Justices were now present.



  Umtumba stood in the center of the circle, and the other Justices stood two deep surrounding him. There was a good twenty feet or more between the center of the circle and the outer circle of
  Justices.



  In the center, Umtumba began to sing in a language Harry didn't know. He looked around and could see the others of his group were also at a loss.



  "He's singing in his native tongue, asking the spirits to guide us," Remus said, then he looked sheepishly at everyone. "Amelia filled me in on what would be happening. Each of the Justices
  is the Minister of Magic in their country. The Chief Justice is also a powerful shaman and, as is his right as Chief Justice, he's invoking his own native magics."



  Umtumba raised his staff and the endpoint glowed brightly. One by one the other Justices broke from the circle and moved to the center. Once there, Umtumba touched his staff to theirs, causing the
  end of their staffs to light up.



  "The lighting of the staffs signifies the light of truth. The Justice staffs will remain lit until the end of the Council. The lighting also formally opens the proceedings. From this point on,
  all the rules apply," Remus said softly. "From what Amelia told me, from this point on, it is impossible to lie while inside this chamber. Unlike Veritaserum, which forces you to answer
  truthfully, you can always decline to answer the question under this enchantment. What you can never do, however, is lie."



  Down on the chamber floor, the lighting continued with the last few Ministers. When all the staffs were lit and everyone back in position, they turned as one, first to the east, and bowed, then
  turned to the south and bowed again.



  "This seems to have elements of a druid rituals in it," commented Hermione, watching as the Justices bowed through the four cardinal compass points.



  "It should, Hermione," replied Remus. "They patterned it after a druid ritual for justice. Remember, this council is built upon the legends we have from Merlin's time and Merlin was the last
  of the great Druid wizards."



  In the center of the circle, Umtumba rapped the butt of his staff sharply on the floor. A great burst of light traveled down the length of the staff and into the floor. The central chamber floor
  pulsated with a bright blue light that quickly moved to the walls, and then to the ceiling above. As the light hit the great dome and it's many murals, the murals came to life.



  Harry and his friends gasped. It was like watching a movie! Each section of mural was a scene depicted from the life of Merlin. One could follow his life from his birth until his imprisonment in
  the sealed cave. Everything was there, including the Arthurian legends and Camelot.



  "It's all there!" Dan exclaimed. "Look! There's young Arthur pulling the sword from the stone! Did that really happen?"



  "As far as we can tell, Dan, yes, it did happen. But with the fall of Camelot, the story moved quickly into legend and from legend to myth," replied Remus in a hushed, reverent tone.



  The blue light slowly faded into the walls, leaving the murals animated. One section, however, seemed to catch Harry's eye. Unlike the other panels, which depicted scenes from Merlin's life, this
  was just a painting of Merlin, no background, no foreground, just the wizard. He smiled benignly down on the group of Justices, then he glanced in Harry's direction. His smile broadened and Harry
  could have sworn he winked at him.



  He shook his head. Convincing himself it was an after effect of the strange spell, he seriously considered leaving the chamber and returning to their quarters to lie down for awhile.



  Sensing his discomfort, Hermione turned and looked at him inquisitively.



  He smiled reassuringly at her and turned his attention back to chamber floor below. Near the Chief Justice's seat, a pair of torches flared to life, burning a dull red.



  "The torches indicate the council is not in session. When they begin tomorrow, they will burn a blueish-white," Remus murmured, then he stood and stretched. "The opening ceremony is over.
  Tonight there will be a banquet for all the delegations. We might as well return to our quarters for now."



  Harry and the others stood and followed Remus out of the gallery.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  The celebration in the Chamber of Secrets had been going on for quite some time. The relief they all felt knowing that they were, once again, safe within the castle's walls, was great.



  Penelope, taking a break from the dancing, noticed one of their number was missing. With a frown, she extended her senses, trying to locate him.



  Declining another offer to dance, she turned away from the party and left the Chamber. Allowing her senses to guide her, she quickly found herself in the old Slytherin common room. There, she found
  the Baron floating in front of a large portrait of Salazar Slytherin.



  As she slowly became visible, she moved towards him. "What troubles you, my lord?"



  "He was a great man, you know," the Baron said, nodding towards the picture. "In the beginning, when the founders of Hogwarts were all in accord, he achieved greatness. It was only later, as
  the partnership between the four began to fracture, that he sunk into perversion and corrupted his house with his ideals."



  "I always thought you agreed with him," Penelope told him quietly.



  "How could I? It is obvious, to anyone who really looks, that the idea of a pure-blood ruling class is preposterous. The great families have stagnated, become lazy. The only reason our world has
  moved forward at all is due to the infusion of new blood. Our world would have developed much faster, had it not had to contend with the cancer that has become the great families."



  "I must confess that I am surprised to hear the ghost of Slytherin house say such things. But perhaps I carry a bit of my old house prejudices with me yet," she said, her smile gentle.



  The Baron grunted, but remained silent.



  Penelope watched him for a few minutes. When it became apparent he would speak no more, she turned away.



  "He was an innocent," the Baron said quietly.



  "Who, my lord?" she asked, turning back to him.



  "The necromancer."



  "How can that be? He was here at Voldemort's bidding!"



  "No, he wasn't," he told her. Turning around, he looked at her with troubled eyes. "When I possessed him, I learned the truth. His wife is the daughter of the French Minister of Magic and is
  six months pregnant with their second child. He was contacted and informed that if he did not come to Hogwarts and do Voldemort's bidding, his wife would be gutted and her child removed and sent to
  him in pieces."



  Ghostly tears rolled down Penelope's cheeks and she shook her head. "His own Ministry threatened this? His wife's own father would have her killed? What kind of people..."



  "It wasn't the government who contacted him. He was sure of that, though I do not know how. In his mind, the group that issued the threat was shadowed, as though he'd drawn a veil over them in
  his thoughts." The Baron shook his head, puzzled. "The human mind is a mystery to me, at times."



  "So he came here to save the lives of his wife and child," she murmured.



  "Yes. And it means that I have killed an innocent man."



  "My lord, that's not..." she began as she moved towards him.



  "No, my dear," he interrupted, holding up one hand. "I understand the psychology of war better than you. I know, logically, that what was done needed to be done. But you'll forgive me if, for
  this one night, I don't feel like behaving logically. Go. Return to the celebration and enjoy yourself."



  "How can I, with you here, feeling as you do?" she asked.



  The Baron reached out and brushed away her tears. "Quite easily, I expect. You are young, and still carry some of the exuberance of life with you yet. Embrace it while you can, my dear. Celebrate
  our victory with the others and leave an old ghost to his thoughts."



  Bowing her head, she nodded. "As you wish, my lord Baron." She curtsied, looked up into his troubled eyes once more, and then faded away.



  The Baron turned back to the portrait on the wall and sighed heavily.





  British Quarters, Beauxbatons Southern France...



  Harry peeled out of his formal robe and pulled on a simple pair of jeans and a t-shirt that read "Voldemort: The reason why some animals eat their young."



  Sliding his feet into his slippers, he left Hermione sitting by her dressing table and went into the main common room that connected all of their bedrooms.



  "I'm stuffed," he said, then he threw himself into a chair and let out a heavy sigh.



  "French food," Dan commented. "It doesn't look heavy, but it can be."



  Emma looked up from some needlepoint she was working on. "You should talk, Dan. You came back and the first thing you did was unbuckle your belt."



  Dan looked at her sheepishly, then he looked at his waistline. "I suppose I could do with a little exercise," he said softly.



  "I could ask Twister to help you, Dan," Harry offered with a grin.



  Draco stepped over to Harry and passed him a note, while Dan sputtered excuses.



  After reading the message, Harry looked up at Draco. "All clear then?" he asked, relaxing into the chair.



  "Yes, and I've got Tobby and some of our elves watching for any elf that might pop in."



  "Excellent. Thanks, Draco. At least we don't have to make up conversations now," Harry commented, grinning.



  "That's a relief," Hermione said, entering the room. "If I hear one more conversation on the merits of brooms versus flying carpets, I think I'll scream."



  Both Dan and Harry looked chagrined. They had enjoyed the conversation immensely.



  A knock on the door caused everyone to freeze for a moment, then Luna got up from her chair and went to the door. A moment later, she escorted a tall man into the room.



  "Harry, this man would like to speak with you."



  Harry blinked and stood. This man was nearly as tall as Hagrid!



  The man bowed slightly and smiled, his white teeth contrasting against his jet black skin.



  "My apologies for interrupting your evening, but my master asks if he might have words with Harry Potter."



  "Your master?" exclaimed Hermione.



  The man smiled again. "Yes, I am his apprentice. In our society, an apprentice is always a bound servant to the master. Fortunately, his is a most gentle servitude."



  "Who is your master?" asked Dan.



  The man straightened up and shook his head ruefully. "I am sorry, I should have said so right at the beginning. My master, the Chief Justice Umtumba, asks for a few moments of your time Harry
  Potter."



  Harry nodded and looked to the others. "I think I should go. I might even get some answers about what happened today."



  "Not alone you're not," Hermione protested. "I'm coming with you."



  Harry glanced at the tall man who bowed to him. "My instructions were to bring you to him, Harry Potter. If bringing along the young miss makes you more comfortable, then bring her along."



  "What?!"



  " Hermione, not now," he sent to her. "Just play along for the moment. Let's see where this is going. Remember, not
  everyone lives by our ways."



  Hermione shot Harry an evil glare, then she smiled prettily. "The young miss would be quite happy to follow Harry Potter."



  Harry winced. He knew that tone and knew he was going to be paying for it later.



  The man beamed a dazzling smile at them. "Wonderful. I will give you a few minutes to get dressed, then."



  Harry nodded, realizing he was wearing only jeans, a t-shirt and some slippers. He turned and went back into his bedroom with Hermione right behind him.



  "What are you doing?" she hissed at him angrily.



  He put his shoe down and looked up at her. "Hermione, he doesn't know we're married. He called you what he did because it was innocuous. I suspect our bound friend out there is very worried that
  he might give offense. For now, we'll go see the Chief Justice. I don't know about you, but I would really like to know why his staff paged through my memories today."



  Hermione nodded as her expression grew thoughtful.



  Harry put his shoes on, then put on his Brotherhood cloak. He gestured, expanding his staff to normal size. She glanced at his staff and reached for her own.



  "Ready?" he asked.



  She nodded and followed them from the room.



  A short while later, they were led into the same large courtyard that housed Sheik Alim's tent. The apprentice led them to what appeared to be a small mud hut.



  Stepping through the curtained door, Harry and Hermione came to an abrupt halt. It looked as though they'd stepped from southern France to the African savanna. With the exception of the door, there
  was no sign of the mud hut.



  The night sky was clear and the stars twinkled overhead. A light breeze rustled through the tall grass.



  "Sweet Merlin!" Hermione whispered, then she edged closer to Harry, awed by the magic. Neither of them had expected magic on this scale when they entered the hut.



  Not far away, a fire burned in a pit and a man sat in front of it, singing softly.



  Harry reached for Hermione's hand and walked towards the fire.



  They approached the man cautiously. Across his lap lay the Staff of Merlin.



  "Welcome, Harry Potter. Please, sit and let us talk of things," said the man, then he spotted Hermione and his eyebrow arched up.



  "I had not expected additional guests," he murmured.



  "Chief Justice Umtumba, may I present my wife, Hermione Potter? She insisted that she accompany me, and given the circumstances I didn't think it would be wise to refuse her," Harry said
  softly.



  Umtumba smiled. "A measure of a man can be seen in the woman he chooses for first wife."



  "First and only wife," Hermione said between gritted teeth. What is it with all these other cultures allowing for multiple wives? She thought angrily.



  Umtumba smiled, showing several golden teeth, then he laughed and conjured some chairs for his guests. "You have chosen well, Harry Potter. Please, sit."



  As they sat down, a house elf appeared and served all three of them tea.



  Umtumba sipped at his tea for a moment, then he looked at Harry. "Imagine my surprise, Harry Potter, when, upon entering the Chamber of Justice, my staff informed me that there was a Maglios
  present. I had thought, after all this time, that I was the last of the warrior kings. Can you imagine my shock and delight in finding another like myself?"



  "Your staff is sentient?" blurted Hermione in shock.



  Umtumba smiled. "To a point, yes. The Staff of Merlin has ever been thus. It is a guide and sometimes mentor for the bearer."



  "Then why did it page through my memories today?"



  Umtumba was silent for a moment, then he looked skyward.



  "The Staff of Merlin is a powerful tool, Harry Potter. But unlike other tools, it contains a mind of it's own that keeps it's own council. I was surprised when it told me about you. I admit to
  being anxious to meet you anyway, but thanks to my staff, I was even more so.



  "The staff recognized qualities in you that it rarely comes across, but it's been irritatingly vague with me about them," Umtumba said with a bit of a frown. "It asked me to arrange for us to
  meet. I had hoped to meet and talk with you after the council, but it insisted that we do it sooner."



  "Is it telling you anything now?" Harry asked, leaning forward. His sight allowed him to see that the staff was pulsating with power. Unlike his own staff, which contained no power of its own,
  the Staff of Merlin seemed to contain it's own core of power.



  Umtumba closed his eyes and was silent for a moment, then he nodded. "Stretch out your staff, Harry Potter," he said in a commanding tone.



  Harry stretched out his staff so that the crystal end cap was pointed towards Umtumba. He tried to suppress his own magic, but couldn't and the end cap flared with the light of his magic.



  Umtumba reached out with the Staff of Merlin and touched the tip of Harry's staff. There was a blinding flash of light and a loud buzzing sound.



  When the light faded the small crystal orb that served as the end cap for Harry's staff had been replaced with an large emerald that pulsated softly in the darkness.



  Harry blinked and stared at his staff. It felt different, more in line with his power. It felt like an extension of his magic, rather than a mere tool for focusing.



  Umtumba leaned back, his staff resting on his lap. "That explains much. The staff senses a kindred spirit in you, Harry Potter. The change to your staff is it's gift to you. It also tells me that
  when you are ready, it will be ready for your hand."



  Hermione gasped and stared at Harry. "But that would mean that Harry would have to be..."



  "Minister for Magic of his nation, and the chosen Chief of the Council of Avalon," Umtumba said with a smile. "But that is for the future which may or may not come to pass. For now, we have
  this council still to get through."



  Harry shook himself and tried to break away from the intoxicating feeling coming from his staff.



  "Harry?" asked Hermione.



  "I'm sorry, Hermione. The change to my staff is remarkable. I don't think even Ollivanders could have made something as good," he mused.



  Umtumba laughed. "No, as good as Ollivanders is, he cannot duplicate the effect my staff can give."



  "What's it like Harry?" Hermione asked eagerly.



  He smiled at her, then sent her his impression, along with the fact that he thought he might be able to duplicate the effect.



  "It is a marvel to be able to mind speak with one's chosen, is it not?" asked Umtumba with a chuckle.



  Harry looked suddenly ashamed. "I'm sorry, Chief Justice. I did not mean to be rude. I just gave Hermione my impression of the change and told her that I think I might be able to replicate the
  effect."



  Umtumba arched an eyebrow. "Indeed? Then you are more powerful than I, Harry Potter."



  Harry blanched. "I meant no disrespect Chief Justice."



  "And I take none, Harry Potter," he replied with a laugh. "You young people are so serious these days. And as well you should be! But you need to take the time to sit back and look around
  you. Look up at the night sky, my young friends. Look up and take in the beauty of creation in all it's majesty."



  Almost without thought, Harry and Hermione looked up. The southern cross stood out in all it's glory. A gentle breeze fluttered through the grass and the light from the fire dimmed.



  "Once, a long long time ago, man looked up from these very plains and could see the hand of the Almighty at work as he crafted the night skies. All around us you can see his work. Man reached out
  to touch these wonders and was given the gift of magic."



  Harry reached for Hermione's hand. Unknown to either of them their, chairs shifted forms allowing them to lay back and watch the night sky while Umtumba spoke. He spoke of mans place in the world
  and how modern magical societies had forgotten that they had an obligation and a responsibility to not only maintain their world, but to protect it. He spoke of the creatures, great and small, and
  how they all had their place. And it was the job of wizards to safeguard all the creatures.



  Harry found the old man's words moving and instructional. Finally, he sat up and looked at Umtumba.



  "The staff tells me you have come a long way, Harry Potter. Thanks in a great part to your friends and to the love you hold for your woman. You have a long way still to go, but having met you
  now, I can see what the staff sees. You will do well."



  Hermione sat up and shivered slightly. The night had turned chilly. Harry, without really thinking about it, cast a warming charm on her and she smiled at him appreciatively.



  "Sir, are you aware that we have a child of Gaia among our number?" Harry asked.



  Umtumba smiled broadly. "No, I wasn't, but I would love to meet with her at some point. And when we have the time, I would like to talk Quidditch, Harry Potter. I was once quite a good beater, if
  I do say so myself."



  Hermione resisted the urge to roll her eyes.



  Harry smiled in reply. After all, Quidditch was important too, wasn't it?





  Haven Operations Center (Feb 24th)...



  "Come!"



  The door opened and one of Caleb's aides walked in, carrying several pieces of parchment.



  "The morning dispatches, sir."



  "Thank you, just leave them on the desk," Caleb said. He was uncomfortable with the man who had been assigned by the Ministry. Normally, Terry Boot worked as Caleb's personal aide while he
  trained in the arts of managing a war.



  Caleb leafed through the dispatches until he found one that caught his eye. Opening the letter, his eyebrows rose to meet his hairline. He had never received any mail from Luna Black before, and
  what she was asking for was insane.



  Caleb stood and started to pace the room, thinking hard. Finally, he turned and pressed a button on his desk. He had to admit, some of the muggle devices came in quite handy, once they had been
  charmed to work around magic.



  "Send for Twister," he said into the intercom.



  "Yes, sir," came the reply.



  Twister entered the room a few minutes later. "You sent for me, sir?"



  "Twister, good. Sit down. I have a rather strange assignment for you and Able company of the Brotherhood Brigade..."



  As Caleb spoke, Twister's eyes widened. He left the office an hour later, shaking his head. Just what did she have up her sleeve? he asked himself. Twister
  had helped Harry and his friends train in hand to hand combat and he knew that Luna was one of the most dangerous people Harry had working for him. She was unpredictable, unorthodox and lethal,
  when she wanted to be.





  Chamber of Justice, Beauxbatons, Southern France...



  Unlike the day before, this day found the Brotherhood seated in the area designated for the British delegation.



  They watched with interest as Chief Justice Umtumba entered the chamber. The tall African stood and waited in silence as the other doors opened, admitting the other Justices. When they were all
  seated, he took his place, sat down and gazed out at those in the chamber.



  The torches behind the Chief Justice flared and their color changed to a bright blueish-white.



  "The sixty third meeting of the Council of Avalon is now is session. Let no member raise a hand against another, lest ye die," intoned the Chief Justice formally.



  Umtumba rapped the butt end of the Staff of Merlin against the floor three times, then he released his staff. It hovered obediently, waiting for his hand again.



  Umtumba turned to Amelia, who sat behind a table along with Arthur and several other members of the Ministry.



  "Madam Justice, as the injured party in this complaint, you will be granted the right of presenting your case first. Kindly remember that Justice Pierpont will have the right to cross examine
  your witnesses," Umtumba said. Although he wasn't speaking in a loud tone, his voice carried to every point within the chamber.



  Harry glanced up towards the visitors gallery, which was packed with members of the press and other interested parties.



  Amelia stood and walked around the table towards the center of the chamber floor. At another table, Gaston Pierpont, Minister of Magic for France, sat frowning. He was a thin man with a pinched
  face and what seemed like a permanent scowl. He looked as though he were smelling something unpleasant.



  Pierpont was not a happy man. He had been forced into this trial by virtue of oaths he had taken and dismissed as being silly years ago. His chief of security had been killed yesterday while
  messing with some dark objects that he shouldn't have had. That news was kept strictly secret. To make matters worse, his pregnant daughter, son-in-law and his granddaughter had been missing for
  nearly two days.



  Amelia bowed to Umtumba. "Thank you, Chief Justice," she said, then she paused and looked around for a moment. "My fellow Ministers, honored guests and members of the press. It was with a
  heavy heart that I invoked these proceedings. The past year has been a very difficult one for the British nation. We have become refugees while our country tears itself apart from within. My people
  suffer under the yoke of an evil overlord.



  "Many nations have expressed their support for our cause, either with funds, material or by loaning us troops to help us return to our homeland. One nation, however, has not been so supportive.
  In fact, their policies suggest that they actually support the Dark Lord and his vile beliefs.



  "Britain could have lived with their policies. After all they are but one country and not all that important in the grand scheme of things..."



  "Chief Justice, I protest!" shouted Pierpont from his table.



  "Justice Pierpont, you will have your say when the time comes. In the meantime, do sit down. Justice Bones is still making her opening statement," Umtumba said with a slight frown. Bones had
  come perilously close to insulting France, but hadn't.



  Amelia bowed slightly to the bench, then turned again to face the chamber and the galleries above her. "In the past months, the Ministry of France has become increasingly hostile. That hostility
  increased until it culminated in the kidnapping of a diplomatic mission. That mission had been sent to France in the hopes of defusing the rising tension between our two nations. Three members of
  the mission were captured and subjected to muggle drugs to keep them pacified. Their wives were attacked in their hotel rooms. One was badly injured, but they managed to fight their way to the
  safety of the British Embassy, and ultimately home. Our protective security detail is still missing and presumed dead.



  "And to add insult to injury, they managed, for a brief time, to convince the muggle government to refuse to recognize the British Ministry in Exile. Fortunately, our other allies managed to
  convince the French not to continue with their course. I only wish I could say the same for their Ministry of Magic and the real power in France."



  Amelia paused and smiled sweetly in Pierpont's direction. The man paled and swallowed nervously. Bones' last statement suggested she might know more than she should.



  "I call as my first witness, Lord Harry Potter, Ambassador at Large," Amelia said in a strident voice.



  Harry stood and threw back the hood on his cloak, under which he wore the uniform of a full Colonel. He held his staff in his right hand, the emerald gently pulsing. In a slow, measured pace he
  walked up to the witness box. Amelia had coached them all in how to act while on the chamber floor. She wanted to present an image, as well as present the facts.



  Harry took the seat in the witness box, then he smiled up at the Chief Justice before he released his own staff, which hovered just like Umtumba's. A murmur ran through the chamber and Umtumba's
  eyes sparkled with repressed mirth.



  "Would you kindly state your full name, rank and occupation for the record?" asked Amelia.



  "I am Lord Harry James Potter, Patriarch of the Potter and Black families. I also hold the rank of Ambassador at Large for the British Ministry in Exile and Colonel of the 24th regiment of the
  SAS, or more commonly known as the Brotherhood Brigade," Harry replied.



  Amelia nodded her head and glanced around making sure everyone had heard him. A small murmur arose among the Justices as they realized that Harry held ranks in both worlds.



  "My lord, do you remember a meeting with myself and the French Ambassador to Ireland on November 21st?"



  "I do. Ambassador Delaflote explained how a group of eight German nationals arrived at one of their custom points, presumably from Britain and were severely ill. We explained that we had a cure
  for them, but could only make it available if we could first interrogate the subjects. Ambassador Delaflote refused to allow us to interrogate them, so we withheld the cure."



  "And what happened to those people, Lord Potter?"



  "They died, Madam Minister," he replied softly.



  "Tell me, my lord, have any other countries received people arriving from Britain?"



  "Yes, three that I am aware of. The United States, Norway and Ecuador."



  "And what happened in those cases, my Lord?"



  "As per our policy, we interrogated the individuals in question before administering the cure. In two of those cases, they were people who were supporting Lord Voldemort, but hadn't been marked.
  The third case was a Norwegian national who had to kill in order to make his escape from Britain. In all three cases, the cure was administered."



  "Who was present during those interrogations, my Lord?"



  "A member of the Haven Hospital staff was present with the cure, as well as a member of the Irish Aurory, an intelligence officer for the British Ministry of Magic and representatives of the
  nation in question," Harry replied.



  "So you weren't present yourself?"



  "No, my involvement is minimal. I am the only one capable of imbuing the potion with the necessary magic. Every two months I go to the hospital and help create the cure which the hospital stocks,
  but I don't attend the interrogations."



  "What was the French reaction to the death of those eight people?"



  "I was told towards the end of January that the French had placed a warrant for my arrest for my involvement in the deaths of the eight Germans, as well as my involvement in the death of Albus
  Dumbledore," Harry replied in an even tone.



  "Despite your Ambassadorial status and diplomatic immunity?"



  "Yes."



  "Did you kill Albus Dumbledore?"



  "No. We dueled and I had him beaten. He was down, wounded and bleeding, when he was killed by a Snorkack."



  "Objection! The witness is not stating facts!" shouted Pierpont.



  "Chief Justice, if necessary we shall prove to the court that Albus Dumbledore was, in fact, killed by a familiar of one of Lord Potter's acquaintances, but that is not the issue of this
  trial!" Amelia countered quickly.



  Umtumba leaned back and was silent for a moment, then he looked sternly at Gaston Pierpont.



  "Justice Pierpont, need I remind you that no one is capable of lying within this chamber? Lord Potter may avoid answering a question, but he cannot lie if he chooses to answer. Your objection is
  overruled," Umtumba said.



  Pierpont sat again, glaring at Harry and Amelia.



  "Let the record clearly show that the witness has stated that he did not kill Albus Dumbledore," Umtumba said, then he nodded to Amelia. "You may proceed, Justice Bones."



  From the British delegation a faint whirring noise was heard and Harry couldn't help but smile.



  Amelia nodded to the Chief Justice and turned back to Harry in the witness box. "My Lord, as a result of the actions taken by France you did not go on the diplomatic mission like I had originally
  planned, did you?"



  "You know I didn't, Madam Minister. That is why you asked me for a recommendation of someone I trusted, rather than asking me to go on the mission."



  Amelia nodded knowingly. "My lord, getting back to the eight German nationals in question, why did you refuse to give them the cure?"



  Harry blinked in surprise at the question. "Madam Minister, it was not up to me to refuse or grant the cure. Yes, I told Ambassador Delaflote that we would be unable to help them, but only after
  he refused to allow us to interrogate them. It is a Ministry policy and I was following that policy."



  Amelia paced for a moment in front of the witness box, while that fact sunk into the attending Justices.



  "So, you were merely following policy that I had already approved and negotiated with the Irish?"



  "Yes, that is correct."



  "Do you regret withholding the cure, my lord?"



  "Madam Minister, I regret every action I have taken which resulted in loss of life, but we are at war. They were the enemy," Harry replied in a soft tone.



  Amelia smiled. "I have no further questions. If Justice Pierpont wishes, he may question the witness."



  Amelia stepped back behind her table and sat down.



  Gaston Pierpont stood and straightened out his robe before walking around the table to face Harry directly.



  "Monsieur Potter, you are a wanted felon, no?" asked Pierpont in an oily voice.



  "I am wanted by the French Government, yes," Harry replied with a frown. "But I do not consider myself a felon."



  "Ah, but Monsieur, it is through your direct actions that those poor Germans died? Yes or no?"



  "No, sir. Their deaths are a direct result of their own actions," Harry countered with just a touch of anger.



  " Easy, my love. He wants you angry," Hermione sent him. She stood and walked down the stairs to the table where Amelia sat. She sat next to her and
  scribbled a quick note, which she passed to Amelia.



  Amelia glanced at it, grinned, and nodded slightly.



  "Oh, so it is their fault then? How do you come to that conclusion, Monsieur?"



  "They crossed the ward twice, once going in to Britain and once coming back," Harry replied easily. He was taking Hermione's comment to heart.



  "Ah, yes, your illegal ward, which blockaded an entire country," Pierpont said with a sneer.



  Harry sat silent. There was no question there as far as he could tell.



  Pierpont frowned and looked at Harry. "What? Have you no comment about your ward, Monsieur?"



  "You asked no question, sir. What would you like me to say? The specifics of what it does have been published by several media outlets. As far as it's internal workings are concerned, those are
  classified and would probably escape you," Harry replied, then he leaned back on his chair.



  A low murmur of laughter rippled through the visitors gallery and Chief Justice Umtumba banged his gavel several times.



  "The witness will confine himself to answering the questions," Umtumba admonished Harry.



  Harry colored slightly and nodded to the Justice.



  Pierpont scowled and glared at Harry. "Aren't you worried, Monsieur, that following these proceedings you will not find yourself in French custody?"



  "No, I'm not worried," Harry replied, smiling thinly.



  Pierpont blinked in surprise. "Why not?"



  "Because I doubt your masters will give you that order," Harry replied. He slowly released his magic, allowing it to build. His eyes began to glow eerily and he stared at Pierpont,
  expressionless.



  No one in the Justice stands or the visitor's gallery could see what he was doing, but he was clearly scaring Pierpont, who took several steps back.



  "No further questions!" he muttered and returned to his table.



  "The witness may step down," Umtumba said.



  Harry stood, his magic once more under his firm control. He reached for his staff and walked back to the table where Amelia and Hermione sat.



  "We will recess for thirty minutes," Umtumba called, then he banged his gavel.



  Harry kissed Hermione's cheek. "Thank you," he said softly, taking her hand in his.



  She smiled. "Come on. Amelia is going to be spending the rest of the day submitting motions. We can take a break from all this now."



  He nodded and glanced up at where his friends sat. Luna leaned against Draco, holding his hand. Her free hand caressed Fuzz, who stared down at harry with wide, shining eyes.





  Haven Operations Center, Q Branch...



  Inga sat at her desk examining the detailed plans for another of Fred and George's inventions when something occurred to her and she looked over at her sister. "Hels, have you seen Amy in the
  last day or two?" she asked, worriedly.



  Helga looked up and frowned. "No, I can't say that I have. It's funny, I was expecting her report on the exploding groundhogs yesterday. She doesn't normally forget stuff like that."



  Inga stood and walked over to the door that led to the lab area. She opened the door and looked around carefully before entering. Not seeing any obvious threat, she touched a medallion she wore and
  a small body shield snapped into place. It was a gift from Ginny and enchanted by Harry. By touching the medallion, she could activate a small shield that would repel many common hexes.



  Helga activated her own shield, then followed her sister into the lab area. "Alright, you two, where are you hiding now?" she called in a loud voice.



  Laughter could be heard from one of the cabinets and it rocked violently.



  The blond twins exchanged an amused glance, then walked over to the cabinet and opened it. Fred and George tumbled out, laughing, but looking highly relieved.



  "Thank Merlin! If we had stayed in there any longer, I would have ended up proposing to him!" exclaimed Fred.



  "That was too much information," Inga muttered with a slight shudder.



  George fussed with his hair. "I am, in some circles, considered to be quite a catch, I'll have you know."



  Helga leaned down and grasped him by an earlobe, pinching tightly. George winced and twisted, trying to escape her grip. "You are already caught ,George Weasley, and don't you forget it!" she
  said intently before releasing him.



  George rubbed his ear, but he looked extremely pleased with himself. He stood and looked at the two sisters.



  "I'd like to thank you both for releasing us from Amy's trap, but if I thanked you the way I'd like, Freddo here would kill me."



  "Damn straight!" Fred said with a grin. "Besides, that's my fantasy you're stealing!"



  The girls rolled their eyes.



  "Will you two get your minds out of the gutter for ten minutes," Inga said.



  "I don't know, it kind of sounded like fun, Inga," Helga murmured, then she blushed while both Weasleys waggled their eyebrows at her.



  Inga threw up her hands and walked over to a cabinet. Reaching in, she pulled out a ten gage shotgun and she cocked it. The room instantly fell silent.



  "Not going to happen," she snarled. "Now where is Amy? Her report on the exploding groundhogs was due yesterday."



  Fred looked down and scuffed a foot along the floor. "Right, about Amy. See, I was trying something we bought from Jeconais Jokes in Toronto."



  "Oops," muttered George.



  The two twins looked at each other and broke down laughing. "You didn't!"



  "I did!"



  "Which foot?"



  "Left, you?"



  "Right. So you took the Sydney tube? I thought it was back ordered!"



  Inga stomped her foot and raised the gun, pointing it at the ceiling. She pulled the trigger. There was a muffled pop and flowers sprouted from the end of the barrel.



  Fred walked over and gently took the shotgun from her now limp fingers. "Flower Power, love," he said, then he kissed her cheek.



  Helga collapsed, weak with laughter, at the expression on Inga's face.



  George shook his head and pulled his wand. It wasn't good for Helga to be laughing at Inga's expense, at least when he didn't have anything to do about causing that laughter. He fired off a quick
  transfiguration hex, which rebounded off Helga's shield, hitting him square in the chest.



  Fred and Inga joined Helga on the floor, howling, while George looked down morosely at his pretty white dress with pink polka dots and his bright yellow parasol. All in all, it was really a
  stunning outfit, especially with the wired hoop skirt.



  After a few minutes of struggling, George managed to return his clothing to normal and everyone sat at one of the tables, where Helga made tea.



  "Alright, all jokes aside. Where is Amy?" asked Helga.



  "Sydney, Australia," answered Fred.



  "Reykjavik, Iceland," answered George.



  The two red heads looked at each other and started to giggle.



  Helga and Inga sighed and shared a sympathetic glance.



  "Are you sure you want to marry him?" asked Helga.



  "Are you sure you want to marry him ?" countered Inga.



  Their comments sobered Fred and George immediately.



  "Look girls, it's simple, really," said Fred.



  "It all started with that kornputer upstairs," George added and Fred nodded in agreement.



  "Computer," Helga offered.



  "Right, the kornputer. Anyway, we were suffering the net," George said proudly.



  "And we ran into Jeconais' Jokes in Toronto. It's a wizarding shop and we ordered some stuff from them. They had some really silly stuff, Village People Powder and Spice Girl Sauce, but the
  really cool stuff was their Portkey Paste. We ordered a couple tubes of the stuff," said Fred.



  The two blonds leaned back in their chairs. "And?" they asked dryly. This had disaster for Amy written all over it.



  "You know that prank war we've been having with Amy?" George asked in a meek voice.



  They weren't allowed to prank Draco anymore, and pranking the woman you loved was a sure fire way to end up sleeping on the couch. That only left family and Amy, and while Ginny was an easy mark,
  her returning pranks always bordered on total warfare.



  "Well, I put some of the portkey paste on her left shoe," said Fred.



  "And I put some on her right shoe," added George, which caused them both to start laughing again.



  The Johansen twins looked perplexed. "So where did Amy go?" asked Inga.



  "It's like this, love. When she gets to Iceland and lands, the portkey on the other foot activates and off she goes to Australia," said Fred.



  "And when she arrives in Australia, the Iceland portkey activates," added George. "It should wear off in a few days."



  Fred and George exchanged a look and began to laugh once more. A moment later, the Johansen twins joined them.



  Meanwhile, somewhere over the Asian continent, a solitary voice could be heard screaming as it sped northwest at high speed. She had long since emptied the contents of her stomach somewhere over
  central Asia, and in doing so, had inadvertently started a new religious movement.





  Beauxbatons, Southern France...



  Harry leaned back on the bench and absently massaged his leg while he basked in the bright, warm sunshine. Back home it was probably raining again, with the temperatures just hovering just above
  freezing.



  "There is a lot to be said for this kind of weather," he said softly.



  Hermione leaned against him and nodded. She, too, was enjoying the warm afternoon sun. Several of the Brotherhood were nearby, ostensibly enjoying the weather, but Harry felt they may be playing
  watchdog on him and Hermione.



  He had taken Amelia's advice. With the motions she was planning on putting forth today, there would be little need for their presence until tomorrow when the real testimony started again.



  "You didn't do too bad in there this morning," Hermione said.



  " If it weren't for you, I would have lost control over my anger," he replied silently. "Thank you."



  " I know. I was angry at what he was trying to imply too, but this really was a case where you needed to remain calm. And did you see the expression on his face
  when you told him he wouldn't understand the details of the ward? I nearly peed in my pants trying to control my laughter!"



  Harry spun on the bench, pulling Hermione into a tight embrace. He kissed the top of her head. "Oh, Hermione, don't ever change!"



  " What?"



  He chuckled and nuzzled against her neck. "Just don't change, my heart."



  The one thing he couldn't do is tell her that no matter how often she tried to come across as stuffy, she still let part of the girl inside her slip out, like her comment about what she nearly did.
  She tried hard to model herself after Minerva McGonagall, but Harry knew, deep down, there was a normal girl in there.



  A cough interrupted their conversation, which probably was a good thing considering Hermione's confusion.



  They both looked up, and up and up again until they spotted Madam Maxime standing nearby, waiting with a slight smile on her face.



  He released Hermione and stood, swaying slightly as his leg strained a bit under him.



  "Monsieur Potter, I hope I am not interrupting?"



  "No, not at all, Madam Maxime. Would you care to sit?" he asked, and pointed to an empty bench.



  "Perhaps that would be a good idea," she said. Walking to the bench, she picked it up with one hand, walked back the Potters and put it down in front of theirs. Once seated, she looked at
  Harry, waiting for him to sit back down.



  "Monsieur Potter, as Headmistress of Beauxbatons, I am also the hostess of this council. Like the Chief Justice, the host or hostess of the council is supposed to remain strictly neutral," she
  said, then she paused and looked around the courtyard and sighed.



  "I love my country, Monsieur Potter, but that doesn't mean I love the people running it and I know that those running things are not always working in the best interests of our great nation. I
  have been... approached you would say... by people that represent a force for change in my nation. They ask nothing of you except that you do not lose faith in the French people. We were a great
  nation once and can be again."



  "In other words, don't condemn the people for what the government does," Hermione murmured.



  "Oui! You do see, no?"



  Harry smiled. "Madam Maxime, only a fool would condemn everyone over the actions of a few."



  The half giantess looked relieved for a moment, then her expression hardened. She looked around warily, noting that the only people in the courtyard were all wearing the same uniform cloaks as
  Harry Potter.



  "Be careful, Monsieur. I do not know details, but I know the current government plots with your enemies against you and your delegation," she hissed softly, then she stood and quickly walked
  away.



  "Well, that was informative," Hermione said sarcastically.



  Harry looked at her for a moment. "Actually, it was. She confirmed what we only suspected," he said.



  She frowned in thought for a moment. "True."



  He stood and reached under his shirt, pulling out his Brotherhood medallion. He concentrated for a moment and all the medallions began to quiver.



  "A meeting?" Hermione asked.



  "Yes. In light of Madam Maxime's information, I think we might review our security measures again and talk about what else we might be able to do."



  Hermione sighed. "I don't suppose we could make it a quick meeting?" she asked, then sent him a few, detailed images of just how much she liked his military uniform.



  Harry closed his eyes and bit his lower lip for a moment. "Yes, a very short meeting, I think," he murmured.





  British Quarters, Beauxbatons Southern France...



  Silence. The rooms were silent except for the common room, which connected all of the bedrooms together. Ginny and Neville sat in the common room, playing a game of muggle cards and occasionally
  consulting a rule book. Arthur had bought the deck and the book when he was in New York.



  "Gin," Neville said softly, laying down his cards.



  "What?" Ginny asked in confusion.



  "No, not you. Gin, you know, Gin Rummy?" Neville asked trying not to smile.



  Ginny shook her head and growled low. "I'm going to kill my father for getting this game."



  Neville chuckled and glanced at his watch.



  "What time is it?"



  "Half past two. Remus and Tonks are supposed to relieve us in another half hour," Neville replied, trying to suppress a yawn.



  Ginny poured them both another cup of tea, then she picked up the deck of cards. "How about playing Polka instead?"



  "Isn't it called Poker?"



  "Does it matter?" she replied.



  Neville shrugged. "No, not..."



  He paused and cocked his head, listening. "I heard a thumping sound," he hissed, drawing his wand.



  In another room, under the British apartments, two elves confronted each other.



  "Yous don't belongs here," Tobby said.



  "I does too," protested the other elf.



  Tobby advanced slowly on the strangely garbed elf. They were in a support room that all wizarding buildings had. It was a place where the elves stored supplies so they could easily get things.



  Tobby eyed the strange elf. He had met with the Pappy for Beauxbatons earlier in the day and had been introduced to all the house elves in the school. This was clearly not a Beauxbatons elf.



  The strange elf wore a towel in a toga like fashion. It had an unfamiliar crest on it, and it was held in place by a wide leather belt, which held many objects.



  "I knows all Beauxbatons elves and yous isn't one of them," Tobby accused.



  The strange elf took a step back and realized the wall was right behind him. Two pops from behind Tobby signaled the arrival other elves. The strange elf, realizing his mission was blown pulled a
  wicked looking blade from his belt and slashed at Tobby.



