The Hero They Needed

Chapter 1

In a small flat buried among the maze of streets that was Muggle London, Sirius Black sat on his
couch, staring deep into the flickering flames of a dying fire. It was all Hallows Eve, and while
Muggle children walked door to door with their parents all across the country in search of
sweets, the dark-haired young man brooded silently with only a bottle of gin and his worries to
keep him company.

All night, something had felt wrong. A feeling of impending doom hung over him like a dark
cloud threatening a storm. Sirius had tried to put off his worry for hours, convincing himself it
was just paranoia. Now, as the clock neared ten, it became too much. Setting his half-empty
tumbler on the stand, he stood and made his way over to the fireplace. He paused to grab a
handful of grey, sparkling powder from a vase on the mantle and threw it on the glowing logs.
Instantly, the fire roared back to life, bright green flames licking at the entrance of the chimney.

“The rat’s nest,” he called out loudly.

Dropping to his knees, Sirius closed his eyes and thrust his head into the flames. When he
opened them again, he was looking around a dark, dingy living room.

“Peter!” he shouted. “Peter!”

Sirius waited several seconds for a reply but heard nothing. His heart began hammering in his
chest as he pulled his head back and stood. Grabbing another handful of powder, he tossed it
into the fireplace carelessly.

“The rat’s nest!” he yelled.



The moment the flames turned green, Sirius stepped into the fireplace, arms held tight across
his chest. He started spinning as grate after grate flashed by, giving him a momentary glimpse
into another witch or wizard’s home. After a mental count of six, he bent his knees and
prepared to land. In one smooth motion, he came to a stop, stepped forward into the living
room he’d been looking at moments before, and drew his wand.

“Peter, are you here!?” Sirius shouted. “Peter!”

Making his way through the small, two-bedroom home of his childhood friend, he swiftly made
his way towards one of the bedrooms, hoping to find Peter passed out on his bed. With a flick of
his wand, he threw open the door with enough force that it cracked down the center and
stopped in the doorway, his stomach sinking.

The room was empty. No Peter, no sheets, and no personal effects lying about. One of the
wardrobe doors hung half open, revealing the inside to be as bare as the bedroom.

“No,” Sirius whispered, his heart rejecting what his brain was screaming.

Spinning around, he raced back to the living room and lit his wand, peering keenly around the
room. There were no signs of forced entry or a struggle. Another wave of his wand and a
mumbled incantation showed the Wards Lily had cast were untouched.

Tightening his grip on his wand, he turned and sprinted towards the front door. A flick of his
wand sent it flying off the hinges and into the yard. Running as fast as he could, Sirius reached
the end of the driveway and twisted, his body curling in on itself until he vanished with a pop.
Back in London, an identical pop sounded at the same time as he stepped out of thin air.

Barely breaking stride, Sirius sprinted to a canvas-covered lump sitting just outside his
apartment building. Wrenching it off, he revealed a sleek, black motorbike underneath. He
threw his leg over the seat, knocked the helmet off the handlebars, and righted the bike. A
single kick made the engine roar to life. Heedless to the looks directed his way, he knocked the
bike into gear and twisted the throttle.



Accelerating down the street, he turned at the first available alley, locking up the rear tire with a
screech. The alley was just wide enough for the bike and sidecar, but it was short; Not quite long
enough for a normal take-off.

“Fuck it,” Sirius growled.

Gunning the engine, he popped the clutch and shot off down the alley. Knocking the bike into
second gear, he accelerated rapidly towards the solid brick wall. Letting out a roar that matched
the sound coming from his bike, Sirius wrenched back on the handlebars and flicked a switch
with his thumb. He grunted as the bike lurched into the air and slammed tire first into the wall
five feet up. In complete defiance of gravity and physics, the bike drove effortlessly up the wall.
Shifting into third, he raced as fast as he could toward the edge of the roof. Flicking another
button just as he cleared the roof, the bike continued on and disappeared into the inky black
sky.

Letting out a sigh of relief, Sirius pinned the throttle and ran through the gears as he headed
North towards the village of Godric’s Hollow.

“l swear to Merlin, Peter, if anything happens to them because of you...,” he growled under his
breath.

The trip, even on his magically enchanted bike, seemed to take forever. That high, the air was
cold and crisp, necessitating the use of several Warming Charms. Mercifully, the village lights
came into view, and he began his descent. Uncaring about the Muggles that might see him,
Sirius landed his bike in the middle of the street. He drove on the wrong side of the road, and
looking left, his heart dropped as James and Lily’s house came into view.

A large section of the East wall was missing on the second floor, and the front door was hanging
crookedly; only the top hinge was still connected. Bringing the bike to a screeching halt, Sirius
leapt from the bike, his wand drawn, and burst through the wide-open doorway. Scanning
around for threats, it took him a moment to notice the body lying crumpled at the bottom of
the stairs.



“James!” Sirius yelled.

Racing forward, he slid on his knees and rolled him over. Brown eyes stared back at him, blank
and lifeless. A lump formed in Sirius’ throat, his eyes burning as he stared at his best friend’s
face. Before he could drown in his grief, the sound of a baby crying had his head snapping up to
look up the stairs.

“Harry,” Sirius said.

Letting go of James, he took the stairs two at a time, wand held aloft. The air felt thick with
magic as he peeked around through the door, ready and anxious for a fight. What he saw both
shocked him and broke his heart. Lily lay in front of the crib, her green eyes just as lifeless as her
husband’s. The wall to the left of the crib was completely missing, with bits of drywall and
roofing tile littering the floor. Voldemort was nowhere to be seen, but miraculously, Harry was
alive.

Sitting in his crib and crying, Harry only had a small cut on his forehead.

“It’s okay, Harry, I've got you,” Sirius said.

Stepping carefully around Lily, he picked Harry up and held him to his chest. Rubbing his back
soothingly, Sirius glanced down mournfully.

“Ill take good care of him,” he said tearfully. “l swear to you, James, Lily, I'll protect him with my
life.”

Wiping his face, Sirius left the room and down the stairs. He knew if he didn’t get out of the
house soon, he’d break. As he stepped past James’ body, grief started to turn to rage.

It was time to go rat hunting.



“Come on, Harry,” Sirius said, pressing his godson’s head to his chest so he didn’t look around.
“Time to go see Aunt Andy.”

Stepping outside, he walked past the open gate just as a massive figure appeared out of
nowhere. Drawing his wand, a deadly curse on the tip of his tongue, Sirius paused when he
recognized the new arrival.

“Hagrid,” he called, lowering his wand. “What are you doing here?”

“Dumbledore sent me,” Hagrid said, his face unusually serious. “Said he felt the wards fall. I'm
glad to see Harry’s alrigh’. Where are James an’ Lily?”

“Gone,” Sirius said, swallowing thickly.

“Gone?” Hagrid asked, his beetle black eyes swimming with tears.

At Sirius’ nod, he sniffled, tears falling into his thick, bushy beard.

“You know what ‘appened?” he asked, choking back a sob.

“No,” Sirius said, shaking his head. “Lily must’ve done something, though. The nursery’s a
wreck, and You-Know-Who wouldn’t have left Harry alive if he could help it. | hope she killed the
bastard.”

“If anyone could it, it’d be Lily,” Hagrid sniffled. “Poor Harry. Havin’ to grow up without ‘is
parents.”

Sirius nodded but said nothing, the grief shutting him down. In looking for a change of subject,
he caught on to something that bothered him.



“You said Dumbledore sent you?” he asked.

“Yeah,” Hagrid said, pulling a handkerchief out of his pocket and blowing his nose loudly.

“Did he say why he didn’t come himself?” Sirius asked, disguising the suspicion in his voice as a
curiosity.

“I didn’t ask,” Hagrid admitted. “Just came to me hut and told me something had happened to
the Potters. Gave me a Portkey and told me to bring Harry to ‘im.”

“Just Harry?” Sirius asked, his eyes narrowing. “I wonder how he knew he was alive.”

“Some kinda spell | s’pose,” Hagrid shrugged.

“Yeah,” Sirius said, his mind working frantically.

“Well, | better get Harry back to Dumbledore before the Aurors show up,” Hagrid said, stepping
closer.

Sirius held Harry tighter and took a step back. Hagrid looked at him curiously.

“I'm his Godfather,” he said, knowing he needed to leave quickly. “I should take care of him.”

As far as the world was concerned, he had been James and Lily’s Secret Keeper. He’d never
catch up to Peter if he spent Merlin knew how long being interrogated by Crouch. For a
moment, he considered just giving Harry to Hagrid, but his suspicions about Dumbledore held
him back. Something was wrong here.

“It’s Dumbledore’s orders,” Hagrid shrugged.



Thinking quickly, Sirius turned like he was going to hand Harry to him. Behind his back, he
flicked his wand towards the house, sending one of the chairs tumbling across the kitchen
loudly. Hagrid froze with his arms outstretched, his face raised to look over Sirius’ head. Sirius
clutched Harry tighter, wand held aloft as he backed away from the house and Hagrid.

“What was that?” he asked, adding a bit of panic to his voice.

“Dunno,” Hagrid muttered, his eyes narrowed as he scanned the house. “Squirrel, maybe?”

“Sounded too big for that,” Sirius said. “I didn’t check the house that well. | just grabbed Harry
and got out. You mind taking a look? | don’t think | can go back in there.”

“I'll check it out,” Hagrid said, puffing up his chest.

As he strode towards the house, Sirius backed slowly towards his bike. The moment Hagrid
ducked inside, he turned and sprinted. Setting Harry in the sidecar, he waved his wand,
transfiguring the seat to conform around him. Using a couple of more charms to protect him
from the cold and wind, he hopped on and started the engine. Hagrid came rushing out just as
he took off down the street.

“Sorry, Hagrid!” Sirius yelled.

Before the half-Giant could react, Sirius gunned the engine. A few seconds later, he took back
off into the night. Glancing over at Harry, he smiled when he saw the boy waving at the passing
stars overhead, his hand clenching and opening as if to catch them. Banking gently to the left,
he headed for his cousin Andromeda’s house.

“Alright, Harry,” Sirius yelled over the sound of the wind and engine. “I'll drop you off at Aunt
Andi’s. You can play with Nymphadora. You remember Dora, don’t you?”



Turning away from Harry, he gritted his teeth and went even faster.

“Then Uncle Padfoot needs to go see an old friend,” he growled.

It was almost midnight by the time Sirius pounded on Andi’s front door. Harry, now under a
Silencing Charm, had fallen asleep halfway over Bristol.

“Who’s there?” she called. “Do you have any idea what time it is?”

“It’s me,” Sirius called back.

“Sirius?” Andi asked, undoing the locks on the door. “I swear to Merlin, if you’re drunk —”

Andromeda broke off as she opened the door and stared at the baby in his arms with wide eyes.
Andi was a tall, beautiful woman with dark, gently curling hair. Her grey eyes and sharp nose
spoke strongly of her Black heritage.

“Is that Harry?” Andi asked, pulling her housecoat tightly around her curvy figure.

Sirius nodded, and her face dropped.

“Come and tell me what happened,” she said, stepping to the side.

“l can’t stay,” Sirius said, walking in and heading towards the living room. “I need to find Peter
before he leaves the country.”



“Peter?” Andi asked, confused.

“He betrayed us,” Sirius growled, laying Harry gently down on the couch. “He was their Secret
Keeper. | went to check on him tonight, and he was gone. He sold them to You-Know-Who.”

Straightening up, he turned to leave, only to find himself staring down the business end of
Andi’s wand.

“Funny, last you told me, you were their Secret Keeper,” she said, narrowing her eyes.

“Oh, come on, Andi!” Sirius yelled. “You can’t think | would do that!”

“No, | don’t,” Andi said, her stern features unmoved. “Which is the only reason | haven’t cursed
you yet. Now, explain.”

“I don’t have time for this!” Sirius shouted frustratedly. “Peter-"

“Can wait,” Andi interrupted. “Explain. Now.”

“Andi? Is everything alright?” Ted, her husband, asked as he reached the bottom of the stairs.

Ted was a short, plain-looking man with a head of straw-colored hair. There wasn’t anything
exceptional about the man, but he was nice enough.

“No,” Andi said. “James and Lily are dead, and Sirius here is just about to explain what
happened.”

“Ah,” Ted said, looking between the two for a moment. “I'll just put some tea on, shall I?”



“Thank you, dear,” Andi said, never even glancing away from Sirius.

Once Ted was in the kitchen, and Sirius realized he wouldn’t be leaving without explaining, he
threw his hands up in frustration.

“Fine,” he barked. “Something felt off all night, so | Flooed Peter to check on him. When he
didn’t answer, | Flooed over and found his place empty. Peter was gone, and so were all of his
belongings. There was no sign of forced entry, and the wards were intact.”

“He had his Floo connected?” Andi asked, brow arched.

“Everyone knows if you want to hide, you need to get off the Floo,” Sirius sighed. “We didn’t
want to draw any attention to him. No one knew he was the Secret Keeper, and out of the three
of us, he was the least likely to be chosen.”

“Not a bad idea, but risky,” Andi said. “It’s possible someone followed him, hoping he knew who
the Secret Keeper was.”

“But why take his clothes?” Sirius asked, shaking his head. “No, Peter left on his own, and if You-
Know-Who found James and Lily, that means he told them.”

“You're probably right,” Andi admitted. “What happened next?”

“I Apparated back to my place and grabbed my bike,” Sirius continued. “I flew as fast as | could
to Godric’s Hollow.”

“Why not just Apparate there?” she asked suspiciously.



“I couldn’t,” Sirius replied. “I made Lily obliviate the Apparition coordinates from my mind. | was
supposed to be a distraction. | didn’t want the Death Eates to find them if | was caught. | only
knew the general direction and a few landmarks to look for.”

“I'm impressed,” Andi said, cocking an eyebrow. “This is quite well thought out for you.”

“Not well enough,” Sirius growled. “That rat led him straight to them. James and Lily were
already dead when | got there. The nursery was missing a wall, and Harry was crying in his crib. |
don’t know what Lily did, but it must’ve been amazing. You-Know-Who wouldn’t have left Harry
alive. | think she might’ve killed him. | could practically taste the magic in the air.”

Sighing, Sirius sat in a chair heavily.

“Then, as | was leaving to bring Harry here, Hagrid shows up,” he said.

“Hagrid?” Andi asked, eye narrowed.

“Yeah,” Sirius said, still unsure what to think himself. “He said Dumbledore sent him to pick up
Harry and only Harry. Hagrid mentioned something about the wards alerting him, but it still
doesn’t make sense. Why send Hagrid when you know You-Know-Who might be there? Why not
come himself?”

“Those are very good questions,” Andi said, finally lowering her wand.

Ted came back from the kitchen, a tray of tea floating in front of him.

“Do we still have Nymphadora’s old crib?” she asked, taking a cup.