  Tobby staggered back, his hands clutching at his throat. The other two elves rushed forward and the strange elf popped away.



  Tobby collapsed slowly to his knees, his life's blood spurting out between his fingers. The two elves, one from Haven and the other from Beauxbatons, tried desperately to save him, but the damage
  was too great, his bleeding too heavy.



  Finally they stood.



  "You knows what this means?" asked the Haven elf.



  "I must get my Mistress. She will be most upset."



  "I will take him to his master," said the Haven elf, who then levitated Tobby's body and disappeared.



  "Mistress isn't going to like this, no sir," the Beauxbatons elf said to himself, then he popped away.



  Neville and Ginny were scanning the room, wands drawn, when the Haven elf popped into the room. He gently lowered Tobby to the floor after conjuring a sheet to place beneath him.



  Ginny gasped and ran from the room. Neville turned to the main door and sealed it. A moment later, Harry walked into the room wearing only his boxers. Hermione followed a moment later, wearing her
  robe and carrying Harry's.



  Harry knelt by the body for a moment, then he looked at the Haven Elf.



  "What is your name, little brother?" he asked.



  "I am Private Nicodemus, Colonel Harry Potter sir," stammered the elf.



  Harry smiled softly. "Do not be afraid, no one will hurt you. Can you tell me what happened?"



  Behind Harry, more people came out of their bedrooms. Draco gasped and Luna steered him over to a nearby chair.



  "Sir, Tobby, he was checking the store rooms under the apartments. I was in another rooms when I felt the strange elf pop in. I popped into the room with a school elf. We saw Tobby and this
  strange elf. He wasn't Haven elf, he wasn't school elf. He was strange elf. He killeded Tobby and popped away. We trieds to fix him, Colonel sir, honest we tried," Nicodemus said, moaning and
  tugging on his ears painfully. "Tobby was our Pappy for our elf fighters. Hows we fights now?" the little elf said in a quivering voice.



  Harry knelt next to Nicodemus and pulled his hands away from his ears. "It's war Nicodemus. Sometimes we lose people we care about. We'll go on and fight harder because to do any less would
  dishonor Tobby's memory. Dobby!"



  Dobby appeared and gasped at the body on the floor.



  "Dobby, I want you and Nicodemus to take Tobby home. Tell Twister I want full Military honors for Tobby. He was one of ours and we'll miss him. There is space in the regimental burial yard for
  him."



  Dobby nodded, his eyes wide and tearful, while Nicodemus wrapped the body in the sheet.



  Everyone tensed when a knock came at the door. Hermione quickly threw Harry's robe at him, while Neville went to answer the door.



  Harry stood and wrapped the robe about him just a moment before Madam Maxime walked in. She saw the wrapped body and frowned.



  "What has happened here?" she asked.



  "One of our elves came upon an unauthorized elf in the storeroom below the apartments. He was killed and the unknown elf got away," Harry replied.



  "You realize that I will have to take this to the Chief Justice in the morning, Madam Maxime?" asked Amelia.



  "Oui, how could you not? This is too much to ignore," Maxime replied. "When I return to my office, I will instruct our Père to block all elves from entering the school grounds."



  Harry nodded to Dobby and he popped away with Nicodemus and Tobby.



  "That might be a case of closing the barn door after the horses are gone," Harry added.



  "Yes, a number of delegations, including your own, have brought their own elves. But what else can we do?" Maxime said with a shrug.



  Amelia looked around for a moment, then she turned back to the Headmistress. "Regrettably, we will accomplish nothing tonight. And tomorrow's session starts early. Let's get back to sleep."



  Madam Maxime nodded and left the room, while the others returned to their bedrooms. Harry turned to see Draco still staring at the spot where Tobby had lain. Luna gently caressed his neck and
  looked very worried.



  "Will you be alright, Draco?" Harry asked. Hermione moved to stand next to him. Both were surprised to see how upset Draco seemed to be. He rarely showed that kind of emotion in public!



  Draco looked up at Harry and he could see the pain in his eyes. He was clearly struggling with something.



  "He... he... he was my friend," Draco finally blurted. He looked shocked by what he had just said. "He was my friend," he repeated in a whisper, and a tear rolled down his cheek.



  Luna moved around to his side and knelt in front of him. "Yes, he was your friend, and you'll always remember him as such, Dray," she said softly.



  Draco grabbed her and pulled her into his embrace, burying his face against the nape of her neck. Luna looked up at Harry and smiled gently, tightening her grip on Draco while he wrestled with his
  emotions.



  "He'll be fine," she whispered to Harry.



  Harry nodded and he motioned for Hermione to follow him back into their bedroom.



  The situation was becoming dangerous.





  Chamber of Justice, Beauxbatons, Southern France (Feb 25th)...



  Chief Justice Umtumba walked out to his bench and faced the assembled Justices, his expression grim.



  "Last night, an attack on the British delegation resulted in the death of a house elf. Our Hostess, Madam Maxime assures me that steps are being taken to ensure the safety of all delegations. Let
  me go on the record as stating here and now that any delegation disrupting these proceedings faces censure and perhaps disenfranchisement.



  "If another attack occurs, I will call for six member delegations to appeal to their governments for a protective force of not less than one hundred Aurors each!"



  Umtumba looked around, then his gaze settled on Gaston Pierpont, Minister of Magic for France. Pierpont paled and swallowed nervously.



  Umtumba finally turned to look at Amelia. "Justice Bones, you may begin with today's presentation."



  Amelia nodded. "I call Geoffrey Collington to the witness box."



  Collington stood from the British Delegation area, approached the box and sat down.



  "Mr. Collington, would you state your full name and occupation for the record?"



  "I am Geoffrey Alfred Collington. I am currently employed as a Senior Undersecretary of Foreign Affairs for the British Ministry of Magic."



  "You were sent on a diplomatic mission to France. Would you explain to this court the purpose of that mission as it was described it to you?"



  "Last month you called me into your office, Minister, to explain to me about a mission you wanted me to undertake. It was to be a small, mostly informal delegation consisting of myself, Chadwick
  Talbot from the Economic office and Neville Longbottom, acting as military liaison. As with most missions of this type, we brought our wives along.



  "Our objective was simple. We were to meet with the opposition to the current government to see if we could do anything to help their position, and we were also to meet with government in the
  hopes that informal meetings might result in a softening of their position towards the British Ministry and our war efforts."



  "And how successful were you, Mr. Collington?" asked Amelia.



  "Not very, Minister. We met with the opposition on several occasions, and while sympathetic to our plight, they were not in a position to exert much influence over the current administration."



  Amelia nodded and glanced around again. "So what did you do, Mr. Collington?"



  "We continued as best as we could, Madam Minister. We met with several minor functionaries within the ruling party and the government, and just before we were scheduled to leave, we managed to
  arrange a meeting with someone higher up in the party.



  "We postponed our departure and spent several additional, fruitless days shuttling between minor people, and again, just before we were ready to leave, our request to meet with someone closer to
  Minister Pierpont was granted. We were to meet with Jean LaRoche, Inspector General of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement. We were told he was a personal representative of Minister Pierpont
  as well as a close friend."



  Amelia nodded and studied some parchments on her table for a moment before turning back to Collington. "And what happened then?"



  "On the afternoon of February 11th, we went to meet Monsieur LaRoche at his home. A house elf escorted us into a sitting room, where we were attacked."



  "Attacked? By whom? How?"



  "I do not know, Minister. My first inkling of trouble came when Chad Talbot collapsed to the floor. A second later I was put in a full body bind. Mr. Longbottom seemed to sense what was
  happening. He rolled out of the way and took up a position behind a couch. I was stuck and unable to aid him, but I could hear him casting and hear the screams of the people he was fighting as they
  fell. I don't think they expected him to put up such a fight.



  "The last thing I remember is hearing many voices shouting curses, then someone stunned me," Collington said.



  Amelia nodded. "No further questions," she said, then moved to sit at her table again.



  "Justice Pierpont? Your witness," Umtumba said.



  Pierpont stood and looked arrogantly at the witness box.



  "I have no questions for this witness. In fact, I have no questions for any witnesses presented. The French Ministry of Magic refuses to recognize the British Ministry in Exile. The only true
  government of Britain is being prevented from joining us by the illegal and dark magic ward placed around that poor defenseless nation by Harry Potter!"



  The chamber broke out in an uproar and a number of people in the visitors gallery started applauding. Umtumba banged his gavel several times to no avail.



  "Arrest Potter. He's a dark wizard!" someone shouted from the visitors gallery.



  "ENOUGH!" shouted Chief Justice Umtumba. His voice boomed and echoed across the chamber. People cringed and clapped their hands over their ears trying to protect hearing.



  Slowly order was restored and the noise died down. The Chief Justice looked down from his bench at Justice Pierpont.



  "Justice Pierpont, are you certain that this is the way you wish to go? If this is your desired course of action, I will have no choice but to rule summarily, here and now, against you and your
  government. Believe me, sir, I will call for a disenfranchisement," Umtumba said in hard tone.



  "You cannot! We do not recognize the illegal government that convened this council!" protested Pierpont.



  "Oh, but I can, Minister," Umtumba said smoothly. "Your very presence in this chamber, participating in this council, can be considered as accepting the British Ministry in Exile. Had you
  wished to make this complaint, you should have done it before we convened."



  Umtumba looked up at the assembled Justices. "What say the council?" he called.



  As one, every justice lifted their wands and the tips glowed brightly. The vote was overwhelmingly in agreement with the Chief Justice.



  Umtumba looked around, noting the vote and he grinned before he turned back to the French Minister. "Well, Minister? Recognition or Disenfranchisement?" he asked.



  Pierpont slumped in his chair and fanned at his face for a moment with a piece of parchment. "Recognition," he muttered.



  "Does the esteemed Justice representing France wish to cross examine the witness?" Umtumba asked in a jovial tone.



  Pierpont shook his head and looked up in the visitors gallery for a long moment, then he stood.



  "I beg the council to grant a short recess so that we might consider what options are still available to us," he said.



  "The council is in recess for one hour. The witness is excused," Umtumba said, then he banged his gavel.



  He couldn't help but notice the smug grins on the British delegation.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  The barracks held nearly two hundred of Voldemort's hand picked Death Eaters. They were the privileged few who lived and worked around the castle full time. There was always a number of other Death
  Eaters around, but they stayed in temporary housing, or in the repaired homes in Hogsmeade.



  It stood on prime real estate, just a hundred yards from the lake. It lay on a gentle slope between the shore and the castle walls.



  For the last week there had been a number of complaints, and no small number of requests, to transfer away from the castle by the Death Eaters living in the barracks.



  Mulciber was nearly tearing his hair out in frustration. Between the never ending search for a Necromancer and the complaints coming from the barracks, he was seriously stressed.



  The men were complaining about strange scraping noises and dripping sounds, but no one had been able to locate the source of the noises. To make matters worse, it was beginning to keep the men up
  at night.



  Up on the astronomy tower, the Bloody Baron slid through a wall and looked out pensively over the castle he called home. For hundreds of years he had floated through these walls, intimidating first
  year students and enjoying the tales the older students would tell of his grisly demise. If only they knew the truth, they would not be so afraid of him.



  The castle trembled under his feet and his eyes narrowed. Four puffs of smoke arose from the ground around the barracks and then nothing. Peeves and his brothers rose from the ground, shovels in
  hand, miners caps on their heads. They bowed to each other and chortled merrily.



  A heavy, grumbling, groaning sound was heard just before the barracks vanished from sight. A huge column of water shot skywards and the Baron could hear men screaming in pain and panic.



  When the water cleared, he could see the enormous sink hole that the barracks had fallen into, as well as the Death Eaters scrambling around the edges of the hole, trying to climb out. To make
  matters worse, the hole was rapidly filling with water.



  Now the purpose of the 'digging things' became clear to the Baron. Peeves and his brothers had discovered one of the underground springs that fed the lake was actually under the barracks, slowly
  carving a cavern as it wound its way down to the lake. The poltergeists decided to help it along with some judicious digging and dynamite, courtesy of Harry Potter.



  The Baron shook his head and marveled at the trouble a couple of spirits could get into with the right tools. Even if most of the Death Eaters escaped the trap, and it seemed that many would, they
  would be a nervous and terrified lot for a while to come.



  And while he wasn't certain, he thought he heard a shout for a necromancer coming from the castle.





  Chamber of Justice, Beauxbatons, Southern France (Feb 25th)...



  "I call to the witness box Mrs. Ginevra Longbottom," Amelia said in a loud voice.



  Ginny stepped from the British delegation's area. Walking to the witness box, she turned and sat down, facing those in the chamber.



  "Would you state your full name and occupation for the record please?"



  "Ginevra Molly Longbottom. I am currently training to be a field medic in the 24th regiment of the SAS. I hold the rank of sergeant."



  Amelia peered up at Ginny for a moment. "Don't you also hold the title of Lady Longbottom?"



  Ginny blinked and turned to look at Neville, who nodded sheepishly back at her.



  "I... well I guess I do, but this is the first I've heard about it, Madam Minister," she replied, then she shot a glare at her husband, who had the grace to sink lower in his chair.



  A ripple of laughter ran through the justices.



  "Mrs. Longbottom, you had no official standing with the diplomatic mission sent by the British Ministry, is that correct?"



  "Yes, that is correct."



  "And yet, from what I understand, you and the other two wives took it upon yourselves to try to figure out the hierarchy of French society?"



  Ginny blushed for a moment, then she lifted her chin defiantly. "Yes. I helped my husband. There is only so much shopping someone can do, after all. Besides, they needed the help, even if they
  didn't know it."



  Amelia nodded with a smile. "Of course, Mrs. Longbottom. Now, could you tell us what exactly took place on February 11th?"



  "The ladies and I were holding our afternoon tea. We met every day to discuss what we had learned and what we would tell our husbands. On that particular day I had to excuse myself to try to
  repair a new blouse I had spilled tea on. While I was in the bathroom, we were attacked by agents of the French Department of Territorial Surveillance.



  "They were muggles, or at least I think they were. They had only muggle weapons and devices on them."



  "And what happened when you were attacked, Mrs. Longbottom?"



  "As I said, I was in the bathroom. I heard a sound as if something heavy had hit the floor. I walked out of the bathroom using another door and entered my bedroom. From there, I could see Cecilia
  Collington. She had been injured and was half lying, half sitting on the floor."



  "What did you do then, Mrs. Longbottom?"



  Ginny said something softly and looked down.



  Chief Justice Umtumba leaned forward and frowned. "Young lady, you need to speak louder," he told her.



  "I'm sorry, sir," Ginny said, then she looked up at the surrounding judges. "I killed the three men. I knew that they had to have either killed or captured our security detail. I had no
  choice but to stop them before they hurt anyone else."



  Amelia looked up at Ginny, her expression hardened. "You killed them. Why didn't you stun them and capture them?"



  Ginny frowned. "I am a soldier, Madam Minister, not an Auror. I don't take prisoners."



  Amelia smiled thinly. "Thank you, Mrs. Longbottom," she said, then she turned and bowed slightly to Gaston Pierpont. "Your witness, sir," she said.



  Pierpont stood and walked around his table, puzzled. They had thought that all three women had been involved in killing their agents, not this petite child.



  "Mrs. Longbottom," he said silkily. "You do realize that you murdered those three law enforcement agents, yes? They had wives and families."



  "No, sir. I was defending myself and the others. It wasn't murder, it was self defense."



  "My dear child, you obviously think you can hide the truth from us. Why are you protecting the other women? No one here can possibly believe that you are capable of killing three trained law
  enforcement officers. I know for a fact that you were unarmed at the time! Your wand was sitting on the coffee table!"



  "How?"



  Pierpont looked smug. "We suspected from the outset that your mission was a ruse. Your suites were wired to record what took place there," he said, then he frowned. "Unfortunately, those
  muggle recording devices stopped working shortly after our people entered your suite to arrest you."



  Ginny scowled, remembering certain things she had done with Neville in what she thought was a private apartment and her anger flared.



  "Now, I will say it again. How did you manage to overcome three heavily armed law enforcement officers when you were unarmed?"



  Pierpont looked extraordinarily smug as he stepped back.



  Ginny shot a glance at Harry, who grinned back at her and nodded.



  She stood then and removed her wand holster. Climbing onto her chair, she stretched and handed it to the Chief Justice, amidst the ripple of laughter from those in the chamber.



  "Will you hold this, sir?" she asked.



  Umtumba arched an eyebrow and reached for her holster and wand.



  Climbing back down, she turned to face the smug Pierpont. "You want to know how I managed to kill those muggles you sent to do your dirty work? It was like this."



  Ginny raised her right hand and it began to glow. She gestured and Pierpont found himself being raised from the floor. He screamed, or rather he tried to, but he had been silenced. She gestured
  again and he flipped upside down. She pushed with her hand, moving him to a wall, where she stuck him.



  "Like my brothers and sisters, I am never unarmed, Monsieur," she said, her voice emotionless.



  Many in the chamber shuddered at the display of power, especially coming from someone so small.



  She turned away from the French Minister to face the Chief Justice. She smiled demurely, although her eyes were sparkling with mischief. He chuckled and shook his head, then he levitated her
  holster down to her again.



  Umtumba gestured with his staff, freeing Minister Pierpont, who fell to the floor with a crash.



  "Do you have any further questions for this witness, Justice Pierpont?" asked Umtumba.



  Dazed and still on the floor, Pierpont shook his head groggily.



  "The witness may step down."



  Ginny smiled brightly and resisted the urge to skip from the witness box.





  Chamber of Justice, Beauxbatons, Southern France (Feb 26th)...



  Harry filed into the area set aside for the British along with his friends. Last night had been surprisingly quiet. Today, he thought, would change all that. He was uneasy, though he wasn't sure
  why.



  Amelia seemed to be very pleased with the way things were going. In fact, all of her people were. The Brotherhood, on the other hand, were of the same mind as Harry at this point; challenge
  Pierpont to a duel and burn down the French Ministry building.



  Harry smirked. Amelia had been shocked when Susan suggested just that in order to speed things up. She actually paled when Susan suggested kidnapping the Minister's family and holding them hostage.
  That wasn't too bad, but then Terry suggested that they send the Minister the fingers of his family members, one at a time, until he resigned from office.



  Amelia nearly exploded until she saw all of the Brotherhood grinning at her. They had been pulling her leg and doing a wonderful job of it.



  Harry smiled and shook his head at the remembered scene. But he also knew there was a grain of truth in their teasing. The Brotherhood, for all it's outward appearances, was a ruthless bunch.



  Harry took his seat and looked around. The visitors gallery seemed especially full today. He felt uneasy and the hairs on the back of his neck started to stand up.



  " Harry, what's wrong?"



  " I don't know. Go sit with Amelia today and tell her to be extra careful," he replied.



  Hermione nodded and walked down to sit next to Amelia who raised an eyebrow at her. The younger witch scribbled something on a piece of parchment and handed it to her. She quickly read the note and
  glanced up at Harry, who was busy talking to Terry in an urgent whisper.



  Harry made a hand gesture and the Brotherhood immediately rearranged their seating. Dan and Emma were now on inside seats, protected by Ginny, Susan and Terry.



  " I've told Amelia that you think something may happen today. She knows I can pass messages from you if need be."



  " Good... Damn! We never did get around to making those ward busting portkeys, did we? Oh, damn, damn, damn."



  " Harry, relax. Luna and I have it covered."



  " Huh?"



  " You'll see. If and when the time comes, we have something we can use."



  " Alright," he replied dubiously.



  Amelia stood and moved around the table. Walking to the very center of the chamber, she conjured a table. Arthur walked onto the chamber floor a moment later carrying a large stone pensieve. He
  laid the pensieve on Amelia's table, then he returned to the delegation area.



  "Justices," began Amelia. "As per our motions of two days ago, I would now like to introduce into testimony the pensieve memories of one Trenton Largo. Mr. Largo, a former member of our
  Wizengamot, is one of our chief intelligence officers in our Ministry of Defense. The memories you will be viewing are his memories of the interrogation of Jean LaRoche, who has been previously
  identified as the Inspector General of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement and a personal representative of Minister Pierpont."



  "Objection! We demand to be able to hear Monsieur LaRoche's testimony from Monsieur LaRoche himself!" shouted Pierpont. Up until this point, no one was sure where LaRoche had gone. To be in the
  hands of the British was a calamity!



  Amelia turned to Pierpont. "Regrettably, Mr. LaRoche was captured in civilian clothing, in a secure military facility. At the very minimum he will be charged with espionage. Depending on the
  outcome of these proceedings, he may very well be executed as an enemy spy."



  Pierpont gasped and glared at Amelia. "You are illegally holding a French citizen! If you do not turn him over immediately we will declare war!"



  "SILENCE!" shouted Umtumba.



  Both justices turned to look at the Chief Justice. Pierpont was panting, his face the color of puce, while Amelia seemed to be calm and collected.



  "Madam Minister, how did you manage to capture Mr. LaRoche?" asked Umtumba.



  "Chief Justice, unknown to myself, Mr. Longbottom was wearing an emergency portkey that would transport him in the event of his being injured. Mr. LaRoche unwisely removed the portkey from Mr.
  Longbottom's neck. When the portkey failed to detect Mr. Longbottom's life signs, it assumed that he had been seriously injured and activated, taking Mr. LaRoche to a secure Military facility.



  "It was Mr. LaRoche's own testimony that allowed us to rescue our people in a timely manner. Unfortunately, we were unable to rescue our security detail and they are presumed dead. Additionally,
  to our immense surprise, we learned from Mr. LaRoche that the French Ministries, muggle and magical, are not in control of the country..."



  "Outrageous! I will not sit here and listen to you slander my country! Chief Justice, I protest!..."



  "Chief Justice, you said we could submit pensieve testimonies. If you would just allow us to playback the recording, it will all become clear in a moment," Amelia said in a loud voice, trying
  to be heard over Pierpont.



  Umtumba looked torn, like a man trying to watch a tennis match and not sure who he should be watching.



  In the British delegation area, Harry tensed and opened his mage sight. He felt a tightening in his chest as anti-apparation wards were being raised. He surged to his feet, his aura becoming
  visible. His sleeve tore away and Padfoot bounded from his arm, growling and snapping.



  "WARDS! Shields Shields!" he shouted to the Brotherhood.



  As one, the Brotherhood raised shields, Harry covering the main group, while others cast shields on select people. Susan covered Amelia and Hermione who had jumped over the table and tackled Amelia
  to the ground. Luna cast a shield over the Chief Justice.



  Spellfire erupted in the chamber.



  Pierpont fell to a badly aimed reductor. Someone was trying to destroy the pensieve in the center of the chamber and had missed. Loss of the pensieve wouldn't really have meant anything, since it
  was a copy pensieve and didn't permanently remove memories from individuals.



  Harry raised his staff and cast a wide area stunning field, taking out a third of the visitors gallery in a single shot. Dozens of curses bounced off the shields covering the British and Harry
  strained to keep the shield up.



  The Justices surged from their benches. Most were politicians, untrained and not capable of dueling. The doors to the chamber were blocked and sealed and it wasn't helping that the Justices were
  stampeding and piling up around them.



  Hermione pulled Amelia under a table, then she started casting up at the visitors gallery, where most of the spells seemed to be coming from. Amelia grimaced and closed her eyes briefly. To her
  dying day she would never forget the image of Gaston Pierpont lying on the floor, reaching out to her, his throat torn and shredded, his blood fountaining from severed arteries.



  "WHIRRRRR"



  Fuzz bounded off Luna's neck and down to the chamber area, growing in size as she went. She placed herself between Hermione and the Minister and the remaining members of the French Delegation.
  Suddenly, she whirred and meeped angrily for a second, then her feet moved in a blur. Floor tiles cracked and pieces of tiles flew upwards behind her as she surged forward, taking down a man trying
  to get a shot at the Chief Justice. The man screamed briefly, then subsided into a gurgling sigh.



  Harry crouched down near a bench, Padfoot only a short distance away, growling, his hackles up. Suddenly, the spectral dog bounded up the stairs of the chamber and pounced on a man leaning over the
  edge of the balcony. The man screamed and toppled over the edge, falling the twenty feet or so to the floor below. Padfoot fell with him, but unlike the man, climbed to his feet once he'd landed.



  "NOW, LUNA!" Hermione shouted.



  A reductor staggered Harry and his shield flickered. A bright blue curse hit the center of his shield and it collapsed for a moment. Harry staggered again and he twisted, raising his shield, then
  he started pointing at people. No wand, no incantation, they simply exploded in a shower of blood and gore.



  Luna dashed down to the center of the chamber and once there, she knelt, placing an object on the floor. She tapped it with her wand and it started to pulsate with a bright yellow light. A humming
  sound filled the chamber and the building shuddered. Large cracks appeared in the walls and sunlight streamed in through holes in the dome.



  There was one final, blinding flash of light, followed by the sound of a hundred claps of thunder. When the light faded, the chamber was silent, and empty. Only a few smoking corpses left to mark
  where the Council of Avalon once stood.



  A moment later, the dome, weakened by the explosion, collapsed inwards, burying the chamber under tons of rubble.
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 29 - The coming dawn

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Alyx walked into the theater and scowled. Up on the stage was the Hogwarts Express and Bob was trying to lift it using some pulleys, but without much success.



  "What are you doing?" she screeched at him. She knew with his delicate condition he shouldn't be overdoing things and lifting a one hundred ton steam locomotive was definitely overdoing it.



  Bob looked up from the rope he was tugging on. "Me? Oh... Well I'm... er... oh all right, I'm setting up for our next Snape disclaimer if you must know!"



  She shook her head and lowered her voice. "Bob, dear," she said as if speaking to a small child. "We killed Snape in the last chapter. That means we can't use him again in a disclaimer."



  Bob paled and muttered anxiously to himself. He turned away from the train and Alyx, looking around wildly. "But I had it all planned out. Dumbledore, Snape and Voldemort were to perform a
  can-can wearing thongs and I'd drop a locomotive on them after Snape told the audience that we don't own the Potterverse and that we make no claim to any part of the franchise. Then Harry would
  climb out from under Hermione's skirt and he'd make a vague sexual innuendo."



  Alyx smacked Bob in the head. "You better come up with a new idea! Besides, I'm tired of killing people in our disclaimers. I want something happy, and nice and joyful, maybe with nice pastel
  colors..."



  Bob sidled away from Alyx who was still muttering about pastel colors and dancing hippogriffs.



  Alyx stopped when she noticed Bob trying to sneak away. She pounced on him. "Now listen to me! I swear I don't know why I keep you around anymore! If you weren't so good in bed..."



  Bob turned to the audience. "I'm sorry, but due to technical difficulties, this disclaimer is about to be rated X. If you are under 18, please skip down to the story."



  The curtain fell on the amorous authors.



  Harry and Hermione exchanged a knowing grin when they heard the sounds coming from behind the curtain.



  "They've never done that before," Harry murmured worriedly.



  "I think it's cute, a bunch of old people getting it on. Gives me hope that you'll still be capable when you get that old," Hermione said smugly.



  "Hey!" Harry protested.



  "Aren't you supposed to be under my skirt?" she asked him archly.



  "Oh yeah," he replied, sliding off his seat.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 29






  Padfoot Manor (March 5th)...



  "I can't see my feet and it's all your fault, Terry Boot!" Susan shouted.



  Terry winced and tried to help her walk to a chair.



  "I'm pregnant, not an invalid, dammit!" she snapped at him.



  Terry backed away from her, holding up his hands. His injuries were mostly healed, but, like Harry, he still resorted to using a cane. Unlike Harry, who suffered from painful muscle cramping, his
  injury was mostly nerve damage, causing his leg to go numb and unresponsive for short durations.



  His steps faltered and he quickly grabbed his cane.



  He hobbled to a chair, where he could wait out the pins and needles in his leg. The healers kept claiming his leg had healed just fine, but the fact was there had been no marked improvement in the
  last two months. He didn't want to tell Susan, but even his healers were starting to talk about there being some residual loss of function, as if preparing him for bad news.



  Susan watched him hobble to a chair and frowned. She knew her pregnancy had made her short tempered, but Terry really didn't deserve the bad treatment. Especially since his injury came about while
  defending her.



  "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have yelled at you," she whispered.



  He looked up at her with concern. "It's alright, love, and you probably should yell at me. After all, I'm the one that got you like that."



  "It took both of us," she growled. "And stop patronizing me when I'm trying to be reasonable!"



  "Alright! I won't!" he snapped back.



  "FINE!" she yelled.



  "FINE!" he replied back.



  Susan launched herself from her chair, crashing into Terry and for a moment his chair rocked backwards. He wrapped his arms around her and she wept against him. She hated feeling this ungainly,
  this ugly and refused to believe him when he told her she was still beautiful in his eyes.



  Once she managed to get control of her emotions, she looked up at him. "I'm sorry. I just can't help myself these days. I feel so big and ugly," she whispered.



  He kissed her forehead. "I know things seem bad now, Susan, but soon, we'll have a daughter and she'll be as beautiful as you are."



  Susan looked at him as if she was unsure of his comments. "Do you really mean that?"



  He caressed her cheek and nodded.



  "Would you make love to me?" she whispered.



  "What did the healer say? Can we still do that?"



  "We have to stop in the last three weeks, but even then there were still some things we could do. We still have nearly four weeks."



  His hand slid into her robe and gently cupped one of her breasts. "I'll make love to you anytime and anyway you wish," he whispered huskily against her neck.



  She shivered and whimpered slightly against him. She might feel ugly and awkward, but her husband didn't think so.





  The Lawn of Padfoot Manor, later that day...



  Harry walked up the long driveway towards the manor. He had spent most of the day at the Operations Center working on paperwork and had decided to walk home to work out the kinks caused from
  sitting for so long.



  Approaching the Manor, he spotted several figures out on the lawn kneeling in prayer and decided to wait. Alim and his party had arrived from Beauxbatons and had opted to stay at Harry's invitation
  for a few extra days. Despite his insistence, Alim had brought his tent and slept in it, rather than the house. While most of his family stayed with him, one of his sons, Pasha, and his two wives
  accepted the invitation to stay in the manor. Apparently, Pasha's wives found western baths sinfully decadent and quite enjoyable.



  Alim stood and one of his sons scooped up his prayer rug, returning it to the tent. A moment later several chairs were brought out and placed around a charcoal brazier, which was then lit.



  Alim waved Harry over to join them. "Welcome, my friend! I hope your day has been a fruitful one?" he asked with a broad grin.



  Harry shook his head and grimaced back. "I don't know about that, but his Majesty's government seems to think that a military unit fights with paper! I've spent most of the day filing reports and
  filling out requests."



  Alim laughed heartedly. One of his younger sons placed several kabobs on the brazier, which put out a surprising amount of welcome heat on the chilly March day.



  "I noticed you watching us pray. Tell me, my friend, do you think about God much?" asked Alim.



  "No, actually, I don't, Excellency. My relatives never took me to church, and well... British Wizarding society has an eclectic mix of beliefs. Eocho, whom you've met, believes in the old Celtic
  Gods and I have seen them in action. But are they God or just powerful spirits? I don't know."



  Harry sighed. "I guess I've seen too much man made suffering to believe in a God that looks down on us and takes care of us. Hermione was raised as a catholic, and I know she's had trouble
  dealing with the idea of being a witch and a catholic."



  Alim nodded and passed Harry a cup of strong coffee.



  "I was like you, in my youth. But God is. That is what I have learned. He is. Some of our people think that we should bring war to those that do not believe in God. And some among your own people
  think the same," Alim said, then he shrugged. "I am an old man and the juices of passion no longer race through my veins like they did in my youth. Now days, I prefer to use those juices on my
  wives, rather than chasing dreams with a sword. I have traveled the world, watching and learning. Buddhist, Christian, Jew, Hindu or Animist. It doesn't matter. What matters is one simple truth.
  God is."



  Harry looked at him strangely.



  Alim leaned back and smiled at him. "Confusing, yes? Let me try to make it simpler then. God is. He watches and sees what we do with what we have been given. God judges, but does not directly
  interfere. He nudges and prods on occasion, but generally, he lets the river of life flow where it may.



  "You look and say, but what about my people? Look at the oppression and cruelty they live under! Why can't God do something about that? Why would an almighty God, who loves us, allow such a
  terrible thing to happen?"



  The sheik paused, watching the young man carefully. Harry's eyes were wide and he nodded slightly. What Alim was saying was pivotal to his entire argument against God in the first place.



  Alim chuckled, noting Harry's expression, then he poked him in the chest. "Has it not occurred to you that you are God's response to what your people are enduring? Is it not possible that God has
  placed you on the path of being Savior to your people? Or to us all? For if Lord Voldemort escapes Britain, we are all in danger."



  The sheik took one of the kabobs off the fire and tore into a piece of meat. At his nod, one of his younger sons offered one to Harry.



  "We wizards are a blessed lot, and we tend to be more devout than the muggles because we can see the possibility of forces greater than ourselves. Our magic allows us to accept the idea of a
  greater being who watches over us, with powers we do not understand.



  "No matter what name you give him, God is. He watches, he judges and sometimes he steps in and does something through his people. Look at you, my friend. Admittedly, you are not a very imposing
  person, medium height, medium build, not very handsome, although your wife may disagree with me. But you have more power than I have ever seen in a wizard. You have a sense of presence about you
  that commands respect. Who is to say that you haven't been touched by God and tasked to do his bidding?



  Alim paused and waved a hand skyward, where a darkening sky was just beginning to shine with stars.



  "His works are infinite and infinitely mysterious. That is why I tell you, God is. If you can learn that, then truly you will be a wise man," he said softly, then bit off more of his kabob.



  "I have not thought about it that way, Excellency," Harry murmured. He turned the idea over in his mind, trying to find some flaw, some argument, but nothing came. It was a leap of faith, but
  it was only a small one. He was uncomfortable with the idea that he might be doing God's work. He didn't think he was worthy.



  "I'm not sure I would be a good instrument for God's work," he said finally.



  Alim nodded solemnly. "Who among us is, my friend? Would you trust someone else to lead the effort to save your country? Only God knows the full plan and it's not our place to question it."



  Harry fell silent, nibbling on his kabob and staring into the coals. The older man had given him a lot to think about.



  The brazier threw off a low red glow as the sun sunk below the horizon. Several of Alim's sons began to sing, softly.



  Alim glanced over at Harry, then nodded knowingly. "So, tell me, my friend, how goes the preparations? Can Egypt do more to help?"



  Harry glanced around, then he cast a privacy ward. Alim's sons, seeing the ward go up, excused themselves and went back into the tent. He could feel Hermione every so often testing their bond,
  wondering where he was. She kept quiet however. She could sense he was nearby and safe so she wasn't worried.



  "The preparations are advancing and accelerating, Excellency. I am uncertain what else your great country can do, but we have several important issues we are still struggling with. Supplies will
  be a problem. We hope for a short campaign. If we run into prolonged fighting, we will be hard pressed to supply our forces in the field. That is just one of the issues we face."



  Harry stared at the brazier for a moment. "In a few weeks we will have a meeting of the field commanders. I think I will push for a representative of each contributing nation to be present.
  Perhaps together we will be able to solve all of the problems."



  "A meeting would go far to ease the worries of our allies. And who knows? You might find yourself with additional aid you had not expected," Alim offered.



  Harry glanced at the sheik and nodded. He wondered if Alim was trying to tell him something. Finally he stood, dropped the privacy ward and smiled at his friend. "Excellency, you are welcome to
  stay with us as long as you wish. I know Hermione and I both greatly enjoy your company."



  Alim laughed. "Go to your lovely wife, Lord Potter. I thank you for your invitation. These past days have been enjoyable, but truly, I miss the desert. The burning sands beckon and I think that
  on the morrow I shall return home. I will speak with my cousin, the Minister, and he will find a suitable representative for your meeting. Perhaps, after the war, you will come visit with me. I
  will take you and your wife to the ruins of the Great Observatory at Karnac. Even today, it is a sight to behold!"



  Harry bowed. "We would enjoy that, Excellency. Thank you."



  As the young man walked away, Alim smiled. "Go with God, Harry Potter. You may not believe in him, but I think he believes in you," he said softly.



  As he walked towards the manor, he could hear Alim and his extended family singing softly around their brazier.



  He caught up with Hermione in their bedroom. She was dressed for bed already, but was sitting in a chair by the fire, reading.



  He smiled and kissed her cheek before walking over to his wardrobe and pulling out some clothing.



  "I could tell that our friend had given you something important to think about. It had better not be about multiple wives," she teased.



  He laughed. "No, I have my hands full with one wife. We talked about God, if you can believe it."



  She closed her book and looked at him. "Oh? What did he have to say?"



  "It's not so much what he said, as what he didn't say. He believes very strongly in his faith and in God," Harry said thoughtfully.



  "You make it sound like they're two different things."



  "Aren't they? One thing describes how he believes and how he practices that belief. The other is what he believes in."



  Hermione frowned, confused. "I don't..."



  "Let me see if I can explain a bit better."



  She nodded and he pulled a chair closer to her and sat down. "You're catholic and you believe in God, right?"



  She nodded.



  "Is Alim wrong, then? He calls his God by a different name. Or the Dursleys. When they went to church, they went to an Anglican church. Their God is nearly the same as yours. But they worshiped
  differently. Merlin! I don't know what religion my parents followed, but they celebrated Christmas, so I think it would have been one of the Christian ones. Alim says God is. Just that - God is. I
  think he was trying to tell me that God exists and no matter what religion you use, it's still the same God."



  Hermione nodded. "Yes, I've heard that argument before. But what brought this up? I mean we've touched on religion before, but we've never really talked about it. We are going to have to address
  this issue before we start having children."



  "I know," he replied softly. "I'm not sure what brought it up. I think, perhaps, it's because I was wondering what it was like to believe in something so strongly."



  She blinked at him in surprise. "It bothers you that you don't have something to believe in?"



  "I have lots to believe in," he protested. "I believe in your love and in my friends."



  "But you're wondering if there's more?"



  Harry sighed and nodded slowly. "I can't but wonder if this is all there is. Oh, I know about the ghosts and other proofs that life exists beyond death, but does it really? Are all our proofs
  real, or just comforting explanations designed to make us feel better? Alim believes, and that gives him peace. I can't help wondering about it."



  She reached over and took his hand in hers. "So, what do you want to do about it?"



  He shrugged uncertainly. "I'm not sure. I know we've had this hovering around us for while and we've ignored it."



  Hermione sat silently for a moment. She had a good idea what brought this up. It was something that was gnawing at her, too. The operational tempo in Haven was speeding up. Everyone could feel that
  they were nearing the end, even those not familiar with what was happening in the war. Harry was worried, and having faith in something outside of his control might help ease that worry.



  "How about this Sunday you come with Mum, Dad and me when we go to St. Marks in Killarney? In the meantime, I'll answer any questions you might have."



  He smiled. "I think I'll try it. But for now, I'm going for a long soak in the bath."



  She gave him a sultry look. "Keep the water warm and maybe in an hour I'll come and join you."



  He flushed and grinned. "I-I-I'd like that."



  When he finally closed the bathroom door, she laughed softly to herself. No matter how intimate they had become, she could still make him stammer like an inexperienced schoolboy.





  Hogwarts Castle (March 6th)...



  With the morning briefing over, Harry left his study and walked to the basement of the manor. He opened the door to the restricted portal and entered. After locking the door, he activated the
  portal control pedestal and dialed in his location.



  Turning, he levitated several boxes through the portal before stepping through himself.



  "Lights!" he hissed in parseltongue.



  The torches around the chamber flared, giving the room an eerie appearance. The only other source of light came from the power crystal sitting on a table not far from the portal. He checked the
  crystal and determined that it still had adequate power. He wouldn't have to recharge it during this visit.



  It wasn't long before the Baron appeared. Even if he couldn't see them, there was almost always a ghost or two nearby, in case someone from Haven arrived.



  "My lord Baron," Harry said with a bow, then he conjured a chair for himself. "I come with news."



  "As do I, my lord," replied the Baron. Behind him, several other ghost shimmered and became visible. They were like everyone else in several way, including the wish to hear news or gossip.



  "Our time is quickly approaching," Harry said, speaking to them all. "Your efforts have helped us tremendously and will not be forgotten. Even now we and our allies gather our forces and
  prepare to attack the Dark Lord directly.



  "For this reason I come here today, bringing supplies to our Poltergeists and because I need to get the passage information for this chamber."



  He glanced over towards the boxes of supplies and he grinned, seeing the five poltergeists, all but drooling over their contents.