“It’s in the attic,” Ted told her.



“We'll get it down tomorrow, then,” Andi said. “I'll transfigure something for the night. Harry
can stay with Nymphadora. Sirius, you can take the guest room.”

“Thanks, Andi,” Sirius said, levering himself out of his chair. “But | really need to-"

His words were cut off when he was knocked back into his seat, his wand ripped from his pocket
and roped snaked around his chest.

“What the hell, Andi!?” Sirius yelled.

“You're going nowhere,” she told him sternly. “The Aurors will know what’s happened, and
they’ll be looking for you. If you go after Peter now, you’ll end up in Azkaban.”

“He killed them!” Sirius shouted angrily, struggling in vain to free himself.

“I know,” Andi said softly. “But you need to think about Harry. | have no legal standing with him.
What happens to him when Dumbledore comes knocking, and his Godfather is sitting in
prison?”

Sirius opened and closed his mouth twice before slumping back in his chair.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

“Language,” Andi scolded. “Now, are you going to behave, or do | need to keep you tied up all
night?”

“Ill stay,” Sirius sighed.



“Good,” Andi said, releasing the ropes and tossing him his wand. “Now, first thing tomorrow,
you need to go to the Ministry and explain everything that happened. Volunteer to take
Veritaserum; that should speed things up.”

“Alright,” Sirius nodded. “Probably for the best. Maybe | can get Crouch to let me go after Peter
once | explain everything.”

llI

'd say you’re too close to the case, but I've seen that man make far worse decisions,” Andi told
him.

Walking over the couch, she gently picked up Harry and cradled him to her chest.

“I'll put Harry to bed,” she said. “Try to get some sleep, Sirius.”

“I doubt it,” Sirius muttered. “Thanks, Andi. For everything.”

“It’s what family’s for,” Andi said, giving him a smile.

Chapter 2

Sirius didn’t sleep at all that night. Whenever he closed his eyes, he saw James and Lily’s, cold
and lifeless, staring back at him. He sat for hours on the couch, watching the minutes tick by as
he waited for the sun to rise. Guilt and sadness ate him up on the inside, gnawing painfully at
his heart.

A part of him was glad to be alone, but another part wished Andromeda had stayed. But, then
again, she hadn’t known James and Lily that well. Andi had only met them a couple of times
before they’d gone into hiding. Sirius wished he could call Remus, but he was still away talking
with the Werewolves and wouldn’t be back for a few more days.



Unless the news reached him sooner, in which case Sirius worried he might try to kill him. He
was really regretting keeping his ‘brilliant” plan to himself. It was stupid now that he thought
about it, but the thought of Voldemort getting to James and Lily was so unthinkable he hadn’t
even considered it an option. In hindsight, he should have told someone, anyone, they all
trusted.

“Did you get any sleep?”

Sirius looked up so fast that his neck popped painfully. Andi came walking down the stairs in a
worn, pink bathrobe, eyeing him critically. Blinking, he glanced out the window and was
surprised to see the sun rising over the horizon. After hours of watching and waiting, the damn
thing had managed to sneak up on him.

“A couple of hours,” Sirius lied.

“I'm sure,” Andi replied, unconvinced. “Well, since you’re up, you might as well come with me to
the kitchen. You’re going to need to learn how to cook if you’re going to take care of Harry.”

Groaning and rolling his eyes, Sirius got to his feet and followed her into the kitchen. Grabbing a
carton of eggs and a pack of sausages from the refrigerator, as well as a can of beans from the
pantry, she showed him how to make a simple breakfast.

“l hope you can at least make toast,” Andi said, handing him a loaf of bread.

“I'm not that bad,” Sirius grumbled, snatching it from her hand. “I’ve been living on my own for
years now, you know.”

“You live above an Indian restaurant for a reason,” she said knowingly.

“Well, they do have great takeaway,” Sirius admitted.



Laying out ten pieces of bread on the counter, he toasted one side, then flipped them with a
charm to toast the other. While he was doing that, Ted ambled into the kitchen sleepily and
headed straight for the coffee maker.

“Morning,” Ted yawned, kissing Andi on the cheek.

“Morning, dear,” Andi smiled. “Are the kids still asleep?”

“Yep,” he replied, smiling softly. “I checked on them before | came down. Nymphadora must’ve
woken up in the night and moved her bed closer to the crib. She’s laying with her hand through
the bars, and Harry’s got a death grip on her finger.”

“That girl,” Andi said, shaking her head as she moved the last of the eggs onto a platter.

“Should | go wake them?” Sirius asked.

“Oh, you poor man,” Andi said, patting his cheek. “You have so much to learn. If the kids are still
asleep, eat, then wake them. Things get chaotic at the table when kids are involved, especially
with Nymphadora.”

“Right,” Sirius said, looking over at Ted, who chuckled as they sat at the table.

“Nymphadora didn’t want scrambled eggs yesterday,” he said. “Her accidental magic dumped
the whole bowl over Andi’s head. Took her an hour to get it all out of her hair.”

Sirius snorted but couldn’t bring himself to really laugh. It felt like doing so would somehow be
disrespectful to James and Lily. Eating mechanically, he got through half his plate, never tasting
what he was eating before an owl flew in with the morning paper. Ted dug a Knut out of his
pocket to pay for it and took it from the impatient bird. As it flew back out the open window, he
opened the paper and immediately choked on what he was eating.



“What is it?” Andi asked.

Coughing to clear his throat, Ted set the paper on the table. On the front page was a picture of
James and Lily’s house in Godric’s Hollow, Ministry workers swarming the scene. The title of the
article stood out in big, bold letters.

Boy-Who-Lived Defeats Dark Lord! Sirius Black Wanted for Kidnap and Murder!

“What!” Sirius yelled, jumping to his feet.

“It gets worse,” Ted said. “The Ministry has started a nationwide search. They have orders to kill
you on sight. And there’s a ten thousand Galleon bounty for information leading to your
capture.”

“Shit!” Sirius said.

He nearly knocked over his chair as he got to his feet and began to pace back and forth in the
small kitchen.

“l was their best friend,” Sirius growled, running a hand through his long, dark hair. “How could
they think I'd murder them and then kidnap my own Godson.”

“Because you told everyone you were the Secret Keeper,” Andi pointed out. “What about
Harry? Does the paper say anything about him?”

“Let’s see,” Ted replied, scanning the article. “They know he was alive when Sirius took him.
Good Lord, they’re saying Harry killed You-Know-Who in a burst of accidental magic.”

“Ted,” Andi said, giving him a brief glare.



“Right. Sorry, dear,” he said. “Um, they believe Sirius is either going to use Harry in a ritual to
bring You-Know-Who back to life or raise him to be the next Dark Lord. One that he controls so
he can take over magical Britain. Some believe Harry is already dead, and Sirius has already fled
the country.”

“Alright,” Sirius barked angrily. “Okay, here’s what I'll do. I’ll go to the Ministry and tell them
what really happened. They won’t kill me until they know where Harry is, right?”

Ted and Andromeda shared a look that didn’t boost his confidence.

“Sirius, | hate to say this, but | think as soon as they have you, they’ll use Veritaserum to find out
where Harry is and then have you Kissed,” Andi told him.

“They wouldn’t administer the Kiss to someone just like that,” Sirius said, though the words felt
like a lie even as he said them.

“They already have,” Andromeda told him, her face solemn. “Ted, tell him about those cases
you’re working on.”

Sighing, Ted folded the paper and set it aside.

“My firm is working on two cases where the Ministry arrested two ‘known’ Death Eaters and
had them Kissed before they could be questioned,” he said. “Neither of them had the mark, and
they went missing days before they suddenly reappeared and committed heinous crimes. The
families believe they were put under the Imperious Curse and forced to do those things. With
the current climate, it’s been nearly impossible to find a sympathetic ear in the Wizengamot.
I’'ve been holding off on filing the cases. If | do it now, | have no doubt I'd lose.”

“It was Crouch, wasn’t it?” Sirius asked, his heart racing as he started to pace again. “l knew that
fucker was no good.”



“If you go into the Ministry now, it’s almost certain you won’t be coming back out,” Andi told
him bluntly as she shared a look with her husband. “We need to think of something else.”

“What if | grant you custody of Harry and make a public statement?” Sirius asked. “l can hide
out someplace long enough for the public to hear my side of the story, and Harry will be safe
here. They’d have to put me on trial just to clear things up, right?”

“Maybe,” Ted said, stroking his chin.

“It won’t work,” Andi said, shaking her head. “The Ministry lost this war. Everyone knows it. It’s
only because of whatever happened at the Potters last night that it’s over. They won’t allow
anyone but themselves to look like the hero now. Kill you, save Harry Potter, and they’re back as
everyone’s savior. Not to mention, there are still Death Eaters in the Ministry that would still
love to see you dead. You’d never live long enough to see a trial. Ted, | think it might be time for
plan B.”

Ted stared at Andi for a long moment, his normally jovial face dropping into a frown as he finally
nodded.

“What'’s plan-"

Sirius was cut off by a loud knock at the door. Everyone froze, staring at each other until they
knocked again.

“Just a moment!” Andi yelled, dropping her voice as she turned back to the men in the kitchen.
“Ted, Take Sirius and the kids and hide. I'll tell you when it’s safe to come out.”

“l have a better idea,” Sirius said.

Dropping down onto all fours, he transformed into a big black dog. Andi and Ted’s shocked looks
lasted for only a second.



“That’ll have to work,” Andi said just as the person at the door knocked again. “Ted, go!”

Nodding, Ted quickly and quietly made his way up the stairs. Sirius heard a murmured
incantation before the house fell silent.

“Coming,” Andi called.

Sirius followed her to the door so he could see who it was. When Andi opened the door, he
wasn’t too surprised to see Dumbledore standing there in a dark blue set of robes that sparkled
in the morning sun.

“Good morning, headmaster,” Andi said respectfully. “What brings you here this early?”

“Hello, Andromeda,” Albus said, smiling tiredly. “I’'m sorry to bother you, but I'm afraid | have
grave news. Have you had a chance to read this morning’s paper?”

“No, it arrived while | was making breakfast,” she said, looking up at him worriedly. “What’s
happened?”

“Voldemort found and attacked the Potters last night,” Albus told her, his face dropping. “James
and Lily are dead. Miraculously, Harry survived, but Sirius removed him from the house before |
arrived. I’'m afraid there’s evidence to suggest he was involved in giving away their location. You
haven’t heard from him, have you?”

“That’s terrible,” Andi said, her acting perfect. “No, | haven’t heard from Sirius in weeks. But |
can’t imagine him doing anything to hurt James, Lily, or Harry.”

“Until last night, | would’ve said the same,” Albus sighed, taking off his glasses to give them a
quick clean. “Please, if you hear from him, let me know immediately. It’s imperative Harry is
found and returned to his family.”



Sirius perked up at that. James didn’t have any family, and Lily’s only living relative was her
Muggle sister. Surely he wouldn’t put Harry with that magic-hating shrew, he thought.
Andromeda caught his movement out of the corner of her eye and spoke up just as Dumbledore
started to turn.

“I wasn’t aware James had any family left,” Andi said.

“Indeed, Harry is now the last remaining Potter,” Albus told her. “Fortunately, Lily’s sister has
agreed to take him in. It’s the safest place for him. Sorry to bother you so early, Andromeda.
Please let me know if you hear from Sirius.”

“Of course, headmaster,” Andi replied while Sirius fought back the urge to growl.

She closed the door slowly, giving them just enough time to see Dumbledore Disapparate
before the latch clicked into place. Sirius instantly transformed back into his human form.

“What the hell is he thinking!?” he raged. “Petunia hates magic! She wouldn’t even come to
James and Lily’s wedding! And how can he think I'd ever do something to hurt any of them!?
That sanctimonious, self-righteous son of a-”

“Sirius!” Andi yelled, slapping his shoulder. “First of all, don’t use words you don’t understand.
Secondly, you told everyone you were the Secret Keeper, remember? Is there anyone that
knows the truth? Is it in James or Lily’s wills?”

“No,” Sirius grumbled. “We didn’t want to chance anyone finding out the truth. We didn’t even
tell Remus because of how much time he spent around the other Werewolves.”

“You could’ve told me,” Andromeda told him, crossing his arms.

“l didn’t want to put your family at risk,” Sirius replied lamely.



“Bellatrix is my sister, and | married a Muggleborn. I've always been at risk,” she told him angrily
before pausing to take a deep breath. “This isn’t getting us anywhere. Do you trust Dumbledore
enough to tell him the truth? Do you think he’ll listen to you?”

“l don’t know,” Sirius said, running his hands through his hair. “I used to, but something
changed. He’s been making really odd decisions the last few weeks. It was like he’d given up. He
was really focused on James, Lily, and Harry for some reason. James told me some of what was
happening, but | didn’t let him tell me everything in case | got captured. Merlin, I’'m an idiot.”

“You were in a tough situation,” Andi said, giving him a hug. “If we can’t trust Dumbledore, then
we have no choice but to deal with this ourselves.”

“Is this that plan B you were talking about?” Sirius asked.

“Yes,” Andi said. “Let me go get Ted and the kids, and I'll explain.”

Patting his shoulder, she turned and made her way upstairs. Sighing tiredly, Sirius walked over to
the couch and collapsed onto it heavily. He dropped his head into his hands, feeling like the
whole world was collapsing around him.

“l can carry him,” Nymphadora said loudly from the top of the stairs.

“You're not carrying him down the stairs,” Andi said annoyedly.

“You can sit with Harry on the couch, okay?” Ted asked.

“Okay!” Tonks cheered. “Thanks, Daddy.”



Sirius smiled slightly as Nymphadora came racing down the stairs, her hair bright yellow. The
energetic four-year-old ran right past him and climbed up onto the other end of the couch. She
was waiting impatiently before Ted and Andi, with Harry in her arms, had even reached the
bottom of the stairs.

“Ted, can you call Meredith?” Andi asked, setting Harry next to Nymphadora, who grabbed his
hand and started gabbing away.

“Sure,” Ted replied.

Kissing his wife on the cheek, he made his way over to the Floo. While he was grabbing a
handful of Floo powder and getting on his knees, Andi sat across from him.

“I think the best option right now, for all of us, is to get out of Britain,” Andi said.

“l can’t ask you to do that,” Sirius said, shaking his head. “I was thinking | could just take Harry
and go to Black Island. | don’t want to put your family in the middle of this.”

“We’re already in the middle of this,” Andi told him. “Ted and | have been talking about this for
a while. Even with You-Know-Who gone, we still have to worry about the Death Eaters in the
Ministry. You know as well as | do that people that powerful aren’t going to see the inside of
Azkaban. Besides, without that monster holding Bella’s leash, there’s nothing to stop her from
coming here. Add to that the way our government is treating you, and we think it’s time to
leave. Ted has family in America. We’ve had arrangements set up for months.”