  Peeves peeled off from the others and zoomed over to Harry. He handed Harry a parchment which contained a map. A map that looked like it had been drawn by a dyslexic five year old with a blunt
  crayon. Harry looked down at the map and frowned. It wasn't exactly useful to him in this condition.



  The Baron cleared his ghostly throat and looked ready to break into laughter. "Having Peeves draw the map was perhaps not the best idea, my lord."



  Harry grimaced. "No. I had hoped for something better than this. Although the stick figures are drawn rather well..."



  "My lord, if you would trust me enough to lower your occlumency shields for a brief moment or two, I can impart the information you need directly into your mind."



  Harry frowned. Dropping his shields this close to Voldemort was an incredible risk, but the map he had been given was unusable. Reluctantly, he nodded at the Baron and dropped his shields.



  The Baron moved closer to Harry and seemed to slide into him. Harry shivered as his body temperature dropped several degrees and he suddenly seemed to be two people in the same body. His mind
  reeled as a torrent of information flooded into him, information describing the status of the castle and all of it's hidden passages. He could clearly see in his mind the six passages leading from
  the chamber, including two that were of great interest to him. In an instant he also understood the limitations and why some passages were not fully explored.



  The Baron slid out of Harry and he looked at him with renewed respect. "You have a highly organized mind, my lord, and powerful emotions. I have not felt such power in all my days," the ghost
  said quietly. He seemed to be having difficulty holding his form as he shimmered and blurred.



  Harry sank into his chair, shuddering slightly from the Baron's exit. It was a singularly unusual sensation, one which he hoped not to repeat in the near future.



  He shook himself and looked up at the Baron, who seemed to be in about as bad a shape as he was. "What other news have you for me?" he gasped out.



  The Baron motioned and the Gray Lady hovered closer. "We have learned that Professor Snape was killed just after he made a breakthrough in the ritual they've been performing," she said in a
  soft contralto.



  Harry looked up and scowled. "So, Voldemort knows how to extend it now?" he asked. This was news of the worst kind.



  "Nay, my lord. Professor Snape had been given a slave as a reward. You might remember the girl. A Miss Chang, from Ravenclaw? She killed Professor Snape just after he made his breakthrough, then
  she committed suicide in front of Voldemort. She will be honored as one of Ravenclaws heroes."



  Harry gaped at her. "Cho?" he whispered. "Cho was left behind?"



  "Her parents removed her from Hogwarts, my lord, to protect her. She was not here to be evacuated. You did not leave her behind," she told him, her voice soothing.



  Harry closed his eyes, trying to ignore the pain. He never loved Cho like he loved Hermione, but her death was painful.



  "Did she come back, like Penelope?" he asked after a few minutes silence. He was dreading her answer.



  "No, my lord. She was quite insane at the time. But she went to her destiny content and was at peace in the end," the Gray Lady replied.



  Harry bowed his head and sighed with relief. He wasn't sure he could have handled Cho as a ghost.



  "You went out with her for a while, didn't you?" she asked gently.



  He looked up. "Yes, I did. She would have gone with us to Haven, but she never came back from the Yule break." He shook himself, trying to break his mood. "Thank you, my lady," he said
  softly. Turning then, he motioned for Peeves to come closer.



  "Peeves, I brought you different toys this time."



  Peeves snapped him a salute, then passed wind loudly. "Pottyboy!" he shouted and his brothers zoomed over to him.



  Harry suppressed a smile. "Peeves, please. I need you to listen to me or I won't bring you more toys to play with."



  Four of the poltergeists immediately transfigured into corn cobs. "We're all ears!" Peeves proclaimed proudly.



  Harry groaned and wished he didn't have the equivalent of the spectral Weasley twins to work with. "Fine, just listen. From here on out, attack the black robes. Make them afraid, make then
  nervous. Just do not do any more damage to the castle," he said patiently.



  Peeves stopped whirling around and peered at Harry. "Good wizards coming soon? School come back?"



  Harry whirled and glared at one poltergeist who was trying to look under his robes.



  "I hope so, Peeves," he replied, eying the poltergeists warily.



  Peeves beamed a huge smile at him and Harry backed away nervously.



  One of the Poltergeists had conjured a lit miners cap and another was pulling down his pants and bending over. Harry didn't think he needed to be there any longer. As he quickly walked to the
  portal, he never noticed the other ghosts fleeing the chamber, as well.



  Apparently, even ghosts had their limits.





  Padfoot Manor...



  Harry shut the control pedestal down, then slowly trudged out of the room. The information the Baron had given him was important, but he was also depressed by the news about Cho.



  " Harry?" came the alarmed thought. "What's wrong, love?"



  " Another death," he replied with a heavy sigh. Hermione was at the other end of the building and still able to detect he was upset.



  The bond between them widened and he could feel her anxiety bleeding over. "Who?"



  " The Gray Lady told me that Cho Chang killed Snape, just after he discovered a work around for that ritual of theirs, then committed suicide right in front of
  Voldemort after taunting him. Apparently, Cho was given to Snape as a pleasure slave. She was a reward for him. When will it end, Hermione? How many more must die?"



  There was a moment of silence across the bond while Hermione digested the news. Cho hadn't been competition, as far as she was concerned. Harry and Cho never really had a relationship, but she
  could understand why he was upset. Cho's death was personal. It was close enough to hurt and it represented all the other deaths that they knew about, but pretended not to feel.



  She widened their bond to the maximum that she could. He could feel her slip past his shields and surround him with her presence. She was the only person he allowed completely past his shields.
  Even Eocho couldn't penetrate them all. Her presence had a calming effect on him. Up until that moment, he hadn't realized just how close had had come to losing control.



  " Come to me, my love. I'm in the library," she sent. Her tone was filled with love and understanding and her mind beckoned to him like a flame to a
  moth.



  His breath hitched a few times, then he squared his shoulders and went upstairs. Less than three minutes later, he was in Hermione's arms. He didn't feel the need to cry, but he needed to be held
  by someone who understood and accepted him.



  After a few minutes he pulled away from her far enough to look into her eyes and smiled weakly.



  "Without you, I'd be lost," he whispered. He then leaned in and kissed her lightly.



  "Nearly every time you go there you come back with bad news," she complained after she kissed him.



  He shrugged his shoulders. "I can't see that place generating much in the way of good news. I mean, it is Voldemort Central, you know. While I'm here, I need some help building a map." He
  pulled out the map Peeves had drawn and handed it to her.



  She looked at it and nibbled on her lower lip. "Well, the stick figures are really good, but I thought you could draw better than this?"



  Harry growled in her direction. "I didn't draw that. Peeves did!"



  She chuckled softly. "Oh, well it's not very useful, is it?"



  "No, it isn't. But if we can figure out a way of doing this," he said, then he extended his staff. The emerald flared and a transparent three dimensional map of Hogwarts appeared floating in
  front of her.



  She walked around the map for a bit, examining it. "This is really good, Harry, but why do we need to recreate this?"



  "Because it's taking a lot to produce this," he replied.



  She glanced at him and noted the beads of sweat popping up on his forehead. She waved to him and he stopped the presentation.



  "Perhaps we can use or alter a pensieve. That way, you only have to do it once and we could replay it when needed," she mused.



  "That would work, but we'll need two of them. Someone is going to have to turn that first map into a drawn map."



  She looked at him and grinned. "You know, you employ several artists and the Johansen twins are both quite capable of drawing. I've seen some of the designs being made for the portals, and I know
  that Helga and Olga both have worked on blueprints for those red headed lunatics."



  Harry looked intrigued. "I need to speak with the twins anyway. I'll talk to the girls when I'm over there. If they can't do it, I'll swing by the portal factory and see if I employ an artist who
  can draw a map," he mused.



  Hermione nodded and smiled smugly to herself. She had distracted Harry out of his funk over Cho. She was confident in their relationship enough to know he was upset because he knew her, she was a
  friend in his mind and that made her death all the worse.



  "Oh, you received a delivery today. It's from Ragnok, I think," she informed him, pulling a small, sealed box out of her pocket.



  He looked at the box with interest. It was made of plain wood, but had an ornate 'G' embossed on the lid. He pressed the 'G' with his thumb and the box flattened, then expanded to nearly twice it's
  size. The 'G' developed a pair of lips and began to speak.



  "Greetings! Ragnok, Director of Gringotts and Leader of the Goblin Nation, wishes to meet with you. If possible, please come to Gringotts, Stonewall Lane Branch,
  this Friday, March 9th. Please bring your lovely wife along, as well as anyone else whom you might think useful. We will be discussing a closer cooperation between the Human and Goblin
  communities."




  Harry glanced at Hermione, who stared at the now inert wooden square in Harry's hand. The lips on the 'G' had vanished.



  "What the devil was that?" exclaimed Harry.



  "Kind of like a wooden howler?" Hermione offered. She looked more interested in the way the message was delivered than the actual message. "Not all howlers scream, love. They repeat their
  message at the volume the message was recorded at."



  "Oh, I still remember the one Molly sent Ron in second year. I never wanted to receive one after that."



  "One of the advantages of having muggles for parents," Hermione replied slyly.



  "It would be, but you know better."



  Hermione looked up at him and narrowed her eyes. "What are you on about?"



  "Your parents weren't Muggles, Hermione. Heck, they weren't even squibs. Are you a pure blood? I don't know, but your parents aren't muggles. I think I may have even less of a pedigree than you
  do," Harry told her, grinning. He began to back toward the door. "Now you can pretend to be one of those obnoxious pure bloods. I'm sure Draco would be willing to give you lessons in being
  snooty."



  As she drew her wand, he laughed and danced out of the way of the stinging hex she sent his way.



  "I'll get you for that, Potter," she called when he ducked out of the room. Once he was gone, she laughed to herself, then stuck her nose in the air. "Hem hem," she said with a giggle.
  "Umbridge would be so proud."





  Haven Operations Center...



  "Caleb, General Stanton is here to see you," Terry Boot said from the doorway.



  Caleb put the parchment he was reading down and looked up. "Send him in, Terry, and join us. You've been watching the operational picture more than I have, at this point."



  Terry nodded and disappeared. He returned a few moments later, leading Charles Stanton into the office.



  Caleb stood and extended his hand to the commander of the American and Canadian forces.



  "Chuck, good to see you," Caleb said with a smile, shaking the man's hand.



  "Caleb," Stanton replied. "I was on the way back home from Brussels and I thought I'd stop in and see how things are progressing." He sat down when he was waved to a chair.



  Caleb nodded. Stanton was fishing for information and he understood that and why. Like Caleb, Stanton had political masters that he needed to appease.



  "We have the rough outlines of an operational plan down, but there are some details we're still working on. We're fairly certain that one of our deceptions has been picked up by the enemy."



  Stanton nodded thoughtfully. "When do you think you'll have a plan you can present?"



  Caleb sighed. "I'm not sure, Chuck. We have the plans for the castle, but the primary insertion point isn't big enough to accommodate all of our forces. Harry's looking into finding us an area
  large enough to take a second group."



  "He's planning on splitting our forces?" Stanton said with a frown. Splitting your forces was never a good idea, if you could avoid it.



  "That was my initial reaction as well, Chuck, but I'm going to ask you to reserve judgment for now. He's talked to me about the over all plan, and I have to admit to being surprised at how good
  the idea actually is. I don't want to go into details now, though. His plan is a rough draft and may not be used if conditions aren't favorable. What about on your end?"



  Stanton leaned back. "We'll be ready to arrive here given a three day notice. As overall commander of both the American and Canadian forces, I can safely say we'll be putting fifty five hundred
  soldiers onto the field, including the Animagi Division and the Northwest Shaman Regiment from Canada."



  The pride in Stanton's voice was hard to miss. He had worked hard to get where he was and he was justifiably pleased with his troops. Both groups were training hard.



  Caleb glanced at Terry. "Given General Stanton's troop numbers, plus our two brigades and five hundred extra troops under our control from the smaller nations, we'll be able to field a total of
  seventy five hundred. Then there are some five hundred elves. If our estimates of the enemy are correct, that's a force ratio of roughly one and a half to one."



  "How many wizards do you think he can put into the field?" asked Stanton.



  Terry checked his notes. "Originally, we figured he had between thirty five hundred and forty five hundred. The attack on the camps may have reduced that number by as much as one thousand,
  perhaps twelve hundred, but we know he was reinforced. We're currently estimating roughly between forty five hundred and five thousand, sir.



  "As to non-humans supporting him, that number is fairly low. Britain never had much in the way of a giant population, and only a few vampire clans joined with him before the ward was raised. At
  least, that is our thinking on the matter," Terry frowned and looked to Caleb. "How long do you think we'll need to keep our troops here in Haven, sir?"



  Caleb glanced over at Stanton. "Let's say three days to a week, maximum?" he said uncertainly.



  Stanton nodded in reply. He was still considering Terry's numbers. "Anything longer and we should return the troops to their original bases, I would think," he offered finally.



  Terry made a mark in his notes. "I think I better get in touch with the quartermaster and arrange for enough supplies to be on hand. The camp itself is nearly completed, and we're well along in
  our stockpiling of supplies for the assault."



  "Good. Thanks, Terry." Caleb turned back to Stanton. "Chuck, I know our governments agreed that I was to be in overall command of this operation, but I want to know your thoughts and get your
  input on what we're doing. The better we can work together, the more of our boys we can bring home alive."



  Stanton nodded and both men fell silent. It was never far from their minds that they would be soon leading men into battle and there would be casualties.



  Caleb stood. "Would you like to see the camp? It's not a long walk and I know you need some information for your government."



  "I could use a walk," Stanton agreed. "My staff is conferring with your people, so there's really no need for you and I to talk about how many rolls of toilet paper we need to store."



  Caleb laughed and led him from his office.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry's Study (March 7th)...



  Harry stood by the window watching as elves work on the grounds, while the Brotherhood filed into the room. In the distance, he could see Feeder being chased by a group of squirrels.



  The little elf ran, screaming, his arms waving frantically and spilling peanuts all over the lawn from the open bag clutched in his hand. Harry shook his head and wondered if the elf would ever
  learn.



  He turned away from the window to face his friends. Most were already seated when Hermione walked in holding what appeared to be a pensieve sitting on a layer of his rune stones.



  "Is that it?" he asked her.



  She nodded and he grinned. "Excellent," he exclaimed.



  Hermione put the strange looking pensieve on his desk. "Treat it like you would a regular pensieve. Take the memory of the model you can project and place it in the bowl," she said softly.



  Harry pulled his shrunken staff from his holster. Withdrawing the memory, he placed it in the bowl, then looked at Hermione.



  She reached over and pressed three rune stones, then tapped the bowl with her wand. Immediately the model of Hogwarts appeared, floating above the pensieve. "Touch the areas of the model with the
  tip of your wand to make them highlight," she told him.



  Harry nodded and turned to face everyone. "What you are looking at is a map of the interior of Hogwarts, and in particular, the passages leading from our chamber to the rest of the castle. These
  passages have been scouted by the castle ghosts as being viable for a man to walk through."



  He reached through the model and touched two jagged lines leading from the chamber. The lines brightened.



  "You'll note that these two passages seem to be cut off, that is, they don't seem to go anywhere. The Bloody Baron assures me they do. Because they extend beyond the grounds of the castle, the
  ghosts are unable to finish mapping them. And therein lies the problem," he told those gathered in the room.



  "There is not enough room to move all of the troops into the castle through the chamber, even if we risked enlarging it. There are limits to the space enlarging charms and we all know, the larger
  the space, the more power it takes to continue enlarging the area.



  "What we need to do is return to the castle and see where these two passages come out. Obviously they do not exit anywhere in the castle. Both appear to exit in the Forbidden Forest, but we need
  to be certain of that. The last thing we need to do is find out on the day we plan to attack that the passages have been collapsed and are unusable."



  Remus frowned. "Has Caleb been informed that you want to return to the castle and leave the chamber?"



  Harry nodded. "Yes. I spoke to him earlier today about it. He agrees we need to check it out. He's not happy with the idea, but agrees to the necessity of it."



  "But why, Harry? Why do we need to know where these passages exit?" asked Emma. She was clearly frightened by the idea.



  "With the chamber being unable to support all of our troops, we have to adjust our plans, Mum. If these passages come out in the forest, we might be able to sneak a team in early to set up a pair
  of industrial, one way portals. That way, we can bring in people from two or more separate areas," Harry told her.



  Emma stared at the model and nodded uneasily. Dan placed a comforting hand on her shoulder.



  "This is going to be a scouting trip only. And considering how close to the castle we'll be, magic should only be used as a last resort," Harry said.



  Ginny rubbed her arms nervously. "Why can't we use elves to scout this out?" she asked.



  "We need to complete the map, Gin, and a pensieve won't work for elves. Besides, I'm pretty sure Harry has another reason, as well," Neville said.



  Harry chuckled. "I do, actually. I'm hoping that Luna might be able to convince the local species to help us, or at least leave us alone."



  Everyone turned to look at Luna, who smiled gently. Fuzz opened her eyes and meeped questioningly at everyone. She reached up and stroked her familiar. "That shouldn't be a problem, Harry. Unless
  we run into some late blooming Bugmurts. They tend to be rather uncooperative, especially during molting season," she replied softly. She leaned against Draco, practically purring. "Are we
  going now? I had hoped to make love to Draco this afternoon."



  Harry flushed and cough.



  Hermione, out of habit, opened her mouth to refute the claim of Bugmurts. When Fuzz blinked at her, she nearly growled in frustration. Instead, she leaned back in her chair and huffed to herself.
  The Snorkack was a living monument to her mistake in not believing Luna. And while she had nothing against Fuzz, she did wish Fuzz would stop rubbing her nose in it.



  Draco closed his eyes and shook his head, while Ginny, Dan and Tonks laughed.



  "Er, no. I think I'll let you have a few hours before we leave, Luna," Harry stammered.



  "That's generous of you, Harry, but I don't think Draco can last that long. Maybe I can help him," Luna replied.



  Draco buried his head in his hands and groaned. Luna patted him on the back and whispered something in his ear ,which only increased his blush.



  "I'm filing this under too much information," Neville commented.



  "Agreed," Harry replied, shaking his head. "Tonight," he continued seriously, "we'll go back to the castle. Only four of us will follow the passages; Draco, Luna, Neville and myself.
  Hermione will be able to pick up the information from my mind and feed it into our display pensieve. I'd like the rest of you to talk to the ghosts. Get a feel in regard to how the people live and
  work around the castle. I'd like to get an idea about what happens there. Do they patrol the castle or the grounds? Are there posted guards? And if so, where? That sort of thing."



  Harry turned to Emma and Dan, eying them speculatively. "I know we said we'd not send either of you two into harms way, but the chamber is secure, so I'm giving you a choice. You can come along
  and help, or remain behind."



  Dan and Emma exchanged a look. "I think we'd like to take a more active role in the war, Harry," Dan said. "We both know we're not trained to fight, but there are still things we can do. Emma
  and I both feel a little left out when you all go off on a Brotherhood mission."



  Harry nodded. "I suspected as much, Dad. That's why I'm making the offer. Now, to placate my wife, I'm going to say this. Other than defending yourselves, you will not be fighting anywhere. You
  two are not the only ones who stand to be left behind. Terry, Susan? I'm sorry, but I'd prefer you both remain in the manor tonight."



  Terry gave Harry a grateful look. "I think that's probably a good idea," he said sadly.



  Susan turned to look at him suspiciously. "Terry? If you want to go, I don't mind staying behind."



  Terry sighed and looked down at his feet for a moment, his hands idly playing with his cane. "It's not that. My days of fighting Dark Wizards are done," he said with a bitter laugh. "Some
  dark wizard catching career, eh? My first real encounter turned out to be my last."



  "Terry?" Susan exclaimed in alarm.



  "My healers told me today that my leg won't get any better, Suse. I'll always have periods of numbness. Even Harry's emergency strengthening spell has no effect," he told her quietly.



  "Oops," murmured Harry, wincing. He had not wanted anyone knowing about that spell. He had told Terry about it only because their problems were similar.



  "What strengthening spell?" asked Hermione, her eyes narrowing.



  "I think we're just about finished here. We'll all meet down in the portal room at ten tonight," Harry said, trying to ignore Hermione's question.



  "Harry," Hermione said warningly.



  He flinched, then shrugged. "It's a spell Eocho taught me. I've not tried it myself, but it's supposed to strengthen a damaged limb for a short amount of time. According to Eocho, you could have
  a leg broken in multiple places and the spell will enable you to duel as if the leg were uninjured. The downside is that you can cause more damage to the limb if you're not careful. That's why when
  I told Terry about it, I called it an emergency spell, it's not something you want to use everyday."



  Hermione gave him a look that clearly said the conversation wasn't over with yet, then she turned back to Terry. "I know you feel bad right now, Terry, but you are helping us tremendously. Please
  don't feel like you're not contributing."



  "She's right, Terry," Harry added. "Your work with Caleb is invaluable. And until you brought it up, no one among us thought about the problems of feeding our troops while we waited. That
  could have been more than embarrassing."



  Susan reached out and grabbed Terry's hand, gripping it tightly in her own. "I don't know about the war, but I know I couldn't do this alone, Terry. Maybe it's selfish of me, but I like knowing
  my husband is going to be there for me," she said quietly.



  Terry smiled at her and lifted her hand to his lips.



  Harry smiled. "Alright then, we meet in the portal room tonight at ten. Dress in dark clothing."





  Hogwarts Castle...



  Peeves rummaged through the box, his mood turning slightly less happy.



  "Well?" asked Vex.



  "Potions," Peeves spat in disgust, holding up a bottle.



  "What potions?" asked Hacks.



  Peeves peered at the bottle in his hand, checking the label. The picture on the label looked interesting.



  Weasley Wizarding Wheezes

  Flaming Flatulence.

  Just 3 Drops in your friends food will make their farts explode!



  "Exploding poop, me think," Peeves said dubiously.



  "How?"



  "Says just add three in food," Peeves replied.



  "Is there three?" asked Vex, looking intrigued.



  Peeves turned and rooted around in the box, finding two more potion bottles containing the same label.



  "I have three!" he proclaimed loudly.



  The five poltergeists grinned and faded from sight. They were off to the Death Eater Kitchen.





  Hogwarts Outbuilding #2, Cafeteria...



  Hex lifted the lid on the pot of stew. The cooks were off chasing Miffs, who had been caught peeing in the large coffee urn.



  Peeves uncorked the first bottle and poured it in. Hex started laughing and Peeves shot him an angry glare. "Not yet! I need to pour three!" he told his brother.



  Hex nodded and snickered quietly. "Yeah, yeah, yeah... More!"



  Peeves nodded and smashed the empty bottle, dropping the shards of glass into the stew, as well. Within three minutes, the stew contained a lethal dose of the Flaming Flatulence potion. Dinner was
  about to heat up.



  The poltergeists then faded from view, just as the cooks returned to the kitchen grumbling about the poltergeists and the need to clean the coffee pot.



  "Get that stew out to dining room," growled the head cook, unimaginatively named Cooky. The man had an ugly temper and a reputed fondness for knives that kept the other cooks wary of him.



  Two helpers rushed forward and grabbed the large pot, taking it out to the dining room. They returned a moment later with an empty stew pot.



  "Get that bread out of the oven before it burns, you morons," shouted Cooky. "I'm going to check outside."



  Cooky left the kitchen, causing everyone to breath a sigh of relief.



  In the dining room the stew was being ladled into bowls and handed out to anyone wanting it. Cooky might have a foul temper, but he was an excellent cook and many of the Death Eaters enjoyed his
  stew.



  The cook stood to one side, his arms crossed, watching in satisfaction as dinner was served.



  Dustin Johan was a dull, small minded man. He was exactly what the Dark Lord looked for in a Death Eater; a follower, not a leader, and in no way an independent thinker. He had just come off a
  grueling twelve hour training shift and was looking forward to a meal and several hours of uninterrupted sleep.



  He spooned some of the stew up and chewed, all the while wondering about the unusual taste. Cooky must be trying something new. It wasn't bad, just a little more spicy than Cooky normally served.
  He paused when his stomach rumbled ominously. He looked around in relief. No one seemed to have noticed. Then it rumbled again, only louder and more violently.



  His arse puckered and a small amount of gas escaped. Gas was a normal occurrence at meals and usually ignored. This time, however, the gas ignited. In pain, Dustin tried to stand. The effort forced
  a large bubble of gas through his intestines. When it made contact with the air, it ignited and his upward momentum continued with such force, his feet left the floor. He screamed in pain and fear,
  then smashed into the ceiling.



  There was a moment of shocked silence in the cafeteria and all eyes turned towards Dustin, still pinned to the ceiling by the exhaust from his own personal rocket engine. Then, like most rocket
  mishaps, he exploded, violently.



  Cooky stared dumbfounded as, one by one, Death Eaters expelled foul smelling gas and launched themselves into the ceiling in a shower of smoke and flame. The unlucky ones were those trapped by the
  ceiling. For a lucky few, sitting under the skylights, they were treated to the experience of a lifetime as they lifted into low Earth orbit.



  The event in the dining room continued for three more minutes before the building, unable to contain the mix of volatile gases, exploded in a fiery ball. Fifty Death Eaters and the entire kitchen
  staff were killed in the blast.



  From the Astronomy tower, five poltergeists watched and applauded. The red headed weasel twins would be so proud! Peeves thought.





  The Chamber of Secrets, Hogwarts Castle...



  Harry stepped through the portal and looked at Hermione, who was holding his hand tightly. She didn't like the portal travel, but it was faster than a portkey and not nearly as much of a problem
  for him.



  She looked around curiously. It was her first trip back to the school since their frantic escape, nearly a year ago. She shivered and he placed an arm around her.



  "He can't sense us down here. It will only be when we're in the tunnels that we'll need to be especially careful," he told her quietly.



  She nodded and looked at the others clustering around them. The chamber was large and poorly lit, and the sound of dripping water echoed through it. All in all, the room was downright spooky. Each
  person was intimately aware that they were only a few hundred feet from the most dangerous person on the planet.



  " LIGHTS!" Harry hissed in parseltongue.



  The torches around the room flared to life, throwing back the darkness. Tonks shivered and glared at Harry. "I hate it when you speak in that language," she said.



  He laughed. "I'm sorry, Tonks, but the room responds to parsel magic only. This is Slytherin's chamber, or was. It now belongs to the Outcasts."



  The rest of his friends grinned at the reference to what they'd once called themselves.



  "Harry, what is that?" Hermione said, pointing to the table with the power crystal glowing on it.



  He looked where she pointed. "That's the crystal I charged with magic. It's providing an anchor for the ghosts."



  Hermione looked at the crystal, then looked at Remus. who shrugged his shoulders.



  "You should be used to this by now, Hermione," he said, his eyes dancing.



  She nodded and shot Harry a hurt look.



  "What did I do?" he protested.



  "You... you.... oh!" Hermione sputtered. Turning, she walked away from him, muttering about husbands violating the laws of magic.



  "I thought it was a wife's job to keep her husband off guard?" Dan asked Emma.



  "Yes, dear, that's what it says in the handbook," she replied.



  "One of you forgot to tell those two, then. They seem to have have their roles reversed," he told her, grinning.



  "Wait a second? There's a handbook?" asked Harry.



  "Didn't you get yours?" Draco drawled with a perfectly straight face.



  Harry looked at him, his eyes narrowing in suspicion. "Ha ha. It might have worked, but Draco can't tell a joke to save his life," he said, shaking his head.



  Draco pretended to look offended, while the others laughed.



  "Alright," Harry said as the laughter died away, "let's get this show going, I'd like to get home and crawl into bed at a reasonable hour."



  The two groups split apart, and Draco, Luna and Neville followed Harry out of the entrance to the chamber. Reaching the side passage in the exterior cavern, the group paused.



  "No more magic from this point," he said as he opened a bag and pulled out several torches.



  The passage Harry led them through twisted and turned. At several points it they had to carefully crawl over rubble to continue moving forward. They could use their medallions to portkey back to
  Haven if they ran into any trouble, but they were out from under the chamber's Fidelius charm now. Nearly any external magic they used would be picked up.



  Back in the chamber, the rest of the Brotherhood were busy interviewing the ghosts. It was the first time Dan and Emma had been exposed to ghosts and they were amazed by the spirits.



  "So you went to school with Hermione?" Emma asked Penelope. She wasn't sure how to talk to these spirits.



  Penelope smiled, as if remembering something fondly. "I was a few years ahead of them, but I remember Harry and Hermione pretty well. At the time, I was dating Percy Weasley."



  "Do... do... do you miss being alive?" asked Emma.



  Penelope nodded. "Yes, I do. But the Baron has taken it upon himself to teach me all he can about being a ghost. It's not a bad life, when it's all you have and I've learned to accept it. I wish
  things could have been different, but that wasn't my fate."



  Dan watched Emma's conversation for a moment before he joined Ginny, who was talking to Sir Nicholas.



  "Tell me about the towers, Sir Nicholas. Are they housing any Death Eaters?" asked Ginny.



  Sir Nicholas straightened his head and grinned. "We chased them out of Gryffindor and Hufflepuff, but they're still using Slytherin and Ravenclaw."



  "How many live in the castle?" asked Dan. When Ginny jumped in surprise, he grinned ruefully at her. "Sorry," he said softly.



  Sir Nicholas eyed Dan warily.



  "Sir Nicholas de Mimsy-Porpington, meet Dan Granger, Hermione's father," Ginny offered. "Mr. Granger, this is Sir Nicholas, or sometimes called Nearly Headless Nick."



  "Nearly Headless?" Dan exclaimed.



  "Yes," Sir Nicholas replied sadly. "I'm afraid the headless hunt is still refusing my membership."



  Ginny giggled and shook her head. "Perhaps next year, Sir Nicholas."



  Sir Nicholas smiled. "Yes, there is always next year."



  Dan's eyes seemed fixed on Nick's neck. His head kept sliding to one side, held on by a few tendons and some skin. Finally, he shook his head and looked away.



  "Er, so back to my question, Sir Nicholas. How many live..."





  The Forbidden Forest...



  Harry paused and looked up the passage nervously. Other than the torches and small utility knives, they had no real weapons, except for their magic and their hands. They had been trained in hand to
  hand fighting, but that sort of fighting was useless for what lay ahead. He made a mental note that he should talk to Caleb about training with some muggle weapons. He was certain a gun would be
  mighty handy right about now.



  He turned to the others. "I think we need to turn back."



  "Why?" asked Draco. "We're near the end. I can feel a stronger breeze and the passage ahead is lightening."



  "Draco, it's night out. It shouldn't be lighter. What you're seeing is the white of Acromantula webs."



  Draco gulped nervously and fingered the knife on his belt.



  "Oh, don't be silly," Luna exclaimed. "They're only spiders." She pushed past them and hurried down the passage.



  "Luna!" Draco called, bolting after her.



  The three men rushed after Luna, who ran up the last fifty feet of the passage and stepped outside into a small clearing.



  All around them the trees were filled with spider silk. Seconds later, the clicking, chittering sounds of the large, dog-sized spiders surrounded them. They were everywhere!



  "I don't think this is a good idea," Neville muttered, holding his torch up high. The spiders were climbing down from the trees. The path to the cavern had been blocked and none of them wanted
  to lead the spiders back into the cavern.



  "You think?" asked Draco sardonically. He stood close to Luna, one hand holding his small knife, the other brandishing his torch at the closing spiders.



  "Oh, stop that and bring me your king!" Luna snapped at a spider that got too close.



  The spider halted and flinched back from her. The other creatures froze and Harry turned in a circle, holding his torch high. Just as they'd thought, they were surrounded by hundreds of the
  arachnids.



  Several spiders scurried away, clicking and chittering as they went.



  Several tense minutes later, an enormous spider approached. Others scurried out of the way, making room for the larger creature to enter the circle.



  "Gaia's child, I greet thee," said the large spider. "I am called Sleeg, king of this place. Why have you come into our range? Do you bring these creatures as offerings?"



  "Not bloody likely," Harry muttered as he stepped forward. "Where is Aragog?"



  "Aragog has passed. His time was over and I, Sleeg, Aragog's son, now rule here. I know you, friend of Hagrid. Even Hagrid is no longer welcome in our range."



  "I don't want to fight you, Sleeg. We are not here for that purpose, but we will defend ourselves," Harry said ominously.



  Sleeg took a step forward, then recoiled from Harry. "AIIEEEE! You have the beast in your veins!"



  Luna stepped forward and placed a hand on Harry's arm. She knew he was coming close to using magic. Fuzz whirred in warning, although only Fuzz knew who she was warning.



  "This is my friend and brother. He killed your enemy during Aragog's reign. These others are also friends, and my mate. We do not wish to anger or disturb you, but we are seeking places from
  which we can attack the evil in the castle. Soon, a great many wizards will be here and there will be a battle. We are scouts, looking for places we can use in our attack."



  "You will cleanse the shadow that covers the land?" asked Sleeg.



  Luna nodded. "We will. My brother," she said, touching Harry's shoulder, "will lead his armies against the dark ones and chase them from this land. We wish only to be allowed passage
  unhindered."



  Sleeg backed up a few feet and crouched low while dozens of spiders chittered and clicked around him.



  "What is he doing?" Neville asked.



  "He's consulting with some of the elders," Luna replied.



  Neville shook his head and marveled at Luna. The spiders seriously creeped him out. Why she wasn't close to gibbering in terror was beyond him. He certainly felt like doing so!



  Finally, Sleeg rose up again and moved forward. "A debt is owed to the slayer of the beast. When the time comes, we will aid Gaia's friends and show them the way through the forest. We shall also
  alert the other denizens, who will come to help. There is a large clearing not far from here that you can use to assemble your army. It belongs to a clan of half horses. We will tell them of your
  coming."



  Luna smiled prettily at the spider and patted it above the eyes. "We thank you, Sleeg. It is good to know that Aragog's children are honorable."



  Sleeg pulled back out of the circle. Within seconds, all of the spiders were gone and everyone slowly relaxed.



  "Merciful Merlin! I don't want to go through that again," Draco said with a shudder. Then he looked at Harry, his expression puzzled. "What did he mean by having the beast in your veins?"



  Harry shrugged. "When I rescued Ginny and killed the basilisk, it bit me. Fawkes, the Headmaster's phoenix, saved me, but I'll always have a little basilisk venom and phoenix tears in my blood
  now. " Turning away, he looked at the cave entrance. "Come on. We still have that other passage to check out."



  "Wait, Harry," Luna said. Taking a few steps away from them, she knelt on the ground and scraped away an area of the underbrush until she found dirt.



  Taking her knife, she drew a rune in the dirt, then cut her finger. She dripped several drops of blood onto the rune, then put her knife away. Standing, she turned back and walked into the passage,
  leaving the men mystified.



  They hurried to follow her, never noticing the rune glowing softly behind them.





  Maidens, South Ayrshire, Scotland...



  The collective was diminishing. Every member could feel it and for the first time in memory, which spanned nearly two millennia, they felt fear. The Dark One had insisted that the collective hunt
  with the soulless ones. It was the first time they had hunted with another species and it added to their uneasiness.



  The Leader gestured and the collective came to a stop on the small rise overlooking the town below. These little towns were more self sufficient than the big cities and had been less affected by
  the upheavals that wracked the country. As a result, their populations didn't fluctuate as much.



  The Leader looked around. Surrounding him were the forty members of his hunting party, and the thirty soulless ones that followed in their wake, consuming what they left behind.



  Down the hill and only a short distance away, the humans of Maidens sat around a communal fire in the town square, singing. It looked like the entire town had turned out for some sort of
  celebration. There must have been hundreds of them! The Leader shook slightly as it felt the uncontrollable urge to feast race through it.



  In it's hunger, the Leader overlooked the warning signs as it gestured to the collective. With a hissing cry, the dementors surged down the hill. A moment later, the vampires followed.



  No one was exactly sure what caused the feeling, but by late afternoon the townspeople of Maiden were celebrating. Two score of men collected wood to build a massive box fire in the square, while
  the women prepared what food they had. The fisherman had long given up their gas powered engines and returned to their roots, rigging their boats with sails. The small fleet was met by a happy
  crowd when it returned to port with their catch.



  Small cook fires dotted the square and the townsfolk mingled and shared what they had with their neighbors. Small children ran and played among the adults, unaware of the danger that lurked not far
  away.



  The large box fire had been burning only a short while when the town was suddenly bathed in a startling bright light.



  The dementors recoiled in shock and fear when, from the roofs of nearby buildings, Angels unfurled their wings and took to the air. The very sky seemed to erupt in light.



  Children ran to their parents and the men rushed to gather in front of their families, protecting them. The muggles couldn't see the Angels or the Dementors, but they could see the Vampires that
  screamed in the intense bright light and burst into flame.



  To add to their confusion, when an Angel consumed a dementor, there was an explosion of black dust and a ragged black cloak fluttered to the ground. Above the spot, for a brief instant, the souls
  consumed by the dementor became visible as pinpricks of rainbow colored light before crossing over.



  For one family in the square, their moment of terror came and passed in a flash, leaving them relieved, but confused. They were a wizarding family that had been living in Maidens for generations.
  They saw the Dementors, and the Vampires and knew exactly how close they had come to death. They also saw the Angels and marveled at their luck.



  The Leader halted and turned, trying to escape back up the hill. But it was too late. An Angel swooped down and caught it in her grip. Her wings enclosed the evil creature, cocooning it in light
  and her magic lifted her high in the air. The song she sang was uplifting enough to make a Phoenix weep with envy. A moment later, her wings unfurled and the remains of the Leader exploded outwards
  in a cloud of black dust and the cloak fluttered to the ground.



  In less than five minutes, the attack was over. The Angels had been responsible for releasing hundreds of trapped souls. They floated over the town of Maiden, celebrating in an aerial dance for
  nearly another hour.



  Then, as one, they turned toward the north. They were needed. They could hear the call.



  From the rooftops, nearly twenty smaller Angels took flight, following their parents.





  Gringotts, Stonewall Lane, Dublin (March 9th)...



  "Welcome, Lord Potter. Please, come in," Ragnok said, waving Harry and his companions into the large conference room.



  Harry led Hermione, Remus and Draco into the large room. They all sat down on the chairs indicated, close to Ragnok and a group of goblins.



  "May this meeting bring us all nothing but profit," Harry murmured in greeting, causing the goblins present to grin at him. It was a traditional goblin greeting, even if Harry said it in
  English, rather than Gobbledegook.



  Ragnok bowed from his seat. "You honor us, my lord. Our business relationship has far exceeded our expectations. If we meet today for reasons other than profit, I hope you will forgive us."



  Harry's brow furrowed. Hermione was watching their investments and hadn't told him how things were going lately. "So the portals are doing well, then?"



  Ragnok grinned toothlessly at him. "Very well, my lord."



  He glanced at Hermione, who seemed a little embarrassed.



  "I thought you weren't interested in knowing, Harry. You never seem all that concerned about money," she told him.



  He shrugged. "I'm not. Not at the moment, anyway. I trust you and Remus to make sure we have enough. To be honest, my primary interest in the portals is for use in the war. What happens with them
  on the side, or after the war, is a secondary concern."



  Ragnok nodded and looked at his advisor, Gapsit, as if to say, "I told you so."



  "My lord, if I may interrupt? The war is the primary reason why we asked you here today."



  Harry turned back to Ragnok. "Oh?"



  Ragnok nodded to Gapsit, who stood and walked over to large map. On the map, several cities were circled.



  "In the past month we've noticed breeches in the security domes at several of our branch offices, including Glasgow, Birmingham and Cardiff. I don't know if you are aware, but each of these
  offices have their own access to our track system. In each case, several minor vaults were pilfered before we closed and sealed access to the track from those offices."



  Harry frowned. "So Voldemort's forces are trying to break into the track?"



  "Unfortunately, that appears to be the case, my lord," Ragnok said. He nodded to Gapsit, who sat back down. "What my colleague failed to mention was that reconnecting the track to those
  branches requires extensive magic, and the willing sacrifice of a goblin life.



  "The track doesn't exist under any particular branch office. It is contained... elsewhere. Each office with access has a clever set of spells to make it look as though you are entering the track
  when, in fact, you are performing a dimensional transport to the real track."



  Ragnok paused and scowled. He leaned back on his chair and looked at Harry for a minute before continuing. "The Goblin Nation is angry, my lord. We have returned to the remaining branches with
  track access and have reinforced our wards. But we are angry. At least three families will have to give up a member to return those branch offices to full operational status. We goblins feel that
  if Lord Voldemort and his forces are going to do this to us, then we can no longer remain neutral."



  Harry sat up straight in his chair and blinked in surprise. He exchanged a glance with Draco and Remus, then conjured some parchment and a quill.