“But how do we get there?” Sirius asked. “We can’t just walk into the Ministry and ask for an
International Portkey.”

“We have a Vanishing Cabinet upstairs connected to Ted’s uncle’s house in Nevada,” she replied.
“l made plans to leave as soon as Bella married Lestrange. | knew it would only be a matter of
time before she came after us. She’s made her opinion of Ted quite clear over the last few years.



Ted’s talking to a friend of his right now. She’s a Congresswoman in MACUSA. She’ll make sure
you’re given a fair trial there. You know how much the Americans like a good headline.”

“We're leaving?” Nymphadora asked, hugging Harry tightly.

“I'm afraid so, sweetheart,” Andi said softly. “It’s not safe for us here anymore, especially for
Harry.”

“He’s coming with us, right?” the little girl asked, morphing her eyes to make them look slightly
bigger.

“Yes, Harry and Sirius are coming with us,” Andi smiled, looking at Sirius as if daring him to
argue.

“Yay!” Nymphadora yelled, kissing Harry’s head as he tried to squirm out of her grip.

Ted pulled his head out of the fire and sat on the arm of Andi’s chair.

“We're all set. Meredith will meet us at the house with a couple of Aurors in a few hours,” he
told them. “They’ll need to question him under Veritaserum, but it will all be public, and I'll be
with you the whole time. She’s also sending a Healer to take a look at Harry. Bagnold is claiming
he survived the Killing Curse last night.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Sirius scoffed. “No one can survive that curse.”

“Maybe not,” Andi said, drawing the incredulous stares of both men. “I checked on his cut after
I laid him down for the night. Whatever caused it is some of the darkest magic I've ever seen.”

“But there’s no way... | mean, Harry’s only a baby, right,” Sirius said. “I know he showed magic
early, but accidental magic can’t stop a Killing Curse, can it?”



“I didn’t say he did it on his own,” Andi corrected him. “We all know how brilliant Lily was. I'm
sure she had something to do with it, but Harry survived some powerful magic last night. Of
that, there’s no doubt.”

“Is it hurting him?” Sirius asked, glancing over at the toddler in concern.

“No,” Andi replied quickly. “Besides a cut, he’s perfectly healthy. Still, it wouldn’t hurt to get a
second opinion.”

“I hate to interrupt, but we really should get packing,” Ted butted in.

“Right,” Sirius said, getting to his feet. “Well, looks like I'll have to go with what I’'m wearing.
They’ll be watching my apartment. | just need to figure out what to do with my bike.”

“You rode that death trap all the way here? With Harry?” Andi asked angrily.

“l didn’t have a choice,” Sirius said, waving her off.

“Idiot,” Andi muttered. “Where did you leave it?”

“| parked it behind the petrol station on the corner and put it under a Disillusionment Charm,”
he told her.

“At least you hide it well,” she sighed. “If Dumbledore had seen that... Alright, Ted, you go get
the bike and see if you can shrink it. | don’t want Sirius going outside the house. They could be
watching it. Sirius and | will start packing.”

“Mummy!” Nymphadora yelled. “Harry made a stinky!”



“Correction,” Andi smirked. “I'll start packing while Sirius changes his Godson.”

“I don’t know how to change a baby!” Sirius said, looking alarmed. “And | don’t have any
diapers.”

Andi’s smirk never faltered as she summoned a piece of parchment and transfigured it into a
diaper before it even reached her. Catching it, she handed it to him and patted the top of his
head.

“Time to learn,” she told him.

Ted chuckled as he headed towards the door while Andi took Nymphadora by the hand and led
her upstairs to pack. Sighing, Sirius pulled off Harry’s pants and wrinkled his nose at the smell.

“Urgh, what did you eat?” he asked.

Sirius turned his head to the side for fresh air, he tried and failed to open the diaper. Giving up,
he drew his wand and vanished it.

“Shit,” he cursed.

Using a couple of more spells to clean the mess on Harry and the new one on the couch, Sirius
grabbed both of the toddler’s feet gently in one hand and lifted him up. Harry giggled while
Sirius grabbed the diaper and slipped it under him. Tilting his head to the side, he turned it back
and forth a couple of times.

“l don’t suppose you know which part is the front, do you?” he asked.



Picking the side he thought was right, Sirius set Harry back down and folded the diaper over
before realizing he didn’t know how to close it.

“How the bloody hell does this thing work?” he asked no one.

After struggling for a few more moments, he once again resorted to using his wand. Two quick
Sticking Charms left the sides attached quite securely. Putting Harry’s pants on was even more
of a struggle. The lad seemed to take great joy in yanking one leg free while Sirius tried to cloth
the other. After several minutes of struggling, he finally managed to get them on and wiped the
sweat from his brow.

“1 hope you’re not always this difficult,” Sirius said, lifting Harry up and holding him to his chest.
“Now that that’s done, ready to go cause some mischief in America?”

Chapter 3

Sirius stepped into the Vanishing Cabinet, and Andi closed the door behind him. He felt pressure
on his entire body, his ears popping, and then the feeling left. Sticking his pinky in his ear, he
wiggled it around and worked his jaw as he opened the door and stepped out into his new
home. The house was like nothing he’d ever seen before. The front of the house, where the
living area was, was made up of bare white walls and minimal furniture. An open floor plan left
him with a clear view of the kitchen and the back wall made almost entirely of glass panes from
floor to ceiling.

Stepping out of the cabinet, he closed the door behind him and walked closer. Outside the
window, all he could see was mile after mile of reddish sand with a few dry bushes and cacti
dotting the landscape. In the distance, he could see a large hill with a massive city sprawling out
on either side far behind it. It had been just after noon when he’d stepped into the cabinet, but
here, the sun was just rising over the horizon.

“Sirius!” Andi yelled. “Stop staring at the scenery and help me start unpacking.”



“Right,” Sirius replied, shaking himself from his reverie. “This place is huge, and it’s a second
home?”

“Ted’s uncle owns a software company,” Andi told him, handing him the suitcases she’d brought
with her. “Don’t ask. | don’t understand what it is, either. | do know he made a lot of money
from it. He's getting on in age and doesn’t come out here much. | think he spends most of his
time out in California now.”

“Does he know about magic?” Sirius asked, watching as she closed the cabinet, opened it back
up a moment later, and started pulling out trunks and boxes.

“No,” Andi replied. “The Americans are very strict about that sort of thing. We just told him
there were terrorist attacks in England, and we might need to get out. He offered us this house
as soon as we told him.”

“Nice guy,” Sirius commented.

Suddenly, they heard crying coming from the cabinet. The door opened and Nymphadora
stumbled out while Harry cried in Ted’s arms.

“l don’t think he liked the trip,” he told them, bouncing Harry and rubbing his back. “It’s all
right. It’s all over now.”

“I'll take him,” Andi said, taking him from Ted. “You two need to get ready to meet Meredith.
She’ll be here any minute.”

The words had only just left her mouth when there was a knock at the door.

“Bugger,” Ted muttered. “Sirius, give me your wand. Let me do all the talking unless they ask
you a question directly.”



“Why do you need my wand?” he asked, reluctant to part with it.

“It’ll look better if you've already surrendered,” Ted said urgently. “Sirius, trust me.”

Huffing in frustration, Sirius handed over his wand and stuffed his hands in his pockets while
Andi went to answer the door.

“Andromeda,” came a woman'’s voice. “It’s good to see you again. Can we come in?”

“Of course,” Andi said, stepping aside and holding the door open.

A middle-aged woman with dark curly hair greying at the edges stepped into the house. Her
dark, intelligent eyes scanned over the room while a small smile hovered on her lips. She wore a
Muggle dress suit under an open, dark blue robe, the golden MACUSA insignia embroidered
over her right breast. Behind her came two men. One was black, the other white, but they both
wore matching suits and sunglasses, wands peeking out of their sleeves.

“You must be Sirius Black,” Meredith smiled, looking him over. “You’ve caused quite the stir.
Meredith Bennet, at your service.”

“Pleasure,” Sirius said, smiling shortly.

“Oh, don’t be so nervous,” Meredith chuckled. “If | really thought you were a threat, I'd’ve sent
the MIB to pick you up. So long as you’re telling the truth, we just need to take a trip to D.C.,
you give your testimony before Congress, and then you’re free to go. I've already processed the
Tonks’ and Harry’s request for asylum. Once you’re cleared, I'll stamp yours.”

“Has there been a request for extradition?” Ted asked.



“No, | doubt they even know you’re here,” Meredith told him. “Last | heard, the British closed all
exits from the country until you’re found. They’ve yet to contact other countries, which is why
we need to move quickly. I'll need your wand, I'm afraid.”

Ted handed it over, and Meredith nodded approvingly.

“The next session starts in less than an hour. | should have them home after lunch,” Meredith
said to Andi.

“Thank you, Meredith,” Andi said gratefully. “I don’t know what we would’ve done without your
help.”

“Don’t mention it,” Meredith smiled. “It’s the least | can do after everything Ted did for Henry.”

She gave Andi a brief hug and then walked out the door. Ted put his hand on Sirius’ back,
guiding him to follow her, the two Aurors wordlessly falling in behind. Sirius squinted from the
bright sun as soon as he stepped outside.

“Bloody hell,” he said, shielding his eyes.

“Jones,” Meredith called, holding out her hand.

Reaching for the inside pocket of his jacket, the white Auror pulled out an iron horseshoe and
handed it to her.

“This Portkey will take us to the Capital in Washington,” she said, holding it out. “If you’re ready
to go, grab hold.”



Ted reached out first, and Sirius took a deep breath before taking hold. The two Aurors moved
in on either side of him before gripping his biceps and touching the horseshoe. Before Sirius
could question them, Meredith tapped the Portkey with her wand, and they were off.

Tumbling through a wild swirl of colors, the trip lasted much longer than Sirius was used to. Just
as he was beginning to wonder if it would ever end, the Portkey slowed, and he started to kick
his feet. They landed under the cover of a bus stop, and the first thing he noticed was the
sudden change in temperature. It was much colder in Washington, D.C., and there was a light
dusting of snow on the sidewalk. In front of him was the Capital building, looking massive
compared to the way he’d imagined looking at pictures in his History of Magic books.

Wrenching his arms free from the Aurors, Sirius gave them a glare and adjusted his leather
jacket aggressively. The two men stood back, their faces impassive. He hated the fact their eyes
were hidden behind those glasses.

“This way,” Meredith said, marching forward without looking back to see if they were following.

Crossing the street, they walked past the Muggles making their way into the building through
the front entrance and made their way down the side until they came to a metal door. Meredith
tapped a pattern on the door with her wand, and the lock clicked open audibly. Yanking the
door open, she strode inside. Ted put his hand on Sirius’ back, directing him to go first. When
Sirius stepped inside, he found himself in a long, wide hallway with doors on either side. Each
door had an American flag outside of it and one or two others he wasn’t familiar with. One he
particularly liked was a yellow flag with a segmented snake across.

“We just need to make a quick stop at my office,” Meredith said.

Walking a little further down the hall, she turned and opened one of the doors.

“Arabella, I'm back. Have we heard anything from Britain?” she asked.



“No, ma’am,” replied a young Hispanic woman with a pretty face, her hair tied up in a bun.
“Congressman Holmes stopped by a few minutes ago, though. He said everything is ready.”

“Perfect,” Meredith smiled. “Thank you.”

Closing the door, she started back down the hall.

“Who’s this Holmes bloke?” Sirius asked curiously, his paranoia getting the better of him.

“Congressman Edward Holmes from Texas, he’s the speaker for Congress,” Meredith told him.
“You’re lucky the Whigs took the majority after the last election. This would’ve been much
harder if the Democrats were still in charge.”

“Whigs?” Ted asked. “l thought it was Democrats and Republicans.”

“Only on the Muggle side,” Meredith told him. “In Muggle Congress, the Whigs were split on
slavery, and the party fell apart in the 1840s. The Republicans formed in 1854 as the party
against slavery. We never had that issue on the magical side. We agreed to end all slavery years
before the civil war broke out.”

“Huh,” Ted said. “Wish Binns had taught us that.”

“He probably did. We just slept through it,” Sirius joked.

“You'll find Ilvermony has much better history lessons,” Meredith said. “Every year, the sixth
years come to Congress to participate in a mock session and meet their representatives.”

Opening a door at the end of the hall, they stepped into a massive atrium. Sirius was struck by
just how big everything was. Everything just exuded a level of power and wealth, and it was like
they weren’t even trying to put it on display.



Taking the stairs, Meredith turned right at the top and led them into a well-appointed waiting
room.

“You and Ted can wait here until we call for you,” she told him. “It shouldn’t be too long.”

With a reassuring smile, she turned and walked back out the door, the two Aurors taking up
position on either side of the door. Ted took a seat and patted the chair next to him.

“Take a seat, Sirius, and try to relax,” he said. “Everything will be just fine.”

“Easy for you to say,” Sirius said, dropping into the chair. “You’re not getting sent to Azkaban if
this goes wrong.”

“You’re not going anywhere,” Ted told him, patting his knee.

“Are you sure we can trust Meredith?” Sirius asked nervously. “I've never met a politician |
liked.”

“She’s a good woman,” Ted replied. “I expect she’ll use this to make some political move, but
she genuinely wants to help.”

“How do you know her, anyway?” he pressed. “What was that she said earlier about helping
someone?”

“Henry,” Ted said with a sigh. “Her son. He came to Britain a few years ago to study under a
Potions Master. One night, he came across a wizard assaulting a Muggle woman. They got into a
duel, and Henry ended up killing the man. Broke his neck when he knocked him against a steel
staircase. That man ended up being Jonah Selwyn.”



“Bloody hell,” Sirius said. “I bet they threw a fit over that.”

“Oh, they did,” Ted nodded. “Not only was he American, but Henry’s father is a Muggle, not just
a Muggleborn, which would’ve been bad enough. Meredith being a Congresswoman made
them even more irate. | was the only one who would take the case. No one else wanted to
anger the darker faction, especially with the rising disappearances at the time. Nearly cost me
my job at the firm. The trial lasted a week, and the Selywns used every trick in the book, but
Henry walked free, as he should have. All the evidence was on his side.”

“And this is Meredith’s way of paying you back for that?” Sirius asked.

“l suppose you could look at it that way,” Ted admitted.

“Thanks, Ted,” Sirius said sincerely. “I really appreciate you doing all of this for me.”

“Don’t mention it,” Ted smiled.

Smiling back, Sirius picked up a Quidditch magazine to read about American Quidditch teams
while trying to keep control of his nerves. They waited for half an hour before there was a knock
at the door, and a big, heavily bearded Auror stuck his head in.

“They’re ready for Mr. Black,” he said.

Sirius took a deep breath and stood, straightening his jacket. Ted was right behind him, hand on
his shoulder as they walked towards the chamber. Sirius was very cognizant of the two Aurors
following close behind.

“Just answer any questions they ask as best you can,” Ted told him.



Nodding, Sirius walked into the Congressional chamber. It was easily ten times the size of the
courtrooms the Wizengamot used for meetings, and every seat was filled. When he reached the
front, a young man stood and motioned him to a seat in the center of the room at a long
wooden table.

“Sirius Black,” A tall wizard with a beard to rival Dumbledore’s spoke from a raised podium. “I'm
House Speaker Edward Holmes. You're here to declare your innocence and ask for asylum in the
United States, correct?”

Sirius looked to Ted, who nodded.

“Yes, sir,” he said, holding his head high.

“And you have agreed to be questioned under Veritaserum of your own free will?” Holmes
asked.

“Yes,” Sirius replied.

“Very well, the members have submitted their questions,” Holmes said, ruffling a stack of
papers. “Aurors, if you would administer the potion.”

A side door opened, and an Auror came out with a wooden box in his hands. Walking over to
the table, he set the box down and opened the lid. Inside was a single, tiny vial of Veritaserum.
Taking it out, the Auror walked around to stand next to Sirius.

“Please tilt your head back and stick out your tongue,” he said.

Sirius did, allowing the Auror to place three drops of the powerful truth potion on his tongue. A
haze came over his mind, and he felt like a large part of himself was trapped underwater. The
Auror pried open his left eye and looked at it closely, then stood back and cast a charm Sirius
didn’t recognize before turning to Holmes and nodding.



“He’s under,” he said.

“You are Sirius Black from London, England, correct?” Holmes asked.

“Yes,” Sirius replied without even the thought of hesitating.

“Who was the Secret Keeper for James and Lily Potter?” he continued.

“Peter Pettigrew,” Sirius answered, his emotions suppressed by the potion.

“Why does the British Ministry believe you to be their Secret Keeper?” Holmes pressed.

“That’s what we told everyone,” Sirius replied. “Everyone knew | was the most likely person to
be their Secret Keeper, so we used that. The plan was for me to keep the Death Eaters busy
looking for me while the real Secret Keeper, Peter, was completely safe at home. We didn’t
know that he was the traitor.”

“Are you now, or have you ever been, aligned with the wizard known as Lord Voldemort?”
Holmes asked.

“No,” Sirius stated firmly.

“Why did you come to America instead of going to your own government for help?”

“The Aurors put out a kill on sight order for me,” Sirius replied. “There’s still enough Death
Eaters hidden in the government that | didn’t trust them not to kill me, even if | turned myself
in. | was also worried about my Godson. Dumbledore has been acting oddly lately, and | don’t
trust that he or the Ministry has his best interests at heart.”



lll

‘d like to enter into evidence the birth certificate of Harry James Potter,” Meredith said,
holding up the document. “It clearly declares Sirius Orion Black as his Godfather. According to
British law and our own, Mr. Black is his legal guardian.”

“Without objection,” Holmes nodded, summoning the parchment to him. “Does anyone have
any new questions they’d like to add? No? Then please give Mr. Black the antidote.”

A vial was suddenly shoved in Sirius” mouth, and his head forcibly tilted back. He choked on the
bitter potion briefly before he swallowed, and his mind quickly cleared. Reaching for a glass of
water, he downed half of it to get the taste out of his mouth.

“That was quick,” Sirius said, smiling crookedly. “Did | pass?”

A few members of Congress chuckled, and Holmes cracked a smile.

“I think your answers speak for themselves, but we still need to put it to a vote,” he told him.
“Now, this is not a court. We are merely to determine whether Mr. Black should be granted
asylum or not. All those in favor of granting asylum, please raise your wands and say yay.”

Sirius gazed around the room, trying to count the number of lit wands with what felt like a lead
ball sitting in the pit of his stomach.

“All those opposed?” Holmes asked.

Wands were again raised, but he was relieved to note it looked like far less this time. Despite
that, he couldn’t stop his growing anxiety. Under the table, his leg bounced furiously. After an
interminable minute, a young witch handed the tallied votes to Holmes.

“The clerk records the votes 182 yays to 34 nays,” he announced.



Sirius let out a breath he didn’t know he’d been holding while Ted clapped him on the shoulder.

“Mr. Black,” Holmes said, smiling when Sirius looked up and raising his gavel. “Welcome to
America.”

Bang.

As Sirius landed back in the Nevada desert, he was immediately overwhelmed by the sweltering
heat.

“Blood hell,” he said, taking off his jacket and squinting his eyes as the sun glinted off the
windows of his new home. “This heat’s going to take some getting used to.”

“This is nothing,” Ted smirked. “In the summer, it gets up to 49 during the day.”

“Well, at least I'll get a tan,” Sirius muttered. “Just remind me to flip over before | get well done.
Oh, that reminds me, | need to try and get in touch with Remus.”

“It might be best if you wait for news to make it across the pond,” Ted reminded him patiently.
“Tomorrow would probably be better. For now, let’s go give Andi the good news and help her
unpack.”

Sighing, Sirius nodded and led the way to the front door. Swinging it open, he stopped and
blinked as he watched a black and blue blur shoot from one side of the house to the other with
a loud giggle.

“Harry Potter, you get back here, young man!” Andi shouted, racing after him.



She disappeared into another room, only for Harry to reappear a moment later, heading in the
opposite direction. Nymphadora sat against the wall, laughing herself to tears as her harried-
looking mother sprinted after him.

“Look out for the vase!”

Crash!

“Ah, home sweet home,” Ted chuckled.

Chapter 4

Sirius, Harry, and the Tonks quickly settled into their new lives in America. Within days, Remus
had shown up on their doorstep after receiving a letter from Sirius. The reunion had been
tearful, with apologies on both sides. With nothing left for him in England, Remus moved to
America. He found a small house just a few miles away and, after discovering that American
wizards weren’t as prejudiced against Werewolves, found work on the magical side of the local
post office.

Meanwhile, Sirius took an offer to join the MIB, often referred to as the Men in Black, though it
really stood for the Magical Investigations Bureau. Ted set about learning American law as fast
as he could. Within months, he’d passed the bar and started a law firm. While he’d intended to
only take work as a criminal defense attorney, the small town they now lived in forced him to
branch out into almost every aspect of the law, from personal injury to legal contracts. Andi, on
the other hand, stayed at home watching the kids.

Harry and Nymphadora were attached at the hip. If she wasn’t carrying him around the house,
he was toddling after her as fast as his legs could carry him. He’d even taken to climbing out of
his crib at night and sneaking into Nymphadora’s bed, where the four-year-old cuddled him like
a teddy bear.



While the family settled into their new lives, the British Ministry was notified, in front of the
ICW, that Sirius Black and Harry Potter had been located and granted asylum in America. Of
course, there had been quite the argument, followed by pointless threats from both sides. In
the end, international law was clear on the matter, and there was nothing Britain could do to
get them back.

For Sirius and Andi, the most surprising part was how quickly Dumbledore gave up the fight. He
made a token effort at best and seemed content to let them stay in America. They talked about
sending him a letter or arranging a meeting to hopefully find out why Voldemort was so set on
getting to Harry, but in the end, they decided against it. If he hadn’t told them before, he was
unlikely to do so now. That, and the old man had a way of getting you to say more than you
intended. In all likelihood, Dumbledore would gain far more from the exchange than they
would.

Less than a year after their move, it was time for Nymphadora to go to school. While llvermorny
was America’s most prominent school, it was far from the only one. Unlike Britain, where
magical children were either homeschooled or sent to Muggle schools, America had a dedicated
magical school in every state. By law, from the ages of five to fourteen — when they could enroll
at llvermorny — magical children were required to attend.

While America was less prejudiced against other magicals, they were much more stringent
about hiding from Muggles. Magical children were taught from a young age how the Muggle
world operated, how to blend in, and what laws they needed to know. Sending them to a school
for magicals also let them make friends their age without worrying about them letting the
secret of magic slip.

On a hot August morning, Tonks waited to be picked up for school while little Harry clutched her
hand in a death grip.

“You know he’s going to be heartbroken when he can’t go with her,” Ted whispered.

Andi sighed, “I know, but he’ll just have to get used to it. In three years, he’ll be able to go with
her”



“Maybe you should take him out somewhere fun,” Sirius suggested, tugging unhappily at the
collar of his suit. “You know, take his mind off Dora.”

“We’ll see how he behaves first,” Andi said sternly. “I'll not reward him if he throws a tantrum.”

“Fair enough,” Sirius nodded.

A loud bang from their left drew their attention to the dirt road leading to the house. A big
yellow school bus sped down the road at an unnatural speed before slamming on the brakes in
front of them. They all had to cover their faces from the sand and dust kicked up by the tires.

“Americans really use yellow school buses?” Sirius asked with a cough.

“l was surprised too,” Ted told him. “I thought they were only in the movies.”

The door to the bus folded open with a creak, and a large woman in her fifties with wild, dark
hair tinged with grey looked at them.

“Nymphadora Tonks?” she asked loudly.

“That’s me!” Nymphadora grinned.

“Well, hop on,” the driver told her.

Stepping forward, Andi hugged her daughter.

“Have a good day, dear. And make sure to be on your best behavior,” she said, taking Harry by
the hand. “Come on, Harry. It’s time for Dora to go to school.”



Harry sniffled, his bottom lip quivering as Nymphadora kissed him on the cheek and boarded
the bus. With only a few other kids aboard, they sat in a group, getting to know each other.

“I'll drop her off just after two,” the driver yelled.

Closing the door with a creak, the bus took off with a bang, kicking up another cloud of dust and
sand as it rocketed down the road. Andi covered Harry while Sirius and Ted turned their backs,
using their wands to clear the air.

“Bloody hell, that’s worse than the Knight Bus,” Sirius grumbled.

“Language!” Andi hissed.

He rolled his eyes while Harry started to cry. Sighing, he checked his watch and saw he only had
a few minutes to get to work.

“Don’t worry, Harry,” Sirius said to his Godson. “She’ll be home before you know it. Sorry, Andi, |
have to get to work.”

“Me too,” Ted said.

Kissing his wife on the cheek, he and Sirius Disapparated, leaving her alone with a crying
toddler. Sighing, she picked Harry up and carried him back to the house.

On Harry’s fifth birthday, the family held a party outside to celebrate. After the food had been
eaten and the cake devoured, he got to open his presents. From Ted and Andi, he got a few
magical board games. Remus had gotten him a few new books, including one about himself that
had him and Nymphadora giggling like mad.



“Harry Potter and the Troll Bridge?” Nymphadora laughed. “Harry, you’re the worst superhero
ever.”

“Hey!” Harry yelled. “You couldn’t fight a Troll, either.”

“Yeah, but they don’t write books about me,” Nymphadora teased, sticking out her tongue.

“Remus, where did you get that?” Ted asked with a frown.

“l found it at the bookshop,” Remus replied. “They’re not too popular over here, but the owner
said they’re a best-seller in Britain.”

“Is that even legal?” Andi asked, brow furrowed.

“No, it isn’t,” Ted said, folding his arms over his chest. “I couldn’t do anything about the name
alone, but the fact that they describe him exactly, even his scar, is infringement.”

“Are you going to sue them?” Nymphadora asked excitedly.
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“l could,” Ted answered when the others looked at him curiously. “I'd have to go back to Britain
for a bit, but | have a better idea. Why don’t | write them a letter and see if we can make a deal?
Harry could get a share of the profits to save for the future, and we could make them add a
disclaimer.”

“That could work,” Andi smiled. “And if they don’t agree, we can sue the pants off them. | love it
when you get all Slytherpuff on me.”

Leaning in, she wrapped her arms around Ted and kissed him on the lips.



“EW!” Harry, Nymphadora, and Sirius exclaimed.

“Oh, grow up, you three,” Andi said amongst the laughter.

Once they settled, Harry opened his last present, which was from Sirius.

“Yes!” he cheered, pulling the broom from the long, thin box. “Thank you, Sirius! Thank you!”

“You're welcome, kiddo,” Sirius said, hugging his ecstatic Godson.

“You just be careful on that,” Andi said sternly. “If you get hurt, | won’t hesitate to take it away.”

“I'will. I promise,” Harry said, staring at the broom in his hands. “Can | fly it now?”

Before anyone could respond, Nymphadora pulled Harry close and whispered in his ear.

“Oh, right,” he said. “I forgot.”

“What are you two up to?” Andi asked suspiciously.

“Nothing,” Nymphadora replied quickly. “We just got a present for Sirius we wanted to give him.
I'll go get it.”

As Andi opened her mouth to reply, Nymphadora dashed inside. Sirius patted Harry on the back
and smiled.

“You know you’re not supposed to get other people presents on your birthday, right?” he asked.



“We wanted to,” Harry said with an innocent smile.

Sirius beamed, and Andi folded her arms over her chest. A moment later, Nymphadora came
back outside, a large, poorly wrapped box in her hands.

“Here you go, Uncle Sirius,” she said, handing it to him.

“Aw, you shouldn’t have,” Sirius said, pulling the bow loose and tearing the wrapping paper.

He never noticed the kids snickering silently as he pulled the lid off of the box.

IIAH !II

Sirius let out a high-pitched scream and fell backward off the picnic table bench as a rattlesnake
poked up its head to look at him with a hiss. Coiling up in a ball, it rattled its tail threateningly.
Harry and Nymphadora howled with laughter as Sirius scrambled back to his feet. Before
anyone could get over their shock to yell at the kids, Harry turned to the snake and hissed. The
snake stopped rattling and hissing and slithered out of the box and over to the boy.

“Harry, don’t touch that! It’s dangerous!” Sirius yelled, drawing his wand.

“She won’t hurt me,” Harry said, letting the snake climb up his arm where it draped itself calmly
over his shoulders. “See?”

Giggling, Tonks stroked the top of the snake's head.

“Harry?” Andi asked shakily. “Can you... talk to it?”

“Uh-huh,” he grinned.



“Awesome, isn’t it?” Nymphadora asked.

“How?” Andi asked, furrowing her brow. “Sirius, did James ever mention anyone in his family
being a Parselmouth?”

“No, never,” Sirius said, staring at Harry dumbfoundedly.

Harry hissed to the rattlesnake again and set it on the ground. Giving a glance at the adults, it
slithered off into the brush, disappearing quickly.

“Can | go flying now?” Harry asked.

“Sure,” Sirius said, jumping in before Andi could respond angrily. “Dora, why don’t you go grab
your broom and go with him?”

“Okay!” Nymphadora smiled, dashing back inside.

“Sirius,” Andi hissed threateningly.

“We need to talk about this, and | don’t want the kids around,” he whispered back. “Besides, |
kind of deserved that for turning his hair blue.”

“That was you?” Andi asked incredulously. “Dora thought he was a Metamorphmagus!”