  "I have to admit, I thought Voldemort would make a move against Gringotts eventually," Harry murmured. "We'd heard some rumors about the assaults on one of the branch offices."



  "My lord, can you tell us about your plans? The Goblin Nation is willing to put our warriors into the field, but it would be best if we coordinate our efforts," Gapsit replied.



  Harry leaned back in his chair and smiled. "We have plans I think you and your warriors would be well suited for. A few days ago, we finished scouting the area around Hogwarts. We have located
  several access points where we plan on setting up portals to bring in our assault forces.



  "I do not expect your warriors to be involved in the assault on the castle, unless you wish to be. Where we could use your help, however, will be with one of the diversionary fights, in Diagon
  Alley."



  "Harry, are you sure you should be talking about this?" asked Remus worriedly.



  "I think it's an acceptable risk, Remus, both as commander of the Brotherhood Brigade and as Ambassador," Harry replied evenly. "We owe a debt of thanks to the Goblin Nation. They could have
  supported Voldemort, but they didn't."



  "At least check with Amelia," Remus cautioned.



  Harry sighed and dug into his pocket. "Very well," he grumbled. A moment later, he pulled out his portable floo and flipped the cap up. The flame lit, burning a bright green.



  Ragnok watched the exchange with interest.



  "Amelia Bones," he said sharply into the flame.



  "Harry?" came a surprised, but tinny reply.



  "Amelia, good, are you alone?"



  "I'm here with Arthur Weasley, why?"



  "Arthur's alright, Amelia. Set up a privacy ward and let me know when it's set."



  Harry smiled apologetically to Ragnok while he waited.



  "Alright, Harry, it's set. Now, what's going on?"



  "Amelia, I'm sitting in Gringotts with Lord Ragnok and his chief advisor, Gapsit. They have informed me that they are considering dropping their neutrality."



  "Are you serious?" screeched the tinny voice.



  Harry laughed. "Completely, Amelia. Listen, in my official capacity as Ambassador, I would like to invite Ragnok to meet with you as soon as possible. I would also like to invite the commander of
  their force to our Allied forces staff meeting later this month."



  "Yes, yes! Of course! I'd be happy to receive Ragnok anytime," she nearly shouted into the floo.



  Harry grinned at Remus, then turned back to his floo. "Thanks. Amelia. I'll talk to you later today." He snapped his floo closed and looked at Remus.



  "It pays to check with the boss, Harry," the older man said, smiling.



  Harry chuckled and turned back to Ragnok. "Well, that's settled. We'll be having a meeting of the commanders later this month. We will be talking about our battle plans then. In the meantime, my
  lord, on behalf of my government, I'd like to extend our thanks to you and your people. If I have anything to say about it, when this is over, I will do my best to ensure equal relations between
  our two peoples."



  Hermione reached under the table and rested a hand on his thigh. He could feel her pride and love surging through the bond. She'd never realized that his upbringing would make him so receptive to
  the idea of equality among the intelligent non-human species.



  "We have heard about your defense of that house elf, my lord. We have no doubt that you will remain a Goblin friend for a long time to come. I will contact Minister Bones and arrange for our
  meeting. If you contact me with the date and time for the commanders meeting, I will make sure our commander attends," Ragnok replied.



  Harry nodded and tried very hard not to smile. The Goblins were going to war!





  Haven School, (March 12th)...



  The unused classroom was warm and lit with a multitude of candles. In the center of the room was a low table surrounded by rugs and large, colorful pillows. The table was set for dinner, with a
  bottle of wine chilling in a silver bucket.



  Millicent's eyes widened and she turned to Deneb, who had just closed and locked the door behind them. "What's going on?"



  Deneb smiled softly. "Happy Birthday." He took her hand and led her to the table. "I've been planning this for days now. The school elves were a lot of help."



  She stopped and glared at him. "How did you know it was my birthday?"



  "You know I've been interested in you for awhile," he told her gently. "After our talk back in January, I made it a point to learn everything I could about you. That included when your
  birthday was. I wanted to surprise you."



  Millicent scowled. "What did you do? Sneak into McGonagall's office and look up my file? I'm not sure I like the idea of you digging into my life, Thorntree."



  "I didn't look at your file, Millie. I simply asked Chloe when your birthday was. I'm not sure where she got the information. It's entirely possible that she looked at your file to find out," he said, his eyes dancing.



  When she continued to scowl at him, he sighed and raised her hand. Turning it over, he kissed her palm softly. When her expression softened, he smiled. "I wanted to do something special for you,
  to show you how much I care about you. We've been so busy the last few months that we haven't had a lot of time for ourselves."



  She looked down at their joined hands and shook her head. "I'm not used to this sort of thing, Deneb," she muttered. "I'm not girly, or feminine, or whatever it's called."



  He tugged her hand, pulling her closer. "Some guys like that sort of thing in their woman. I don't. I want a woman who's strong and intelligent. I want someone who can challenge me and keep me on
  my toes." He wrapped both arms around her, drawing her closer. "I won't lie to you or play games with you. You are what I want, Millicent."



  She looked into his eyes, searching for the truth.



  "Believe it," he said softly. Bending slightly, he brushed his lips gently across hers.



  "I do believe you," she whispered. "I'm sorry I snapped at you, Deneb."



  "I understand." Stepping away, he took her hand once more and drew her to the table. "Now, the house elves and I worked very hard on this. You don't want to ruin it by letting it get cold, do
  you?"



  She smiled when he helped her to sit down on one of the large floor pillows. Once he was seated next to her, she reached out and took his hand.



  "Thank you," she said simply.



  He brushed her cheek lightly with the back of his hand. "You're welcome. Now, let's eat. The house elves prepared a feast, so you shouldn't feel the need to snack on any of the school's owls."



  "For tonight, at least," she said with a devilish grin.



  When he shuddered, her laughter rang out through the room. Hearing it, Deneb smiled. She didn't laugh often enough, in his opinion.





  Camp Outhouse, Haven (March 15th)...



  Harry hated the name, but once it had been explained to him, he understood it. Chuck Stanton, the commander of the American and Canadian forces, had given the place an informal name and it stuck
  like glue. It didn't help that part of the American team had sneaked into the camp one night and charmed a half moon on every door.



  Harry walked behind Caleb, who was showing the camp off to Minister Bones and Minister Mallory of Ireland. Joining them were Sven Johansen, Mayor of Haven, Michael O'Dalley and Sylvia August.



  "Each building, of which we have one hundred and fifty, is capable of housing fifty people," Caleb said proudly.



  The buildings looked like small, single stall outhouses. The interior of each building was magically enlarged to room fifty people comfortably. They also contained bathrooms, showers and a small
  dining area.



  "How many will the camp hold?" asked Mallory.



  "Currently, the capacity of the camp is roughly seventy five hundred, but we are able to quickly throw up new buildings now that we have the charms down pat. Between our forces and the muggles,
  we'll be putting nearly one hundred thousand into the field." Caleb said softly.



  Sylvia whistled under her breath and Mallory turned to her.



  "Is there a problem, Healer August?"



  "Yes... er... No. Well, maybe. With these numbers, I'm just concerned about our ability to handle wounded. Deputy Minister Newman is talking about quite a lot of people."



  "That isn't as much of a problem as you might think, Sylvia," offered Harry. "The muggles will be using their own hospital facilities on the continent and at sea. I don't expect you'll be
  seeing a lot of muggle patients. As far as wizards go, we're putting less than ten thousand into battle. And the Americans are revamping the same camp they used for our rescue, for wounded."



  "Still, it's a lot of potential wounded, my lord," August replied quietly.



  "It is," Caleb said, then his expression hardened. "But you'll only be treating our people."



  Sylvia looked up at him in alarm. "What?" she exclaimed.



  "Sylvia, we can't take prisoners," Harry said gently. "We won't have the force to look after them, and they can't leave Britain without me pulling down the ward. I don't expect to be pulling
  that ward down for quite a number of months yet, if ever."



  Mallory looked at Harry in surprise. "You'll be leaving the ward up?"



  "Actually, we talked about that the other day," Amelia said, jumping into the conversation. "We want to make sure that we pick up the bulk of the Death Eaters. Keeping the ward in place will
  make sure they won't be able to run."



  Mallory nodded thoughtfully, but Sylvia looked appalled. "But what about everyone else?"



  "The muggles?" asked Harry.



  Sylvia nodded.



  "There's not much we can do for them, Sylvia. We're going to be hard pressed to help any wizards we find," Harry replied tensely.



  "Sylvia, I know it isn't much, but we have several buildings like these that we'll be moving in after our fight. The Americans are allocating a two hundred man medical battalion to man them as
  field hospitals," Caleb offered. "I don't expect them to be up and running for a day or two, though."



  "I suppose I could contact the Irish hospitals," Sylvia murmured softly.



  "That's already been done," Harry said. "And we're stock piling potions by the ton. You see the camp. What you don't see are the storerooms with tons of supplies. Potions, bandages, weapons,
  spare wands, clothing, field kitchens, you name it, it's there."



  Sven watched quietly for a moment longer, then he waved at the row after row of small buildings. "This many troops in Haven, we must keep secret, yes?"



  Caleb nodded unhappily. "Yes. That's why we brought you out here. so you could see the camp for yourself and understand why we need your help with this."



  Sven nodded unhappily. "Keeping secret for a few days we can do. A week? Longer? The longer we go, the harder it becomes."



  "He's right, my lord," O'Dalley said to Harry. "We can put up a ward preventing owls from leaving for a few days. We can even close off the apparation point and shut down floo access for a
  few days, but that is about the most we can get away with."



  Harry and Caleb exchanged a worried glance.



  Harry turned to Sven and O'Dalley. "Can you give us three days?" he asked.



  The two men looked at each other. Sven knew he would have to provide the excuses to the townspeople, but it would be O'Dalley who would have to do most of the work.



  Finally, O'Dalley nodded cautiously. "We can do three days, but what excuse can we give for cutting off the town from the outside world?"



  Sylvia shrugged. "Tell them we have an outbreak of Dragon Lung. That will scare outsiders away and keep the townspeople in their homes for the time you need."



  Everyone grinned. Dragon Lung was an infectious, deadly disease, unless it was treated on time. Even with treatment available, most people didn't want to catch the illness, as the cough it caused
  was extremely painful.



  "Sounds like a good plan," Caleb murmured.



  "We may not be able to give you much lead time, Michael. Can you set everything up ahead of time?" asked Harry.



  "Yes, I can, but I'll need your help, my lord. You still hold the keys to most of the wards around Haven. For optimal results, you should hold the warding keys for this, as well."



  "Anything you need, just ask," Harry told him.



  "Well, now that that's settled, humor me, Deputy Minister Newman, and show me some of these tons of supplies you're stockpiling," Sylvia said.



  "Of course, Healer August. If you would all follow me?" Caleb asked, leading them to one end of Camp Outhouse.





  Padfoot Manor, (March 17th)...



  Harry limped into the bedroom. Hermione looked up from their small breakfast table where she was working on some Arithmancy for Remus and frowned. She stood and walked over to his side, watching
  him move unsteadily.



  "Did you eat dinner?" she asked.



  "I had a sandwich at the commissary," he replied tiredly. His leg was aching badly today.



  Her frown deepened. "Harry, you've been on the go since we returned from France and you're not eating properly. You need to slow down."



  He collapsed on a chair by the table and kneaded his leg absently. "It can't be helped. I have to get the Brigade ready and I'm helping with the attack planning. And today we had that meeting of
  the allied commanders," he told her as he leaned back and closed his eyes.



  "Dobby," Hermione called.



  Dobby appeared with a small pop and looked at the two anxiously.



  "Dobby, Harry needs a decent supper, then I think a long, hot soak."



  The elf nodded and vanished again.



  Harry opened one eye and looked up at her. "Are you ordering me around?" he asked incredulously.



  She folded her arms across her chest. "I'm allowed. I outrank you."



  He smiled slightly. "How do you figure that? I'm your Colonel and your Maglios."



  "Yeah, but I'm your wife. That outranks everything else."



  Harry opened both eyes and smiled to himself.



  Dobby appeared with Winky and put food on the table.



  "Master Harry Potter needs to eat more!" Winky exclaimed. "You is lucky that Mistress cares. You could waste away and be sicks all day long without Mistress watching over you. I swear, you
  nearly as insane as your elf!"



  Hermione grinned at Winky, and nearly laughed out loud when Dobby flinched.



  Harry looked at the food being spread out before him and hungrily dug in. The sandwich at the Operations Center was not enough to keep him going.



  Hermione sat across from him, watching him eat, satisfied that he was willing to listen to her. It wasn't that he did it deliberately, it was just that he tended to get so busy that he forgot to
  take care of himself.



  "I went by the Portals factory after the Brigade post this afternoon," she said. He started to say something, but she waved him silent.



  "Eat, I'll talk for now. Anyway, the twins asked me to stop by. They were having a problem storing their Sun Bangers, but I think we've got it worked out now. It looks like we'll be able to issue
  at least four to everyone we put in the field."



  Harry cocked an eyebrow at her and she smiled in return.



  " They ended up using more of the Portal plant capacity than they thought they would, didn't they?" he sent her.



  She frowned. She thought that mental speech while eating was bad manners, but she wasn't sure.



  "Yes they did, but it's for a good cause."



  " I'm not arguing that, love. I don't mind. It doesn't seem to have hurt the production of Portals any, and we're going to need those weapons if vampires show up
  in significant numbers."



  Hermione looked worried. "Is that possible?"



  He put his fork on his plate and swallowed. "We just don't know. That was one of the things we did today at the meeting; a force analysis. Our estimates on the vampires Voldemort has available
  range from a few hundred to over a thousand, depending on who you ask," he replied.



  She sucked in her breath. A thousand vampires would be a significant force and difficult to beat, even with the weapons developed by the Twins.



  After dinner, Harry walked into the bath and sank into the large tub, relaxing in the hot water. Dobby had added his scented bath salts, and the room smelled of sandalwood. He leaned back, resting
  his head on the edge of the tub and closed his eyes. A moment later, he heard the door open as Hermione entered.



  He opened one eye and watched as she disrobed. Her beauty still took his breath away.



  She slid into the water opposite him, then reached out and gently pulled his sore leg into her lap where she could massage it. "So, you attended nearly a full day's worth of meetings, then tried
  to squeeze in your own training?"



  He groaned slightly at her ministrations and nodded. "Can't have the brigade commander unable to keep up with his own people, love," he told her.



  She nodded to herself, but she knew they were both dancing around the real issue.



  Soon they would attack Hogwarts and if he could arrange it, he would be fighting Voldemort. It was the culmination of more than a year's efforts and it terrified them both, for different reasons.



  "You've been training since summer after fifth year, Harry. I don't think anyone, especially your brigade, will think any less of you if you miss a training day now and then," she chided.
  "Just about everyone will tell you that you're in excellent shape if you don't believe me."



  He lifted his head and peered at her. "Alright, Hermione, stopping beating around the bush. Just say it."



  She pushed his leg off her lap and glared at him. "Fine. You're being stupid again."



  He winced. "Well, that was to the point," he muttered.



  She sighed. "Harry, in the past week you've barely let yourself have four hours sleep a night. I let you get away with it because you were preparing for that meeting of the commanders, but I'm
  not going to let you do that until we leave. You put me in charge of the brigade command post and that includes you! A command post without a working commander is just a building."



  He raised his hands in surrender and she moved closer to him, nearly sitting in his lap.



  "Alright, alright. I'm too tired to argue anyway," he conceded.



  She slowly straddled him, reaching between their bodies with one hand. "Good," she replied impishly. "I intend to put you to bed after I wear you out."





  Weasley Cottage, (March 20th)...



  Arthur Weasley stood in front of his bedroom mirror and straightening his robe once more. He was nervous and there was no way he could hide it.



  He'd called a family meeting several nights ago to inform them of his plans. He hadn't been seeking their approval, but had wanted to discuss any problems his children might have with what he was
  planning to do. Surprisingly, there had been none. Charlie had been the real worry for him, but his second oldest had calmly informed him that all he wanted was for Arthur to be happy.



  Of course, the twins had then mobbed their older brother, pretending to weep over how mature he had become, and the tension had been broken. Dinner afterwards had been a lively affair, and Arthur
  had never been more proud of his children as he watched them tease and joke with each other. His family, while smaller now, was closer than ever.



  "Are you ready, dad?"



  Turning, Arthur smiled at Bill, who stood in the doorway. "As ready as I'll ever be," he replied, tugging at his robe again.



  "You might want to comb your hair," his son told him, grinning.



  "Oh, right!"



  As his father rushed into the bathroom, Bill shook his head. "And put on some shoes," he called.



  "Right, shoes. Mustn't forget them."



  When Arthur returned to the bedroom and put on his shoes, Bill walked over to him and fixed his collar. "You know, you'd probably do this better if you'd just calm down a bit."



  "Says the man who's never proposed to a woman before," Arthur muttered.



  "I came close," Bill told him.



  "What?" Arthur exclaimed. "When? Who?"



  "Fleur Delacour, just before all hell broke loose in Britain. She's back in France now, and we write each other often. When the war is over, we're both hoping to pick up were we left off."



  Arthur squeezed his son's shoulder in understanding. "No war last forever, Bill. The Delacour's are a fine family. Her father is now the Minister for France, trying to clean up the source of the
  corruption in both governments. He's a good, honest man."



  "I've met him. Fleur has his personality, but her mother's looks."



  "Part Veela?"



  "And how," Bill replied with a wolfish grin.



  Arthur laughed. "Good luck with that!"



  A small pop sounded in the room and both men turned toward it. A small elf stepped forward and frowned.



  "Mister Minster, all do be ready. Melinda do be home at any time," Dilly told him firmly.



  Seeing his father's shoulders tense, Bill shook his head. "Relax, dad. Everything will work out."



  "I hope you're right, son." Turning to the elf, Arthur smiled. "I'll meet you there, Dilly. And thank you for everything you've done."



  The elf smiled. "You do be welcome, Mister Minister. Dilly will be seeing you soon. Don't be late!"



  When the elf popped away, Arthur took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I'm not sure when I'll be back," he warned his son.



  "If you're not back tonight, we'll assume the best," Bill told him. "Now, you better get going before Dilly comes back and drags you over there."



  Arthur grimaced. "She would, too. She's a bossy little thing. Thank Merlin she's on our side."



  "Stop stalling. Go," Bill said, stepping back a few paces. "Good luck, dad."



  "Thanks, Bill. I'll see you later." Patting his pockets to make sure he had everything, he then nodded to his son and disappeared.





  Melinda McKinny's cottage, moments later...



  Arthur apparated into the living room of the small cottage and looked around. "Dilly?" he called.



  The elf appeared in the doorway to the kitchen and smiled. "Melinda do be home any time now, Mister Minister. All do be ready and Dilly will be waiting if you do be needing anything."



  "Thanks, Dilly. I couldn't have done this without your help."



  The elf's eyes widened suddenly and she clapped her hands. "Melinda do be coming! Hurry!"



  Panic seized Arthur as he rushed to the kitchen. It's just dinner, he tried telling himself. It didn't work, of course, but he tried. When he heard the door
  to the cottage open, he snatched the glasses from the beautifully set table and quickly filled them with wine.



  When he turned back to the kitchen door, Dilly smiled at him reassuringly, then popped away.



  "I wonder if this would be easier if she stayed?" he muttered to himself.



  "Dilly?" Melinda called from the living room. "I'm home."



  Her voice grew louder as she approached the kitchen and Arthur took several deep breaths to calm his nerves.



  "Today seemed to drag by. I hope Sylvia puts me back on nights soon," Melinda said as she entered the kitchen. "I don't think I can...Arthur!" She jumped slightly and placed a hand over
  heart. "Merlin, you startled me!"



  "I'm sorry," he told her as he approached. "That wasn't my intent. Here, have a glass of wine." He shoved the glass at her and grimaced when some of the contents splashed over the rim.



  "Um, thanks," she said, taking the glass and looking around the kitchen. "Were we going to have dinner tonight?" she asked, looking at the laden table. "I'm sorry, Arthur, I must have
  forgotten."



  "We hadn't made plans, no. I wanted to surprise you." He gulped his wine nervously.



  "It's a lovely surprise, thank you," she told him, smiling.



  "Dilly helped," he informed her seriously.



  "That was nice of her."



  "Yes, it was. But she's a nice elf, isn't she?" he asked.



  "I've always thought so." She tilted her head slightly and waited.



  "Yes, a fine elf. And a good cook, too."



  "Then perhaps we should sit down and eat? We wouldn't want all her hard work to go to waste, would we?"



  "What? Or, right! Dinner!" he exclaimed. Reaching for her hand, he then dragged her to the table and pushed her into a chair. "She cooked all your favorites, too."



  Putting her glass down on the table, she watched as he refilled his own glass and sat down next to her. When he began to fill their plates, she shook her head in bemusement.



  "Arthur, is something wrong?" she asked over the rather large mound of mashed potatoes he'd all but flung onto her plate.



  "Wrong? No, there's nothing wrong. What makes you think there's something wrong?"



  "I don't know. Maybe it's the fact that you just put a dinner roll in your wine glass and poured gravy in mine?"



  Dilly, who was eavesdropping unabashedly from her quarters behind the pantry, yanked her ears in frustration and aimed a glare toward the kitchen. "Mister Minister man best be pulling himself
  together," she growled. "Dilly can't be doing everything for him!"



  Arthur's eyes widened as he looked at the mess he'd made. "I'm sorry," he blurted. "I wasn't paying attention. I'll get some clean glasses."



  When he stood up, grabbed the dirty glasses from the table and rushed to the cabinets, she shook her head. He hadn't been this nervous around her in months.



  Putting a clean glass in front of her, he reached for the wine, but she beat him to it.



  "I think it would be better if I filled my own glass, don't you?" she asked.



  "I can pour a glass of wine," he said, slightly hurt.



  "Normally, I would agree. But your hand is trembling a bit too much for my peace of mine. I'd like to drink my wine, not wear it," she teased.



  He sat down and put his head in his hands. Things weren't going as well as he'd hoped.



  Placing the bottle on the table, Melinda turned to him and put her hand on his shoulder. "Arthur, what's wrong? Something is obviously bothering you. I'd like to help, if you'd let me."



  He shook his head and dropped his hands. Facing her, he took her hands in his and squeezed them gently. "I'm sorry, Melinda. I just wanted to share a romantic evening with you."



  She smiled. "We've shared many, and you weren't nervous then. What's changed?"



  "This," he said as he stood up and moved his chair out of the way. "I'd hoped to do this after dinner, but I just can't wait that long."



  She watched, puzzled, as he patted himself down, obviously looking for something.



  Finding what he was looking for, he pulled it out of his pocket and smiled, nervously. When he dropped down on one knee, her eyes widened.



  Holding out a small, black box, he opened the lid to reveal a small, diamond ring. With a calm voice and serious eyes, he asked, "Melinda McKinny, will you marry me?"



  She stared at him, shocked. "Arthur, are you sure?" she finally whispered.



  "I've never been more sure of anything in my life," he told her simply.



  "Oh, Arthur!" she exclaimed as her eye filled with tears.



  "Does that mean yes?" he asked hopefully, not wanting to presume.



  "Yes!"



  He took the ring out of the box and managed to slip it onto her finger just before she launched herself at him, taking them both to the floor.



  He wanted to thank her. He wanted to tell her how happy she'd made him. He wanted to breath!



  Wrapping his arms around her, he groaned as she bit his lip and thought, Maybe later...





  Padfoot Manor (March 30th)...



  "Damn you, Terry Boot!"



  The plate smashed up against the wall and showered Terry with fragments of crockery. "Huh? What did I do?" he asked, ducking and covering his head.



  He had just returned from a day at the Operations Center, where the pace bordered on chaotic, and he wondered if he should have stayed there.



  "I spoke with Melinda McKinny today," Susan said between gritted teeth. "She said they may have made a mistake in my due date calculation. I may have another two weeks of this! I swear, next
  time around, I'm hexing you so you swell up and carry like I do!"



  Terry cringed and flinched. He wondered if the French Foreign Legion was still accepting wizards. Anything would be better than living with an insane, pregnant witch. He was just glad she had
  regained control of her magic. The day and a half that he had endured walking around with testicles the size of cantaloupes had been one of the most uncomfortable of his life.



  "Susan, calm down and relax a moment. Tell me what the healer said."



  He limped over to a chair and watched her carefully. If she went for another plate, he would use his Brotherhood medallion to portkey out of the way.



  Susan sighed and a tear slid down her cheek. She sat on her chair, gripping the arms tightly. "I just want this over, Terry. I want this baby out of me! My back aches all the time, my feet hurt,
  my boobs hurt. I'm gross and ugly!"



  Terry stood and walked over to her and knelt by her chair.



  "No you aren't, Susan. Now, tell me what the healer said," he prompted again.



  Susan looked at her best friend, sighed and reached out and caressed his cheek. "She said that things weren't quite as advanced as they thought and that maybe they were off by a couple weeks.
  Everything is fine with the baby, but she thinks I won't have her until the second week in April."



  Terry leaned back on his knees and thought for a moment. "Is there anything I can do to make this time easier for you?" he asked seriously.



  She smiled at him. "Why do you put up with me?"



  He shrugged. "Because I love you. You're having our daughter and I can't imagine a life without you. I admit you make me a little nervous at times. But all in all, I'd rather be with you, even
  when you're irrational, than be without you."



  She sniffled and ran her hand through his hair. "It's still your fault," she said fondly.



  "Yeah, I know," he replied, grinning mischievously. "But, if I remember correctly, you were telling me how much you were enjoying what I was doing at the time."



  When she blushed, he laughed, then kissed her on the cheek. "You'll get through this, and I'll be there holding your hand the whole way," he murmured. Standing, he helped her to her feet and
  placed his palm over her belly. "Have you seen what Harry did?"



  She looked at him curiously. "No, what?"



  "Well, tomorrow, a couple elves will be adding a new door to the room. To a nursery. He and Hermione had the room next to ours remodeled into a nursery for when we're staying here."



  He grabbed her hand and pulled her along gently. "Come on, I want you to see it."



  Bemused she let him lead her from their bedroom.





  Hogwarts Castle (April 1st)...



  "Mulciber, what have you done outside?" asked Voldemort in a deceptively calm voice.



  "I'm sorry if it offends you, my lord, but we're moving more of your servants into the area. Hogsmeade is overflowing, so we had to add additional barracks space on the castle grounds."



  The Dark Lord frowned and fingered his scepter dangerously. "And why have you done this?"



  "My lord, surely you've read Lucius' reports concerning Potter and his attack against you? We're bringing in every wizard we can spare to aid in the attack."



  That gave Voldemort pause. He'd not been given a time frame for the attack. "Lucius believes the attack will be soon? How does he know this?"



  "From the French, my lord. Lucius learned that the muggles would not jump into the war until most of our forces had been destroyed. He's learned from other sources that the muggles are very
  nearly ready. They have amassed an invasion fleet and an army of over one hundred thousand men," Mulciber told him.



  Voldemort blinked in shock. That was more than ten times the number of men he had! "So many," he murmured to himself.



  "Yes, my lord, but they won't attack if we can defeat Potter. That is why I'm bringing in more wizards. When he attacks from Hogsmeade, we will meet him and crush him."



  Voldemort nodded absently and stood. He walked over to a large rune he had inscribed on the wall of the Great Hall. His scepter traced a complex pattern in the air and he chanted softly, then
  tapped the rune, which rang like a great bell and glowed a sickly green.



  He turned to Mulciber again. "Summon the Vampire clans. I have called the Dementors. We shall amass our allies and await Potter and his 'army'. Then I will crush him. Killing Potter in front of
  his friends will be a pleasure, and will cause his ward to fail, releasing me and my army onto the world!"



  Mulciber fell to his knees, overwhelmed by the vision his master had described. He prostrated himself before him. "I will, my lord. We will bring you victory!"



  Mulciber stood and hurried from the hall. Behind him, the gathered Death Eaters were chanting "Victory!" to a smiling Voldemort.





  Haven Operations Center, Briefing Theater...



  "Brigade, attention!" shouted Twister.



  Harry entered the theater, followed by Hermione and Draco, and the three moved to the small stage. Remus entered a moment later carrying a large box. He opened the box and started pulling out a
  thick sheave of parchments, which he began to pass around.



  Harry walked to the center of the stage and waved for everyone to relax.



  "Good morning."



  A chorus of voices murmured back at him.



  "I know the training tempo has been tough, of late, and it's going to get even harder for the next few days," Harry said, then he paused and nodded to Hermione.



  She waved her wand and a date appeared in big bold letters, visible to everyone in the room.



  "April tenth. That's our target date. We will continue training for four more days, then stand down for two days, letting you go home to your families. On the seventh, you will return to Camp
  Outhouse."



  He tried to ignore the ripple of laughter that echoed in the room.



  "Starting on the seventh, you will draw your supplies and we'll hold several classes to make sure everyone knows how to use the items we're getting from Q Branch."



  Harry nodded to Hermione, who flipped up a canvas flap on an easel, revealing a map of Hogwarts and the surrounding areas. Next, she activated the pensieve, displaying the three dimensional image.



  Harry waved a hand and two areas on the large rotating image started to flash.



  "The maps you have been given are identical to this. The flashing areas represent our points of entry. Now, if you will bear with me for a bit, I'll give you an overview of what we're calling
  Operation Downfall, then explain what our role is."



  Harry stood and walked over to one wall, where a large illuminated map of Britain hung.



  "The ball drops at oh two hundred on April tenth, when two hundred elves begin a campaign of distracting the muggle military with some selective sabotage and acts of arson. At the same time,
  pathfinders will portal to the Chamber of Secrets and make their way to certain clearings we've scouted out in the forest, here and here."



  Harry gestured and two points in the forest began to glow.



  "The pathfinders will erect portals in those clearings. At oh four hundred, the Brotherhood Brigade and the Raiders will portal to the Chamber of Secrets beneath Hogwarts.



  A large room under the castle began to glow for everyone to see.



  "At the same time, the 806th Animagi division, the 5th Sorceror Infantry and 102nd Broomsticks will portal to the locations in the forest.



  "Elements of the Canadian 2nd Northwest Shamans and a multinational group under Canadian command will lead two diversionary attacks starting at oh four thirty. The first attack will begin in
  Hogsmeade and will be assisted by another group of two hundred elves. Their purpose is to appear to be a lot bigger than they are. We want to draw the force concentrated around the castle, away
  from the castle and in the direction of Hogsmeade.



  "The second diversionary attack will happen in London. The goblins do not name their units like we do, so all I can say is that three hundred goblins, under the command of Torngut, will attack
  Diagon Alley, pushing the remaining Wizarding forces away from that area before they interdict the alley.



  "With the Alley secured, and the ruckus going on in Hogsmeade, we feel confident that Voldemort will commit his forces, sending them in the direction of Hogsmeade. Additionally, we believe that
  Voldemort himself will probably leave the castle, so he can be on hand to witness his victory."



  Harry paused and grinned wolfishly at the assembled soldiers.



  "As his forces move out of Hogwarts, the Brotherhood Brigade and the Raiders will leave the Chamber of Secrets. We will have the Hogwarts ghosts guiding us to our assigned positions. In the
  meantime, the Canadian forces in Hogsmeade will briefly engage the enemy, then pull back and portkey to Haven. Once in Haven, they will portal to Hogwarts and act as our reserve.



  "With the Canadians gone, Voldemort will most likely attempt to return to Hogwarts, only to find we're now occupying it. Our job is to hold the castle, denying it to the enemy. Once we're
  engaged, the Americans will flank the enemy on both sides and, hopefully, pin him up against the castle walls."



  Harry stopped and looked around, trying to gauge the mood of the brigade. "Questions?" he asked.



  Twister grinned evilly and fingered the large knife he carried on his belt.



  Allan Humbert, commander of Able company, stood. Harry nodded to the man.



  "Sir, what do we expect the enemy force disposition to be?"



  Harry stepped up to the edge of the stage and looked out over the sea of faces. There were nearly eight hundred people in the theater.



  "For our own forces, we expect to be putting just less than eight thousand into battle. The enemy dispositions are more problematic. It is our estimate that he has five thousand wizards helping
  him. We are pretty certain about that number. Where our estimates break down, however, are in the number of non-human species that are helping him. We do not know the total number of dementors,
  vampires or other creatures with any certainty. Most of the giants are still on the continent, so they aren't a problem. On the other hand, Voldemort has a fondness for Trolls, so we may have to
  deal with them, as well.



  He sighed and looked around. "I wish I could tell you how many of the enemy there are, but I can't. However, if the plan holds up long enough for us to occupy the castle, we'll be fighting from a
  secured and heavily fortified position, which always acts as a multiplier."



  He paced the stage for a moment. When he stopped and began to speak quietly, those in the room strained to hear him.



  "You are our very best. You have been trained to be the best. I have every confidence that when we hit Hogwarts, we'll do it on our feet and bring home a victory for our people. They deserve it,
  and so do you..."



  Harry blushed slightly and looked at them with pride. "Your unit commanders will detail your roles in the coming days. Q Branch is issuing booklets explaining the equipment they will be handing
  out. I strongly advise each of you to get those booklets and read them thoroughly.



  "Finally, I will remind each of you that you took a magical oath to keep our secrets. Operation Downfall is classified. Telling anyone that isn't in this room about our plans will result in a
  very nasty, non-reversible curse."



  Harry grinned, then gathered up his papers. Remus and Draco would run the remaining part of the briefing, as commanders of Delta and Charlie companies.



  "Brigade, attention!" shouted Twister.



  Everyone stood as Harry walked from the room. He had another meeting to attend.



  "Now, if everyone will turn to page two of the handout, you will find a detailed map of the castle, broken down by sector and areas of responsibility..." Remus began, as Hermione tapped another
  map with her wand.





  Author's Notes:



  "EEEEEEKKKKK!!!!" Screamed Alyx, then she jumped on Bob, wrestling to the ground and taking away his donut.



  "Alyx," Bob whined. He stared at the comforting confection in her hands and quivered.



  "No Bob! Down boy! You can't eat these. Remember what the Doctor said!" she replied.



  Bob looked around for a moment, then he kicked a puppy. "Yeah, he said no food, all the good stuff gone and I have to survive on something that would starve a rabbit," he muttered.



  Alyx stared at the puppy in horror. "You kicked that puppy."



  Bob turned to the readers. "Send me pizza, or I'll kick the puppy again!"



  Alyx jumped on Bob, tackling him to the ground. "Ignore him dear readers. Besides, we don't have a puppy."



  "Alyx?"



  She winced.



  "Yeah?"



  "How long do you think it would take to microwave our cats?"



  "Just get on with the Author's notes already!" she growled at him.



  "Alright," Bob grumbled.



  o.T: Increase your meds.



  Rebel Goddess: Dilly is not super powered. Her powers are typical of what a house elf has. Remember in canon Dobby threw Lucius Malfoy down a corridor with a gesture. Dilly having the ability to
  kill someone isn't that far a stretch of the imagination.



  Muirnin Cocan: Firstly people like our disclaimers. If they bother you, don't read them. As to Draco's title, that would be for the Malfoy family. A title which he currently lay claim to.



  Alyx and I would like to thank every person that sent us emails and reviews telling us about the name of the video short that gave us inspiration for fuzz. Our ISP however is pissed about all the
  email from the millions of people that had to tell us about it. There's never a Jackalope around when you need one.



  Meghan: Nutters is still around. He's just up a tree somewhere waiting to come down.



  Lordblack: Authors prerogative. That's why.



  Marine Potter Fan: Yeah, we can't believe it either. But we're coming down to the home stretch so hang in there.



  Vidar: Shame on you for reading our story at work. As we've said before, we are not to be held responsible for failing grades, lost jobs/sleep/wars, missing body parts and failed marriages if you
  aren't paying attention while reading our fiction.



  Princess Fictoria: Regrettably I am not allowed to eat the virtual cookies you sent. A recent stay in the hospital has changed all that for me. Sigh... Anyone got any low cal, low carb, low
  everything (except taste) Chocolate chip cookies?



  Crose: I'm sorry, but I'm one of those people that truly dislikes Snape. In my mind, even in canon, Snape works for Snape.



  Crys: Hmmmm I'm not sure whether the information will be useful or not. To be honest I needed a scene to torment our readers by starting off without showing what happened to Harry and company. The
  conversation between Bertrand and Narcissa fit the bill nicely I thought. While Narcissa may be developing some feelings for Bertrand, we have no plans of getting the two together. As it stands
  he'd never return those feelings.
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 30 - Sunrise Over Britain (part 1)

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  "So it's time again?" asked Alyx.



  "Yep... Time for another disclaimer," replied Bob.



  "Well? What are your plans this time?" she asked.



  "Well I thought I'd start with a whole Patton Motif, you know, I'd step up to the center of the stage, wearing a uniform and there'd be this huge American flag behind me. Then I thought, no, that
  wouldn't do since this is mostly a British run show. Next I considered using the fish slap dance from Monty Python, but that's too old hat."



  Bob leaned back and thought about it. "Your suggestion to use the explosive castration hex on Voldemort has merit, but considering what we do to him in this chapter, we really should have thought
  of doing that to him earlier.



  "I mean, think about it, we could have him come out, and explain that we don't own the Potterverse, and all this is the property of JKR. He could be dressed in one of those butt flossing thongs,
  you know, the ball sack kind? And then in the midst of his speech we would let loose a horde of starving lemmings after we hit him with the curse! Think of it! Blood, gore and castration all rolled
  into one disclaimer!"



  Alyx smiled dreamily at the vision.



  "And then I could squish what's left under a tank!" Bob proclaimed happily.



  Alyx's eyes opened and she turned to look at Bob. "You just ruined it!"



  "Did not!"



  "Did too!"



  "Did not!"



  "Did too!"



  "Did not!"



  "Did too!"



  "Did not!"



  "Did too!"



  Harry turned to Hermione. "Shall we get on with the chapter? I think the authors have regressed into childhood again."



  "Yes please," Hermione said, pulling up his zipper and conjuring some popcorn.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 30





  Padfoot Manor (April 4th)...



  Susan waddled into the dining room. There was no other word for it, really. Terry limped in behind her and helped her sit down.



  Harry smiled at his friend when she sighed with relief and she grinned sheepishly at him.



  "I can't even imagine what you're going through, Susan," Harry said softly.



  "I can," Emma said with a grin, then she beamed at the young woman. "I know it's tough now, but it will be over soon enough. I remember when I carried Hermione. It seemed to take forever!
  Then, when she was born, it seemed like only yesterday the doctor was telling me I was pregnant."



  Dan laughed. "Yeah, but when Hermione was born, all the power to the hospital failed. We didn't realize it at the time, but it was probably her first burst of accidental magic."



  Hermione looked up from her dinner and eyed her parents suspiciously. "Am I going to have to sit through another episode of 'Let's embarrass our daughter'?"



  "Hermione, don't be like that," Remus said seriously. "They aren't trying to embarrass you just because they recall past events with fondness. Now, if they trot out the photos of you naked on
  the bed, then they're trying to embarrass you."



  Tonks laugh and Hermione's face colored. She turned to face her parents full on. "You promised you'd never show those pictures to anyone!"



  Dan smiled at his daughter. "I don't know what you're talking about. I never showed any photos to Remus."



  Dan's eyes flicked towards Emma.



  Hermione turned to her mother. "Mum!"



  Emma shrugged. "I'm sorry, dear. Remus and I just got to reminiscing one day and I remembered the photos. Next thing I knew, I was showing them to him."



  Hermione buried her face in her hands. "My own mother turns against me," she murmured.



  She paused for a moment, trying to define the emotions she was feeling from Harry. He was grinning, but the emotions coming from him via their bond were a lot more complex than simple amusement.
  She felt that too, of course, but there was also a bit of wistful longing.



  It suddenly struck her that he had no one who could tease him about his childhood. No parents to trot out photos of him playing naked in the sink or making a mess of his first birthday cake.



  She reached over and caressed the back of his hand lightly. He looked at her puzzled, then he understood. He smiled slightly and gripped her hand tightly. Together, they would build a lifetime of
  happy memories. Both were sure of that, despite the coming uncertainty of battle.



  Harry rapped his knuckles on the table to get everyone's attention. As he did, Eocho drifted in through a wall and came to rest behind Susan. The pair had been spending a lot of time together,
  although Susan hadn't told anyone what they'd been talking about.



  "In the coming days, the Brigade will be living in camp. I'm going to make allowance for us to return to the manor each night, but in exchange for that privilege, we'll be getting up earlier than
  the rest of the camp so we can return before wake up call.



  "I want us eating and training with the brigade. Hermione, you'll be with me from here on. Now, on to unpleasant business. Has each of you filed your will?"



  He looked around at the frowning faces and knew he'd damped the mood. "I'm sorry, but it's necessary. If you haven't, please let Remus know and he'll arrange for our solicitor to help you."



  Ginny shivered and looked down. "I hate this," she hissed angrily. "We're all dancing around it, trying to pretend that nothing is happening and then bang, it's in your face."



  "Do you want to talk about it, Ginny?" Harry asked.



  "Would it help at all?"



  Harry leaned back in his chair, his expression pensive. "I think it might. You all know I'm not really good when it comes to talking about my feelings. But I can tell you, things would have been
  much different if I hadn't had Hermione, her parents, Remus and Tonks with me last summer." He shuddered and his gaze became unfocused. "Sometimes... sometimes I have nightmares about what
  could have happened. Talking helped me."



  Emma reached across the table and patted Harry's hand. "I'm just glad we were able to help. In a way, that summer saved all of us."



  He smiled at Emma. "It did indeed," he replied, before he turned back to Ginny. "I'm not looking forward to this fight. I'm looking forward to what comes after it."



  "What comes after it? All I can see is this huge fight," she said.



  "You can't think that way," Harry told her seriously. "If you do, you'll do something stupid and it could end up being your last fight. Think about what you'll have when this is over.
  Consider it a test, of sorts. Pass the test and you win, failure is not acceptable."



  "What do you see, Harry?" she asked intently.



  "I see a lot of hard work, but I also see life with my family. No Voldemort or Death Eaters. I see Susan having her baby and, one by one, each of us starting a family. I see taking time off and
  just living life. I want to see the world."



  As he spoke, Hermione's eyes glistened with unshed tears and she leaned against him.



  "Voldemort has always been an obstacle in my life," Harry said, continuing. "It wasn't until the summer before last that I even started to think of the possibility of surviving him. I wasn't
  sure I even wanted to survive him."



  Ginny looked around. "I don't know," she said doubtfully. "This frightens me. Sometimes I don't think I was meant to be a Gryffindor."



  "We're all frightened, Ginny, even Harry," Remus said.



  Harry nodded in agreement.



  "The key is stepping up and doing what we must, despite our fear. You've trained long and hard to become a field medic. I can't see you letting that go to waste. I think, when all is said and
  done, you'll look back on this time and be proud of yourself," Remus finished.



  "I know I'm scared senseless," Neville said.



  Ginny looked at him in astonishment. "But, I thought..."



  "Just because I don't say it, doesn't mean I'm not scared, Ginny," Neville said quietly. "Having you in my life helps me focus and face the fear."



  She looked around, noting how everyone was agreeing with Neville.



  "Mastering one's fear is the greatest battle," Eocho said proudly. "You have seen battle before and have come through. This time is no different. Remember your training and rely on one
  another." He smiled down at Ginny. "There is no shame in admitting your fear, and no shame in seeking comfort in the arms of your husband, my daughter."



  There was a moment of uncomfortable silence around the table.



  Luna suddenly smiled. "When this is over, Fuzz is going to show me where we can find a colony of ancient Snorkacks. She says we'll be able to talk to the Grand Dame of the clan," she told them
  all brightly.



  Hermione sagged in her chair and eyed the Snorkack on her shoulder. "That sounds like fun, Luna."



  Harry turned to stare at Hermione.



  " What? It's not like I can deny it! She has one of the beasts on her shoulder, for Merlin's sake!" she sent him.



  Her eyes narrowed when she felt his amusement bubbling across the bond.





  Hogwarts Castle...



  "My lord, Lucius Malfoy has just arrived with a large force of Wizards and muggles." Mulciber said softly. Voldemort was naturally paranoid. It wouldn't take much to make him think that Malfoy
  was out to take his spot. It was something he'd need to consider for the future, he mused to himself.



  "Muggles?" Voldemort said, narrowing his eyes. "Send him in."



  Lucius walked into the room proudly and Mulciber smirked. There was a great deal about Lucius that irritated people, and his haughty attitude was one of them. The funniest thing was, he didn't even
  know he was doing it! Mulciber was certain that the day would come when Malfoy's attitude caused their master to kill him.



  "Lucius! What is this about you bringing Muggles into my domain?" Voldemort asked. The one of his voice informed Malfoy of the peril he was in.



  Lucius paused and glanced at Mulciber, who smirked at him. Focusing on Voldemort, he bowed low. "My lord, I brought a small force of controlled muggles and their weapons. It was my thought that
  they may be able to distract Potter and his rabble. Potter goes out of his way to protect muggles. Imagine his surprise when he is attacked by them."



  Voldemort leaned back on his chair and stroked Nagini for a moment, his eyes distant. "Yes, it would be a shock to Potter. And with his attitude, he wouldn't want to fight them."



  Lucius bowed. "I am pleased you approve, my lord."



  Voldemort nodded for a moment. "Yes. However, Mulciber is in charge of the defense of my domain. How is it that you failed to notify him of your movements?"



  "My lord, Mulciber is a fine wizard, but he has little experience with muggles, or the effects their weapons have on other wizards. Besides, he needed me to bring in the wizards under my command
  to bolster his defenses. I merely brought some additional help," he replied with a quick smirk at Mulciber.



  Mulciber was steaming and trying not to grind his teeth.



  Voldemort waved his hand, dismissing the topic as unimportant. "What have you done about London, Lucius? Is my city protected?"



  "Your city is well protected. I left a small group of one hundred wizards protecting our interests around Diagon Alley, and a larger muggle force protecting the rest of the city. I'm also pleased
  to report that the expansions to the Alley have been started. It's so much easier to build when you have a large workforce like we do. The fact that we don't have to hide from the muggles any
  longer certainly helps."



  Voldemort cackled with laughter. "Especially when we don't bother feeding them!"



  Lucius smiled grimly and moved closer when Voldemort waved him to approach. "Come, Lucius, come and see the plans we have in place for Potter. He will scream for days before we finally snuff the
  life from his pathetic body."





  Office of the British Minister for Magic (1500 hours, April 9th)...



  "I just wanted to wish you and your people the best, Amelia," Brogan Mallory said, his head floating in her fireplace.



  "Thank you, Minister. We never could have come this far without your help and the help of your great nation. Merlin willing, we'll be able to look back on this and consider it one of the finest
  moments in our history," Amelia replied from her desk.



  "I hope so too, Amelia, Merlin's luck to you and our brave soldiers. I'll see you tomorrow," Mallory said, then he vanished from the fireplace.



  Amelia nodded mostly to herself, then she looked up when the door to her office opened and Arthur stuck his head in.



  "Amelia, do you need me anymore for the next few hours?" he asked.



  "No, I don't think so. Will you be with Melinda?"



  "Probably. For now, though I'm heading over to Harry's place. They'll be leaving soon and I want to be there for that."



  Amelia nodded. "I'll be heading over there myself, later. Tell Susan I'll join them for dinner."



  Arthur nodded and waved, then closed the door behind him.



  Amelia sighed and looked down at her desk. She had two parchments in front of her, each a press release. The first one announced the invasion of Britain by allied wizarding forces. The second one,
  the one she prayed she'd never see used, announced an unsuccessful attack.



  She scratched a word out on one of the announcements and wrote something new. Tossing down her quill, she tossed both pieces of parchment into her briefcase and closed it. The briefcase had been a
  Christmas gift from Susan, who had gotten it for her in New York.



  The door to her office opened again and one of her aides bustled in, carrying a stack of papers. "Messages wishing us luck for tomorrow, ma'am" said the young man.



  "Put them on the coffee table, David. I'll look them over tomorrow. Has there been any word from Department M Dublin?"



  "Yes, ma'am. It's on top of the stack."



  She held out a hand. "I'll see that one now."



  David pulled the sheet off the top and handed it to her. Amelia quickly read the note and blinked back tears. She handed the note back to her aide.



  "See that a copy of that is sent to the camp right away. Lord Potter will want to see that."



  "I'll take care of it," David replied softly.



  When he left the office, Amelia stood and walked to the window. The waiting was gnawing at her belly like a monster.





  Haven Operations Center, Office of the Deputy Minister of Defense (1500 hours, April 9th)...



  "Terry, go home. We'll be back at this sooner than we want to be," Caleb said tiredly.



  Terry frowned and stared at the exhausted man. "I'll go home after you do... Sir."



  Caleb sighed and nodded slowly. "Maybe I should. I'm beat."



  "I'm sure your wife will be happy to see you, even if you're just sleeping," Terry offered.



  Caleb peered up at him from his desk. "Are you going to go home also?"



  Terry nodded. "I will, I just need to finish cutting these orders and I'll be out of here. I'm expected back at the manor in a little bit. Besides, I don't like leaving Susan alone too much. You
  know she's due any day now."



  "Better you than me," Caleb muttered, remembering when his two girls were born. Neither of them had been easy births and his wife had been rather upset with him at the time.



  "What time will you be back here?" asked Caleb.



  "I'll probably be manning the war room starting around oh two hundred. There are a lot of details to cover. I don't expect you'll show up until at least oh three hundred," Terry replied, then
  he made some notations on a clipboard.



  Caleb smiled. When Harry offered him the services of Terry, he had reluctantly accepted. Terry had slowly become very competent in the minutia that fueled a war. If he needed to know how many tons
  of beans they had on hand, Terry knew, and most times didn't even need to look it up. He had relieved Caleb of many of the nitty gritty details that made Miles Pickerton ill.



  "Very well, Terry. I'll see you in the war room after I meet with the field commanders," Caleb said. Standing, he stretched tiredly, then trudged out of the office.



  Terry shook his head. "Finally!" he muttered to himself. "I thought I'd have to stun him and float him home. Now I can get out of here, too."



  He killed the lights and left the room.





  Padfoot Manor (1600 hours, April 9th)...



  Harry checked his watch and waited anxiously for everyone to appear. He wore his Brotherhood cloak with the hood down. Under it, he wore the regular battledress uniform, modified to Brigade
  specifications.



  On the right arm, under the Union Flag patch, was the newly designed Brotherhood Brigade patch. The design, crossed wands and a Celtic cross over the Royal coat of arms, was a gift from the King.
  It was also an indication that the 24th Regiment of the SAS was a royally sanctioned unit.



  Another new addition to the uniform, and one which he felt would give everyone an added edge, was a sidearm. After much debate, Harry had talked Caleb into allowing them to equip the Brotherhood
  Brigade and the Raiders with Sig-Sauer P228s. Harry pointed out that the Americans and Canadians all carried muggle sidearms as an added back up, and that the Death Eaters would be greatly
  surprised to discover wizards armed with guns. When he added that the number of shields able to stop a bullet were few and not generally well known, Caleb had relented.



  Harry, Hermione and Tonks had little trouble adapting to the new weapon during the few days of training they had received. Tonks already had some training with them, and both Harry and Hermione
  knew generally what to expect with the guns. The others, however, were a different story. It took quite a bit of work for them to grow accustomed to the noise and recoil from the weapon. Some, like
  Luna, showed an active distaste for them. It was one of the few times Harry had become angry enough to exercise his rights as Maglios and order her to carry the weapon. He couldn't force her to use
  it, but she would carry it.



  Shaking off the memories, he watched as Hermione walked toward him. She carried an extra sack containing maps, portable floo devices and a backup command post building. One of her staff had the
  actual CP they would use, but she carried a spare in case it was needed.



  "All set?" she asked.



  "Just waiting on everyone else," he replied quietly.



  Dan and Emma stepped out of the sitting room, looking worried. One by one, members of the Brotherhood and their families arrived in the main foyer of the manor. Narcissa and Arthur moved to stand
  with Dan and Emma. Bertrand was trying to hand Luna a miniature camera so she could take photos for him. Andromeda stood, holding Narcissa's hand, while Ted Tonks stood behind them.



  Hermione walked over to to her mother and hugged her. The three huddled together for a few moments, while Harry silently watched the others arrive. He happily noted everyone had brought their full
  gear, including the hated sidearm.



  Eocho drifted through a wall, coming to rest not far from Harry.



  "When we arrive at camp, you will find a small potion vial next to your bed. Use it. Everyone is taking one to give them at least eight hours of good sleep before we leave. I've taken the liberty
  of putting us all in one of the unused barrack buildings, so if you want to push your beds together, or expand one to fit two, I'm not going to complain about it. Just remember, I want everyone to
  get at least eight hours sleep," Harry said, staring at Luna. Of those in the Brotherhood, she was the one most likely to something she shouldn't, like stay awake.



  " Luna isn't the one you should be worrying about, my heart," Hermione sent him with a smile on her face.



  Harry halted for a moment and Ginny laughed. "Anyone want to bet that Hermione just sent him a dirty thought?"



  "No bet," Draco said dryly. "She likes teasing him."



  Neville snickered at the two of them and Harry blushed, revealing the truth of Ginny's comment.



  "Can we get back to business here?" Harry asked plaintively.



  "I suppose, but I'd really like to hear what Hermione has in mind," Luna told him as she stroked Fuzz. "It could be something new, knowing Hermione."



  Harry sighed, shook his head for a moment, then looked up towards the ceiling. "Give me strength. I'm surrounded by perverts," he mumbled.



  When the laughter quieted, he looked at them. "I just wanted to say that I'm proud to have you all with me. The past two years have been difficult and we've all had to grow in ways we didn't
  expect. I'm glad we did it together," Harry said somberly.



  The mood among them became grave and Eocho drifted forward. "Each of you has trained hard and well. Each of you is a warrior, a true member of the Brotherhood. I have been honored to be your
  guide and mentor. Now comes your moment to shine. It is time to proclaim your affiliation. Display your medallions with pride and let all people know who you are: Celtic Knights, upholders of
  justice!"



  Harry looked at Eocho for a moment, then he removed his medallion from under his clothes, pulling it out so it hung visible to all.



  Eocho moved until he floated a few steps up the stairs and he turned to face them. He made a gesture with both hands.



  "Math Mathonwy, Teutates, Cailleach Beara and Danu! I call on thee, Gods of old! Bless our Brotherhood on this eve of war," he cried, lifting his arms.



  Eocho's hands began to glow and an intense field of golden light bathed the Brotherhood.



  Harry sucked in a breath. He felt energized and more powerful. It was almost as if some greater presence had looked at him and was pleased with what it found.



  Profoundly moved, Harry bowed to Eocho. "You honor us, MÃºinteoir. May we be worthy of your blessing."



  Behind him, Harry's friends also bowed, following his example.



  "It is I who has been blessed, Maglios. For I believe I have been witness to the greatest incarnation of the Brotherhood the world has ever seen. Now go. Your army awaits. Those of us who cannot
  join you will wait for news," he replied, moving to stand near Susan and Terry.



  Harry nodded, then he pulled out of his pocket a golden cord he was going to use as a portkey. Before he could enchant it, however, he was enveloped in a hug. "Be safe, my son," Emma whispered
  through her tears. "Come home safe and bring my daughter back to me."



  Harry wrapped his arms around her and nodded against her shoulder. "I will, Mum."



  Dan stepped up to the pair and Harry released Emma, stepping away. Dan stuck out his hand. "Come back to us, Harry. Godspeed."



  Numb, Harry could only nod. Hermione looped an arm through his, squeezing him gently. He looked around and decided to hold off on the portkey for a few more minutes. Arthur was speaking with Ginny.
  Draco and Luna were hugging a tearful Narcissa and Tonks embraced her mother.



  Harry waited a few minutes, then he held up the cord. "Portus," he murmured. The cord glowed blue for a moment.



  "Ready?" he asked loud enough to be heard by everyone. Hermione took his hand before grasping onto the cord. Each couple followed her example. A moment later, they were gone.



  There was a moment of silence in the foyer, then Dan let out a heavy sigh. "Nothing left to do but wait now."



  "If anyone wants, I can offer a light sleeping potion. It will make it easier to sleep tonight," Narcissa offered.



  Emma looked at Dan, who stared back at her for a moment before shrugging. "I think we'll take you up on that offer, Cissy. I don't know if we'll actually use it, but it would be nice to have it
  available if we need it."



  Narcissa nodded. "I'll get doses for everyone and meet you all in the dining room."





  Haven Hospital, Office of the Director (1600 hours, April 9th)...



  "Healer O'Donnell is here to speak with you, Sylvia," said Maggie, her secretary.



  "Good, send her in, Maggie. Oh, and bring us some tea, would you?"



  The door to the office opened and Catherine O'Donnell stepped in. "Sylvia, you're looking well," said the middle aged woman.



  Sylvia stood and motioned for the other healer to take a seat. "I'm glad to see you, Catherine. How are things at St. Luke's?"



  Catherine waved a hand airily. "You know what teaching hospitals are like; too many eager students, not enough trained healers and too many patients. When Margot called from St. Patrick's, I
  couldn't turn down the opportunity."



  Sylvia nodded, then waited as Maggie brought them both a cup of tea. "You know what your people will be doing, don't you?"



  "Yes. My first through third year students will be working under your medi-witches. My forth years will be under your healers as assistants, as well as working in your triage center. Do you have
  any idea how many patients we'll be seeing?"



  Sylvia frowned. "No, and that's what worries me. We have room here for thirty critical cases, and we'll have three operating theaters running. All of the Irish hospitals have been warned that we
  may be sending people their way. We can also portkey any critical patients to a facility in the United States, but that means we'll have to stabilize them here before sending them on.



  "We have a total of nearly six hundred beds, thanks to our industrious elves. Add to that forty fully qualified healers, and twenty five nearly qualified trainees, plus your people," Sylvia
  said, then she paused and raised an eyebrow at Catherine.



  "We are bringing fifteen fully qualified healers, including six professors. Twenty nine forth years and fifty seven from the other years."



  Sylvia nodded. Those were the numbers she had been expecting. The Irish were still scrambling to find healers, but many of the hospitals were withholding their own personnel in anticipation of
  Haven sending them critical cases.



  Catherine checked her watch. "In fact, my people should be arriving right about now."



  "Eager to jump in, are they?" Sylvia asked, grinning.



  Catherine laughed. "Come on, Sylvia. Don't you remember when we were students and meeting our first patients?"



  "Yes, I do," replied Sylvia. "And I remember when you were training under me and you accidentally switched that man's feet with his hands when trying to fix a simple splinching."



  Catherine winced at her. "I'm never going to live that down, am I?"



  Sylvia laughed and stood. "Come on, let me show you around. It's no St. Mungo's, but we're pretty proud of Haven Hospital."





  Haven (2000 hours, April 9th)...



  An uneasy silence settled over the small community. Few believed the story issued by the town government concerning the Dragon Lung outbreak. It was hard to miss the large number of people arriving
  and immediately being whisked away to an unknown location.



  The Operations Center was under a Fidelius charm and few knew of it's existence. Camp Outhouse was also under a Fidelius charm, but it didn't take a genius to realize that a large number of people were arriving, only to vanish just as quickly.



  The fact that the impending military action was supposed to be a secret resulted in everyone in the town knowing about it. The spouses of the soldiers were the first to suspect as both of the
  principle British units increased their training. That meant something was coming. Then the merchants in town started getting orders for large quantities of supplies, more than was usually used by
  either of the units. Finally, there was the story about an outbreak of Dragon Lung, but no one knew of anyone being sick.



  There were other signs, as well. An increased nervousness among the healers and trainees, the hospital only admitting cases requiring full time health care and the maternity ward being converted in
  to a regular ward had the people in town buzzing. After all, had it truly been a case of Dragon Lung, the school would have been closed for the duration of the outbreak. It was a simple oversight
  made by the town government, but the people weren't stupid.



  In the end, very few were fooled by the ruse. As a result, the mood in town could best be called nervously optimistic.





  Haven Operations Center, (0230 hours, April 10th)...



  Draco looked over at Caleb and nodded. "That's the last of them."



  Caleb ran a hand through his thinning hair and smiled grimly. "Time for you to get to the camp, Draco. See if you can get another hour of sleep."



  "Yes, sir, I know. What about you?"



  Caleb checked his watch. "I would go to the camp myself, but things are going to get hectic real quick around here. I suppose I'll wander down to the war room and make sure there's plenty of
  coffee ready."



  Draco smiled and started to turn, but Caleb stopped him. "Tell Harry I said good luck and good hunting. Merlin protect you all,"



  The blond shook Caleb's hand. "We'll see you later," he said with a grin.



  As Draco walked out of the Operations Center, the Haven elf saboteurs were out in force.



  In London, the docks exploded violently, waking the city.



  The Hertfordshire Oil Storage Terminal, less than twenty five miles from the city, went up in a fountain of flames, breaking windows for miles in every direction.



  Nervous Londoners peered from their windows and prayed that whatever was happening wouldn't reach them.





  Castle Hogwarts, (0215 hours, April 10th)...



  The monitoring system was fairly simple - a large map with a pendulum suspended over it. When a witch or wizard used magic, the pendulum stopped, pointing to the location the spell or spells were
  being cast, and an alarm would sound.



  It wasn't as sophisticated as some of the tools developed by the twins of Q Branch, but it was surprisingly sophisticated for something originally developed by the Ministry to monitor underage
  magic.



  Unfortunately, the detector was doing something all too familiar to those who now used it. The pendulum swung wildly, barely pausing as it detected magic being used all over Britain. The system was
  being overloaded, and they had no way of refining the data they were receiving.



  Several men stood nearby, clustered around another who had his head stuck in a fireplace. After a moment, he pulled his head out and was looking decidedly unhappy.



  "Well? What did he say?" demanded one man.



  "I told him about the detector going crazy and he's ordered all Death Eaters to be put on alert." He then sighed and slumped his shoulders. "He also said he doesn't care that we're
  researchers. We're to find our robes and masks and join the other Death Eaters."



  "B-b-but my research is critical! Lord Voldemort is going to be angry if it's delayed!" protested another man.



  The first man straightened up and looked at the group angrily. "I don't care!" he snarled. "My research is just as important, but Lord Mulciber doesn't care. We all knew this moment would
  come when we joined Lord Voldemort and his holy crusade. Now find your cloaks and masks."



  Grumbling, the men left the room, the last one out slamming the door in a fit of anger. They weren't common Death Eaters! They were valuable!



  Behind them, a series of local detectors began to ping, demanding attention in the now empty room.





  Camp Outhouse, Able Company, Brotherhood Brigade, (0230 hours, April 10th)...



  Harry lifted his head and looked towards the door. "Yes?" he called.



  "It's Oh two thirty, sir. This is your requested wake up call." called a voice.



  "Thank you."



  "Very good, sir."



  He carefully rolled away from Hermione, slipping out from under the covers.



  " What time is it?" came a sleepy thought.



  " It's still early. You can get another thirty minutes of sleep if you want," he replied.



  " No, I'll get up with you."



  "Alright," he told her quietly. Standing, he stretched, then walked over to the chair he'd placed his uniform on the night before.



  Hermione propped her head up on her elbow, watching him as he wrapped a heat pack tightly around his leg. He dressed in silence for the most part, but she could tell from their bond that his mind
  was running over the plan again and again. He was looking for flaws and running 'what if' scenarios, trying to find ways of giving them all an extra edge.



  He stopped suddenly and looked at her. He was nearly dressed and she still hadn't moved. "Are you planning on sleeping in?" he asked with a bit of grin.



  "You know I'm not. I'm just watching you."



  "Oh?"



  She nodded and gave him a look that sent shivers down his spine. "You turned out to be a very handsome man, Harry Potter. Considering the shy, lost, little boy I met on the train, you turned out
  really well. It makes me glad I caught you before someone else did."



  He arched an eyebrow. "You didn't turn out too bad yourself, Mrs. Potter. Quite different from that girl looking for a toad on that same train," he said with a grin.



  She felt his mood shift and darken over the bond. "Hermione, if anything should happen to me..."



  "No!" she snapped as she angrily wiped away the tears that threatened to run down her cheeks. "We're not going to do this, Harry. You and I are coming home when this is over. Remember what
  you told Ginny? The same goes doubly for you. I want to be able to crawl into bed and hold my husband tonight."



  He sighed and shook his head. There was so much he wanted to say.



  " I know, my heart. But we'll either come out of this together, or not at all. I cannot and refuse to consider a life without you." she sent him.



  He nodded. "Then let's go to work, love," he murmured, fastening his belt.



  He checked the equipment on the belt - potion box, sidearm, four sun bangers and two muggle made anti-personnel grenades 
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 32 - Taking Stock

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Remus whined and Bob used the broom to push him onto the stage. The curtains parted and he looked around wildly as the lights came up.



  Remus paled and started to sweat under the hot lights. He stared at the audience and trembled in fear.



  "Do something you silly fur face!" shouted Harry with a grin.



  "Harry!" chided Hermione, her hand down his pants. "Be nice to wolfie, or I'll yank on it!"



  Harry gulped nervously and clapped his hands. "YAY REMUS!"



  "I'm not sure why I'm here," Remus started.



  From the audience a very small garment flew onto the stage. He walked over and bent down, picking it up. Attached to the garment a note.



  He held up the blue, iridescent speedo and blanched. Opening the note he read. "Put it on and tell the audience that Bob and Alyx make no claim to any rights to the Potterverse. Wear it and we'll
  play spank the schoolgirl tonight."



  He blushed and looked out to see Tonks bouncing in her seat howling and whistling.



  Alyx whirled on Bob and glared at him. "Is this the best you can do?"



  "Well, we've killed off all the bad guys, now the only people left to torment are good guys," Bob whined, then a light bulb lit up over his head.



  "Hey, do you think I could figure out a way of keeping Voldemort alive? Maybe I can invent something called a Whore-crux which he can hide pieces of himself, you know dozens of evil women each
  carrying a piece of him..."



  "Whore-crux?" exclaimed Alyx. "That's the stupidest idea I ever heard! You do that and we'll be swamped with requests for sequels and that ain't gonna happen."



  Bob shook his head. "Yeah, you're right, it is a dumb idea."



  "Maybe for the next disclaimer we can use Harry," Alyx whispered. "I never liked that whiny little bugger anyway."



  Bob blinked at her. "You don't like Harry?" he sputtered.



  "Not really, I'm more of a Snape fan," she replied, buffing her nails.



  Bob sunk his head into his hands. "Give me strength!" he moaned.



  "She doesn't like me?" Harry asked looking hurt.



  "I still like you Harry," Hermione told him. "Who cares what she thinks, she's not in the story!"





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 32






  Padfoot Manor, Harry and Hermione's bedroom (April 11th)...



  Hermione pulled up the covers around her and tried to go back to sleep, but something was bothering her and she couldn't quite put her finger on it. When it finally dawned on her, she opened her
  eyes and frowned. Harry had shut down the link to the barest minimum.



  Rolling over to face him, she saw that he lay quietly next to her. His eyes were open and by the grimace on his face he was clearly in pain.



  "Harry?"



  "Hi," he gasped.



  "What's wrong?" she asked.



  "Seems that Neville hit me harder with that bludgeon than I thought. My back is killing me," he whispered.



  Hermione carefully got out of bed and threw on her robe. "How long have you been up?"



  "A couple hours. I was fine until about four this morning."



  She frowned. "Why didn't you wake me? Or summon Dobby to get Narcissa?"



  "I tried waking you, but you were still under the sleeping potion. It's just a bad bruise. Besides, Dobby would have panicked and woken up the whole house," he replied.



  Hermione nodded, knowing he was right about Dobby. The elf was not someone to call when Harry was in trouble. He'd wake up the whole world to help Harry.



  She walked around to his side of the bed and gently helped him sit up. Harry bit his lip to keep from crying out and he tried to reduced their bond even more.



  "Stop that," she snapped at him. "I know you're in pain. You can't hide it by shutting off our connection."



  He nodded and leaned his head forward, placing it between her breasts. She lifted up the back of his shirt and sucked in her breath, seeing the large purple bruise that covered half his back.



  "Dobby!" she called.



  Dobby appeared with a pop. He looked up at Hermione and Harry with concern in his eyes.



  "Dobby, please ask Narcissa to come to our room with something for a large bruise," Hermione said softly. Dobby's eyes grew wide and Hermione's expression softened. "Don't worry, Dobby, Harry
  will be fine."



  Dobby nodded and vanished.



  "He's going to wake up the whole house," Harry muttered.



  "Hush, you," she said as she gently caressed his shoulders, trying to ease the tension.



  From the other side of the manor she could hear a loud boom and the sound of shouting. Looking up, she gnawed on her lip for a moment. "Perhaps you were right," she murmured. "He is waking up
  the house."



  Harry chuckled, then groaned against her. She leaned down and kissed the top of his head. She knew that the bruise wasn't life threatening, but the size of it alarmed her. It had to be very
  painful.



  The door to the room opened and Narcissa rushed in, carrying a large bag of potions. Between her and Hermione, they were able to get the t-shirt off Harry so Narcissa could put a salve on his back.



  "I had been expecting this, to be honest. Melinda told me last night you would probably wake up in a lot of pain," Narcissa said in an annoyed tone. "I just didn't expect you to send that
  lunatic elf to wake me up. Who taught him the concussive spell?"



  "I didn't send him to you," Harry said through gritted teeth. "She did."



  Hermione glared at Harry. "Well? What do you expect? You're hurting!"



  "I don't care who sent him! Next time just tell him to wake people up quietly. Thank Merlin I put a silencing charm on Susan's room last night. I thought it would be to protect everyone else from
  Siomha's cries, but no, that charm probably kept her from waking up."



  Harry hissed as the cold salve was spread over his back, then he sighed when the pain receded.



  "In an hour I want you to take a hot soak, Harry, as hot as you can handle. Stay in the water for at least an hour, then get out, put on your shorts and a robe. I have to check your leg,"
  Narcissa said.



  Harry nodded and, feeling better, he put his robe on and walked over to the table where Winky was setting up breakfast.



  Narcissa watched him carefully as he walked away.



  Hermione looked at her, her expression worried. "What is it?"



  Narcissa shrugged. "It's nothing, really. I just want to make sure he doesn't over do it today. He put a lot of stress on that leg yesterday."



  Hermione nodded in agreement. "I don't think we'll be doing much of anything today. Caleb told him yesterday that everyone should take a few days to catch their breaths. The only thing I know
  he's going to want to do today is visit with Susan and the others."



  Narcissa nodded thoughtfully. "Alright, but he's not to be training or running around, and keep the stairs to a minimum for at least the next few days."



  Hermione glanced over to where Harry sat, eating breakfast. "I'll see he doesn't overdo it. Would you like to join us for breakfast?"



  Narcissa shook her head. "No, thank you. Now that I'm up, I should check on Draco and Susan. We haven't identified the curse that hit Dray, so his healing has been slowed. He's in a lot of pain,
  but Luna's helping him. Susan should be fine, but it was a rough delivery."



  "We'll be by to see both Susan and Draco later. I know Harry and I are both eager to meet the newest member of our family," Hermione said, then her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper.
  "I think Harry is afraid I might want a baby soon. I tried to tell him not for a few more years, but you know how men are."



  Narcissa's eyes glinted with amusement. "Yes, but I suspect you two will be among the last to start a family. Luna already told Dray she's willing to wait another year or two and Ginny will need
  time to recover." Packing her potion bag, she stood up. "I'll be back around ten to look in on Harry. Until then, stay in the manor. Visit with Draco or Susan, but I want you both to take it
  easy, especially him."



  Hermione nodded and walked with Narcissa to the door. Closing it behind the older woman, she turned around and went to join Harry for breakfast. If she had anything to say about it, no one would be
  doing much of anything today.





  Padfoot Manor, Susan and Terry's bedroom...



  Susan rolled on the bed and stopped breathing for a moment. She heard humming! Opening one eye, she peeked from under the blankets. Terry sat on a chair next to the bassinet they were using for
  Siomha. He held her in her arms and was humming to her.



  She smiled and watched as he quietly sang a little song to his daughter.



  The lion and the unicorn were fighting for the crown

  The lion beat the unicorn all around the town.

  Some gave them white bread, and some gave them brown;

  Some gave them plum cake and drummed them out of town.



  "Terry," she said sleepily. "That's gruesome."



  He looked up at Susan and grinned. "I know. My grandmum used to sing it to me when I was little. It wasn't until I went to school that I learned what it means. Besides, Sus, all nursery rhymes
  are gruesome if you examine their true meaning."



  Siomha fussed in his arms and he glanced down at her, frowning.



  "I don't think she likes me very much," he murmured. "I've been trying to keep her quiet so you can sleep, but she doesn't seem interested in my singing or my rhymes."



  Susan laughed. "She's hungry and unless you can do something about it, I'd suggest giving her to me. I should have fed her more than an hour ago."



  Terry stood and held Siomha out in front of him so she could see him. "You are the lucky one, my little pretty. You're getting to dine in my playground and I'm only allowed to watch until further
  notice."



  Susan laughed and took her daughter from him. "Prat," she said fondly, looking up at her husband. She undid the buttons on her pajama top and placed the baby to her breast.



  He returned to his chair. "Well, it's true, isn't it?"



  "It's not as bad as you make it out to be. Besides, we'll make do. Has Auntie been by yet? I don't recall seeing her last night," Susan asked.



  Terry leaned back in the chair watching his wife and daughter for a moment. "No, but don't be too hard on the old bird. There was an awful lot happening yesterday. I expect she'll be around
  today. What about you? How soon can you get out of bed?"



  "Anytime I want," Susan said, scowling at him. "I had a baby, I'm not a cripple, thank you very much. Besides, the pain potions help a lot now that the labor is done."



  Terry leaned forward and played with his cane for a moment. "Susan, about that. I spoke to Narcissa about your labor. I'm very sorry I wasn't able to be there for you. Though, in a way, I'm
  grateful I missed it. I would have panicked had I been here," he paused and looked up at her. "Did the healers say anything about your ability to have more children?"



  "Danni said I shouldn't have any problems. Siomha's birth was difficult, but the healers will be prepared for that, next time. This time caught everyone off guard," she replied softly, watching
  him. "Why? Would it matter to you if I couldn't have more children?"



  Terry looked at her in astonishment. "Of course it wouldn't! Merlin, Susan, you nearly died!" he said, then he turned away, choked up.



  "Terry, look at me."



  He turned, not bothering to wipe the tears from his eyes. She held out a hand to him and he moved to sit beside her. Taking her hand, he turned it over and kissed her palm.



  "What nearly happened doesn't matter, Terry. I'm still here and we're together as a family. That's what's important. In the future, when we decide to add to our family, we'll make sure there is a
  healer handy. That's all it means," she said, then she released his hand and patted his side of the bed. "Come lay next to us."



  Moving to his side of the bed, he climbed in and watched his daughter nurse. He was in awe of her and, like most fathers, felt she was the most beautiful child to ever be born.



  "Where did you sleep last night?" Susan asked.



  "I caught a few hours on the day bed in Harry's study. I didn't get back from Operations until nearly two. I think I had too much coffee, I couldn't sleep very well. Anyway, when I came in here
  about an hour ago, Siomha was waking. That's when I picked her up."



  Susan nodded. Her in-laws had stayed with her for most of the evening until she dropped off to sleep, thanks to a potion from Narcissa. "Tonight, Mr. Boot, you're sleeping by my side where you
  belong," she told him firmly.



  Terry eyed her. "Are you sure?"



  She reached over and ruffled his hair. "Yes, I'm sure. We'll be sleeping, not making love. Besides, I don't sleep well when you're not beside me. I miss being able to cuddle with you."



  Terry yawned and nodded. She smiled and ran her fingers through his hair. "Sleep, Terry. You haven't had nearly enough."



  Terry closed his eyes and started to drift. He smiled when he heard Susan murmuring to their daughter.



  "Daddy's sleeping," she told Siomha in a whisper.



  Daddy, he thought. I like that.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry and Hermione's bathroom (April 11th)...



  "Harry?"



  He floated in the large tub, relaxing for the first time in nearly two days. "Hmmm?"



  "Harry, open your eyes. I want to talk to you," Hermione said from the edge of the large tub.



  He opened one eye and looked at her. She sat on a bench near the tub. "Why don't you join me?"



  She grinned, then shook her head. "Because Narcissa will be back shortly to give you a checkup and I don't think she'd be interested in seeing the two of us thrashing about in the tub. Save that
  thought for later and I promise I'll make your toes curl."



  He grinned ruefully. "I could have lived without that picture. I like Narcissa, but I prefer not to have an audience," he said, wagging his eyebrows at her. "And just kissing you makes my
  toes curl."



  His voice had dropped several registers and she shivered at the effect it had on her.



  "So what was it you wanted to talk about?"



  "After your fight with him, something happened. I felt that you were in intense pain. I felt the pain, too, but it was different from that curse he put on you. He was dead at that point. How? How
  did he curse you like that after he was dead?"



  Harry stood up in the tub and walked over to the edge near where Hermione sat. He leaned against the side of the tub using his elbows to keep himself on the edge, his legs dangling in the water
  behind him. It gave her a wonderful view of his bum.



  "You need to understand, Hermione. Voldemort's body wasn't real. It was a magical construct, a shell made to give his soul and his magic a place to reside. Eocho and I talked about this many
  times, about how his body wasn't real. Remember, I was there when he was reborn.



  He reached out with one hand and ran his fingers gently against her ankle. "You and I, each of us, have a body that's powered by our soul. It is the singular thing that makes you so beautiful,"
  he said with a grin. "Your soul. It's pure in a way that Voldemort couldn't understand or ever be."



  Hermione blushed.



  "His soul had become dark and twisted. He had managed to corrupt something nearly impossible to corrupt. Even if I hadn't destroyed his original body when he attacked me and my parents, his soul
  was killing him. He needed a new body capable of holding what he had become, so he created one. For all his power, the one thing he couldn't do was create a form powered by his soul. So he created
  a body that was powered by..." He paused and looked up at her expectantly.



  She blinked and thought about it for a moment. "His magic?"



  He nodded. "Ten points to Gryffindor. Yes, his magic. Everyone on the walls saw me physically attack him and many probably think I strangled him. And to be truthful, at one point I did strangle
  him. I was so angry, so enraged at all the pain he caused me. But that wasn't what killed him."



  Hermione stared at him. "What? But I thought..."



  "So did everyone else. Voldemort was so busy fighting me and had been unable to attack me mentally for so long that he had pretty much given up that avenue of attack. I caught him off guard. He
  was surprised and his mental shields were in a weakened state."



  When he stood up and climbed out of the tub, she reached for a towel.



  Taking the towel from her, he unfolded it. "I forced my way through his shields. No, I destroyed his shields. My attack was sudden and unexpected and totally brutal in its intensity. In his
  surprise, instead of trying to fight me mentally, he resorted to instinct and tried to fight me physically. But his magical body wasn't made for that sort of combat."



  Hermione watched him carefully as he described the fight. His eyes seemed to be focused on something she couldn't see.



  "I didn't stop there, though. I tore through his mind, digging and burrowing deep into it. I didn't stop to absorb memories or steal knowledge. I had only one purpose in mind, to destroy him
  utterly."



  He wrapped the towel around his waist and sat down next to her.



  "I passed his conscious mind. I could have stopped at that point because his mind was nearly gone, but I didn't. I tore through his primal mind. I destroyed his autonomic reflexes, like breathing
  and all the other little things that keep us alive, things we take for granted.



  "He was dying at that point, but it wasn't enough for me. I had to kill him where it mattered the most. I tore deeper into his mind until I reached the core of his magic. I ripped it apart,
  Hermione. I severed the connections between his magic and his body, separated the connections between his soul and his magic."



  He looked down at his hands and realized that he had clenched them while he spoke. Taking a deep breath, he forced himself to relax.



  "Finally, I crawled off him. He was dead, his soul gone on to what ever hell it was consigned to. I was on my hands and knees, barely able to think about crawling away when my own shields
  collapsed for a brief instant. His power... it flooded up the link between us in one gigantic pulse. His link between us was the only way out for his magic, so it took it."



  Hermione stared at him in shock. "You've gained his power?"



  Harry closed his eyes and nodded. He knew that the vast bulk of Voldemort's power had been gained by killing wizards and witches. Thinking about the power boost he had gained from Voldemort's death
  made his skin crawl with disgust.



  "I didn't get all of it, but enough. Too much, if you ask me. Ironic isn't it? Killing him resulted in making me even stronger than I was. And for what purpose? What do I need the power for now?
  I don't want to fight anymore."



  He leaned back against the wall with his eyes closed.



  She turned to face him. "Hey, you didn't know this was going to happen. So, you're more powerful, big deal. You're still that scrawny little eleven year old I met on the train all those years ago
  and you still need me around to keep you out of trouble," she said teasingly. When he didn't react, she poked him in the side, causing his eyes to jerk open.