“They started it with the water balloons,” Sirius muttered.



Andi smacked him upside the head before rolling her eyes while Ted chuckled behind her.
Nymphadora returned with her broom in hand. Without a word, Harry mounted his, and they
took off into the air. Sirius smiled, seeing his Godson take to the air so naturally.

“Do you think we should tell anyone?” Andi asked with one eye on the kids.

“No,” Sirius replied. “They might not care here, but Britain will vilify him. We’ll have to tell them
to keep a secret.”

“But where did it come from?” Andi asked. “Parseltongue isn’t something that just pops up like
that. It’s hereditary.”

“Do you think it has anything to do with You-Know-Who?” Ted asked, continuing when they
looked at him sharply. “Well, he was known to have the skill, and no one really knows what
happened that night. Maybe he gave it to Harry, somehow.”

“I don’t even know if that’s possible,” Andi said, sighing.

“Even if he didn’t, it doesn’t mean anything,” Sirius said firmly. “He’s still Harry. That’s all that
matters.”

At the age of eight, Harry went flying after school. He’d wanted Tonks to go with him, but she
was stuck inside until she finished her homework. Pushing his training broom to its limits, he
reached the nearby canyons after half an hour and grinned as he zipped between the narrow,
jagged walls. Fortunately, there weren’t many Muggles out there. It was the wrong time of year.

As he zipped along with the Colorado River rushing beneath him, he caught movement at the
top of the canyon. Slowing down, he watched as a large bird hopped forward and plummeted
towards the ground. With the sun ahead, he couldn’t tell what bird it was, but he assumed
falling wasn’t part of its plan when it jumped. Shooting forward, Harry dove down, catching up



to the squawking creature and catching it in his hands. With a closer look, he noticed that while
it was pretty big, it was still young.

“It doesn’t look like you’re ready to fly yet, big guy,” Harry smiled, slowing to a stop.

Chirping softly, the bird latched its talons onto the handle of his broom. Looking up, Harry
spotted the edge of a nest handing over the top of the canyon. Flying up carefully, he hovered
next to it and blinked at the size. The nest was massive, easily five feet wide. Inside, two other
chicks chirped when they spotted him. The chick holding onto his broom responded in kind,
chirping loudly. As the other two waddled over, a massive shadow passed quickly over Harry.

When he looked up, he caught sight of a blur of white feathers, much brighter than the grey of
the chicks. As he looked around for the source of the shadow, something large and heavy
landed in the nest. By now, Harry had an idea of what he was going to find and turned his head
slowly. The massive Thunderbird flared her six wings wide and looked at Harry curiously, her
sharp, yellow eyes traveling from him to the chick standing on his broom handle.

“Whoa,” Harry breathed. “Uh, | was just bringing him back. He fell out of the nest.”

The mother tilted her head as she stared at him, electricity crackling from the horn-like feathers
on the top of her head. Swallowing nervously, Harry picked up the chick and quickly but gently
placed it back in the nest without his eyes ever leaving the mother.

“I'll —=uh = I'll go now,” Harry said.

Chirping happily, the chick chattered with its siblings while the mother watched Harry slowly
descend back into the canyon. Once he was safely out of sight, he grinned and laughed quietly.

“That was amazing,” he said to himself, his heart hammering in his chest. “I can’t wait to tell
Dora. She’s going to be so jealous.”



Just then, Harry heard a loud chirp above him. He looked up just in time to see the chick spread
its wings and jump out of the nest. Eyes wide, he watched as it plummeted toward the Colorado
River.

“Not again,” Harry said, rolling over and diving after it.

This time, he let the bird get as low as possible, hoping it would start flying on its own, before
catching it in his hands. Squawking angrily, the little thunderbird clacked its beak in annoyance
as it gripped his broom.

“Don’t worry, I'm sure you’'ll get the hang of it soon,” Harry said.

Glancing up at the nest, he took a nervous breath when he saw the mother and the chicks
watching him closely. Slowly, he flew back up and gently placed the chick back in the nest. This
time, it was barely back in before it jumped out again.

“Oh, come on,” Harry huffed.

Rolling over, he dove down and caught the bird again. As he reached the nest once more, the
mother cawed loudly and took to the air. Harry worried for a moment that she was angry at him
but relaxed when she flew up. Circling above him, she looked directly at him and cawed again.
Cautiously, he flew up to meet her. As soon as he got close, the Thunderbird flew higher, and
Harry followed, the chick chirping happily from his broom.

Suddenly, the mother screeched a frightening sound that echoed through the canyon below
him. As she flew in circles, the air cooled, the wind started to blow, and Harry could smell rain in
the air. In moments, the sparse, puffy white clouds overhead started to grow, gradually turning
grey as they blotted out the sun. Lightning lit up the sky a moment before the rain started to
fall. Harry watched in awe as the storm grew to cover the entire valley.



The wind picked up, and he had to actively work against it to stay in one place. The chick
crooned happily and spread its wings wide. Letting go of the broom, he took to the air, pushed
upwards by rising air currents.

“Yeah!” Harry cheered, laughing.

The chick chirped, flapping its wings furiously to fly around his head. Hearing more chirps, Harry
looked over his shoulder and smiled when he saw the other two flying up to join them. When
they did, the mother cawed loudly and began flying north. The chicks followed, and Harry
trailed after them. His clothes were drenched, and he was buffeted by the wind, but the smile
on his face never faltered.

As a group, they soared through the air until the sun started to near the horizon. Flapping her
powerful wings, the mother shot into the air, heedless of the lightning striking its body.
Spreading her wings wide, backlit by the continuous lightning striking around her, she cawed
loudly, and the storm ceased. Harry laughed in amazement as she flew back down, the clouds
already dispersing as the wind calmed. Turning, he followed them back to the nest.

“That was awesome!” Harry laughed, coming to a stop.

Reaching out, he petted the chick that had been so determined to fly, his cheeks hurting from
smiling so much.

“l need to head back home before | get in trouble,” Harry said to the mother, not sure if she
could understand him or not. “I'll see if | can come back tomorrow. | have a friend that would
love to meet you. Bye.”

Waving, he started back home. The chick chirped and tried to follow him, but the mother
stopped him gently with her wing. Grinning, Harry flew home as fast as he could, anxious to tell
Dora everything.



“Let me get this straight,” Andi said, staring at the young Thunderbird sitting on Harry's
shoulder. “You made friends with a whole nest of Thunderbirds, never told us, and now this one
wants to stay with you.”

Nymphadora giggled as Harry and the Thunderbird looked at each other, turned back to Andi,
and nodded in unison.

“Oh, for Merlin’s sake,” she cried, throwing her hands into the air. “Can’t you ever do anything
normal?”

Harry shrugged, looking up at her through his eyelashes in an expression Nymphadora had
taught him to use when he really wanted something.

“Harry, | don’t even know if it's legal to keep one,” Andi sighed.

“Well, actually,” Ted said, stepping forward. “Thunderbirds are a protected species. | had a client
that lost his barn for eight months when one decided to make a nest on the roof. Technically, it
would be illegal to make it leave.”

“You're the luckiest kid in the world, Harry,” Sirius said, shaking his head with a laugh.

“Where are we going to keep it?” Andi asked helplessly. “And what happens when he goes to
llvermorny in a few years?”

“Oh, I'm sure they’ll be happy to house it on the grounds,” Ted assured her, wrapping an arm
around her shoulders. “You know how flashy Americans like to be. They’ll probably make it the
school mascot. And | doubt we need to worry about it staying here. This is where they live. I'm
sure Harry's friend can take care of himself.”

“We need to name him,” Nymphadora said suddenly.



“I think it’s a her, actually,” Harry said, earning a loud croon from his companion.

“Aw, Harry has a girlfriend,” Nymphadora sang.

“I do not!” Harry yelled.

“No fighting,” Ted warned.

“Sorry,” Nymphadora and Harry said in unison.

“What about Sparky?” she asked.

“Nah,” Harry said. “What about Volt?”

The Thunderbird clacked her beak in disapproval.

“Voltron?” he offered.

“That sounds like a Transformer,” Nymphadora scoffed. “Ooh, what about Pikachu?”

The Thunderbird cocked her head to the side curiously.

“I’'m not naming her after a Pokémon,” Harry said firmly.

“What about Levina?” Ted asked. “It’s Latin for lightning bolt.”

“Levina,” Harry repeated, looking at the bird on his shoulder.



The newly named Levina threw her head back and cawed happily, bolts of electricity arcing from
the horn-like feathers on her head.

Fourteen-year-old Harry hated Jacob, he decided. When he’d agreed to let Tonks invite her
friends from llvermorny to his birthday party, he hadn’t expected her to reveal the tall, spiky-
haired, good-looking douchebag was her new boyfriend. Harry wasn’t sure why he hated him,
but he did.

They’d gone to Lake Mead, where he had to stop himself, several times, from pushing the dick
into the water.

Only a couple of Harry’s friends from school had been able to come, Marissa and Johnny. The
rest were on vacation with their families. But, even if they’d been able to come, it wouldn’t have
made much difference. He only had two others in his class, and they weren’t that close. Johnny
Barktree was a tall, Native American boy. He tended to stay quiet unless he had something
important to say.

Marissa was a shy little blonde that Harry had befriended when one of his classmates, Chris,
had tried to bully her. He’d gotten in trouble for punching him in the nose, but it had been
worth it. Aunt Andi had been mad, but Sirius thought he’d done the right thing. Unfortunately,
the school had a no-tolerance policy for fighting. When Harry had pointed out that they were
supposed to have a no-tolerance policy for bullying, and he’d actually done the school a favor,
his principal had given him a three-day suspension.

“Hey, Harry!” Sirius shouted from the grill, wearing a ‘Kiss the Chef’ apron. “Foods ready!”

Sighing, Harry got to his feet and brushed the sand off of his shorts. As he got closer, he got
another look at Dora in her blue bikini. She looked bustier than she usually did, and her hair was
long and blonde, an unusual look for her. Aunt Andi thought she was growing up, but Harry
didn’t think so. He thought she was doing it to impress that asshole, Jacob. Putting a smile on
his face so no one asked him what was wrong, he joined his friends and family.



As they ate and talked, more and more of Dora’s friends started to show up. Harry cheered up a
bit when he got to see so many pretty girls running around in bikinis. A rather short, busty
brunette nearly popped out of her top twice, just getting into her seat. Unfortunately, Harry had
only just turned fourteen, and all of Dora’s friends were eighteen or older, so they didn’t spare
him a second glance besides wishing him a happy birthday.

After lunch, Harry opened his presents. Dora and a few others, including that shit-stain Jacob,
stayed to watch while the rest went swimming. He got some new defensive magic books from
Remus, Aunt Andi, and Uncle Ted got him a wizard’s shaving kit, Dora got him candy and
pranking supplies, and Sirius got him a new broom. Harry gaped at the brand new Lockheed
Velocity. Officially, it was the fastest broom in the world, taking the title from the Firebolt just six
weeks after its release. The Lockheed wasn’t as nimble as the Firebolt, that was for sure, but it
wasn’t meant to be a Quidditch broom. It was designed to go like hell. Zero to sixty in just over
two seconds with a top speed of one hundred and eighty miles an hour, it could leave the
Firebolt in its dust.

“Holy shit,” Harry said, earning him laughter and a scolding from Aunt Andi.

“Why don’t you go take it for a spin?” Sirius asked.

“Yeah,” Harry said, getting to his feet. “You want to come with me, Dora?”

He looked at her hopefully, but he could tell by the look on her face she didn’t want to.

“You go ahead, Harry,” she smiled. “l didn’t bring my broom.”

“Alright,” Harry said.

Turning away before his emotions could show, he mounted his broom and rocketed into the sky.
Trying to fly his thoughts away, he didn’t even notice when Levina joined him. Impressively, his
feathered friend managed to keep up with his new broom, but only just. By now, she’d grown to



her full size, dwarfing Harry with her fifty-foot wingspan. As they shot across the surface of the
lake, leaving splashing ripples in their wake, Harry spotted some new arrivals.

He paused above the beach, a little confused when he saw Dora get out of a Jeep and walk
towards the beach. It wasn’t until he looked closer that he realized it wasn’t Dora but a girl that
looked like her. They even had the same color bikini. Levina cawed and flew over to Sirius,
looking for food, while Harry stealthily edged closer to the beach. The girl walked over to where
Dora and Jacob were lounging on towels near the water. Smirking at Dora, she gave Jacob a
flirtatious smile before walking a short distance away, her hips swaying exaggeratedly, and Harry
wasn’t the only one to be caught looking.

Looking over her shoulder, the girl smirked nastily.

“You know he’s only dating you because | turned him down, don’t you?” she asked Dora. “Nice
hair, by the way.”

Dora fumed as the girl walked away, her hair turning red and shrinking into her scalp until it was
the short, pixy style she usually preferred. Jumping to her feet, she glared at the panicked-
looking Jacob.

“l knew it!” she hissed furiously. “You said you never asked her out.”

“Dora, it’s not what you-”

“Don’t you dare tell me it’s not what | think,” Dora growled. “And don’t call me Dora, ever. The
only people who can call me that are my family and Harry.”

Her wand was out faster than Harry could blink, and with a flick, she banished Jacob out into
the water, where he landed on his stomach with a loud splash. Storming off, Dora climbed on a
boulder and sat with her arms around her legs, forehead resting on her knees.



Floating over, Harry landed behind her, set his broom down, and sat down beside her.

“You want to talk about it?” he asked.

Sniffling, Dora shook her head and scooted closer, resting her head on his shoulder. Harry sighed
exaggeratedly.

“Thank Merlin. You know I’'m shit at that,” he said.

Dora snorted and smacked his bare chest. As she slid her hand back, she hooked his arm and
hugged it to her chest. Harry did his best to ignore the way her breasts felt against his bicep.

His best was woefully inadequate. He just prayed they didn’t have to get up anytime soon.

“I can’t believe | let him fool me like that,” Dora sighed miserably. “I swore I'd never change like
that for anyone, and what do | do? The first time a good-looking guy asks me out, | turn myself
into a blonde bimbo for him to drool over.”

“l don’t think it was the blonde hair he was drooling over,” Harry told her, earning a snort.
“Forget about Jacob. He'’s a dickhead, anyways.”

“You barely talked to him,” Tonks chuckled.

“l didn’t need to,” Harry said. “I'm an expert at spotting dickheads.”

There was a beat of silence as what he said registered with both of them, and they broke out
laughing.

“Please don’t tell Sirius | said that. He'll never let me live it down,” Harry laughed.



“You’re secrets safe with me,” Dora said, grinning teasingly as she patted his arm.

He knew she would tease him about this for years to come, but it was worth it to see her
smiling again. Sighing, she looked back over the beach. When he saw her frown sadly, he
followed her eye line and bit back a growl when he saw Jacob making out with the blonde
skank. Looking over at the picnic area, he saw Sirius, Ted, and Andromeda talking, completely
oblivious to what was happening.