  Shaking his head, he laughed and pulled her into a wet hug. She thought it was worth getting a little wet if she distracted him from thinking himself into a depressed state.



  She wrapped her arms around his damp body. "We'll work it out together."



  He leaned down and kissed the top of her head. "Together," he agreed. "My heart," he sent to her, widening the bond and accepting the comfort and
  love she offered.



  She snuggled closer to him while her mind pondered the ramifications of another power boost. Like Harry, she couldn't really see any reason for it. It couldn't be changed, however, so they'd just
  have to accept it.





  Office of the Minister of Magic, Haven...



  "Ms. Twonk is here to see you, Minister," David said from the doorway.



  "Thank you. Please send her in."



  Amelia stood and waited behind her desk while David ushered in a middle aged woman. The two women shook hands.



  "Thank you for seeing me on such short notice, Minister."



  "I think I should be the one thanking you, Ms. Twonk. After all, your notice came at a most welcome time. Please, sit down," Amelia said, gesturing to one of the chairs.



  "Please, call me Anastasia."



  Nodding, Amelia sat down. "As I was saying, winning the war is only part of what we need to do. Our country has been ravaged and rebuilding will be a long and arduous process. When we received
  notice of your group of nearly a thousand volunteers we were extremely pleased, but also a little concerned. A thousand wizards and witches could be construed by some to be an army."



  Anastasia blinked and looked at Amelia dumbfounded, then her lips twitched with amusement. "I suppose you could see it like that," she said. Grinning outright, she leaned forward. "Minister,
  do you know what I did before the war?"



  Amelia shook her head. "No, that's one of the reasons why I asked you to come here today. We had no idea who was leading this large group of volunteers. And, quite frankly, if your group is going
  to be effective in helping reconstruct our country, the government needs to know who its leaders are and be able to work with them."



  Anastasia nodded understandingly. "I was a school teacher, Minister. I taught first through third grades and I liked to putter about in my garden. Hopefully, my son and husband are still
  somewhere in Britain, because they aren't in Haven or America.



  "I first organized our group to help fix up the camp the American's put us in. I bless them every day, but that place was as cold and impersonal as you could get. Our group consists of reporters,
  teachers, shop keepers, brewers, conjurers, enchanters, cab drivers, healers, midwives, seamstresses and so on.



  "We're not an army. We're just a group of people who want to come home, maybe find our families. We want to start putting our lives back together and that means fixing the problems at home."



  "Tell me, Anastasia," Amelia said, her eyes glittering, "would you be willing to accept a role in the Ministry? There's a lot of work to be done and I'd prefer that we work together to
  accomplish it."



  Anastasia frowned. "I didn't organize our group in order to get myself a government job, Minister," she said stiffly.



  "Perhaps you didn't, Ms. Twonk, but there it is, nonetheless. We need your group and we need someone in charge of it. Someone that your people will trust and take orders from."



  The Minister stared at her until she looked away and nodded. She didn't want anything special, but her people depended on her. She'd take the job, if only for them.



  "Excellent," Amelia said with a smile. "Now then, our efforts are going to be centered around four principle areas: Hogwarts, which, except for the warding, will be rebuilt primarily by house
  elves, Hogsmeade, Diagon Alley and the old Ministry of Magic building."



  "The Diagon Alley reconstruction will be a joint effort between the Goblins and the Ministry. With the damage done to Hogsmeade, we're looking to rebuild from the ground up and greatly expand it.
  We're thinking of something on the order of Haven, which is the third largest wizarding town in Ireland."



  Amelia stopped and jabbed a finger at Anastasia. "You're going to need to change your thinking. Before, you worked on one project at a time. Now you need to reconsider how things happen. While
  you oversee the cleaning up of Hogsmeade, you'll also be planning the new layout, approving the designs for the wards around Diagon Alley, and overseeing the construction of a new Ministry facility
  next to Hogwarts. In short, Anastasia, you need to think bigger than before. Your people will be scattered to every corner of the country, working on projects, and sometimes even helping the
  muggles rebuild."



  Standing, Amelia walked over to the tea service near the window and filled two cups. Taking one to her visitor, she smiled encouragingly at the shell-shocked expression on the woman's face.



  Anastasia shook her head ruefully and took the offered cup. "I never realized how big a job it would be. But we're itching to get to work."



  "Good," Amelia replied with a smile, "because we're going to work people very hard. We'll house and feed them, pay them what we can, but it won't be anywhere near what they could have earned
  on their own before the war." Walking back to her desk, she sat down and sipped her tea.



  Anastasia nodded. She knew things couldn't be the same as they'd been before the war, but they had a chance to make things better. "I'm your girl, Minister," she said firmly, raising her cup in
  salute. "Just tell us where to start and we'll get to work."





  Padfoot Manor, Susan and Terry's bedroom...



  "She's adorable!" gushed Hermione.



  Susan preened and held up Siomha so Hermione could get a better look, while Terry and Harry exchanged amused grins.



  Harry stood behind his wife and peered over her shoulder. She glanced back at him, smiling broadly. "Well, Harry? What do you think?"



  "She's awful small," he offered dubiously. Including Siomha, he could count his experience with infants on one hand and still have four fingers left over.



  Hermione laughed. "Of course she's small. It's not as if they come out full grown, you know."



  Susan stood and offered Siomha to Hermione.



  Alarmed, Harry took a step backwards and put his hands behind his back. He didn't want to be in a position where he might drop her. She may be small, but he knew she was important.



  Susan put on a dressing gown, then moved to the couch to sit.



  Hermione cradled the infant and grinned at him. "She's not going to bite you," she teased.



  "I know. She doesn't have teeth yet," he said seriously.



  Terry laughed and sat down next to Susan.



  "So, Harry, I hear Narcissa gave you a clean bill of health," Terry said.



  Harry sat down and nodded. "She did, but only after she poked and prodded and complained about me abusing my body. I mean, really! Next time, I'll leave the Dark Lord fighting to someone else if
  I'm just going to be abused for it afterwards."



  Hermione looked up from cooing at the infant. "Some abuse," she said with a snort. "She's only like that because she was worried about you."



  "I know," he complained. "But all things considering, I walked away from that fight in a lot better shape than I thought I would. The others got hurt a lot worse than I did. All I did was
  strain my leg again and get a few bruises."



  "Those bruises kept you from getting out of bed this morning," Hermione reminded him darkly.



  "Yeah, but Neville gave me those bruises," he replied. Not wanting to continue the conversation, he turned to Terry. "So, how does it feel, Dad?"



  Terry grinned. "It's different. I can't say I've done much Dad stuff yet, though."



  Susan laughed. "Don't let him fool you. I woke up this morning to find him holding the baby and singing this God awful nursery rhyme."



  "You don't look like the nursery rhyme type, Terry," Harry said with a smirk.



  Terry looked down and blushed at being caught out and Susan laughed again. "She's barely a day old and already she has her daddy wrapped around her little finger."



  Siomha opened her eyes and yawned, then she started to fuss in Hermione's arms.



  Susan looked up when Siomha let out a loud cry. "She's probably hungry. Give her here, Hermione. She won't be satisfied until she'd eaten" she said as she opened her robe and started to
  unbutton her pajama top.



  Harry made a strangling sound and turned around abruptly in his chair. It didn't bother Terry at all because he had discussed this previously with Susan. She was going to nurse their baby and she
  wasn't going to hide to do it.



  Hermione eyed Harry with amusement. "What's the matter, Harry?" she asked teasingly. "Don't you know that all witches nurse their babies?"



  "Well... yes... I mean... That is... You... Umm... Maybe I should go see how Draco is doing," he finally blurted out, still looking at the wall. Not waiting for a reply, he apparated from the
  room.



  Hermione stared at the empty chair for a moment in shock. "Harry?"



  " Yes?




  " Are you alright?"



  " Yes, I'm fine," he replied. "I just didn't think I should be sitting there, staring at Susan's bits, you
  know?"



  She turned to the others, her eyes dancing. "He didn't want to be accused of looking at your bits, he says."



  Susan and Terry laughed.



  "Well, I imagine he'd rather look at your bits, Hermione," Susan said teasingly. "But that's how we ended up with little Siomha."



  Hermione nodded. "I understand. But I think I better go find my husband and calm him down. He'll get used to it, but it'll take him a few days, I think."





  Haven Hospital...



  Order was slowly returning to the hospital. It was still seriously overcrowded and the number of volunteers had quadrupled the size of the staff. Feeding them and the patients had become the full
  time job of one hundred Haven house elves.



  Tents had been set up behind the main building where dozens of brewers were busy making nearly every conceivable healing potion.



  In a room that contained only two patients, a young woman wept at what was, to her, a life altering blow. Ginny Longbottom had been seriously injured when one section of the wall around Hogwarts
  Castle collapsed. She had lost a leg in that collapse and had not yet come to grips with her loss. To make matters worse, her husband had been injured even worse than she had and now rested only a
  few feet away, in a deep healing sleep.



  Neville's injuries were bad, but easily healed. The greatest threat to his life came from the idea that Ginny had died in battle. Neville had given up his fight to live until Harry intervened,
  bringing him back and forcing the pair in a bond of magic.



  She could feel him there, in her mind. It was like a tickle hovering around the edges of her consciousness. She knew that he could feel her, although she wasn't sure how she knew. Ever since
  yesterday, the link that Harry had created pulsed and strengthened. Neville had woke up for just a few brief seconds yesterday, then he had slipped back into a deep sleep, one which didn't seem to
  alarm the healers.



  She tried to hide from him what she was feeling, but the longer she tried, the stronger the pull became on her. The bond was preventing her from hiding what she felt. She had always viewed the
  bonds the others had with no small amount of envy. Now she was discovering the reality was far different than what she had expected.



  Melinda had been in earlier to explain to her that she had sent Arthur and her family home with dreamless sleep potions to help them sleep. That, at least, explained why she had woken up in the
  room alone with Neville.



  She shivered and felt grotesque. Healer August had attached the magical leg to her last night and, almost instantly, the pain she felt and the sensation of something missing had vanished. But she
  couldn't bear to look at the silver appendage.



  "Ginny?"



  Ginny started and looked over at Neville. Tears were falling freely from his eyes. Without thinking, she gestured, pulling his bed close enough that she could reach out to him.



  "Would you turn me away and think I'm monster if I had lost my leg?" he whispered. While it was still growing, her anguish and it's cause was available to him, via their bond.



  He reached out with a weak, trembling hand and touched her cheek. "Would you stop loving me?"



  She sucked in her breath and shook her head.



  "Then don't ever think I would turn you away. Without you, I'm nothing," he whispered. "You're still the beautiful girl I married. If you don't believe my words, then feel what I feel. Reach
  out and feel it, Gin."



  She slid sideways on the beds, sliding onto his. He reached out and pulled her to him as best he could, but he felt as weak as a newborn kitten.



  Resting in his arms, she closed her eyes and tentatively touched the connection that existed between them. She had always been a bit jealous of the bonding between the Potters and the Blacks. Now
  that she and Neville had one of their own, they needed to learn how to use it.



  She could feel the stirring of magic enveloping them both. Since their connection was different, it didn't feel the same as the bond she'd experienced between Harry and Hermione yesterday. She
  couldn't feel his thoughts, or at least she didn't know how yet. But she did feel him. She felt his magic reach out and caress her, wrapping her in a gentle embrace of love and comfort.



  The biggest difference that she could feel between this link and the other she experienced was that it was trying to use the medium of magic to communicate. Not quite sure why, she silently cast
  legilimency, but rather than aiming it at Neville, she aimed at herself.



  Suddenly the bond blossomed and she gasped at what she felt.



  All around her, she felt Neville, his aura extended and covered hers completely. Hers did the same for him. She could feel his emotions, his anguish over her pain, his awe at her beauty and the
  desire he felt for her that extended well beyond just raw lust. She seemed to realize that they were complimentary in nature. He provided stability and calmness, she provided spontaneity and
  excitement. Between them was perfect balance.



  She broke down in his arms, feeling his deep rooted need for her. The bond had only amplified and solidified that need. She saw just how close he had come to death, giving up when he thought she
  was gone. He cradled her against him as best as he could, murmuring comforting words that were no longer necessary. She could feel their love, alive and growing. It was strong and would be very
  fruitful when the time was right.



  "Do you see, Gin?" he asked when she calmed.



  She nodded against his shoulder.



  "Good," he whispered. "Quite a pair we make, right?"



  She sniffled a few times and smiled at him. "The best."



  She snuggled closer in his arms and within a few minutes they were both asleep.



  Five minutes later, Arthur, Constance and the twins entered the room and came to an abrupt halt. Neville and Ginny lay together, asleep. She lay with her head on his shoulder and his hand was
  entwined in her long hair. Both looked peaceful. That wasn't what held them all fast, however.



  The cold, sterile hospital room was covered in cherry blossom petals.



  No one knew how it had happened. As only Neville and the Weasley family knew that cherry blossoms were Ginny's favorite flower, the redheads all smiled at the young man on the bed.



  "You have a remarkable grandson, Constance," Arthur murmured quietly. "Let's leave them be for now."





  Padfoot Manor, Draco and Luna's room...



  Hermione caught up to Harry in Draco's room. He sat on the floor by the edge of Draco's bed and he was holding up a catalog so that they both could see the brooms listed there. Draco was improving,
  but it would still be a another day before he could get out of bed.



  "So, here you are," Hermione said.



  "I told you I was coming here," he replied archly.



  "Well, Susan says Siomha's dinner should be about six if you want to check out her bits again," she said impishly.



  Harry colored and decided to ignore her, opting instead to show Draco the page detailing the American Barnstormer broom.



  Hermione moved over and sat next to Harry on the floor, smiling at Draco. "How are you feeling?"



  "Better today. Mum came by and left a new pain potion for me, but I need less of it today. I'm glad you stopped by, though. Luna left a little while ago, and laying here alone gets pretty
  boring," he replied, then he looked at Harry. "I heard you killed him."



  Harry nodded and Hermione slid her hand over to cover his. "Yeah. It wasn't anything like I expected it would be. We heard about Lucius."



  "He was a pig!" Draco said in disgust. "He threatened Luna."



  "Yeah, but you protected her. That's what counts."



  Draco's eyes darted to the door, then back to Harry. "I wanted to thank you. You know I wasn't happy when you insisted we learn how to use those muggle guns, and how Luna hated them... In the
  end, I didn't have a wand. I killed him with my gun." His eyes became haunted. "It's different with a gun, more personal. It's almost like you're doing it with your bare hands."



  Harry leaned back against the wall and closed his eyes for a moment. "I know," he murmured. Opening his eyes a few moments later, he looked at the blond. "You know, Draco, with Lucius gone,
  you could claim the Malfoy line and bring it back to where it belongs. I'm not pushing you out of the Blacks, you'll forever be part of the family. But you might want to think on it."



  Draco shook his head. "No way, Harry. I'm finally used to being a Black and that's what I'll stay. Besides, the Malfoy's deserve to die out. The Malfoy line has too many bad connotations to it.
  No, let the Malfoy's die with Lucius."



  Harry nodded. He wasn't about to force the issue, but he'd wanted Draco to consider it. As a Black, he'd always be a member of the family, but never a family head in his own right like he could be
  with the Malfoy line.



  "Where did Luna go, Draco?" asked Hermione.



  "She wanted to go visit Hagrid and tell him what her Angels did. Honestly, sometimes I think she thinks of them as her children," Draco said. "I guess I don't mind too much, but sometimes
  it's hard to get her to focus on what's important."



  "She tries real hard to do that for you," Harry said. "I've known her for a while now and she's more focused for you than for anyone else. Even more than for her own father."



  Draco sighed and pushed the hair out of his eyes. "Yeah, I know. I guess I'm just in a rotten mood today."



  Harry nodded knowingly. "Yeah, acting too much like a Gryffindor will do that to you."



  Draco winced. "She told you, didn't she?"



  "She didn't have to," he replied with a laugh. "You fought to protect your wife and got hurt in the process. Had you been Slytherin about it, you would have snuck up and knifed him in the
  back or something."



  "A knife is too traditional, Harry. I would have sent Fuzz to take care of them," Draco replied haughtily.



  Harry chuckled for a moment, then looked up, perplexed. There was a shimmering in one corner of the room. It slowly grew stronger, then coalesced into Luna. His eyes narrowed and he looked at her.
  "I see someone has learned how to travel," he commented.



  "Oh, don't worry about it, Harry. I was in a rush. It's nearly time for Dray's potion," Luna told him as she walked over to the dresser and took a potion bottle from the drawer.



  "I thought that was a difficult spell to learn," Hermione exclaimed, turning to Harry and glaring at him.



  "Don't look at me. I didn't teach it to her," Harry protested.



  "But if she can learn it, why can't I?" Hermione grumped, then she turned to Luna. "Who taught you the spell?"



  "Oh, I found a book in the library here. Then the master helped me with the meditations needed," she replied airily. She was mixing a dose of potion for Draco and not really paying attention to
  any of them. Fuzz had climbed down off her shoulder and was watching her from the floor. She didn't like the smell of the potion.



  Harry moved out of the way so Luna could get to Draco. Standing, he walked over to a couch and sat down, where Hermione joined him a moment later.



  Dobby appeared and handed Harry a note.



  "It seems Neville and Ginny will be sent home tomorrow morning," he said after reading the note. "I hope Ginny is alright. She was pretty upset about what happened to her."



  Luna nodded, then she lifted the sheet covering Draco's back and folded it back. She banished his bandages and replaced them with clean ones. Finally, she turned to Harry and Hermione, sitting on
  the floor next to Draco like Harry had. "I think it will take her a bit, but she'll be fine. Neville was the one that scared me. He was so lost when he thought she was gone," she said softly.



  "I can see where Neville's coming from," Draco replied. He looked at Luna and reached out with one hand. She took it in her own and rubbed her cheek against it. "The past year has changed all
  of us, but the biggest change is in our relationships. Neville didn't even have a bond and he was lost without Ginny."



  "He had a bond," Harry said. "He had a bond stronger than any magic I know of. He loves her. It's a strange emotion and one I don't think I'll ever understand entirely. My Mum died because of
  it and I'd gladly give up my own life to keep Hermione safe."



  Hermione leaned against Harry and kept silent. It wasn't often that he talked so openly of his feelings, especially in front of others.



  "Killing Voldemort was an important step in my life, but falling in love with Hermione was an even greater step. I'm certain Neville feels exactly the same way. So much so, in fact, that Ginny
  became his reason for existing, he lived for her. And when he thought she was gone..." He stopped speaking. There was no need to go on, really. Those in the room understood perfectly.



  "Well, their new bond will make sure that won't happen again," Luna said with a laugh. "Once they learn to control it, anyway."



  "Control it?" asked Hermione. "Our bond was just there. The only control we had over our bond was in how much we wanted to share. I can narrow it down to the point where I can barely feel
  Harry, or widen it so that he can feel my emotions and thoughts."



  Luna looked at Harry. "Are you going to tell them, or just let them find out for themselves?"



  Harry looked sheepish. "Well, about their bond. It's different than ours. You two have a bond that's largely powered by Luna's unique magic. What Hermione and I have is kind of a
  super-telepathy."



  Hermione crossed her arms and looked at him pointedly. "I think we all figured that out by now, Harry."



  He winced and plowed on. "Neville and Ginny's bond was created by magic and will be fueled by their combined power. That means it will be a little more obvious in nature."



  Hermione scowled. "Obvious, how?"



  "Oh, really, Hermione. It should be clear enough to you. Strong emotions, connected by the magic of a powerful witch and wizard? He's talking about wild spontaneous magic. Until they learn to
  control it, we can assume that every time one or the other is feeling particularly loving, there may be a burst of wild magic," Luna said, then she giggled. "I think it's sweet. Neville's never
  been particularly demonstrative."



  "That isn't just Neville. It's a flaw of most males," Hermione said, smirking at her husband.



  "Oh, is that so?" asked Harry.



  Hermione started to reply when Harry gestured. Suddenly she was sitting on his lap and he was kissing her as deeply as he could. She fought him for a moment before surrendering to his kiss.



  Nearly a minute later, he eased his grip. Hermione's eyelids were closed and she shivered a little in his arms. He laughed and kissed her cheek.



  "Not demonstrative, eh?" he said teasingly.



  She opened her eyes and realized he had upstaged her in front of their friends. "I will so get you for that, Potter!" she sent him.



  "You have me already, love. We're forever, remember?"





  Haven School of Witchcraft and Wizardry...



  "Come!"



  Minerva looked up from the pile of books on her desk. Filius and Emma Granger had compiled a long list of rituals and wards that would need to be put back on Hogwarts before it could be made
  suitable as a school again.



  The door to her office opened and to Minerva's surprise, the Minister stepped into the room.



  "Amelia," she said standing up. "This is a surprise!"



  Amelia smiled and took one of the seats in front of Minerva's desk. "Yes, I suppose it is. But I figured I'd head you off and come to you before you come to me."



  "Oh?" Minerva said. Honestly, she had no idea what Amelia was talking about. To cover her confusion, she quickly conjured some tea and offered Amelia a cup.



  Amelia accepted the cup and waited until the Headmistress was seated behind her desk again.



  "Minerva, we both know that you're itching to get back to Hogwarts now that we've retaken it. However, I'm going to ask you to hold off for a while, a week or two at the most. I'd like you to
  hear a couple of ideas that Harry and Hermione passed to me. I thought they were good ideas, so I mentioned them to Brogan Mallory."



  "The Irish Minister for Magic?" Minerva exclaimed.



  Amelia paused and smiled. "Quite. In fact, he was very interested in my proposal."



  Minerva leaned back in her chair and looked at the Minister with a stern expression. "Alright, Amelia, stop building up to it and just come out and say it."



  Amelia smiled into her cup and took a sip. "Alright, to the point then. The Irish have looked over the results of the midterm tests from Haven and they are some of the highest they have ever
  recorded for any school.



  "Mind you, we're all extraordinarily proud of that accomplishment and you have every right to be pleased with it. But the Irish recognize that with the retaking of Hogwarts, they risk losing what
  may be one of the best schools ever to be built on Irish soil.



  "Now, Harry and Hermione suggested that we consolidate Hogwarts and Haven into two schools under a single Headmistress. The students would move back and forth between the two schools using
  portals donated by the Potter's. Harry suggested that each school have a single, supervising professor, and you remain on as Headmistress to both schools.



  "Hermione suggested letting the students move back and forth between the schools so they may take advantage of the unique opportunities offered by both locations. The other reason why I ask you
  to hold off returning to Hogwarts is that, in the near term, we, that is the Ministry, will be using it as a base of operations to help with the recovery effort."



  She looked seriously at the Headmistress, a touch of sorrow in her eyes. "I'm afraid a part of the castle grounds will forever be Ministry property, Minerva. The Brotherhood Brigade will be
  housed on the far side of the school grounds, but still within the wards. We're also building a cemetery to commemorate those that we lost in the fight."



  Minerva played with her cup, trying to order her thoughts. Amelia's proposal sounded insane! When I catch Harry and Hermione I'm giving them both detention,
  she thought to herself. What were they thinking?



  Amelia smiled, seeing Minerva's expression change so radically in such a short timespan. "It's not that bad, Minerva. Your head teachers will do a lot of the work for you. You will oversee their
  efforts. Brogan doesn't want to lose what you've brought to his country, and Harry is thinking about setting up an educational foundation that would open schools under your leadership in several
  other countries."



  She suddenly jumped forward in her chair. "He's what?" she exclaimed.



  "It makes sense, Minerva," Amelia said calmly. "Right now each school teaches their students differently. Beauxbatons specializes in charms, Hogwarts in Magical Animal Care and
  Transfiguration. Durmstrang is a Dark Arts academy. What we are proposing is a standard curriculum. Each school will still have it's own brand of unique specialties, of course. However, on top of
  that, each school will have the same basic quality foundation."



  When Minerva looked at her doubtfully, Amelia just shook her head. "Harry said you'd be uncomfortable with the idea. He was hesitant to even bring it to me. Look, Minerva, think on the idea for a
  while. This isn't going to happen overnight. We'll be lucky if Hogwarts can even open in September. I've toured the school and the interior is a wreck. It's going to be one of our priorities to
  restore the school to it's former glory, but that won't happen overnight, even with a thousand wizards helping.



  "Talk to Harry and Hermione. Personally, I think this is Hermione's idea, but it was Harry that broached it with me. I swear those two are going to be a political force to reckon with if they
  decide to stay in politics."



  She sat back then and watched Minerva.



  The tough Headmistress leaned back on her chair and considered what she had been told. Clearly she needed to talk to her two ex-Gryffindors and see what kind of madness they had in mind. Finally,
  she nodded at the Minister. "Alright. But do you think it would be possible for me to return to the castle sometime in the next week? I should meet with the ghosts and reassure them that the
  school will be coming back. Their aid, from what I understand, was most valuable. We owe them that much, at least."



  Amelia leaned back in her chair. Got her! she crowed to herself. "I don't see a problem with that. Perhaps we could make it a tour with some others that
  have been wanting to see the castle and review what happened."



  Minerva nodded and gave her a tight smile. Amelia had known it was going to be a very difficult sell to convince Minerva to go for this idea, but when Harry mentioned a standard for schools world
  wide, under Minerva's direction, she jumped on it as a way of keeping her from becoming too Irish.





  Padfoot Manor, Susan and Terry's bedroom...



  "Where is she?"



  Susan looked up and beamed at her aunt. She had just finished feeding the baby and was rocking her gently, trying to get a burp out of her.



  "Right here, Auntie. Finally come to see your new grand niece?" she asked teasingly.



  "Oh, Sus, I've wanted to come here all day. I wanted to be here yesterday for you. You know that," Amelia replied.



  Susan nodded. "I know, but it turned out for the best. We won the war and brought a new member into the family. Aunt Amelia, meet Siomha Amelia Jennifer Boot," she said, holding up the baby.



  Amelia stepped forward eagerly. "Oh, she's beautiful, Susan. I'm so pleased to meet her at last."



  She took the baby into her arms and looked down at the little bundle. Siomha yawned and burped, which for her, was the sum total of her accomplishments so far.



  "She's got your chin," Amelia said, teasing Susan.



  "As long as she doesn't snore like her Daddy!"



  Amelia looked around. "Where is Terry?"



  "I made him take a nap earlier. Then, after Harry and Hermione visited for a while, he went over to the Operations Center to check on a few things. The poor thing was so tired. He was afraid to
  sleep in the bed with me so he kipped out on a day bed in Harry's study and didn't get more than a few hours sleep. I woke up this morning to find him singing to the baby, trying to keep her quiet
  so I could sleep a little longer."



  Amelia sat on the couch next to Susan's bed and rocked the baby slightly. "I know Terry doesn't think so, but his work was invaluable. I think Caleb would have been lost without him there to keep
  track of all the little details."



  "I know, Auntie, but he doesn't always see it that way. Compared to what Harry or Neville did..."



  Amelia huffed. "Proud, stubborn men!" she exclaimed, shaking her head. "Susan, what Terry did was every bit as important. In some ways, even more so. And now he's got the most important job
  of all; being a father to your child. It's up to you to let him know he's appreciated, and needed, just like it's his job to show you the same thing."



  She cuddled with the baby for a moment, smiling down at her. "He'll come around, Sus, he's not stupid. In the meantime, you and all of Harry's Brotherhood are up for Orders of Merlin and a few
  other awards."



  "Me?" exclaimed Susan. "All I did was act as a glorified secretary and grouch about being unable to reach my feet to tie my shoes!"



  "All of you," Amelia repeated sternly. She was proud of all of them. They had come so far and done so much. "Each of you had a special role that you played in this war."



  The child in her arms cooed and Amelia smiled down at her for a moment. When she looked up at her niece again, her gaze was piercing. "This precious child," she said seriously, "is more
  important than anything else. She is our future. She represents all that is good in our world and she's a commitment to going forward."



  Susan smiled weakly and nodded. She never could win an argument with her aunt.





  Padfoot Manor, Harry and Hermione's bedroom...



  Hermione sat in front of her mirror attempting, for what seemed like the millionth time, to tame her hair. It seemed as though both she and Harry were doomed to have unmanageable hair.



  Thinking of Harry, her eyes softened. She'd managed to keep him in the manor all day. Today had been filled with a lot of quiet conversations, as people seemed to need to reach out and touch
  everyone. It was almost as if they needed reassurance that they had made it through the battle.



  She smiled, spotting Harry come out of the bathroom. He wore just his boxers and a robe. He threw her a lopsided grin, then walked over to stand behind her. He took her brush from her hands and
  started brushing her hair. She sighed and leaned back against him. She loved when he did this.



  "I've been thinking," he said.



  "Hmmm?" His hand on her hair and the rhythm of the brush made her drowsy.



  "I'm going to run an idea by you, then you tell me if you think it's cheating or not."



  She opened her eyes and looked at him in the mirror. "Alright."



  "You know how I can read a book really fast and remember it verbatim? Well, I was thinking, if I read a book and then communed with you, couldn't I pass the entire contents of the book to you?"



  She stopped his brushing and turned in her chair to look at him. "You could, but why would you want to?"



  Harry gestured and a chair slid across the room. When it stopped, he sat down facing her. "I think it would take me only a day to read all the seventh year texts, then I could pass them to you. A
  week for all seven years of textbooks. After that, we could pass them to the others, then work on the practicals so that we can take our NEWTS."



  She stared at him in shock. "You want to take your NEWTS?"



  He nodded. "I know it sounds silly. I mean, we never have to work a day in our lives if we don't want to, but not every one of us is in that boat. Terry and Susan for example. The Bones family
  does alright, but other than their house and their vault, who knows what's left of their income? Neville's well off, so he and Ginny are set. And I set Draco up with a nice starting fund, but I
  can't see any of us living without some form of work.



  "I want us to be as normal as possible, Hermione. I want our kids to grow up normally and for them to be proud that their parents didn't coast through life. I thought we could learn the books,
  then pass the information to the others. It's early April. If we can do this, then all of us could help each other take our NEWTS with the school in late May."



  Hermione stared at him, trying to weigh what he was saying. She had thought that he might press her to start a family if they survived Voldemort, but this was the last thing she had expected.



  "Alright," she said slowly, folding her hands in her lap. "Why don't you tell me the rest of your grand plan?"



  Harry shrugged and mumbled something incomprehensible.



  "What was that?"



  "I said I don't have a grand plan, Hermione," he snapped, then he dropped his eyes again. "I was hoping that you might have some ideas. Voldemort has been this huge obstacle in my life and
  now that he's gone, I'm not really sure what to do."



  She shook her head. "What about what you told Ginny?"



  "About wanting to see the world?" he asked.



  She nodded.



  "I do, but see what? I don't know, I thought you might have some ideas. There are a few places I'd like to visit and spend a few days exploring, but how much of that can you do before the place
  becomes routine? I want to do more than just sightsee, I want to learn. Sheik Alim said he knew someone that would like to take on an apprentice enchanter for a year or two. It's an idea, but I was
  hoping you'd have a few, too," he said hesitantly.



  "You surprise me. I had halfway expected you to want to start a family," she murmured.



  Harry stared at her for a moment, then he frowned. "Do you want to start a family?"



  "No, not yet. I don't know if we're ready. I don't know if I'm ready."



  He looked relieved. "Good. I want to have a family someday, but not today. I barely know how to be a proper husband. What do I know about being a father? Vernon is my only example and all I know
  is that what he did is what I should not do."



  She frowned at the mention of Vernon.



  "I want us to have a family someday, love. I can think of nothing nicer than seeing a little bushy haired green eyed girl running around the house. But I think we need time for ourselves, first.
  Is that selfish of me? I want you all to myself and I'm not ready to share you with anyone, even if it is someone we create together."



  She shook her head. She would have given him children if he had wanted, but she was pleased and proud of his response. It was very mature and took both their feelings into account. "You really
  don't know what you want to do?"



  "Other than getting our NEWTS, no. I know I have the Brigade to deal with still and I'm not sure what I can do about that, but I'm tired, Hermione. I don't want to be the Boy-Who-Lived anymore. I
  just want to be Harry, husband of the smartest witch since Ravenclaw herself. I don't want to lead people anymore."



  "Oh, Harry," she whispered. She understood what he was saying, but there was something he was missing, as well. She reached out and brushed one finger against his cheek, her eyes serious.
  "More than your 'saving people' thing, Harry, you are a leader. It's a part of you. You may not like it, but people will always look to you for leadership and guidance. The war is coming to an
  end and, like it or not, you are the hero of this war. You don't have to enjoy it, but you better start accepting the fact that people will still look to you. I'd like nothing more than for us to
  vanish into obscurity like you mentioned to the press, but we both know they won't let us.



  She sighed, and took his hands in hers. "I see what you want to do, and if I thought the world would let you, I'd happily stand in front and shield you from it. But the world won't allow it. In a
  way, I feel sorry for the rest of the world. They don't know you like I do, and that's a real shame."



  Harry scowled at her. "So, what would you suggest, then?"



  "Use your fame to your advantage, my heart. In the beginning, it will be the rebuilding of Britain. But there is so much more that you can do 
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    Sunrise Over Britain
Chapter 33 - Of Endings and Beginnings

    

  Standard Disclaimer:



  Ron Weasley walked onto the stage, followed by Albus Dumbledore, Severus Snape and Lord Voldemort.



  "We're dead because of this story!" Ron growled. "And I never had the chance to get laid!"



  "Oh, do be quiet, Weasley," snarled Snape. "Your pubescent fantasies not withstanding, I do think we should have been treated better." He pushed back his hair and stuck his nose in the air.
  "After all, I have been confused for that famous muggle. What's his name again? Alan Alda?"



  Dumbledore chuckled. "I do believe you mean Alan Rickman, my dear boy. Would you like a lemon drop?"



  "Quiet! The three of you are enough to make me want to give up my plans to take over the world and take up girl scout hunting instead!" exclaimed Voldemort.



  "I always knew you were a pervert," muttered Ron.



  Voldemort leered at Ron, who blanched and ducked behind Dumbledore.



  Dumbledore smiled benignly, then cast a charm, making the back of robe to turn transparent. "Like what you see, Ronny? Would you like some candy?"



  Ron turned green and made retching noise.



  Alyx stormed onto the stage. "STOP THIS RIGHT NOW!" she bellowed.



  Bob looked up from the word processor. "What now? Can't you see I'm busily crafting the next 'Gone with the Wind'? 'Blowing Potter', I call it."



  Alyx turned away from him for a moment to silently pray for someone to bring her husband's sanity back, then she pulled out her Frying Pan of Infinite Attacks. "ARRGHH!!" As battle cries went,
  she knew it needed work but was pressed for time.



  Bob slid bonelessly to the floor, unconscious.



  The other four eyed Alyx and her lethal kitchenware warily.



  "You four were supposed to tell people how this story is fan fiction, that we make no claim to any rights and that it all belongs to JK Rowling. What were you thinking?" she asked angrily.



  "Well," Dumbledore said, pointing at the others. "Ron wanted to get laid, Snape thinks he's Alan Alda and Voldemort wants to take over the world. But you seem like a very nice girl. Would you
  like a lemon drop? And maybe to sit on my lap and call me Daddy?"



  "ARRGHH!!" Alyx cried once more and the Frying Pan of Infinite Attacks flashed in anger. Dumbledore slid to the floor, unconscious.



  "Daddy that, you old pervert!" Alyx exclaimed, then she stormed off the stage, muttering to herself.



  Bob lifted his head. "Next time I'm writing one disclaimer and just repeat it for each chapter," he grumbled, holding his head.





  Sunrise Over Britain

  Chapter 33






  Anafi Island, Greece (April 20th)...



  Hermione sat on a chair on the balcony overlooking the bay and sipped her tea. It was very late and the moon hung low in the sky, casting alternating light and shadows on the water. The past week
  had been eventful on a very personal level.



  Harry was right, she thought. We needed the time here to relax and take stock of what happened.



  Harry slept in their bed a few feet away. She still felt a glow from their love making.



  Over the course of the week, at one time or another, each of them had broken down, but the others had been there to help. Some were quite public, like Ginny and Tonks who had both resorted to
  yelling and throwing crockery before subsiding into exhausted weeping. Others were more private, like Harry and Hermione, who waited for the privacy of their bedroom and the comforting arms of
  their loves before they broke down.



  It had also been a week of surprises and jokes, some of which came from the past.



  Shaking her head, Hermione smiled to herself, thinking of their second night in Anafi.



  The cry woke everyone.



  Harry and Hermione threw on their robes, certain that something was terribly wrong. They rushed from their bedroom only to find most of the Brotherhood joining
  them in the hall. There, they milled around until Susan and Terry came out of their room.



  " Susan, what's wrong with the baby?" asked Harry worriedly. He was already trying to figure out the quickest way of getting a healer to the island.



  Susan smiled. "There's nothing wrong with her. I don't know whose baby is crying, but it's not mine."



  Harry scowled and motioned for everyone to be silent. He cocked his head several times, trying to see if he could determine where the sound was coming from. He was
  becoming very concerned and the longer he listened, the more sure he felt that there was a baby nearby in need of help.



  " Nothing. It's the same from every direction," he muttered.



  " Maybe the elves can help," Hermione offered. She was nearly as worried as he was.



  Harry nodded. "Sippi, Tippi," he called.



  With a pair of dull pops, the ancient elves appeared, looking very tired.



  Harry knelt down on one knee to face them. "Somewhere near the house is a baby. We need to find it and make sure it's alright. Can you help us?" he
  asked.



  Sippi and Tippi exchanged a glance, then Sippi stepped forward. "Is no baby, Master Harry. That is spell from Master James."



  Harry sat down heavily on the floor. "A spell my father made? Why does it sound like a baby crying?"



  " Master James wanted to invites his friends and their ladies to visit and use this house. He knew how lonely we got with no one here, so he wanted more peoples
  to visit. But he left the house charmed to sound alarm when someone became pregnant," Tippi replied.



  Harry looked up at his friends. Almost every woman took a step back, and then rushed for their wands. Susan didn't move and Hermione wandlessly cast the detection
  charm on herself, which came up negative.



  One by one the women returned to the group. Ginny looked a little disappointed, and Luna looked extremely focused, but she shook her head. One by one the men
  breathed a sigh of relief, or disappointment, it was impossible to tell.



  One woman was still missing from the group.



  Dan looked around nervously and Hermione gapped.



  " Daddy!" she said, sounding shocked.



  " Dan!" came a shriek from a bedroom.



  " Oh, lord!" he muttered, then bolted for the bedroom he shared with his wife.



  " Really, Hermione, it's not like they stop having sex after you were born," commented Luna. "I don't know about the rest of you ladies, but if I have my
  way, I'll be a hundred and forty and wrinkled like a prune before I give up riding my dragon."



  Draco groaned, turned and purposely banged his head against the wall. The others tried to stifle their mirth.



  Harry turned back to the house elves. "Can you turn off the alarm? Or reset it?" he asked.



  Sippi nodded and snapped her fingers. The crying stopped immediately.



  She finished her tea and climbed out of the chair. The day would be starting in a few hours and she needed to get a bit more sleep. She climbed into bed and settled herself just as Harry rolled
  over, catching her with one arm and drawing up behind her. She snuggled back into him, knowing his action was automatic.



  She drifted off to sleep still thinking about the fact that she would soon have a sibling.



  Harry awoke a few hours later to an empty bed. He climbed out and stretched, then rubbed his eyes. Except for one bad night, these past few days had been exceptionally healing for him. He didn't
  like to think about that particular night, only because it was triggered by a nightmare, leading him to believe that future nightmares could do the same thing.



  Hermione had held him, and using their bond, helped him work his way through it. But for a brief moment, he had teetered on the brink of utter despair.



  Dressing casually in shorts and a t-shirt, he went in search of breakfast, and his wife.



  He found her in the main dining room and was shocked to see her wearing a t-shirt that read, 'My Husband invaded Britain and all I got was this lousy t-shirt.'



  She looked up and smirked at him. His t-shirt read, 'Unemployed Dark Lord Slayer. Will slay for food!' and she nearly rolled her eyes, but figured it might be a tad hypocritical.



  He sat down next to her and grinned. "Nice shirt, but if we want to be technical, I didn't really invade Britain. I just stormed Hogwarts," he said, then looked around at the empty room.
  "Where is everybody?"



  Hermione calmly buttered a roll. "Oh, they'll be here shortly," she said, then picked up her wand and waved it, causing a bell like tone to ring throughout the house.



  A few moments later, Emma walked in, grinning at Harry and wearing a t-shirt that read, 'I'm pregnant...'



  Dan followed on her heels, wearing a shirt that read, '...And I'm surprised!'