“You want to get out of here?” Harry asked suddenly.

III

‘d love to,” Dora sighed. “But there’s no way Mum and Dad would let me leave your birthday
party early. It’s fine. | can deal with it.”

Looking over at Levina, who was drinking from the lake, he whistled quietly. The Thunderbird
lifted her head and looked over at him curiously. Looking her in the eyes, he glanced up at the
sky meaningfully. Nodding her head, Levina took to the sky with a flap of her wings and climbed
in an upward spiral.

“Harry, what are you doing?” Dora asked.

He just smiled as thunder rumbled overhead. A moment later, the skies opened up in a
downpour. The girls lounging on the beach screamed, the guys cursed, and everyone scrambled
to get out of the sudden storm.

“Harry...,” Dora whispered, turning back to him in shock.

Shaking her head, she smiled and kissed him on the cheek softly.

“Thank you,” she said.



“It was a boring party anyways,” Harry said.

Getting to their feet, Harry grabbed his broom, and they ran to the parking lot and climbed into
Ted’s old station wagon. Ted and Andi packed everything up magically to get out before the
roads flooded, while Sirius stayed behind to make sure everyone got out alright.

It was a quiet ride home, with Ted filling the silence with tales from his latest cases. After a
twenty-minute drive, they arrived home, where Sirius was waiting for them.

“Sorry we had to cut your party so short, Harry,” he said, helping them unpack the car.

“It’s fine,” Harry smiled. “It’s not like you can control the weather.”

Patting him on the back, Sirius led the way back into the house. Once everything was inside,
Dora begged off to her room, claiming she was tired.

“Boys, why don’t you go throw the towels in the wash while Harry and | put the food away,”
Andi said.

Nodding, Sirius and Ted made for the washroom. Harry grabbed the cooler and set it on the
table just as Levina landed in her nest on the hilltop in the backyard.

“That was a really nice thing you did,” Andi said, pulling him into a surprising hug.

“Er, what?” Harry asked.

“Don’t play dumb,” she scolded him. “l saw everything. As much as | try to protect you and
Dora, sometimes, teenagers need to make their own mistakes. | just hope Dora learns from this
and finds a boy that wants to be with her and not what she can become.”



“I'm sure she will,” Harry said, the words tasting like sawdust in his mouth.

Smiling knowingly, Andi ran her hand through his hair in a motherly fashion and caressed his
cheek.

“So am |,” she said. “But until she does, you just keep looking out for her like you did today.
Sometimes, a girl doesn’t need you to solve her problems; she just needs you to be there for
her to get over them herself.”

Harry didn’t know what the hell she meant by that, but he nodded anyways. Once they’d
finished putting the food away, he went to his room, put his presents away, and laid down on his
bed. Slowly, a smile stretched his lips. In just a month, he’d be going to llvermorny with Tonks.

Chapter 5

“Harry! Nymphadora! Time to go!” Andi shouted.

“Coming!” Dora yelled back.

Across the hall from her room, the door opened, and Harry walked out, pulling his trunk behind
him. Stopping next to the couch, he sat down with a sigh.

“1 still don’t get why we have to take the train,” he said. “Why can’t we just Apparate or Floo?”

“It’s part of the experience,” Remus replied, smiling softly. “Your father, Sirius, and | became
friends before we even set foot in Hogwarts.”

III

'd rather get a few more hours of sleep,” Harry grumbled before yawning widely.



“Nymphadora!” Andi shouted.

“Alright, alright,” Dora said, pulling her door open. “I’'m ready.”

“Finally,” Andi sighed irritatedly. “Let’s get going. You know how fast the train fills up.”

Levering himself off of the couch, Harry followed Dora to the Floo.

“Union Station,” she called.

Throwing down the powder, Dora vanished in a swirling blaze of emerald flames. Andi went
after her, and then it was Harry’s turn.

“l hate the Floo,” he grumbled.

Chuckling, Remus patted his shoulder and gave him a nudge forward. Taking a handful of Floo
Powder, Harry stepped into the fireplace and called out his destination. Even though he tucked
in his arms and legs, he still managed to bang his elbow on something. As the pain reverberated
down his funny bone, he cursed loudly.

Harry had no way of knowing it, but Ben Coughlin of Arizona, who was preparing to leave for
work, looked at his Floo oddly when he heard a loud cry of, “Mother fucker!”

After an uncomfortably long journey, Harry stumbled out of the Floo at Union Station in
Washington, D.C., and fell face-first onto the floor. His trunk skidded a few feet further, only
coming to a stop when it hit a pair of black, polished dress shoes. Harry slowly raised his head,



staring blearily at the tall, black man with a bald head, sunglasses, and dressed in a black suit
and tie. Suddenly, he sneezed, soot falling from his hair.

“Morning, Frank,” Harry said as Remus stepped out of the Floo and helped him to his feet.

“Morning, Harry, Remus,” the tall black man replied, his stern expression unmoved as he
nodded.

Looking around for Dora and Andi, Harry spotted them a couple of feet away. Andi tried to hide
her smile behind her hand, but Dora had no issue grinning widely at him. Waving her wand, she
conjured a white, square card that read,

9.0

“1 took off a point for missing Frank,” Dora said, shrugging as she continued to grin.

Harry rolled his eyes and gathered his trunk.

“Is Sirius around?” Remus asked, looking around.

Frank jerked his chin over Remus’ shoulder. Turning around, they found Sirius shamelessly
flirting with a young witch selling refreshments.

“Oh, for Merlin’s sake,” Andi huffed.

Marching over to Sirius, she apologized to the young woman before grabbing him by the ear
and dragging him over.

“Ow! Andi!” Sirius yelped. “Bloody hell.”



Harry snorted as people stopped to stare at the MIB agent being dragged around by his ear on
the magical side of the train station. Shaking his head, he glanced at Frank, who ignored the
commotion and gazed around the platform. It still amazed him that Sirius and Frank had stayed
partners for over a decade. They were complete opposites in every way. Where Sirius was, well,
Sirius, Frank was a consummate professional.

He also had an eidetic memory, which came in handy not only for cases but also when it came
time to tell them of Sirius’ latest antics. Frank wasn’t much of a people person. He tended to
find social gatherings awkward and didn’t seem to understand humor at all. Despite that,
everyone in the family liked him. He was a good guy and a fantastic agent.

“Your Godson'’s about to leave for his first year of llvermorny, and you’re over there hitting on a
girl young enough to be your daughter?” Andi hissed, finally letting go of Sirius’ ear.

“She’s not that young,” he grumbled, rubbing his reddened ear. “Besides, | knew you were here.
It’s hard to miss when Harry comes flying out of the Floo.”

“Aw, thanks, Sirius,” Harry grinned.

Before his Godfather could react, Harry hugged him, covering his crisp, black suit in grey soot.

“Oh, come on!” Sirius complained while Dora and Remus laughed. “You little brat.”

Hugging Harry back briefly, he pushed him away and whipped out his wand to clean himself off
before doing the same for Harry. Just as he was finishing, a stream of students and parents
started coming out of the Floo.

“You'll want to get on the train before it gets crowded,” Sirius said. “Have fun at school, and
don’t do anything | wouldn’t do.”



“You just want to go back to hitting on that witch,” Harry smirked.

“You want me to ask if she has a younger sister?” Sirius asked with a grin.

“I don’t mind if she’s older like you do there, DiCaprio,” Harry teased.

“Qil” Sirius yelled as Dora and Remus burst out laughing.

“Alright, off you go, you two,” Andi said, shaking her head. “We’ll see you at Christmas, and
don’t forget to write.”

Hugging their family, they waved to Frank and boarded the train. Sirius had described the
Hogwarts Express in detail over the years, and Harry was glad the llvermorny Express was
different. Most of the cars were open, feeling more like a lounge than a train car. Only the back
couple of cars had private compartments, which were usually taken by upper-year students.

As the car began to fill up, Harry noticed there weren’t any other first years joining them, and a
few of the other students were looking at him oddly.

“Hey, kid!” called a seventh year with long, dark hair, a handsome face, and a golden badge
pinned on his robes that read, ‘Head Boy.” “First years are supposed to sit in the last open car.”

“He’s with me, Corbin,” Dora told him.

“Sorry, Tonks,” Corbin shrugged. “It’s school policy.”

Before Harry could tell him where he could put that particular policy, Dora stopped him by
placing her hand on his arm.



“Fine, I'll go sit with them, then,” she said, standing up and looking at her friends. “You
coming?”

Dora’s two closest friends, Amanda Weeks, a pretty redhead with the most amount of freckles
Harry had ever seen on one person, and Jennifer Vasquez, a thin, athletic girl with bronze-
colored skin, looked at each other.

“We can stay for a bit,” Jennifer offered.

Amanda sighed, “Fine.”

Dora grinned as her friends got to their feet. Nodding, the Head Boy turned away and walked
off.

“This is stupid,” Harry said, following Dora down the train. “I’'m going to spend the next seven
years in classes with these kids. Why do | have to spend an eight-hour train ride with them?”

“It’s so you can get to know them before you get sorted,” Amanda told him.

“Harry’s not much of a people person,” Dora smirked over her shoulder.

“I'm fine with people,” Harry corrected. “It’s idiots and assholes | have a problem with.”

The girls laughed as they made their way through the cars and made it to the back of the train.
Taking seats amongst the other first years, Harry listened quietly as Dora talked to her friends
about their Summers and complained about Jacob and Irene, the blonde he’d left her for at his
part.

“Yeah, well, everyone knows why she wants to be Head Girl,” Amanda said scornfully.



“Excuse me?” asked a shy-looking first year with long dark hair, glasses, and a book held to her
chest asked.

“Er, yes,” Amanda said, blushing lightly.

“Are you older students?” the girl asked.

“Yeah, do you need something?” Dora asked.

“l was just wondering if you could tell me about llvermorny,” the girl asked softly. “I'm a
Muggleborn, and | have no idea what to expect.”

“Don’t worry,” Jennifer told her with a kind smile. “I’'m a Muggleborn, too. What’s your name?”

“Michelle Breckenridge,” the girl said.

“Well, if you have any questions, I’'m sure we could answer them,” Dora said, reaching across
Harry and patting the space next to him. “Grab a seat.”

“I’'m not even sure what questions to ask,” Michelle said.

As she went to take a seat, Harry shifted over, letting her sit between him and Dora. While they
started talking about llvermorny, the car filled up, and other first years leaned over to listen in.
By the time the train started moving, Dora and her friends found themselves answering
guestions from almost everyone. A few had older siblings who had told them about the school,
but most were going in blind.

Only a few minutes into the eight-hour journey, Dora suddenly stiffened and glared. Looking up,
Harry frowned as he watched Jacob and Irene enter their compartment. Looking at Dora, Irene
smirked and gave her a patronizing little wave with her manicured fingers. Jacob stared dead



ahead, pretending Dora didn’t exist as he allowed Irene to lead him further down the train into
the car with private compartments. With a scowl, Dora folded her arms over her chest and
flopped back in her seat angrily. The first years looked at her oddly, not knowing why she was

angry.

After a moment, Harry stood up suddenly.

“l need to use the bathroom,” he announced.

Dora waved to let him know she’d heard, and Jennifer and Amanda tried to cheer her up.
Walking to the back of the car, Harry stepped outside and then into the next, just in time to see
Jacob and Irene open the next compartment. Rushing past the private compartments, he
ducked into a small space between the last compartment and the bathroom.

“The driver wants everyone out of this car!” Irene yelled, going from one compartment to the
next.

“Why?” someone asked.

“l don’t know, that’s just what | was told,” Irene said irritatedly.

For the first time, Harry noticed the silver Prefects badge on her robes. Grumbling, the other
students filed out of the car, a few fixing their clothes and hair as they did. Harry stayed out of
the way while they passed him and sighed impatiently like he was waiting for someone to come
out of the bathroom. When the last person filed out, he glanced around the corner to see Irene
pulling Jacob into the car with a smirk and closing the door. A moment later, she pulled the
shade down over the window in the door.

Harry waited for everyone to find a compartment to join or move to another car before he
stepped out into the hall. Opening the door between cars, he slipped outside and closed it
behind him. He walked up to the door and pressed his ear to it, but the sound of rushing wind



around him drowned out any sounds the couple might have made. Trying the handle, he found
the door locked and cursed.

Looking around as he thought, Harry noticed a lever connected to the coupler and smirked.
Checking behind him to make sure no one was watching, he laid down on his stomach and
gripped the lever. After a few tugs that did nothing, he wrenched with all his might, and it came
free. The coupler opened up, and the car carrying Jacob and Irene started to fall away. Grinning
to himself, Harry watched at the hose between the two cars pulled taught and then separated in
the middle with a hiss.

Wiping his hands off on his jeans, he slipped back into the car and closed the shade. Without a
backward glance, he made his way back to the first-year car.

Hours later, they pulled into the magical side of Salem Station. Essentially, there were two sides
to Salem. One side was where the no-maj’s lived, and the magicals visited on occasion, but
there was a whole other town that was magically concealed from anyone without magic. There
was a single cobblestone road that led from the magical side of the station, through the small,
magical town of Salem, and up to the winding road up to the top of Mount Greylock. In the
distance, they could see a ring of clouds obscuring the top of the mountain, where they knew
llvermorny to be.

Harry and Dora stepped off the train and made for the carriages as the conductor stepped out
of the engine car. The driver was a Pukwudgie. They were related to Goblins but with grey skin,
longer, floppy ears, and were slightly taller. Despite their grumpy demeanor and professed
dislike of humans, many Pukwudgies had worked at llvermorny for centuries.

As they were waiting for a carriage, they heard the conductor start shouting loudly in a language
that neither of them had ever heard before. It was loud, rattling and guttural.

“l wonder what that’s about,” Dora said.

“No idea,” Harry replied.



“Why are you smiling?” Dora asked.

Harry ignored her and climbed into the carriage.

“Harry!” Dora yelled, climbing in after him. “I know you did something. | swear, if you get kicked
out before we even get there, I'll help Mum murder you.”

“When you said he was even worse than you, | thought you were joking,” Amanda chuckled.

“You have no idea,” Dora sighed, shaking her head. “Just tell me what you did so | know what to
deny later”

“Well, on my way to use the bathroom, | say Irene kicking everyone out of the last car for a bit
of privacy,” Harry smirked. “I just decided to help them out a bit.”

The girls looked at him curiously before Amanda glanced at the train and gasped.

“You didn’t!” she said incredulously.

“Do what?” Dora asked.

“Look at the train,” Amanda said. “Doesn’t it look different to you?”

“l guess,” Dora shrugged. “l mean, it does look a bit shor-ter.”

Her speech stuttered as she realized what he’d done and turned to gap at him.