  "Oh, you've got to be kidding me," Harry protested.



  Hermione laughed. "We've been putting up with your shirts for two years. Now it's our turn."



  Tonks and Remus entered next. Tonks' shirt said, 'Don't follow in my footsteps. I walk into walls.'



  Remus' shirt was an echo of Tonks'. His read, 'Official Guide Wolf for the positionally challenged.'



  Luna walked in wearing a shirt that read, 'Save the whales! Trade them for valuable prizes!' and Harry nearly choked. She stopped and smiled at him before sitting down.



  Harry was sorely tempted to bang his head against the table.



  A moment later Draco walked in wearing a shirt that read, 'Honk if you love Slytherin'. He looked down at the bright yellow garment covered with black lettering and turned to Luna. "It would work
  better if this wasn't in Hufflepuff colors. And what does it mean to Honk?"



  "Yes, Draco, I know. And don't worry about it," she replied calmly.



  Neville stepped in wearing a shirt that read, 'One man's weed is another man's potion ingredient.'



  Ginny followed wearing a shirt that read, 'Official Dark Lord Slayer Ego Deflater.'



  Susan walked in next wearing a shirt that said, 'I'm the Mummy'. She was followed by Terry, whose shirt read, 'I'm the Daddy'. Then Susan held up the baby, who wore a t-shirt reading, 'I'm in
  charge'.



  Harry groaned at the group. "Who's bright idea was this?"



  "Yours, in a way, Harry. We just felt that it was such a good idea, we all wanted to do it," replied Ginny smugly.



  "Right. And I'm in the line of succession for the throne," Harry replied dryly.





  Padfoot Manor, One Week Later (April 24th)...



  "Two weeks!" Amelia said tightly. "Two weeks you and your people have been out of contact."



  Harry stared at her for a moment, his expression dark. "Yes, Amelia, we took two weeks off to rest and recuperate. There isn't a person among us who didn't break down sometime during those two
  weeks. We have been training for the war for nearly two years. Now that it's over, most of us, believe it or not, want to take a moment to breathe and take stock of the price we've paid."



  "Seriously, Amelia," Hermione interjected, "you knew how to reach us if it was an emergency. Besides, the King himself told us to take the time off."



  "You're not going to make me feel guilty over this. I left a message saying we'd be back and how to contact us," Harry said, gesturing with his arm, taking in all his friends.



  They were tightly packed behind Harry with various expressions on their faces. Susan and Terry looked ashamed, while most, like Ginny, Harry and Hermione, looked irate about being called to task
  for taking their trip. They had just arrived back at the manor and hadn't even made it to their rooms when the Minister caught up with them.



  "Look, Amelia, I've told you this before, but I'll repeat it. I'm not going to spend my life in the public eye. As soon as I can, I hope to leave the British Army and take a few years off to see
  the world with my wife. The Brotherhood isn't disbanding, but we all have dreams we want to follow. For me, that doesn't include being poster boy for the Ministry."



  Amelia turned red. She was about to speak when Remus stepped between her and Harry.



  "Both of you calm down. Amelia, Harry isn't talking about dropping everything in your lap today, but you need to see this from his perspective. Ginny and Neville were badly injured. Draco was
  hurt, as well. Susan and Terry, myself, even Harry... all of us have had to pay a high price victory and we're tired."



  Remus took a breath and glanced around before turning back to Amelia. "I think I can safely say that none of us will shirk our duties. We all know rebuilding will take time and we'll do our part.
  But Harry recognized that we needed to get away for a while. That's all it was. A two week vacation so we could remember why we fought in the first place."



  He looked fondly at Tonks, who had also became pregnant over the holiday. "We needed to be reminded that we're only human."



  "Amelia," Harry said softly, his tone apologetic. "I can promise you we'll all be back on the job first thing tomorrow morning."



  Amelia sighed and nodded, the anger draining out of her. "I'm sorry, Harry. The last two weeks have been hellish. We have nearly a hundred captured Death Eaters and we don't know what to do with
  them."



  Susan stepped forward. She held the baby cradled in her arm. "I think Aunt needs to be reminded of what we're all fighting for," she said, as she handed Siomha to Amelia.



  Amelia's hard expression softened immediately.



  "I know you can't do it now, Amelia, but you need to take a break also. Find time somewhere in your schedule. You're welcome to use my vacation home. Some time in the sun by the sea would do you
  a world of good," Harry told her over Susan's shoulder.



  Amelia glanced up from the baby and nodded.



  He turned to the others and gestured. They scattered to their rooms to unpack. It was a good two weeks, but now it was time to get back to work.





  Hogwarts Refugee Camp (April 28th)...



  Harry wore his cloak with the hood up as he walked through the tent city that had sprung up around the castle. Hermione and the others had kicked him from the castle as they oversaw the Brigade
  moving into Camp Hogwarts, the facility just on the outskirts of the school grounds.



  He grinned to himself. Because he'd stuck his nose into everyone else's business, he had been told by Hermione to take a walk while his company commanders got everything under control. The American
  units were being redeployed, and for a brief time, the Brigade would return to it's Auror roots by providing police services until Amelia could get the Department of Magical Law Enforcement up and
  running properly.



  The refugee camp around the Red Pentagram field office had grown to the size of a small city. Nearly fifteen thousand wizards, witches and squibs were now living in tents, effectively filling the
  space between Hogwarts and Hogsmeade.



  It was where the Brigade would be doing most of its policing. Despite the end of the war, human problems still existed. Husbands and wives fought, people stole - in other words, people were
  returning to normal - and the Brigade was needed to watch over them until Amelia could field new Aurors.



  Every morning, Ministry supervisors would set up their recruitment tables in the refugee camp, taking any able bodied person capable of working. They'd earn a galleon a day, plus meals. If they had
  a family to feed, they would receive extra money and food based on the number of people they were responsible for.



  The Muggle Government had reoccupied the parliament building in London and from their they were coordinating reconstruction efforts. Department M was continually slipping in magical help at the
  insistence of both Amelia and Harry. As a result of such help, several metropolitan hospitals were returned to service much sooner than expected and London had reliable power, even if they only had
  it for twelve hours a day.



  The people seemed to take things in stride once the initial shock and celebrations were over. The BBC was back on the air, broadcasting from several locations, providing information about medical
  and rescue services. They also spent ten minutes every hour running a show called "Who's where?" in an attempt to reunite families and friends. Generally, people grumbled, but even the most
  vocal of critics could see that progress was being made.



  Aid rushed into Britain from around the world. London's Heathrow Airport was turned into a huge relief and distribution center, with aircraft landing every five minutes.



  Harry walked through the camp, his mind grappling with the magnitude of the problem. Suddenly it seemed like the last two years of war preparation had been a sham. All that work and when it finally
  came down to the end, it wasn't really the end, but the beginning of a whole new set of problems. Problems that were even more important than Voldemort and it was so overwhelming. For the first
  time in his life, he felt like running.



  The morning staff meeting with Ministry representatives had covered topics like food distribution, crowd control and waste disposal. Sylvia August was terribly concerned that overcrowding in the
  camp, coupled with poor waste management, would lead to disease. What did he know about sewerage?



  Harry paused in his musings and looked around. Nearby, a young woman with a wicked scar and a limp was nursing a small infant. Both looked like they hadn't eaten in weeks, although Harry knew
  better. Food was quite plentiful in the camp. The pair looked as though they'd been through hell, but they were recovering.



  A young man crawled out of the tent and walked over to the woman, who smiled up at him. When he grinned and caressed her hair lovingly, Harry blinked and pushed back his hood.



  "Stan? Stan Shunpike?"



  "Wot?" asked the young man, looking around guardedly. Then he spotted Harry. "Blimey! Maggie, look! It's Harry Potter!"



  Harry walked toward him his hand outstretched. "I'm glad to see you made it through the war, Stan."



  Stan shook his hand nervously, while Maggie watched Harry with an awestruck expression.



  "We wuz lucky, Mr. Potter. Ern... Ernie didn't make it, bless 'is soul. He tried to use the bus to escape, but the Death Eaters caught him," Stan replied.



  Harry sighed. "I think we've all lost friends." He looked down at the baby, then back to Stan. "Do you have everything you need?"



  Stan bobbed his head. "We're alright for now. Things have been getting better. Little Ceci has been to a healer, who cured her cough, and Maggie is fixed up well enough."



  Harry nodded. Stan and Maggie were both squibs, but the infant already had a powerfully bright aura. He smiled at the pair. "Good enough, then. If you need anything, Stan, you come to the Brigade
  Headquarters over in the Ministry camp and ask for me. Alright?"



  Stan bobbed his head again. Maggie stood and handed him the baby. Then she limped over to Harry and kissed his cheek. "My husband is a proud man, Mr. Potter, but we both thank you for everything
  you've done."



  Harry swallowed noisily and smiled down at the woman. Then he turned and walked back toward the camp.



  "Did ya see, Maggie? Harry Potter himself is looking out for us! Cor!"



  Harry blushed, hearing Stan's comment.



  " Hermione?" he sent.



  " What?" came the irritable reply. "Are you sticking your nose in places it doesn't belong again?"



  He winced. "I'm sorry about that," he replied contritely. "How much does a Hogwarts education cost?"



  Their bond widened and he could feel the confusion his question had caused her. "What? Why do you need to know?"



  " I ran into an old friend in the camp. Do you remember Stan Shunpike, the squib that worked on the Knight Bus? I ran into him and his wife in the camp, along
  with a baby girl who's going to be a powerful witch. They looked pretty banged up, but are doing alright."



  " And?"



  He could tell by her tone that she was no longer irritated at him.



  " Well, I thought I'd open a educational trust for the baby. You know how hard squibs have it, getting work in our world is nearly impossible for them. Would
  say, twenty thousand galleons, be enough?"



  " Damn you, Harry Potter! How am I supposed to stay angry with you when you keep doing things like this? Get your tight butt back here so I can hug you
  properly!"



  " I'm on my way," he replied with a grin, then he apparated to her.





  Hogwarts Castle (April 29th)...



  Harry walked into the Great Hall and nodded in approval. The room had been scrubbed until it shone. The Ministry was putting every body they could find to work, even if it was just to push a broom.
  It seemed strange that the Ministry was relying on muggle methods, but that was what they were doing. Hermione explained to Harry that they didn't want people using magic, since not everyone had
  the same level of capabilities, even for simple stuff like cleaning spells.



  Harry nodded to Arthur Weasley, who sat at the long table. David, Amelia's aide, sat in one corner, taking notes. Chuck Stanton, representing the allied nations, sat next to Arthur.



  Harry grabbed the chair on the other side of Arthur and sat down. He absently noted Hermione enter the room and stand in the back among the growing crowd.



  Arthur stood. "May I have your attention please?" he asked loudly.



  The crowd slowly fell silent and all eyes turned to him.



  "Thank you," Arthur said with a touch of nervousness. "The issue of dealing with the prisoners has been tricky. The allied nations argued long and hard over how we should approach it before
  we came up with a solution which we feel is suitable.



  "In essence, the captured Death Eaters will be tried before a military tribunal, consisting of Colonel Potter as the ranking military officer stationed at Hogwarts. Brigadier General Charles
  Stanton, as the ranking allied officer, will be the tribunal president. The other officer will be Major Howard of the Canadian 5th Shamans.



  "In the event that the tribunal feels it necessary to turn a prisoner over to civilian authorities, we have prevailed upon Chief Justice Okobe Umtumba of the Council of Avalon to preside over a
  civilian trial."



  The doors opened once more and Justice Umtumba entered the Great Hall. The crowd parted instinctively, allowing him to pass. Harry's face light up, seeing his friend. He had not expected to see him
  here.



  When Harry stood, Chuck glanced at him in surprise, then climbed to his feet. A second later, Major Howard joined them.



  Umtumba stopped in front of the table with Arthur and the others and nodded in greeting. "Gentleman, I recognize your authority in all matters military. Should you need advice concerning issues
  of law, I am at your disposal."



  "We are honored by your presence and your faith in us," Chuck Stanton replied.



  Hermione was watching the four converse when she felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned to see Draco grinning broadly at her.



  "Do you want to see something interesting?" he asked, his eyes dancing wildly.



  "Sure. What is it?" she replied.



  "Come with me."



  Hermione followed Draco out of the Great Hall and towards Myrtle's bathroom on the second floor. Inside, she could hear the sound of shouting.



  "Come out here right now," shouted Myrtle. "Come out or I'll get the Baron! He put me in charge of you!"



  Hermione blinked in surprise and moved to stand next to Luna. "What's going on?" she whispered.



  "Someone's getting their comeuppance," Luna said smugly.



  Myrtle ignored the humans, choosing instead to hover near the stall next to hers. "You can't stay in there forever," she screeched. "Come out!"



  A head appeared through the door. "Damn you, child! Leave me be!"



  "No! You're mine! The Baron said I can keep you," Myrtle shouted.



  Hermione took a step back in shock and her hands flew up to her mouth. "Lucius Malfoy?" she gasped.



  Lucius' head turned. Spotting her, he sneered. "Filthy mudblood," he said. Then, seeing Draco and Luna, his expression darkened. "I nearly killed you both. I was so close! You're nothing but
  a damn weakling, Draco, and your mother is...Ahhhhhh!"



  His angry rant had been cut off by Myrtle, who had reached out and grabbed Lucius by the ear, twisting it viciously. "Manners! You are going to be respectful and mindful of your manners if you're
  going to be mine for eternity!"



  "Is it possible for ghost to turn even paler?" Luna asked curious, looking at Lucius.



  "It seems so," Draco drawled, amused.



  Hermione stepped back until her shoulders brushed the wall and bit her lip hard, trying not to laugh.



  Myrtle moved closer to Lucius. "You will be nice to them. Hermione is my friend. I let her have my Harry, after all. And Draco's a very nice boy. I could have had him if I wanted. Now, be a good
  boyfriend and behave yourself!"



  Lucius twisted free from Myrtle's grasp and vanished. Myrtle groaned loudly and vanished in chase.



  Hermione slid down the wall she was leaning up against, holding her sides as her laughter bounced off the walls of the bathroom. "A ghost?" she finally stammered between giggles.



  "It does take some getting used to," Draco replied. His lips twisted for a moment. "Oh Gods, my mother is going to love this." He finally gave in and his laughter quickly joined Hermione's.



  Luna watched them both for a moment, thinking. If she asked nicely, she was sure her father would let her borrow one of his cameras. It would be nice to get a picture of Narcissa's face when Draco
  told her what had become of her ex-husband.





  Commander's Quarters, Hogwarts Military Station (May 5th)...



  Hermione was worried about Harry. The last two weeks had been hard on everyone, but the infighting and bickering that Harry was putting up with in regard to the tribunal had been tearing him apart.
  The problem could be summed up in one word: execution. Most of the captured Death Eaters would be sentenced to death for their crimes, but in Britain, the muggle world had outlawed capital
  punishment years earlier.



  The King had ordered the Ministry to move more in line with the muggles, and that was causing a lot of problems. Then, to top it off, the Ministry no longer had a means of executing prisoners. The
  Dementors were gone, and the veil was locked under tons of hardened lava. As it was, it was estimated that recovering the old Ministry building would take several years.



  Amelia had decided it would be easier to build a new facility next to the old one, then turn the old building over to the historians to recover at their leisure.



  Hermione had appealed to Amelia to start releasing the Brotherhood from their duties. She hadn't spoken to Harry about it, but she had cited Harry's leg injury as a major reason why he should not
  be allowed to continue as commander of the Brigade. Amelia had been non-committal, but she had at least listened.



  Harry stepped into their bedroom and peeled off his tie before all but collapsing in a chair.



  " You look tired," Hermione sent him.



  " Tired doesn't begin to describe it. Talk, talk, talk, all day long. Merlin! I never knew talking could be so exhausting."



  " Did you make any progress today?"



  He looked at her and smiled softly. "I think so. Or, I should say, I think we might have come up with something that will work, if we can convince the muggle
  governments to go along with it."



  Hermione took off her robe, revealing a very skimpy, sheer negligee. Once she had his full attention, she walked over and sat on his lap. "Well, don't keep me in
  suspense. Tell me what you've thought up."



  He wrapped both arms around her and buried his face in her neck, breathing deeply. It was something she loved and it always sent shivers up and down her back.



  "Witch," he said fondly. "How do you expect me to talk business with you sitting in my lap, wiggling your butt and looking the way you do?"



  "Patience, Harry," she said primly. He knew she was deliberately teasing him, but two could play that game.



  He gently pushed her off his lap and stood up. Then, taking her hand, he led her into the bathroom. Normally, the bath would have been a copy of every other bathroom they had set up for couples in
  the Brigade camp, but Hermione decided the commander should be allowed a little leeway in what his or her bath was like. Harry didn't mind. He wholeheartedly approved of the fact that Hermione like
  to share baths with him.



  She had sunk the tub into the floor and, rather than spigots to add water, one side of the pool sized tub had a continual rain storm dropping water at a constant rate. The water temperature and
  various additives could be changed by adjusting the cloud above that end of the pool.



  Harry stripped down and slid into the pool. Then he looked up at Hermione, who stood undecided.



  "Well? If you want to listen, you'll have to get wet," he said with a grin.



  She laughed, catching his double meaning, then slipped out of her negligee and climbed in.



  Harry leaned back his head and sighed for a moment. Hermione knew he was organizing his thoughts before he spoke.



  "You would be surprised how many countries have ways of executing prisoners and just how gruesome some of them are," he said softly. She had to strain over the sound of the falling rain to hear
  him. He opened his eyes and looked at her. "When the allied nations realized we were without a method, they began to step forward with ideas and it ended up becoming a diplomatic nightmare. Poor
  Chuck didn't know what to do. He's in charge of a military tribunal, not a conference on capital punishment."



  He paused and reached down in the water to knead his calf.



  "When I left the court tonight they were taking a serious look at the idea I had, but I could tell a number of the allied nations weren't happy with it. They aren't happy with anything that
  leaves the prisoners alive."



  "Alive?" she blurted. She knew he had been working on his own solution, but had not expected him to suggest anything that would let Death Eaters live.



  "Yeah. I suggested we bind their magic, then do a total memory wipe before handing them over to the muggle authorities as normal prisoners. Believe me, it's better than what Argentina wanted us
  to do. They were in favor of a public flogging, followed by a private hanging."



  Hermione pushed his hands away from his leg and took up the job of massaging his calf. She stopped for a moment and shivered. "That's barbaric," she muttered.



  "People are angry," he explained. "The real numbers are starting to come in and they aren't good. Amelia thinks we lost nearly a third of wizarding Britain - that's over twenty thousand
  people - and the muggles are looking at numbers that far exceed our own. Everyone wants to make an example out of these prisoners so that no one will join the next dark lord that comes along."



  "I can understand that, Harry, but we've won. There's no need to sink to such brutal behavior. I'm surprised you suggested what you did, but it's the best idea I've heard yet. And it leaves them
  alive, even if they are powerless."



  He smiled at her. "I thought you'd approve. How are things otherwise?"



  "Well, Minerva has roughly half of the school elves working at the castle. You've probably seen them."



  "Seen them? You can't walk ten feet without tripping over them. They're running around, scrubbing and shining, putting up portraits and making lists of things that don't work anymore. I think
  she's determined to have the castle ready to receive students by September," he replied, then he stretched out a little more. Her massage had moved from his calf to other spots.



  "Did you know she's roped Flitwick into putting a team together to see if they can salvage the Express and get it working again?"



  He pulled her into his lap and she clutched at him while his hands worked their own miracles on her body. It was a game they played, one she'd never been able to win. Mutely, she shook her head. He
  was capable of holding a normal conversation and still love her to distraction.



  "That," she gasped, "sounds interesting... oh..."



  He grinned against her neck, then he lifted her easily in his arms and out of the tub. A simple gestureless charm and they were both dry when he laid her on the bed. She grinned and held out her
  arms for him, laughing when he fell into her embrace.



  There would be time for talking later.





  Hogsmeade Station (May 20th)...



  Professor Flitwick climbed up onto the ladder until he was high enough for everyone to see him. The station was packed with at least eight hundred people, all waiting in silence.



  Flitwick cast the sonorus charm on himself and looked around, beaming at the anxious faces.



  Harry stood not far from Hermione and he couldn't help but laugh, seeing the surprise on Flitwick's face. Two days ago the small professor had circulated a sheet in the camps asking for volunteers
  to help him fix the Hogwarts Express. The response to his flyer had been overwhelming.



  "Can everyone hear me?" Flitwick squeaked loudly.



  "Hear you, yes! See you? No!" shouted Remus, to the amusement of the crowd.



  Flitwick nodded, then flicked his wand at Remus, who quickly stopped laughing when he found himself hanging upside down from the edge of the station roof. The crowd laughed even louder and Tonks
  sat down heavily on the ground, giggling at her now sputtering husband.



  "Now that I have your attention," Flitwick continued merrily, "listen up. We have several tasks ahead of us, so we're going to break into groups. The first group will extract the engine and
  coal car from the wreckage and move it to the clearing behind the station. They will assemble over by what remains of the engine.



  "The second group is the fabrication team. They will be looking for small parts and items. Some of them will be repairing the items, others will be working on fixing the engine itself. The second
  group will set up in the clearing behind the station.



  "Finally, we have the track group, who will be cleaning up the remainder of the mess and working to fix the tracks. You know who you are. You'll start about two miles south of us and work north.
  We have several miles of badly damaged track that needs to be checked, cleaned and repaired."



  He paused and grinned widely at the crowd. "Let's get to work!"



  As the crowd broke up, Harry walked over to Hagrid and Flitwick. He and Hermione had volunteered to help extract the engine from the wreckage.



  The Express had been demolished in a train collision when Voldemort had taken over. The engineer had moved the train onto the main track from it's protected siding, where it was slammed into by
  commuter rail train.



  "Most of the two trains are in pieces. We need to figure out what belonged to the commuter train and what belonged to the Express," Flitwick was saying. "Fortunately, the commuter train was
  made mostly from aluminum. The Express is much heavier iron."



  "Well, let's get to it then," Hagrid said. "We ain't got all day." Turning away, he led the large group over to a huge pile of twisted metal.



  Flitwick ran to keep up with everyone. In front of the pile, he stopped and turned. "We'll start by levitating those top pieces," he said, pointing to several huge chunks of metal on top of the
  pile. "Remember, it's Wingardium Leviosa. And don't forget the swish and flick!"



  Harry looked at Hermione and they both broke into laughter. The last time Flitwick told them that, they ended up destroying a bathroom while fighting a troll. It was the start of a lifetime
  relationship, although they didn't know it at the time.



  Harry pulled his staff from its holster and expanded it to full size. Pointing, he raised it slightly and one of the commuter rail trucks lifted high into the air.



  "Oh, my goodness!" exclaimed Flitwick. "Excellent work, Mr. Potter! Marvelous!"



  Harry, distracted by the little Professor, let his control on the spell slip slightly.



  "Harry!" screamed Hermione.



  He turned and looked around wildly. The heavy truck was rapidly shrinking as it rose into the air.



  "We don't want to put things into orbit, Harry!" Hermione exclaimed.



  He blushed and brought the train truck back down to a reasonable height. "Sorry," he muttered. Around him, the crowd laughed, then turned to lift the pieces apart from the wreckage.



  Even with the use of magic it was hard work. Flitwick ran from one place to another, helping people figure out what part went into what pile.



  Several hours later, Harry found himself leaning up against the base of a tree, staring at several large piles of metal. Hagrid walked over and put a large tub filled with ice and drinks on the
  ground before sitting down next to it.



  "I don't know how they hope to put the Express back together," Harry said dubiously, eying the large piles of twisted metal.



  "They're going to try," Hagrid said with a shrug. "The Headmistress an' Professor Flitwick have a bet goin' on. She doesn' think he can do it so she's arrangin' fer portkeys to be made to
  send to the students... Not tha' they'll be a lot o' 'em this year."



  Harry reached into the tub and pulled out two bottles. He opened them, then nudged Hermione, who was dozing against his shoulder. She blinked and accepted the bottle of butterbeer gratefully.



  "Yehr parents would've been very proud o' yeh. I know most o' the Hogwarts Professors are. They are constantly usin' yeh two as examples," Hagrid said with a grin, then he nodded to the people
  milling about. House elves were delivering food and drink to the workers. "Yeh did good work out there. I know Professor Flitwick is pleased. He didn' think we'd get this much done today."



  "It beats sitting around listening to the representatives from wherever tell us what they think we should do with those prisoners. I was relieved when Chuck Stanton asked for a week's recess to
  confer with Washington," Harry replied.



  Hagrid chuckled and shook his head.



  "As it stands, they'll need to find a substitute for me come June first. Our NEWTS are starting then."



  "That'll be too late to graduate with your class," Hagrid said in a low rumble.



  "We know, but we'll have taken them, Hagrid," Hermione replied. "I'm sure we'll work up a private little celebration, even if we don't attend the graduating ceremony."



  "I'd rather attend that ceremony than all the others they keep trying to get me to attend. Fortunately, work here keeps me to busy," Harry said smugly.



  Hermione chuckled. He had been dodging Amelia's attempts to turn him into some sort of international hero by refusing to get involved in planning a multinational award ceremony. Hermione knew Harry
  wouldn't be able to avoid it forever, but he was going to put it off as long as he could.



  "You can't run forever, Harry. Amelia has already spoken to Caleb about awarding unit citations at the end of next month," Hermione said.



  Harry frowned, knowing that he couldn't avoid that. The people who fought for him came first.



  "So, what will you be doing, Hagrid?" asked Hermione.



  The large man grinned at her. "I'm goin' back to my old job. I'll rebuild my house an' spend half my time at Haven an' half here at Hogwarts. The Irish were kind enough to award me an official
  Mastery in Magic Animals fer my work with the Angels."



  Harry grinned. "That's brilliant, Hagrid!"



  Hagrid nodded. "Surprised me right down to me boots! And now I can do what I wanted. With Professor McGonagall's permission, I'm offerin' two different Care classes this next year. The regular
  one, an' one fer exotic animals. Yehr friend, Luna, is supposed to be helpin' me in tha' one. She's workin' on her own Mastery."



  Harry leaned back in the warm spring sun, pleased for his friend. Hagrid always seemed to be a bit of a problem, but he was finally getting the recognition and praise he deserved.





  Haven School, Graduation Day (June 1st)...



  "There you are!"



  Millicent turned toward the voice and watched as Deneb walked over. She'd been sitting on a secluded bench in the garden for nearly an hour. The graduation ceremony was over and students were
  milling around with their families, but she'd felt the need to be alone. Her family had done their duty by showing up, but had left almost immediately after the ceremony ended. They'd expected her
  to remain neutral during the war, but had found out about her work at the school and had made their displeasure clear.



  "I've been looking all over for you. What are you doing out here?" Deneb asked as he sat down beside her.



  "Thinking," she said with a shrug.



  "About?"



  "A lot of things, but mostly this." She passed him a letter she'd been holding in her hand.



  He scanned the letter quickly and smiled. Reaching into the pocket of his robe, he drew out a letter and held it up. "I got the same offer."



  Taking her letter back, she folded it and shoved it into her pocket.



  He frowned when she didn't speak. "What's wrong? I thought you'd be happy about this. I am. So were my parents. I bet yours will be too."



  "You'd lose that bet," she growled.



  "I doubt that. I saw your parents at graduation. They looked pleased."



  "You saw their public face, Deneb. Privately, my parents are furious with my involvement in the war. They know about this job offer and have already told me that I'll be disowned if I take it."



  "What? Disowned? Millicent, what's going on?"



  "My parents may have remained neutral during the war, but they're Slytherins through and through. Many of their friends and business associates were Death Eaters and they're far from pleased by
  the outcome of this war.



  "My actions in the war were a slap in the face to them, but they were willing to chalk it up to inexperience on my part and a lack of familial education on theirs. They were in the middle of
  telling me that they'd graciously forgive my actions and accept me back if I rededicated myself to the family when an elf popped in to deliver the letter. I'd barely finished reading it when my
  father snatched it out of my hands and read it. He then informed me that if I took the job, I'd be disowned, publicly."



  Deneb scowled. "Wouldn't it be a bit difficult to put a polite, public face on something like that?"



  "My father will think of something. He always does. And here's a bet you can take to the bank. Whatever reason he comes up with will be designed to cause me the most pain and embarrassment
  possible."



  "So, the tough Millicent Bulstrode is going to cave in and be a good little girl, is that it?" Deneb asked scathingly.



  "You don't understand, Thorntree. You weren't raised in a Slytherin household," she told him quietly.



  "Oh, please," a quiet voice said from behind them. "What's next, Bulstrode? Tears?"



  Jumping to their feet, Deneb and Millicent spun around, wands drawn, and watched as Draco Black stepped out from the shadows of the garden.



  "How long have you been listening?" Deneb asked as he put his wand away.



  "Long enough," Draco said, walking over to join them.



  "You were spying on us!" Millicent accused, her wand still pointed at him.



  He shrugged, held up a hand and disarmed her with a muttered word. "It's not very politic of you to point your wand at your future boss," he told her as he handed it back to her.



  "You're assuming I'll take the job. And what's this about you being my boss?" she asked, tucking her wand away.



  "Of course you'll take the job. You're a lot of things, Millicent, but stupid isn't one of them. As for being your boss, the Ministry has appointed me Head of Operations."



  "You're leading the department?" Deneb asked curiously.



  "No. They feel I'm too young for that, which suits me perfectly. You couldn't pay me enough for that job. They've tapped Jonathan Collingsworth for the position. He's been in politics for years
  and is used to the machinations of the Ministry."



  Deneb frowned. "My parents know a Robin Collingsworth. Any relation?"



  "They're brothers," Draco confirmed.



  Millicent shook her head. "Why a new department, anyway?"



  "That's partially your fault, I'm afraid. Well, yours and Deneb's," Draco told her with a sly grin. "Minerva told Amelia just how well you two performed during the war. That led the Minister
  to the idea that perhaps separating the police force from the intelligence gathering force might be a good idea, and the Ministry of Magical Intelligence was formed. When the political maneuvering
  started to try to limit the actions of the new department, the King stepped in and put the squeeze on the opposition."



  "It must be nice to have friends in high placed," Deneb said, grinning.



  "No doubt," Draco said, rolling his eyes. "So, how about it, Millicent? Are you going to be one of the gainfully employed? Or do I put your name on the list of people to watch?"



  She shook her head. "Piss off, Black. You're not going to intimidate me into accepting the offer."



  Sighing, Draco sat down on the bench and watched her carefully. "What, exactly, is the problem here?"



  When she turned away, Deneb scowled at her. "Her father told her if she accepts the job, he'll disown her."



  "And?"



  "You know how important family is in our world, Draco," Millicent muttered as she turned back to face him. "How long do you think I'll keep any job, let alone one with the Ministry, after my
  father is through with me?"



  Cocking an eyebrow, Draco shook his head and stared at her for a moment. "You really are out of the loop, aren't you? Things don't work that way anymore, Bulstrode. It's ability that counts now,
  not family connections. The King has ordered the magical government to more closely pattern itself after the muggle government and in the muggle world, ability will take you far."



  "Even without family?" she asked doubtfully.



  "For Merlin's sake, Millicent, you have family. You have me!" Deneb told her angrily.



  If Draco was surprised by the outburst, he didn't show it. Remaining silent, he watched the pair before him with interest.



  Reaching out, she brushed her fingers across his cheek gently. "That's sweet, Deneb, but..."



  "No," he snapped, reaching up to take her hand. Pulling her close, he stared down at her. "Don't you get it? I've worked too hard to bring you into my life and to earn your trust. I love you
  and I know damn well that you love me, too, so don't bother denying it."



  Her eyes widened and she stared at him silently for several moments. "I love you," she finally blurted out. "Gods, I never let myself admit it, but I do love you. But what about your
  family?"



  "They'll welcome you with open arms," he told her, then brushed a light kiss across her lips.



  "This is all very touching, I suppose," Draco drawled, "but there's something else you should keep in mind, Bulstrode."



  Turning in Deneb's arms, she scowled at him. "And what's that, Black?"



  "Do you honestly think Harry would let you face anything alone? Even if Deneb weren't with you, Harry would be." Seeing the shock in her eyes, he grinned cockily and buffed the nails of his
  hand against his robe. "Then there's the little matter of the life debt Neville Longbottom owes you. He'd never allow anything to happen to you if it was in his power to stop it. As Ginny is his
  wife, that would bring in the Weasley family. Your parents have never met the twins, so they'd never understand the utter chaos their lives would quickly become until it was too late."



  Seeing she hadn't considered that, either, he shook his head. "Minerva would stand beside you and Deneb against anyone who'd dare threaten you. So would Remus and Tonks. Then there's me. I may no
  longer be a Malfoy, but the Black family isn't without influence."



  Standing, he smiled gently. "If your parents want a fight, they'll get it. I think you'll find that they back down very quickly, once they realize just whose standing beside you."



  "Draco, I..." She trailed off, not knowing what to say.



  His eyes shone with understanding. "It's a lesson that took me awhile to learn, Millicent, but one I learned well. With people like Minerva and the Brotherhood behind you, you're never alone."



  Nodding once to Deneb, he turned and walked away. "Oh, and I'll expect your letters of acceptance within the week," he called before disappearing back into the school.



  Deneb's arms tightened around Millicent and he leaned down slightly. "Well, what do you think?"



  She scowled. "I never did like the name Bulstrode. I'll be glad to get rid of it."



  Laughing, he hugged her quickly, then release her. "Come on. I want to introduce you to my parents!" Grabbing her hand, he dragged her back toward the school.



  "Oh, gods. Your parents? Deneb, maybe we should wait."



  "Stop worrying. They'll love you!" he exclaimed.



  "Why do I doubt that?" she muttered.



  "Because you're a pessimist and a cynic by nature, of course," was the cheerful reply.



  She rolled her eyes, but allowed herself to be led back into the school.



  A few minutes later, the door to Minerva's office opened and Draco walked in.



  "So, did you hear everything?" he asked.



  Nodding, Harry stood up, stretched and flicked his hand at Draco to dispel the eavesdropping charm. "Yes. I'm glad she's alright."



  "Why didn't you speak to her?" Draco asked, waiting for Harry by the door.



  "I figured you'd get through to her easier," he said as he walked out of the room. "Do you think she'll take the job?"



  Closing the door, Draco turned and walked beside Harry. "She'll take it. Deneb will talk her around if she's still having doubts. I've a question for you though, and not about Millicent."



  "What is it?"



  "Did the Weasley twins have anything to do with the naming of the new department?"



  Harry looked at the blond, puzzled. "No, why?"



  Draco rolled his eyes. "Oh, come on, Potter! The Ministry of Magical Intelligence? MoMI?"



  Harry blinked, then grinned. "It does sound like something the twins would come up with."



  "Merlin, why couldn't they have stuck with 'Department', like everything else at the Ministry?" Draco grumbled.



  "I don't know. Look, I need to find Minerva and let her know that Millicent's okay. I'll see you back at the manor."



  Nodding, Draco walked toward the exit, still muttering to himself.





  Padfoot Manor (June 7th)...



  It was a subdued Brotherhood that arrived in the foyer at Padfoot. They had just completed their final examination, Defense Against the Dark Arts, and were done with the testing phase of the NEWTS.



  "Someone tell me again why we thought this was a good idea?" grumbled Neville. "I didn't feel this tired after the battle."



  His comment caused them all to agree. To the group, "the battle" was now a phrase they used to describe what would be forever burned into their memories.



  Dan and Emma, who hadn't taken the exams, bustled into the foyer and started pushing them towards the large dining room.



  "Come on, you lot. I know you're tired, but food and drink will help wake you up," Emma said cheerily.



  Harry wanted to kill her.



  Moved into the dinning room, Ginny snagged the first empty seat and placed her head down on the table. "I never want to do that again," she murmured.



  Harry collapsed into his own chair, wincing in pain. The practical portion of the exam had been a duel between himself and multiple opponents. It was the only way the examiners could figure to test
  him. No one wanted to duel with him, so they tapped some of the Ministry's training people and set him against four of the best duelists the Ministry had. They were the same people who'd helped
  train him in the first place, and they knew his weaknesses.



  He had to fend off several attacks that took advantage of his injury, and he hadn't been completely successful.



  Harry glanced over at Terry and they exchanged a sympathetic look. Terry's injury hurt his mobility, but didn't really cause him much pain. On the other hand, his leg could suddenly go numb on him
  with little warning.



  Elves bustled around the table, filling plates and glasses. The wonderful smells drifting around the table was enough to wake them enough to eat.



  "So, you're done testing now?" asked Dan.



  Hermione roused herself enough to nod. She had been staring at her drink, exhausted. "Yes. We should know the results in a week or so."



  The doors to the room burst open and Remus and Tonks stepped in, pushing a cart with a large cake on it. The cake, they all saw, was shaped like a newt. A series of candles shot sparks from the
  their tips and made a screeching noise that caused Fuzz to whirr loudly and vanish from Luna's shoulder.



  A second later, a pair of yellow eyes blinked and looked down at the ruckus from one of the overhead gas lamps. The Snorkack glared distrustfully at the sugary confection and whirred warningly.



  Harry looked at the smiling Tonk, all bouncy and full of energy, and thought about killing her, too. But the thought of having to expend energy to complete the task made him sigh tiredly.



  "Congratulations on taking your NEWTS!" Tonks cried loudly.



  Then again, Harry thought, glaring at her. The world might just thank me.



  "Someone tell me again why this was a good idea?" Draco said from the other end of the table.



  "So you could be good adults and lead productive lives," Remus said smugly.



  As a group they turned to glare at the werewolf. He would never know how close he came to dying that day.



  Luna turned back to the table and rested her head on one hand. With a tired sigh, she raised the other hand and held it, palm up. Seconds later, a small green man with a horn protruding from his
  forehead appeared, standing on her palm. He blinked in shocked surprise and turned to stare at Luna incredulously.



  "Yes, I can summon you, so it's time you grew up and started acting like you take your job seriously," she told him.



  He huffed at her and made a few crude gestures.



  Luna frowned at him. "You know, that isn't nice. He's my protector and mate. Besides, you're too tiny, no matter what enchantment you use. Now, go back and tell Gaia that her Angels are doing
  very well. Thank her for me, for all of us, actually," Luna said sternly.



  The little man looked at her uncertainly. He wasn't used to her being so commanding. Finally, he sighed and nodded, then vanished after farting hard enough to send him airborne for a second.



  "What the devil was that?" exclaimed Hermione, rousing from her stupor.



  "Oh, him? That's Gaia's messenger," replied Luna airily. "I meant to call him earlier, but I forgot with all the studying we've been doing."



  Luna then stood and turned to Draco. "I'm going upstairs to take a bath. If you don't spend too much time down here, you might get lucky tonight."



  Then she turned and left the room, leaving Draco staring at her retreating back, and the rest of the Brotherhood snickering in their seats.



  Draco shook his head ruefully. Turning to face the others, he opened his mouth to apologize but Harry waved him to silence.



  "Don't say anything, Draco. She's Luna, that's all that needs to be said. Besides, no matter how outrageous she can sometimes be, you wouldn't change her for all the galleons in the world and we
  all know it," Harry said.



  "Of course I wouldn't," he replied haughtily. "She's even more Slytherin than I am." Standing, he nodded arrogantly to the others and followed his wife from the room.



  Harry stood unsteadily and leaned against his staff. "I think Luna has the right of it. I'm off to go soak before this leg pulls up totally lame tonight."



  "Do you want me to come with you?" Hermione asked.



  "Finish your meal and relax for a bit. I'll probably still be soaking when you're done. If I run into any trouble, I'll send Dobby to fetch you," he replied.



  "Those must be some tests," Dan said, watching Harry hobble from the room.



  "Horribly exhausting," mumbled Neville, then he grinned and nudged Hermione.



  She turned, then choked back a laugh. Ginny was dozing and her nose was about to drop into her soup.



  Shaking his head in amusement, Neville stood and picked up Ginny. She blinked sleepily, then snuggled closer to him. "G'Night all," he said quietly.



  "I think you were right," Remus said to Tonks. "We should have waited until tomorrow to celebrate the end of their NEWTS."



  Tonks nodded, eying Terry, Hermione and Susan. "How are you three holding up?"



  "I'm just glad it's over," Susan replied. "But I'm not exhausted like the rest. I thought I'd never take them after the baby came along, but Harry's idea of passing the information via
  communing worked like a charm."



  Terry shrugged. "I'm fine, although if you ask me too many questions my head might explode," he said with a grin.



  "I'm a little tired. This test wasn't as bad as my ancient runes test. And Harry's tired, but I think he's more sore than anything else. He was the last one to run the practical and they tested
  him against four opponents," she said with a grimace. "I know his leg has got to be hurting after that."



  "He'll call if he needs help dear," Emma said complacently. Hermione looked at her mother and wondered if she'd be this calm when she became pregnant. Emma was nearly a month and a half along
  and other than exhibiting an extreme calm, seemed to be unaffected by her pregnancy.



  She hoped she would inherit her mother's reactions. Her father's reactions ran to instant panic whenever Emma so much as sneezed.





  Padfoot Manor (June 21st)...



  Harry bolted from his bed hearing Hermione scream. He stood for a moment, confused. He'd returned from Hogwarts very late last night after a impromptu conference and was confused by his
  surroundings until he remembered he was spending the night at Padfoot.



  Blinking rapidly, he summoned his staff and hurried to the door. Just outside he collided with Hermione, who was coming in. Both crashed to the floor.



  Hermione looked at her nearly naked husband in shock. His hands were glowing with magic and his staff was pulsating. It made for an interesting sight, considering he wore nothing but boxers.



  "What are you doing?" she asked.



  Harry's magic dropped back to normal and he rolled over and sat up. "You screamed," he said accusingly.



  "Oh, that."



  Hermione looked suitably ashamed, but Harry wasn't buying it.



  "Yes, that," he replied dryly. "Woke me out of a sound sleep."



  Hermione looked down for a moment, then she remembered why she had screamed. "Our NEWTS are here!" she blurted.



  He sighed and shook his head. "Love, you know you passed everything. In fact, you probably got outstandings on every exam."



  Harry climbed to his feet and offered her a hand up. She latched on and let him pull her to her feet. She followed when he turned and reentered the bedroom.



  "Aren't you the least bit curious what your scores are?" she asked. She found his lack of reaction disappointing.



  "Right now the only thing that interests me is sleep."



  Hermione frowned. He didn't sound tired, he sounded depressed.



  " Harry, my heart, what's bothering you?" she sent softly. She widened the bond between them and sent him all the feelings of love and support she
  could.



  He sat on the edge of the bed and leaned against the bedpost. "This week has been awful. You know about the debate they're having on how to execute the captured Death Eaters?"



  She nodded.



  "Some bright chap in the American delegation came up with the idea of reviewing the ideas by seeing the actual executions in a pensieve. Since Wednesday we've been viewing executions. It's awful,
  Hermione. What some of our allies do to their condemned prisoners is barbaric..."



  He trailed off and looked at her. Seeing his expression, she came to a decision. She would be talking to Amelia as soon as possible. She placed the NEWT scores on the night table and sat next to
  him, wrapping her arms around him.



  "Why isn't the Ministry doing this? Why isn't Caleb doing this? Or Arthur? Or Amelia?" she demanded.



  Harry snorted in disgust. "Caleb's over in Canada right now. He's making a tour of the allied capitals, thanking them. And Arthur hasn't returned from his honeymoon with Melinda."



  "So they expect you to help with the reconstruction and formulate the Ministry's capital punishment policy?"



  He nodded unhappily.



  She pulled him further onto the bed and pushed him down. "Why don't you get a few more hours sleep? I'll wake you in a few hours and we'll do breakfast and look at our results together."



  He smiled and reached up to caress her face for a moment, then he closed his eyes. Hermione stayed with him long enough to make sure he was asleep, then she rolled out of bed and quickly got
  dressed.





  Ministry of Magic, Haven, Office of the Ministry...



  "Minister, Lady Potter is here. She asks to speak with you."



  Amelia looked up in surprise. She hadn't been expecting anyone this morning, let alone Hermione. "Alright. Send her in, David, and bring in some tea."



  David nodded and opened the door further. Amelia could hear him say something, then Hermione stepped into the office.



  Amelia looked at the young woman and instantly knew this wasn't a social visit.



  "Hermione, how nice of you to visit. How can I help you today?"



  "You can start by weaning yourself off of my husband," Hermione snapped angrily as she sat down in front of Amelia's desk. "It's not his place to decide the capital punishment policy for this
  government. If anything, it's yours! Do you know that group has spent the last three days reviewing pensieve memories of executions from other countries?"



  "I beg your pardon," Amelia said frostily.



  Hermione shook her head. "You know I'm right. It's not his job to do this. He's fought the war, he's done his part and he's helping with the reconstruction. But it's not his place to figure out
  what to do with your condemned prisoners, especially when he already gave you a good solution for it."



  "His solution was unacceptable! The people want to see these people pay for their crimes."



  Hermione opened her mouth, but then stopped herself when the door to the office opened and David entered, carrying tea for both of them. She waited patiently while the drinks were served. Once
  David left the room, she placed her cup on the desk and looked at Amelia.



  "He's making himself sick over this, Amelia, and if you're not willing to start letting go, I'll take this little disagreement of ours public. Right now he's home in bed, exhausted and heart sick
  over having been forced to watch dozens of executions!"



  "Why should it bother him?" Amelia snapped. She knew it was a crappy job and she had complained about it in front of Harry, knowing full well he'd reluctantly volunteer to help her. "He's
  killed hundreds."



  Hermione went rigid and her expression darkened. "Yes, he has killed Amelia, and afterwards I've held him while he cried. He's killed to defend himself and others. But there's no defense involved
  in an execution. It's state sanctioned murder!



  "You really don't see the damage you're doing, do you, Amelia? How will you feel if he finally decides one day that all these emotions that are causing him so much pain aren't worth it and he
  does away with them? Do you want someone as powerful as he is running around without any regard for human life? He's clinging to his humanity and you're tearing it away from him piece by piece. And
  why? Because you're too lazy to do your job when it can easily be passed on to someone else!"



  Amelia eyes widened and her monocle fell into her lap. She stared at Hermione in shock. "I didn't... it wasn't..."



  Hermione shook her head. "It's time to give us some space. That's all. It's time for us to be what we are, a young married couple trying to find our place in the world," she said, then she
  shrugged. "I don't see us being uninvolved forever, but we need time for ourselves."



  Hermione stood and headed for the door. She paused in front of it and turned to look at the older woman. "Don't let this escalate into a fight between us, Minister. I'll do everything to protect
  my husband, including financing the people who will be opposing you in the coming elections and taking this public. Don't force me to remove you from office. Harry considers you a friend and I
  really don't want to change that."



  Amelia nodded weakly from her chair. Satisfied, Hermione turned and slipped from the room. She practically ran to get out of the outer offices and once she found herself a quiet corner, she
  shivered at the thought of what she had just done. Narcissa's lessons had paid off.





  Padfoot Manor, (Several Hours Later)...



  After a bit of shopping, Hermione returned to the manor. She was removing her cloak when Winky appeared with a small pop.



  "Missy didn't tell Winky you would be going shopping today," she admonished.



  Hermione sighed to herself. She was really regretting telling Winky she could behave any way she wanted to. "I just needed to go out on an unexpected errand, then I picked up a few things while
  out," she replied.



  Winky sniffed. "Well Mumsy and Miss Narcissa would like to see you in the sitting room," she said, taking Hermione's cloak and packages.



  "Thank you, Winky, I'll go right in. Could you bring us some tea, please?"



  Winky nodded. "Don't you be longs with Mumsy and Miss Narcissa. The Master needs you. Him dreaming bad dreams again."



  Hermione frowned and reached across their bond. Instantly she was assaulted with a cacophony of sounds and faces of people.



  She pulled out of Harry's dream with a sharp intake of breath and a shiver. She reached again, only this time at a lower level, below his dream. She had touched many of his dreams, both before and
  after his fight with Voldemort, and she was always struck by the fact that in his dreams, he was always a small child being chased by monsters.



  Some people had nightmares about going to work and discovering they were naked, or forgetting their speech, or of falling. Harry had to dream of monsters, of men in black robes and white masks. She
  knew exactly what to do. She reached out and touched him, sending him all her feelings of love and support. She could feel his initial shock and surprise, had been expecting it, actually, as it was
  always the same. He was shocked to discover that he wasn't alone, then, as always, he latched onto her for a moment, as if needing to be reassured he wasn't alone. Finally, she could sense him
  releasing her and drifting away. She had a quick glimpse of Harry as a child, chasing a butterfly through a backyard garden and smiled.



  She breathed a sigh of relief and relaxed their bond just enough. He could still feel her and she would know if he got into trouble. Then, squaring her shoulders, she went in to speak with her
  mother and Narcissa.



  Emma looked up and smiled when she entered the room. "Hermione, just the girl we wanted to see. Come in, dear, and sit down. Narcissa has a question for you."



  Hermione took a seat opposite Narcissa. A moment later, Winky popped in and served tea and a platter of biscuits.



  "What is it?" Hermione asked once Winky left.



  Narcissa looked at the young woman with an unreadable expression for a brief moment. "Did you really threaten Amelia Bones, saying you'd finance her opposition's campaign?"



  "How?" Hermione gasped.



  Narcissa smiled thinly. "Amelia fire called a short while ago while you were still in town. She accused me of teaching you strong arm politics."



  Hermione straightened in her chair and lifted her head defiantly. "Yes, I did threaten her. Why? Is she going back on her word?"



  Narcissa took a drink of tea, then placed her cup on the table. "No. She wanted you to know she'd keep her promise. If it isn't too much trouble, may we know why you took it upon yourself to set
  yourself up as her enemy? She's a powerful politician with formidable allies."



  "She wasn't doing her job. She somehow burdened Harry with the job of setting the Ministry policy for the captured Death Eaters, and that means the Ministry's policy for all future capital
  crimes. He told me he's spent the last three days reviewing execution methods used by other countries using a pensieve. It's making him sick."



  The edges of Narcissa's mouth twitched several times.



  "Is he alright?" Emma asked worriedly.



  Hermione turned to look at her mother. "He's upstairs sleeping now. He didn't get in until late. When I spoke to him this morning he reminded me a little of what he was like after he was sick two
  summers ago. He'll help in the reconstruction, but Amelia has to stop throwing him the bloody work no one else is willing to do."



  "Excellently done," Narcissa said, smiling with approval. "Amelia needed to learn where her limits were and she needed to learn that you put family even above the government. Amelia isn't
  really angry at you, she's too much of a politician for that. Harry, for all his abilities, is still somewhat naÃ¯ve when it comes to dealing with her type. I suspect that Amelia spoke about how
  she had no one to help her with that unsavory task and he realized she was asking him in a round about way so he told her he'd handle it."



  Narcissa paused, watching her for a moment. "I'm pleased to see you stand up for what's yours," she said finally. "As Lady Potter, you, my dear, are a very powerful woman. Keep that in mind
  in your dealings with politicians, even Amelia. And don't be afraid to step on her toes if she threatens the welfare of the family again."



  Hermione stayed and talked with her mother and Narcissa for a while longer before leaving them to go check on Harry. To her relief, she found him sleeping peacefully. She looked at the still sealed
  NEWT results and decided they could wait. Quickly undressing, she climbed into bed to join Harry for a nap.



  She had just pulled up the covers around her when Harry rolled and snuggled up behind her. He slid one hand up under her shirt to rest against her belly. She smiled and snuggled back against him.
  Within minutes, she was sleeping soundly.





  St. Mary's Church, not far from Haven (July 1st)...



  Harry sat wearing his best muggle suit. Next to him sat Hermione, wearing a very elegant dress that screamed of class. Harry hadn't seen the dress until this morning and his reaction had been
  exactly what Hermione had hoped for. He'd sat on the edge of their bed and stared for a moment as she put on her jewelry. Then he'd stood, walked up behind her and helped her fasten her necklace
  before bending over and kissing her neck.



  "You're beautiful," he murmured. That caused her to blush over a significant portion of her body, but pleased her no end.



  Behind them in the church sat other members of the Brotherhood. They were all on the grooms side, but they could have easily sat on the brides side, as well.



  Harry glanced up to look at Arthur Weasley, standing tall and proud in his muggle tuxedo. He loved the outfit, but had been more intrigued by the limo that Harry had arranged for. Harry had decided
  that the brides parents had enough reasons to save their money, so he jumped at the chance to help the wedding happen.



  Arthur spotted Harry grinning and he smiled back.



  Arthur Weasley had always been a fairly laid back individual, Harry thought, but now he was more laid back than ever. Arthur had married Melinda McKinney in the middle of June and had only recently
  returned from his honeymoon.



  Harry glanced around the church, noting the amount of security, not that he thought it would help much. The security was for Amelia and Brogan Mallory, who had been invited. Harry didn't think it
  was necessary. At least sixty percent of the audience today had been trained in combat by the Ministry. Anyone attacking the church would need an army.



  Brogan Mallory, the Irish Minister for Magic, had offered the services of his brother, an Irish Catholic priest, to officiate the service. That had allowed many more guests from the magical world
  to attend the service than had been originally anticipated, since the priest was obviously aware of the wizarding world.



  Harry glanced over at Hermione and grinned. She was wiping her eyes with a handkerchief and service hadn't even begun!



  " You know, we can still have a church wedding if you want," he sent to her silently.



  She looked up at him and smiled. "Thanks, but I've got what I want already. A fancy church wedding would have been nice, but in another month our handfasting
  becomes permanent. Besides, Tonks suggested that, instead of getting married in a church service, we should do what she and Remus plan on doing. In a few years, they'll renew their vows in a church
  service."



  " The year ending can't happen soon enough, if you ask me," he replied.



  She grinned at his smug tone. "And what are you so smug about?"



  His grinned widened and he sent her an image that left her momentarily breathless. She was shocked and pleased by what he had sent. It was a simple image, but powerfully expressive. It was of them
  together, in bed, just holding each other and whispering and laughing in the dark. It was some of their best moments, she thought, and was pleased that Harry seemed to think so also.



  She hugged his arm tighter and looked up at the altar. "Fred and George sure look nervous."



  " Can you blame them? If I were in their shoes, I'd be nervous too," he replied.



  She looked back at him and arched an eyebrow. "You were nervous about marrying me?"



  He shook his head. "No, not really. I was more nervous about messing something up and disappointing you. But Fred and George aren't nervous about getting
  married. They're nervous about the possibilities of pranks."



  Hermione looked up at the twins who stood next to Arthur, shuffling their feet and tugging at their collars. "Oh...OH!"



  She looked around. Remus, Ginny, Neville and Tonks were all staring at the twins with evil looks. Others in the church seemed to think the joke was already being played out, as if the twins getting
  married was a prank on the twins.



  " And you don't have anything planned?" she asked.



  " Well, sorta, and Remus or Ginny might have something in mind, too. I know Ginny still thinks she owes them for what they did to Neville on their honeymoon. I
  like a good prank, but there are times to be serious and times to have fun. Besides, I've got their first night taken care of. It will be a night to remember."



  She turned and stared at him hard. "What did you do?"



  Harry shrugged. "I've arranged for them to be interrupted several times, finally climaxing with a small fire that will require the evacuation of the
  hotel."



  " You what?"



  Harry winced and shook his head, then he looked at her reproachfully. "Not so loud. I am sitting right next to you. Look, love, I had to do this. It was the only
  way I could talk Ginny out of hitting all four with a confundus charm. Can you imagine the havoc that could have caused? They could have gone to bed with the wrong people and not known about it
  until the morning when the charm wore off. Besides, it's only going to be a very small, very controlled fire."



  Hermione leaned back on the pew and sat silent for a few moments. Harry was starting to get worried when he felt her shake and shudder. With a start, he realized she was laughing!



  " Oh, Harry... you are truly evil!"



  " Dark Prank Lord Potter," he replied haughtily, buffing his nails on his jacket.



  She grinned, then turned when the music started. The doors opened and Sven stood with a daughter on each arm. Even Harry had to admit they looked like Nordic Angels. The only thing missing were the
  wings.



  " Oh, they look so beautiful," Hermione said silently. She looked down at her soaked handkerchief in dismay.



  Harry smiled and reached into his pocket, pulling out a fresh, dry handkerchief to hand to her. He saw Dan reach into his own pocket and do the same thing with Emma. The two men shared a knowing
  smile.



  The Johansen twins were preceded down the aisle by Robert and Linda, the youngest of the Johansen's adopted children. Linda carried a basket containing flower petals and fairy dust, which she took
  great joy in throwing around liberally. Robert, on the other hand, looked as though he wanted to be anywhere else but there.



  When Robert stopped and stared, Harry groaned. He knew what was coming and from the laughter bubbling up his link from Hermione, he knew she was aware of it as well.



  "It's Harry Potter!" shouted Harry's number one fan. His cry echoed through the church.



  The assembled guests broke out in laughter, except for the section of small children sitting with Olga. As one, they all turned to look at Harry in awe.



  He blushed and ducked his head while his friends snickered around him.



  Linda tugged on Robert and got him moving again. Sven, a few steps behind with his daughters, could only shake his head in amusement and shrug an apology to Harry.



  Harry turned his attention back to the Weasley twins standing up by the altar with their father and their brothers. Both looked like they wanted to bolt, but he knew better. Like any man, Harry
  knew they wanted to get married, it was the fancy ceremony that made them nervous.



  The grooms were dressed in tuxedos, Fred in white, George in black. When picking out their suits, they'd both been intrigued by the option of tails, so that's what they'd ordered. Now, even as
  nervous as they were, they fiddled with the tails of their tuxedos and Harry shook his head.



  Maybe it's not the tuxedo tails they're fascinated with. Maybe they're just reminding themselves that they'll be getting some tail tonight? That would keep me calm
  enough to get through a circus like this, Harry thought to himself. Then he winced and tried to jerk his arm away from Hermione, who had just pinched him.



  " I heard that! Pay attention and stop thinking dirty thoughts," she sent him with a glare.



  " Yes, dear," he replied meekly, turning his attention back to the service.



  "... And if anyone should know why these couples should not be joined in holy matrimony, let them speak now or forever hold their peace."



  The crowd of onlookers glanced around, but no one expected anyone to say anything.



  "Wait!" shouted a voice.



  All eyes turned to the back of the church and a hush fell in the room. A woman laboriously climbed to her feet, obviously in the advanced stages of pregnancy. Tears rolled down her cheeks. She
  looked up at Fred and George and sobbed into a tissue.



  George looked stunned, then he turned and hit Fred, knocking him unconscious.



  "Isn't that Amy? Their lab assistant?" Harry murmured to Hermione.



  Hermione's head was bouncing between the front and the rear of the church, not sure where to look next.



  George stood over the unconscious Fred, his fists clenching. "How could you?" he said in a voice that carried throughout the church.



  "GOTCHA!" shouted Amy, then she waved her wand and her belly deflated with a loud, flatulent sound.



  "But we all saw her yesterday at the Weasley barbecue. They know she wasn't pregnant!" Hermione exclaimed, still swiveling her head back and forth.



  "Shows you what nerves can do to a guy," Harry muttered through tight lips as he tried very hard not to laugh.



  George stared at Amy in astonishment, then he looked down at his brother in horror. Inga knelt next to Fred and began to weep.



  Harry gave up and sank down on the pew trying to muffle his laughter, but he couldn't hold it for long. Hermione tried to glare him into silence, but her heart wasn't in it. A moment later, she
  leaned heavily against her husband, her laughter mixing with his.



  Ginny and the rest of the Weasleys were trying in vain to stand and be serious. Ginny was the first to fail as she unceremoniously sat on the altar steps in her bridesmaid gown. Charlie tried for a
  little more decorum by hiding inside a confessional. Unfortunately, the small room only amplified and echoed his mirth.



  In less than a minute the entire church, except for the brides and grooms, were laughing. One groom was looking mighty sheepish, while the other was still taking a nap on the floor.



  Arthur stepped forward and managed to get his laughter under control enough to work his magic. He pointed his wand at Fred, hitting him with a stream of cold water.



  Fred sputtered under the onslaught and bounced to his feet, fists balled up and ready for a fight. Unfortunately, he had no idea what he was fighting and settled for simply glaring around the
  church, looking for a target. Then Inga hurled herself into his arms and he suddenly found himself holding his weeping bride to be.



  The priest stepped around the pair and looked at the assembled congregation. "I think we'll take a ten minute break to give the two couples a moment to collect themselves," he said, which only
  caused the rest of the church to break out in laughter again.



  Harry leaned forward so that he could speak to the person in the pew in front of them. "Now you understand why Arthur suggested a simple and quiet ceremony for you two," he said to the new Mrs.
  Weasley.



  Melinda turned on the pew and smiled at him. "I'm still getting used to it. When that family is together they only know two volume levels, loud and louder."



  "They've always been that way," Hermione added. "But it's always been a good place to be. They may be boisterous, but they know how to take care of each other."



  "How are you doing?" Harry asked her.



  "Better than I thought I would. I don't mean there's anything wrong, but the sheer number of them are intimidating. And I'm not really that great a cook, which I understand Molly was. However,
  Dilly more than makes up for that. Sometimes I think she's happier than I am, if that's possible. She has a large family to love and take care of now."



  "Excuse me," Arthur interrupted.



  Everyone turned to look at him.



  "Melinda, can you do anything for a black eye? At least temporarily?" he asked quietly.



  She nodded and stood, then turned to Harry and Hermione. "Excuse me. Family emergency," she said, then she followed Arthur into one of the side rooms.



  Harry leaned back chuckling and shaking his head. Hermione turned to look at him. "What are you laughing about?"



  He leaned closer to her. "Don't spread this around, but I know for a fact that the twins are planning to quit Q branch and they've recommended that Amy take over as head of the department."



  Hermione leaned against him, shaking her head. She didn't think anyone would soon forget the Weasley/Johansen wedding.





  Padfoot Manor (August 5th)...



  "Come!" Harry called absently. He was reading a report written by one of the field medic's concerning conditions in several magical communities and wasn't paying much attention to what was
  going on around him.



  "I'll be with you in a moment," he said, still reading.



  "Take your time," said a voice.



  Harry's head jerked up to stare into the grinning faces of his wife, the Minister for Magic and the King.



  Harry jumped out of his chair and it fell over behind him in a crash. He barked his knee against the edge of the desk and winced, just managing to stifle a rather rip curse.



  Hermione stepped over and pulled the chair upright. "Really, Harry. There's no need to start abusing the furniture," she said with a grin.



  "I'm sorry. I wasn't expecting... I mean... I was reading..." Harry paused and mumbled something unintelligible.



  "What was that?" asked Hermione, still grinning.



  "I said, just shoot me and get it over with," he grumbled.



  The King and Amelia laughed, then sat down in front of Harry's desk. Hermione took her customary chair near his desk and looked at him. He frowned at her for a moment before it dawned on him that
  she was waiting for him to sit back down.



  He did so as quickly as he could and without breaking anything.



  "Colonel, I've spoken to Amelia, and to your good wife, as well as several others. I have been reliably informed that while you were needed to fight the war, your injuries really aren't conducive
  to a career in the military," the King said softly.



  "But..."



  The King held up a hand silencing his protests.



  "The 24th regiment will continue as the military arm of your Ministry for Magic. It will also be part of our Ministry of Defense. You will be recorded in it's ranks as it's first commander and I
  am reserving the right to re-activate your commission should the need arise. However, Colonel, you and your companions will be released from service at the end of this year."



  Charles paused and looked at Harry closely for a moment. "Harry, you have done us a service that we can never properly repay, you and all of your companions. But I have spoken with your healer,
  as well as having been advised by the best physicians we could find. The simple fact is, a soldier in the SAS should be able to run five miles, then run an elaborate obstacle course. You can do
  that, then spend the next two days barely able to walk.



  "We are incredibly grateful, Colonel, and we do intend to show that. You and your Brotherhood have been added to this years honor list, for unspecified military action," he said with a wry
  smile. "Our way of saying you did something really good, but we can't talk about it. The public will merely assume it had something to do with the war."



  Harry grinned back at the king. He knew all too well about keeping secrets. He had been hoping something like this would happen and a New Year starting date was perfect for his plans.



  "What are your plans after you leave the military?" Charles asked.



  Harry glanced over at Hermione, nodding to her.



  "Well," Hermione began, "Harry hasn't traveled very much, so we thought about a world tour, but we're thinking about taking our time. A friend of ours has invited us to visit him in Egypt.
  He's the Deputy Minister of Antiquities and he's also in charge of the project to rebuild the library at Alexandria. He's offered me a posting as a librarian, while Harry spends some time working
  with a master enchanter," she said.



  The king looked to Amelia for an explanation.



  She smiled at him. "They're phenomenal opportunities for someone straight out of school, Sir, and I think they will fit in well with your plans."



  "Plans?" asked Harry worriedly.



  The King smiled reassuringly. "Nothing to cause you any worry, Colonel. It's just that, while your country might not be able to use your services in the military, we can still use your services
  elsewhere. Your role as an Ambassador without an assigned station will allow you a great deal of flexibility. And while I understand you're hoping for an extended world tour, possibly taking
  several years, you'll still be able to pop back home, or whatever it is you call it, for consultations. The PM has told me that he'll spread the word that you're to be considered my personal friend
  and emissary."



  Harry blinked in shock. A personal emissary of the King? Him?



  " It seems we can't run away from responsibility entirely," Hermione said in a dry mental voice.



  " Indeed. But this is unreal. I can't turn down the King, Hermione! He's... well, he's the King!"



  The King turned to Amelia. "I think I now understand what you meant. It is a useful talent for them to possess."



  Harry blanched and turned white. Even Hermione looked ashamed of herself. They had been caught communicating mentally. Talk about rude!



  "Your Majesty, I apologize. I meant no disrespect," Harry stammered.



  The King dismissed his concerns with a wave. "Not at all, Colonel. In fact, I think it's a marvelous ability to be able to communicate like that. It will be a talent that I think will help you
  quite a lot in the coming years."



  Harry looked to Hermione for a moment longer then he turned back to the King. "Alright, we'll do it. We had hoped to maintain a low profile and hopefully slip back out of the public eye, but it's
  becoming apparent, even to me, that it was never more than a pipe dream."



  Hermione turned in her chair and leaned over to place her hand on Harry's. She had come to that realization long before he had, but she knew he'd have to figure it out for himself.



  "I'm sorry we have to do this to you and Hermione, but we still need you both," Amelia said gently. "There is so much work to do, and while you'll be getting away from that, there are things
  that you can still help with elsewhere. The war has disrupted everything."



  Harry nodded and turned back to the King. "I'm curious, Sir. How will you be able to keep the wizarding world secret?"



  Charles leaned back on his chair and grinned. "We've stolen a page from our cousins across the pond. We've been funding several fringe groups who will loudly proclaim the existence of magic.
  Then, in the same breath, they will inform the public in all seriousness that magic is a gift from aliens. The government, of course, will have no official statement on the subject.



  "The Yanks have been using this technique for years as a way of hiding their secret aircraft development behind a cloud of UFO believers. It works surprisingly well," he finished, shaking his
  head in amusement.





  Hogwarts (September 1st)...



  Minerva McGonagall looked at the crowd filling the much expanded Great Hall and tried to suppress her tears. The summer had been hellacious on everyone who helped out, but they had accomplished the
  impossible.



  Hogwarts was open and receiving its first group of students since the evacuation over a year ago.



  The Express had been repaired, although that had been touch and go. They nearly didn't finish on time. Then they found they had no one to run the machine. Amelia finally found an engineer in
  Germany who was happy to come run the train, and teach someone how to use it. All he wanted in return was a signed photo with him and Harry Potter.



  When Amelia and Minerva carefully presented the request to Harry, his response surprised everyone. He wanted to know if he could ride in the engine and maybe learn how to drive the large machine.
  Hermione had rolled her eyes and muttered something about men and their toys.



  The number of returning students was only a fraction of the school's normal size - just around two hundred - but it was enough for Minerva to start with. She had agreed to Amelia's proposal
  concerning a standardized educational system, but she insisted that she be allowed to be Headmistress at Hogwarts, at least for this critical year.



  She smiled broadly at the students. Room had been made for visiting dignitaries like Amelia and Harry's Brotherhood, who'd ridden up from London on the Express. The press stood shoulder to shoulder
  along the back of the hall.



  Harry sat with Hermione off to one side at a table reserved for his group and for some Ministry members. At the Head table with Minerva were a few familiar faces and a few new ones, hired from
  around the world to fill the gaps. Some of Hogwarts old staff elected to remain at Haven School, rather than return to Hogwarts.



  Another change in the structure of the school was apparent by the number of older, adult students. St. Mungos was still being rebuilt, so Sylvia August decided to move the Magical College of
  Medicine to Hogwarts, where they would provide a permanent magical medical facility for Scotland.



  The doors to the rear opened and Pomona Sprout led in the batch of new students, all forty of them. Then she picked up the sorting hat and placed it on the stool. The hat straightened and turned to
  bow towards Minerva, then it broke into song.



  " Were we ever that small?" Harry sent to Hermione.



  " We were smaller. But I understand the Headmistress has accepted several ten year olds this year," she replied.



  " Really? Why?"



  " She told me that several families asked that she take them early so they could help in the reconstruction. She agreed because she thought that the children,
  having lived through such a terrible experience, could benefit from an extra year of schooling. Besides, not all areas have magical schools up and running yet."



  " Makes sense," he replied, then he looked up. "The sorting is over. It's always over so quickly." He
  smiled, feeling her amusement bubbling through their bond.



  Minerva stood and a hush fell over the hall. The ghosts of Hogwarts, including one very unhappy Lucius Malfoy, entered the hall and stood silently next to one wall.



  "Students, parents, honored guests and representatives of the press, welcome to Hogwarts. We have many to thank for the hard work that enabled us to reopen on time. Hogwarts has a long and proud
  history, but I dare say even the founders have trouble comparing to the group of students that led the way to giving us back our school and our country."



  Minerva smiled fondly down at the table where the Brotherhood sat.



  "It seems like it was only yesterday that all of them were first year students, as small as some of you are today. Representing every house of Hogwarts, they have brought honor upon themselves
  and their houses. Now, I am going to turn the rest of this evening over to Madam Bones, our Minister for Magic."



  Minerva sat down and Amelia stood. She walked around the table to face the assembled students and guests.



  "Thank you, Headmistress. Like you, I rejoice in the reopening of Hogwarts. This school, in a way, signifies our very society. The past few months have been difficult, but rewarding. Thanks to
  Gringotts, Diagon Alley is once again open and businesses are returning to fill their place in the alley. No one was more pleased than I when Ollivanders returned to Diagon Alley, or the new joke
  shop run by the Weasley brothers.



  "Around the country, muggle and magical alike are slowly getting things back in order. London has power full time now, as well as telephone service. Parliament has reopened on a temporary basis
  and the muggles, like us, will hold free elections come the new year. Much has been lost and many will mourn for years to come, but much has also been regained and for that we are thankful.



  "One group has led the effort and paid with their blood to get us where we are today. They have lost loved ones, suffered injuries and still they pressed forward."



  Amelia turned. "Mr. Potter, would you and your Brotherhood please come up here?"



  Harry frowned. He had been doing everything he could to avoid getting into this sort of situation and now it looked like he couldn't escape it.



  Hermione latched onto his arm and dragged him reluctantly forward to the great amusement of his friends.



  Amelia smiled thinly. She had been struggling to get some sort of award ceremony for Harry for a while, but he kept dodging her efforts. Now he couldn't run.



  "Harry, it wouldn't be right for me to say that our society is grateful for your actions because your actions extended far beyond just our world. It gives me great pleasure to tell you that each
  of you will be awarded with an Order of Merlin, First Class. And come Christmas, in a private ceremony, you will be invested into the Order of the Bath at Buckingham Palace."



  Amelia handed out small velvet covered boxes containing their awards, along with the formal citation on glowing parchment. The group arrayed itself behind Amelia, who turned back to the students in
  the hall.



  "When I went to this school, there were five role models; the four founders and Merlin. Now I present to you a dozen more. Following in the tradition of our worlds finest, I give you the
  Brotherhood of Druidic Knights," she exclaimed loudly, then quickly moved to one side.



  The applause was thunderous. Students, parents, visitors and even the press stood to signal their appreciation. The light from many flash bulbs began to strobe through the hall.



  When Harry blushed and looked at the floor, Hermione slipped her hand into his. "I'm proud of you, my heart," she sent him.



  " I'm proud of all them, love, and mostly thankful that I have you. This wouldn't have been possible without your love and support," he replied.



  Then it was Hermione's turn to blush and look at the floor. When the applause finally died down several minutes later, Amelia stepped in front of the group again. She motioned for them to retake
  their seats, which they all gratefully did.



  "And now, please, let us all enjoy the feast and the fireworks, supplied by Weasley Wizarding Wheezes in honor of the reopening of this institution," Amelia called.



  Minerva clapped her hands and the food appeared on the tables. Above them, in the newly rebuilt Astronomy tower, a pair of red head pyromaniacs lit off the first of a collection of abnormally large
  rockets.



  Hogwarts was open again, and life was returning to normal.





  Epilogue...



  Harry stared up at the dark ceiling of the master bedroom at Padfoot manor and smiled to himself. He and Hermione had not lived in the house for over six years, but they both considered it home, as
  did most of the Brotherhood.



  He and Hermione had traveled, just as they'd always wanted to. After a year, they'd settled in Egypt, where Hermione became a librarian at the Library at Alexandria. Harry studied under Ahmed, a
  master enchanter, between running political errands for the King, putting out brushfires whenever possible in his capacity as Ambassador at Large. Last year he'd gained his Mastery and had begun to
  teach others.



  In their second year in Egypt, Hermione had given birth to their daughter inside one of Alim's tents beside the ruins of Karnak two weeks before her due date. She'd been less than pleased when her
  labor began while visiting the Sheik, but the woman in his family had taken over and helped her through her labor and delivery. She blamed Harry, of course, for tempting her out of the library that
  day with an offer to see a portion of the temple no muggle had ever seen.



  Alim, breaking with custom and tradition, entered the tent several hours after the birth to bless the child. With the child in his arms and her parents beside him, he'd taken her outside. And
  there, under the setting sun, surrounded by the ancient sands and holy temple of Egypt, and raised her high above his head and asked God to welcome the girl and grant her a long, joyful life filled
  with love.



  When he'd lowered her back into the crook of his arm, he'd smiled down at her. "She's as beautiful as a water lily," he exclaimed.



  And that's what the Potters named her: Water Lily. They figured she'd kill them for it when she got older, but if that's all she had to worry about in life, they would be well pleased.



  They'd wanted their daughter to be born at Padfoot, but her early birth had changed that. They were simply thankful that she was healthy. They'd returned to the manor two days later to introduce
  her to her Brotherhood family.



  Susan giving birth to Siomha in the manor had set a precedent, for the most part. In the years after the war, every woman in the Brotherhood had chosen to give birth at Padfoot, though not in the
  library, thankfully. And for every birth, the Brotherhood returned to celebrate the continuity of life.



  Emma Granger had been the first to give birth, post war, presenting her husband with a new daughter named Cassandra. She came into the world looking quietly contemplative.



  When Hermione heard what her parents named her new sister, she had rolled her eyes. Her comment of, "What? One seeress in the family isn't enough for you?" had sent her parents into a fit of
  laughter.



  Tonks had been next and managed to surprise everyone. All the tests Narcissa and Melinda had run before the birth had indicated twins. The two girls were born minutes apart, screaming their
  displeasure to the world. Melinda had barely caught their brother in time. He came swiftly and quietly, like a wolf sneaking up on prey.



  Remus, on hearing he was the proud father of triplets, had fainted. It was something Harry loved to tease him about.



  In their third year, the Lupin triplets had managed to surprise them all once again. Their oldest daughter, Andie, and their son, Sirius, had inherited their mother's metamorph talents.



  All three children had spent the day with Harry and Hermione, who were back for the birth of Susan and Terry's second child, a boy they named John.



  That night, when Remus and Tonk were chasing their children around their bedroom, trying to get them changed into pajamas, Sirius had stopped suddenly, morphed into a small version of Harry Potter,
  and informed his parents that they were not the boss of him.



  Seeing their parents slack jawed and frozen in place with shock, Andie had followed her brother's actions and morphed into Hermione. "Yeah, what he said!" she exclaimed, her chin thrust forward
  belligerently.



  Since then, the two had taken great pleasure in surprising their parents at every opportunity. Their ability was limited to human form, something that greatly relieved their parents.



  Minerva, their youngest daughter, had felt left out for several weeks. Then the girl discovered her own ability, nearly giving her father a heart attack in the process. He was in his office at
  Padfoot, finishing up some paperwork for the day when the three children barged in, arguing loudly. Sirius had stolen Minerva's doll, but the boy denied it. Andie, unable to take either side, egged
  them both on.



  Exasperated, Remus had pushed away from his desk and stood up, preparing to break up the fight, when Minerva morphed into a wolf pup, growled rather menacingly for one so small, lunged and bit her
  brother on the leg.



  The shrieking, yelling and war cries that followed was enough to bring Tonks sprinting into the room.



  Once again the Lupins were frozen in shock as chaos reigned around them. Tonks was the first shake it off and had shouted for quiet. Remus, shaking his head, had reached down to grab the still
  growling wolf pup that was his daughter, only to be hit with another surprise.



  Minerva, understanding her father's intent, and morphed into a kitten and pelted from the room, screeching like a scalded... well, cat, really.



  Tonks had turned to her husband with narrowed eyes and glared. "This is your fault."



  "What?" Remus had yelped. "How do you figure that? They've inherited your ability!"



  "I don't know how, but I'll figure it out sooner or later," she'd muttered. "You take care of these two. I'll hunt down the cat!"



  The proud parents had been happy to share the memories with the other members of the Brotherhood using a pensieve.



  Now they were all back at Padfoot once more, waiting for the birth of Neville and Ginny's first child. All children born to the Brotherhood family had been marked with the same Celtic cross as
  Siohma. It was the first thing each new parent looked for, and something proudly displayed when the child was introduced to the rest of the family. It was Eocho's last gift to them and something to
  be cherished.



  Beside him, Hermione rolled over and threw a leg over his thighs, disrupting his thoughts. He reached up and combed his fingers gently through her hair, then reached down and caressed her stomach
  lightly. There, beneath his hand, lay their second child. She was three months along and looking forward to the time when her morning sickness eased away.



  They'd announced the pregnancy at dinner last night and were surprised when Luna began to cry. Hermione, alarmed, had jumped up and rushed to her side. Luna whispered something to her and Harry had
  bolted to his feet when his wife began to weep.



  "It's okay, Harry," Hermione had said, waving him back to his chair.



  Luna had looked up and given him a watery smile. "It's just that I'm pregnant too. Hermione and I will give birth about a week apart!" Then she'd fallen into Hermione's arms and the two
  celebrated their joy by crying all over each other.



  Tonks, Emma, Susan and Ginny had joined them a few moments later, leaving the men to stare at each other in puzzled concern.



  Remus had proposed a toast to the couples once the women had calmed themselves. The rest of the night had been spent in laughter and love.



  A small popping sound in the bedroom drew Harry's attention and he frowned when he saw the house elf standing at the foot of the bed.



  "What is it, Dobby?" he asked quietly



  "I is sorry to be waking you, Master Harry," he said softly, so as not to awaken Hermione.



  "You didn't. What's wrong?"



  "Yous asked Dobby to wake you when Miss Ginny wents into labor."



  "She's started, then?" Harry asked, gently untangling himself from Hermione.



  "Yes, Master Harry."



  "Has Narcissa and Melinda been informed?" he asked, reaching for his pants.



  "Miss Narcissa is with Miss Ginny now. Dilly is fetching Miss Melinda. House elves is waking the others. We's have tea, coffee and a light breakfast waiting for the family."



  "Excellent. Thank you, Dobby. What time is it?"



  "Oh four thirty, sir," Dobby said, snapping off a salute with a cheeky grin.



  Laughing, Harry shook his head. "I'll wake Hermione and we'll be down soon."



  Nodding, Dobby popped away.



  Slipping into a t-shirt, Harry then leaned down and kissed Hermione softly on the forehead. "Wake up, sleepyhead."



  She mumbled and rolled onto her back.



  "Hermione, you need to wake up, love," he tried again.



  "Go 'way," she muttered.



  "Alright. I'll let you explain to Ginny why you weren't there when her first child was born," he said. Then he stepped back from the bed and waited. It didn't take long.



  "What?" she cried, sitting upright. "Her labor started? Why didn't you...Oh!" Her hand flew to her mouth and she all but flew out of bed and into the bathroom.



  When the door slammed behind her, Harry sighed and sat down on the bed. Putting on his shoes, he eyed the door worriedly. She didn't like him to witness the vomiting her morning sickness sometimes
  caused her, but he hated being unable to help her.



  The door to the bathroom ope