“Harry?” she asked slowly. “Where are Jacob and Irene?”

Harry shrugged, “Depends on how fast the train moves. I'd guess somewhere between Philly
and New York.”

Jennifer and Amanda burst out laughing while Dora shook her head.

“You’re such an idiot,” she said right before hugging him. “I’'m over him. You don’t need to do
that for me.”

“It wasn’t about him,” Harry said. “Irene shouldn’t have tried to rub it in your face.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet,” Jennifer smiled.

Shaking her head, Dora hooked her arm through his and rested her head on his shoulder as they
rode through the village and up Mount Greylock. The entire ride, the girls and Harry speculated
on how Jacob and Irene were going to get to llvermorny.

After more than twenty minutes, they passed through the ring of clouds to reveal a large,
sprawling complex. llvermorny wasn’t as tall as Hogwarts or Beauxbatons, with the highest
point being the four-story tall clock tower located in the center. Instead, two and three-story
buildings covered the entire top of the mountain, hidden amongst a ring of clouds and
evergreen trees. Stepping out of the carriage, Harry looked over everything with a grin.

He was finally going to learn magic.

“First years to me!” A tall, middle-aged witch with brown, greying hair called as she rang a bell.
“First years!”

“That’s Professor Harper. Go on, we’ll see you inside,” Tonks said, giving him a hug.



Hugging her back, Harry split from the girls and walked over to the woman. She looked at him
and gave him a brief smile and a nod as he joined the other first years waiting next to her.

“What house do you think you’ll be in?” one boy asked.

As the others began to speculate, Harry ignored them and looked up when he heard a distant
rumble of thunder. A smile stretched across his face when he saw Levina appear from the
clouds and fly around the mountain.

“I take it she’s yours, Mr. Potter?”

Harry turned to find an elderly witch standing behind him with a kind smile. She leaned on her
staff, white hair tied back in a bun, her kind green eyes sparkling brightly.

“Yes, ma’am,” Harry replied.

“Wonderful!” the woman smiled. “It’s been many decades since we’ve had a Thunderbird on
the grounds. I'll ask Professor Grove to build her a perch. Is there anything in particular she
would like?”

“Something tall,” Harry told her. “Levina likes to be able to see what’s happening around her.”

“Then tall it shall be,” The woman smiled before turning to the crowd of first years. “Now, if
everyone is here, we can start! For those of you who don’t know, my name is Esmerelda Turner.
I’'m the Headmistress of llvermorny. First of all, I'd like to welcome all of you to our school. We
look forward to getting to know each and every one of you. If you'll follow me, we’ll get you
sorted.”

The other first years cheered as they followed the old woman to the front entrance of the
school. Stepping inside, Harry found himself in a large circular room. The floor was made of



stone, and in the center sat an intricate, colored carving of the Gordian Knot. Along the far wall
were four wooden carvings. From left to right, they were a Horned Serpent, a panther-like cat
called a Wumpus, a Pukwudgie, and finally, a Thunderbird. They were separated in the middle
by a large set of double doors that Harry knew led to the Great Hall.

Above Harry, there was a wooden balcony that circled the room. Older students leaned on the
railing, watching the sorting. Catching his eyes, Dora waved and smiled, mouthing the words
‘Good luck.” Above that was a glass ceiling showing the star beginning to twinkle as the sun fell
below the horizon.

With the sound of flapping wings, Levina appeared and perched lightly on the glass ceiling. The
students all gasped at the sight of the great bird as she watched Harry curiously. Smiling, Harry
waited as the students were called alphabetically.

“Harry Potter,” Professor Harper called.

Stepping forward, Harry felt none of the nervousness that his classmates had shown. He knew
exactly where he wanted to go, and that’s exactly where he was going to go.

Stopping on the Gordian Knot, he waited for the carved statues to react. Unsurprisingly, the
Thunderbird flapped its wings and cried happily, a call that Levina echoed above him. Smiling,
Harry was just about to step away when the Horned Serpent hissed, then the Wumpus roared,
and finally, the Pukwudgie lifted its bow and let out a war cry. The students around and above
him started whispering furiously while Harry turned and looked at Professor Harper with a
raised brow.

“Quiet,” she called, raising a hand for silence. “While it is unusual for more than one statue to
choose a single student, it does happen. About once a generation, we find a student that
resonates with all four. In cases like this, we allow the student to choose which house they want
to join”

Everyone turned to look expectantly at Harry. Glancing up at Dora, he winked before turning to
look at Levina.



“Thunderbird,” he announced.

Dora cheered and pumped her fist while Levina spread her wings and cried out in victory,
lightning flashing in the clouds above her, followed by the rumble of thunder.

“Thunderbird it is,” Professor Harper smiled. “You may go through to the Great Hall.”

Nodding, Harry stepped off the Gordian Knot and walked through the double doors ahead of
him. The Great Hall was dominated by four long tables where some students were already
sitting. Above the tables sat house banners in the same order as the statues in the sorting room.

“Young man,” someone called from his right.

Looking over, Harry noticed an old man standing between two tables loaded with wand boxes.
Excitedly, he strode over, causing the man to chuckle.

“Eager, are we?” he asked. “I’'m Miguel Quintana, wandmaker. You’re Harry Potter, correct?
Now, let’s see which wand-"

“That one,” Harry interrupted, pointing to a black box, newer than most, sitting in the fourth
stack on the left table.

“You can feel it?” Miguel asked eagerly.

Harry nodded, his fingers practically tingling with static electricity as he looked at it.

“Marvelous! | made that wand myself a few years ago,” Miguel said, moving boxes around
carefully. “A beautiful Thunderbird landed right in front of my shop with two young ones with



her. Scared the life out of me at first. I've never had anything like that happen before. Normally,
procuring wand materials is either dangerous or costly. Instead, this one comes to me.”

Chuckling, the man shook his head and held the box as if it contained a great treasure. Carefully,
he removed the lid to reveal a dark wand, the wood resembling a strand of cable with smaller
branches fused and twisted together.

“First, she drops a branch of Snakewood, then plucks one of her own feathers and drops them in
front of me before taking off,” Miguel said, shaking his head in wonder. “I discovered later that
this wood came from the Snakewood tree here at llvermorny. Legend has it that the tree itself
grew from the place they buried Slytherin’s wand.”

“Slytherin?” Harry asked, finally taking his eyes off the wand.

“So the legend goes,” Miguel said, waving his hand dismissively. “l never put much stock in
those tales myself. Still, it could be true. Salazar Slytherin was a complex man, capable of great
good, and great evil. Legend says that when Isolt Gaunt — Ilvermorny’s founder, along with her
husband — took the wand from England, she left behind the worst of Slytherin and brought only
the good in him. The Snakewood tree that grows from his wand has great medicinal properties.
More than a tree of that type should.”

“But enough of that,” Miguel said, waving his hand as if to shoo away the thought. “This wand
has never worked for me, personally, but | can feel the power it contains. Go on, give it a try.”

Licking his lips, Harry reached out and took the wand. The moment he held it in his hand, a bolt
of lightning hit the Clock Tower outside the window. He could feel with wand in his hand pulsing
with power as students screamed and thunder rumbled. Giving it a wave, bright gold sparks
leapt from the tip, warm and tingling as they landed on his skin.

“A perfect match,” Miguel smiled.



Smiling, his eyes still on the wand in his hand, Harry reached into his pocket and pulled out all
the Galleons he had before slapping them on the table.

“Mr. Potter, that’s really not necessary,” Miguel protested.

Harry ignored him and walked away, grinning as he joined Dora at the Thunderbird table.

“Leave it to you to unintentionally destroy the Clock Tower just by getting your wand,” Dora
smirked.

Harry looked up and out the window. Thankfully, the Clock Tower was still standing, though a
little blackened on one side. Shrugging, he turned back and held out his wand so Dora could get
a good look.

“Levina’s mom’s feather is in the core,” he told her. “The wood, apparently, is from the
Snakewood tree on the grounds.”

“That’s a bit odd,” Amanda said, leaning forward for a closer look. “Snakes and birds don’t
usually get along.”

“l can’t wait to finally learn magic,” Michelle said, sighing happily as she looked at her own
wand. “I've been fascinated by Charms since | heard about it. What about you, Harry? What do
you want to learn?”

“Everything.”

Chapter 6

“This is so boring,” Harry groaned.



Slamming his book closed, he sat back in his chair, arms folded over his chest, and stared out
across the library.

“What is?” Tonks asked distractedly, her quill scratching away as she wrote her essay for
Charms.

Most professors eased their students into the new year, but the Charms instructor, Professor
Wilkinson, was always eager to get started.

“I know it can be a little boring in the beginning,” Amanda said, smiling at him from across the
table. “But you need to learn the basics first. You'll get to the fun stuff soon. Besides, think of all
the trouble you can get into by levitating things.”

Sighing, Harry flicked his wand lazily, causing the book next to her to float into the air. Amanda
and Jennifer stared at him with open mouths as it drifted smoothly back down without a sound.

“Where the hell did you learn to do that?” Jennifer asked incredulously. “It’s the second day of
school!”

“Harry used to steal any wand he could get his hands on,” Tonks replied without looking up from
her parchment. “He’s been able to levitate things since he was six.”

“But-” Amanda stammered, a lock of red hair falling in front of her eyes. “But he did it silently.”

“l got caught when | used incantation, so | stopped,” Harry shrugged, before climbing to his feet.
“I'm going to go find something better to read.”



Sitting at the top of the Clock Tower, Harry studied the copy of Chadwick’s Charms, Year Seven
he had open on the wooden floor and looked back up at the old Comet two-sixty a few feet
away. Over the last two days, after discovering a much more interesting book on Charms in the
library, Harry had taken one of the non-functioning brooms from the school shed, stripped all
the Charms off of it, and carefully applied his own.

“I think it’s ready,” he said, getting to his feet and picking up the broom.

Clicking her beak, Levina looked over at him curiously.

“It’ll be fine,” Harry assured her. “Not only will it work, | bet it’ll be faster than my Lockheed.”

Mounting the broom, he grinned widely as it hovered perfectly in place. Looking out at the
dark, star-filled sky, he gripped the handle tightly.

“Watch this,” Harry said.

As he leaned forward slightly, the broom took off like it was shot out of a canon. Harry had no
hope of holding on. The broom was ripped out from under him, and he had just enough time to
see it become a speck in the distance before gravity took hold, and he landed hard on his back.
Groaning, he slowly climbed to his feet while Levina stared at the point where the broom had
disappeared, tilted her head to the side, and blinked.

“Well, | was right,” Harry said, getting the closest thing to an incredulous look a Thunderbird
could give. “What? | was! There’s no way my Lockheed could move that fast!”

Blinking slowly, Levina cawed softly and shrugged her shoulders.

“Alright, so maybe | should’ve limited the acceleration a bit,” Harry admitted. “At least | don’t
have to worry about getting in trouble. There’s no way they find that broom.”



Sirius and Frank touched down softly in the middle of a cornfield in lowa. MIB agents had the
entire area sealed off with yellow tape.

“This better be good to get me out of bed at two in the bloody morning,” Sirius grumbled.

He and Frank wound their way through the rows of corn for a couple of minutes before Sirius
nearly stumbled into a fifteen-foot wide, eight-foot-deep crater gouged out of the soil.

“What the fuck happened here?” Sirius asked, looking at the impressively large hole.

“Not sure, yet,” one of the female agents responded while looking over a clipboard. “The No-
maj military picked up an unidentified flying object traveling at Mach seven about fifteen
minutes ago. They lost track of it two minutes after picking it up but couldn’t tell where it had
gone. Our sensors picked up a large release of magic about the same time the local police got
reports of a meteor impact in this field. Local Aurors knew nothing until we got here.”

“Anything in the hole?” Sirius asked, gazing over the edge.

“We haven’t checked yet,” the woman responded. “We just finished checking for curses. It’s
clean. Whatever caused this used up all of its magic when it hit.”

“I'm not surprised,” Sirius nodded, then turned to Frank, holding out his fist. “Paper, rock,
scissors?”

Frank stared at him for a long moment, receiving only a grin in response. With a sigh, he held up
his hand.

“One, two, three!” Sirius counted.



The smile on his face fell when Frank countered his scissors with rock. Grumbling, Sirius took off
his suit jacket and slid down into the hole.

“Careful,” the woman called. “Whatever’s down there might still be hot.”

Patting the dirt off of his pants as best he could, Sirius waved his acknowledgment and lit his
wand. After a couple of minutes of searching, he saw nothing that looked out of place. Just as
he was about to try a Detection Charm, he caught a glint of gold out of the corner of his eyes.
Gently wiping the dirt out of the way, he carefully picked up the broken and burned shard of
wood.

Property of llvermorny

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Sirius sighed.

Harry followed Professor Wilkinson, the Charms professor and his Head of House, to the
Headmistress’ office, trying to think of all the reasons he could be in trouble. That thought
process came to a screeching halt when he walked in to find Professor Turner sitting at her desk
with Sirius and Aunt Andi sitting across from her.

“Thank you for coming, Harry,” Professor Turner said, smiling softly. “Please, have a seat.”

“Is everything alright?” Harry asked, looking at Sirius worriedly.

“You tell us,” Andi said, staring at him hard. “Sirius got called into work late last night because,
somehow, a broom belonging to this school found its way to a cornfield in lowa without a rider.”



“Wait, what, exactly, happened?” Professor Wilkinson asked as he and Harry took seats.

Reaching into his pocket, Sirius pulled out part of a burned and broken broom shaft in a plastic
back marked with red evidence tape and set it on the desk. Harry internally cursed when he saw
the words Property of llvermorny still legible.

“Last night, the No-maj military picked up an object traveling at Mach seven across their
airspace,” he said. “A few minutes later, we detected a magical explosion a few hundred miles
away in the same direction of travel. When we got to the sight, we found a bloody great crater
and bits of shattered broom laying all over some poor bloke’s cornfield.”

“Mach seven!?” Professor Wilkinson asked incredulously. “How?”

“That’s what we were wondering,” Sirius said, turning to his Godson. “Is there anything you’d
like to tell us, Harry?”

Harry immediately knew he was cornered. Sirius wouldn’t ask a question like that unless he
already knew the answer. He didn’t know a great deal about all the tools the MIB had to track
magic, but he knew they could. Likely, they had already tracked the Charms on the broom to the
magical signature of his wand. Or, if they hadn’t, they could and were just waiting to see if he’d
lie first.

“Fine, it was me,” Harry admitted.

“How on Earth did you make a broom go that fast?” Professor Wilkinson asked.

“And why?” Andi added with a glare. “What were you thinking!?”

“l was bored,” Harry shrugged. “I was looking through the library for something more
interesting to read than my school books when | found a section on Charms used to make
brooms, so | decided to give it a try.”



“You caused all of this because you were bored?” Andi asked incredulously.

“Well, | really wanted to see if | could break the speed of sound on a broom, but it took off too
fast,” Harry told her. “It was an accident. | fell off when | tried to fly it, and it just kept going.”

“It’s a good thing you did,” Sirius said, shaking his head. “We think that, at that speed, the
broom caught fire mid-flight and went into a dive when the Charms failed. It put an eight-foot-
deep hole in some guy’s cornfield. Gave the No-maj’s a fright, too.”

“Sorry,” Harry said. “I'll pay for the damages and the broom. It was one of the ones they don’t
use anyway. The Charms were falling apart on it.”

“That doesn’t mean you can just take it!” Andi yelled, throwing her hand up in the air. “What
am | going to do with you?”

“How does the MIB plan on dealing with this?” Professor Turner asked, leaning on her desk with
her fingers steepled.

“So long as it doesn’t happen again, they’re willing to consider it an experiment gone wrong,”
Sirius said, trying his best and failing to look disapproving. “If it happens again, they may decide
on a harsher punishment.”

Harry had to repress a snort. He knew that was a lie. Short of killing someone, Sirius wouldn’t
let him get in any real trouble.

“Very well,” Professor Turner said, turning to Harry. “l believe a week’s worth of detention with
Professor Wilkinson is in order. If you’re going to be using magic like this, it’s best if you learn
how to do so safely.”



“Absolutely,” Professor Wilkinson nodded. “Despite the dangers you put yourself and others in,
Mach seven is extremely impressive. | think that might be the fastest anyone has ever made
anything move with magic.”

“I give up,” Andi muttered in defeat.

“Ah, | see what happened,” Professor Wilkinson said, looking over the notes Harry had made
about his broom. “You didn’t have any acceleration control. You said you got the idea from
Chadwick’s Charm?”

“Yeah,” Harry replied.

“That’s really not the best book for you to use for this sort of enchanting,” Professor Wilkinson
told him. “Chadwick’s really only gives you the basics on how brooms work. It doesn’t go into
detail. For that, you really want Advanced Charms volume eighteen. As the name suggests, this
sort of thing is pretty advanced. Are you sure you want to get into something like this?”

Harry shrugged, “I just thought it would be something cool to do. | don’t plan on making racing
brooms for a living or anything. Besides, it doesn’t look that hard. You just need to layer the
Control Charms over the Propulsion and Braking Charms for them to work, right?”

“Well, yes, but it can be a bit more complicated than that in certain instances,” Professor
Wilkinson said, blinking in surprise.

“I'll need to add some sort of Shielding Charm, too,” Harry said. “l didn’t last time because | just
wanted to see if | could get the broom to work. But if I'm going to break the speed of sound, I'll
need something to protect me from the wind. Probably the heat, too.”



“Let’s slow down and just work on getting the broom to fly controllably first,” Professor
Wilkinson told him with a nervous glance. “Why are you so set on breaking the speed of
sound?”

“I' just want to see if | can do it,” Harry said.

“| get that, but why?” he asked again.

“My Aunt says | like to push limits,” Harry shrugged with a smirk.

“You like testing yourself?” Professor Wilkinson asked, arching an eyebrow when he got a nod in
response. “Tell me, Harry, have you ever thought about picking up dueling?”

“l don’t know if that’s a good idea, Professor,” Harry admitted with a smile. “I’'ve never really
been one to follow the rules.”

Professor Wilkinson grinned, “Dueling isn’t about following the rules. It’s about finding creative
ways to break them.”

Harry stared at his Charms professor contemplatively for a long moment before shrugging.

“I'll give it a shot.”

“Aren’t you going to do your homework?” Michelle asked Harry softly.

They were sitting on a comfortable couch in the Thunderbird common room. While Michelle
worked on her Transfigurations essay that was due at the end of the week, he was putting the



finishing touches on his latest broom. Over the last two months, he’d gone through four
different versions, each working better than the last. Professor Wilkinson got a little annoyed
with him in the beginning when Harry refused his offer of advice, but that changed when he
realized he liked the challenge of figuring out the problem himself. Now, he only stepped in if
something looked a bit too dangerous.

Of course, the professor’s idea of dangerous and Harry’s were two entirely different things.

“I finished it,” Harry told her.

“You're not going to give Professor Harper another short essay, are you?” Michelle asked.

“I made it as long as it needs to be,” Harry said. “Come on, even you have to admit there’s no
reason to know when, where, and who invented a certain spell. It’s a waste of time. And
anyways, it’s not like those grades matter much.”

“Only if you want to get a job doing something other than cleaning toilets,” she told him
snarkily.

Sitting back, Harry turned to Michelle and smiled. It had taken her a while to relax around him
enough to start joking, but he enjoyed how out of character her biting comments could be
when she was annoyed.

“Really? Then why do they assign classes based on LAMP scores instead of our class grades?”
Harry asked. “And why do employers only look at SALEM scores?”

Michelle furrowed her brow, glaring at him as she tried to think of a response.

“Look, you want to ace all your tests, then by all means, go ahead,” he told her with a smile.
“But while you’re learning all those useless facts about who, when, and where, I'll focus on
learning something new.”



“I' hate it when you make sense like that,” Michelle sighed.

“Yeah, he’s annoying when he does that,” Dora said tiredly as she fell onto the couch next to
Harry. “How’s the broom coming?”

“Good,” Harry grinned. “Next test flight is tomorrow.”

“Just don’t kill yourself,” she told him. “Or start a war by accidentally launching your broom at
China or something.”

Harry rolled his eyes as Michelle giggled next to him.

“Do you have a date for the next Salem visit?” Dora asked suddenly.

“No,” he replied. “You?”

“Ben asked me to go with him,” she said.

Harry ignored the gnawing feeling in his stomach and looked at her with a raised eyebrow.

“Ben Shaffer?” he asked.

“Yeah,” Dora said, a touch defensively. “What’s wrong with Ben?”

“Nothing, | guess,” Harry shrugged. “I just think you can do better. He’s not the brightest crayon
in the box.”



“Yeah, well, the last time | went for better, it didn’t work out too well,” Dora reminded him.
“This time, I’'m going for attractively average.”

“If you say so,” Harry shrugged.

Silently, he wondered if Dora would get too suspicious if Ben came down with a sudden case of
explosive diarrhea on Saturday.

“Seriously?” Harry asked, thoroughly unimpressed with the MFAA supervisors the government
had sent over to keep an eye on him.

“It couldn’t be helped,” Professor Wilkinson told him.

Sighing, Harry made his way into the Great Hall with his broom on his shoulder. A black man
with greying hair, a mustache, and a clipboard in his hands looked up and made his way over to
him.

“Mr. Potter,” he said. “I'm Marcus Denninger. We need to go over a few things before your flight.
You’ll need to stay at an altitude below twelve thousand feet at all times. Any and all attempts
to break the sound barrier must be made at least one mile from land. We have safety swimmers
on brooms stationed at intervals going for two miles off the coast. There’s also a red flag
indicating where you need to stop and turn back. Intentionally violating any of these
requirements will result in a minimum fine of five hundred Galleons and a maximum of up to
five thousand. Do you have any questions before we begin?”

“What’s with the box?” Harry asked.

The woman standing behind the man who’d been speaking looked up and smiled.



“Radar,” she replied. “It’s just so we can keep track of where you are and how fast you’re going.”

“Does anyone know the fastest anyone’s ever gone on a broom before?” Harry asked.

“Three hundred and twenty-seven miles an hour,” the woman replied. “It was set by a British
Wizard named Paul Whitworth in 1968.”

Harry snorted, “That’ll be easy to beat.”

Without waiting for a response, Harry marched outside. Everyone, from staff to students, was
already on the front lawn waiting. He wasn’t too sure what they were hoping to see. He’'d be too
far away and going too fast for anyone to watch.

Spotting two more MFAA workers waiting with brooms, Harry sighed. He was about to ask what
they were hoping to do when their brooms couldn’t hope to keep up with his, but he stopped
when he spotted Sirius, Andi, and Ted waiting with Dora.

“Hey, what are you guys doing here?” Harry asked, accepting a hug from Andi.

“You didn’t think we’d come to see you make history?” Ted asked with a grin as he patted him
on the back.

“Are you sure you want to do this, Harry?” Andi asked nervously.

“l don’t really care about the record. | just want to see if | can do it,” Harry shrugged. “Don’t
worry, Aunt Andi, I'll be fine.”

“Harry has a talisman that will protect him if anything goes wrong,” Professor Wilkinson assured
her. “As soon as the enchantments stop him safely, he’ll be Portkeyed directly to the Medical
Wing, where Nurse Powers is waiting if needed.”



“I’'m not going to crash,” Harry said firmly, rolling his eyes.

“Just be careful,” Dora said, hugging him tightly.

As she stepped away, Sirius took her place, hugging him tightly and patting him on the back.

“International waters are two miles from shore, right?” Harry asked softly.

“Yeah,” Sirius said, then paused and pulled back with suspicious look. “Why?”

“Just curious,” Harry grinned. “See you guys soon.”

Stepping on the footrest, Harry ascended into the air, loud cheers drowning out his Godfather’s
shouts. As the MFAA workers joined him, he mounted the broom properly and flew towards the
bay. A relieving warmth washed over him as the Charms on the broom kicked in, shielding him
from the cold November air.

More MFAA workers were waiting for him out over the water. There was a line of more than
twenty going out into the distance, all with yellow flags dangling from the backs of their
brooms. At the end, two miles away, he could just make out the large red banner signaling the
end. As Harry flew to the starting position, grinning in anticipation, Levina circled overheard.

Gripping the shaft of his broom, Harry leaned forward and took off like a shot.

“He’s started,” The woman with the radar announced with a smile. “Mach zero point three...
five... seven... mach zero point eight... zero point nine... He’s done it! Mach one!”



As the crowd roared and cheered, a rumble like thunder could be heard in the distance.

Harry grunted, his muscles straining as he accelerated so fast the Charms designed to dampen
the G-forces couldn’t keep up. He was just glad they worked at all. Even a No-maj plane would
be torn apart by the forces his magic was dealing with.

As he sliced through the air, he could see clouds of condensed air bouncing off the edges of the
shield protecting him from the wind. Unfortunately, he had no idea how fast he was going, so
he just kept pushing.

In seconds, he reached the red flag that marked the end of his MFAA-approved route. Harry
grinned as he blew right past it, the shockwave of his passage ripping the fabric from whatever
magic held it in place.

“He’s still going,” the woman called, still smiling slightly. “Mach one point one at three miles...
mach one point two at four miles...”

“Dammit, Harry,” Sirius sighed.

“That boy is grounded until he’s thirty,” Andi muttered.

“ told you,” Dora said, holding out her hand expectantly. “Pay up.”

With a muttered curse, Ted pulled out a couple of Galleons and placed them in his daughter’s
hand.



“Are you kidding me?” Andi yelled, hands on her hips as she glared at both of them. “Can you
two be serious?”

Just as Sirius opened his mouth with a smirk, she turned on him with her wand in hand.

“Don’t,” she said with deadly calm.

Harry pushed his broom as fast as it could go. As it neared its top speed, it suddenly started to
buck and lose forward momentum. Deciding he’d done all he could, he slowed down.

“Well, time to head back and get yelled at,” he said to himself.

Looking down at the water to judge his speed, he waited until he was moving slowly enough
that it was safe to turn and headed back to the distant shore. Grinning to himself, he figured if
he was already in trouble, what would a bit more hurt? Gripping his broom, he took off once
more.

The shore approached with startling speed. Pulling up a few thousand feet, Harry flew straight
for Mount Greylock. If his classmates were going to sit out in the cold, they might as well get a
show. Passing directly over the front lawn, he slowed back down and circled around to land. His
classmates stood and swarmed around him as he landed.

“Dude! You shook every window in the castle!” someone yelled.

“That was sick!”

'”

“You're crazy!” Johnny grinned, clapping him on the back.



Before Harry could respond to his old friend, Dora jumped into his arms and wrapped her legs
around his waist.

“You did it!” she yelled.

Harry laughed and spun her around excitedly.

“Do you have any idea how dangerous that was!?” Denninger yelled, glaring with his arms
folded over his chest.

“Yeah, yeah,” Harry said, setting Tonks down and waving him off as he looked at the woman
with the radar. “How fast did | go?”

“Mach one point seven,” the woman told him.

“And you went twelve miles past your designated stopping point,” Denninger growled. “Do you
have any idea how many laws you just broke?”

“Well, technically, when | did that, | was in international airspace,” Harry told him.

Denninger sputtered, his mouth working silently for several moments.

“He does have a point,” the woman said.

“Yeah, well, that doesn’t cover what he did on the way back,” Denninger argued. “You were
strictly told not to attempt to break the sound barrier over land, which you did.”

“Just send me the bill,” Harry told him dismissively.



Turning away from the flabbergasted man, he pulled Dora over to their family to celebrate.

“Did you have to say that?” Andi asked frustratedly. “He’s going to fine you as much as he can
now. Just because you make money from those books doesn’t mean you should waste it.”

“I’'m not going to,” Harry grinned. “I got a letter from Lockheed last night. They offered to pay
me fifty thousand Galleons for access to any and all research | conduct on brooms. | sent Uncle
Ted a copy this morning. It’s probably still on the way.”

“Fifty thousand!?” Dora gasped.

“How much of it did you read?” Ted asked.

“I skimmed it,” Harry said.

“So, that’s a no,” Ted smiled. “Most likely, they’re only offering that much if you give them the
rights to keep the full profits from anything they develop using your research. If you ask for a cut
of the royalties, you’ll get less to start with but a lot more in the long run if they use it. I'll look it
over when it gets delivered.”

Harry shrugged, “I don’t really care about the money. Just make whatever deal you think is best.
| trust you.”

Chapter 7

“Harry!” Sirius shouted across the platform, waving his hands wildly above his head.

Harry set his and Dora’s trunks on a cart and looked up with a sigh.



“Does he have to do that every year?” Dora asked. “It’s like he thinks we forget what he looks
like or something.”

“He thinks he’s a lot funnier than he is,” Harry smirked.

Grabbing the handle of the cart, he pushed it over to where Sirius, Andi, and Ted were waiting
for them near the line of fireplaces.

“How was your first year at llvermorny?” Sirius asked before grabbing Harry in a headlock and
ruffling his hair.

“It was free of you,” Harry grumbled, pulling himself free.

“Any new girlfriends?” he asked with a grin.

“Maybe,” Harry said with a smirk.

“He started dating Amanda when we got back from Christmas break,” Dora huffed.

“Amanda?” Andi asked, her brow furrowed. “You mean that redhead that came over last
Summer?”

Dora nodded, and Sirius whistled.

“An older woman?” he asked, wiggling his eyebrows. “I'm impressed.”

Dora snorted, “I’'m not. Every time we tried to study, those two would sneak off to make out
somewhere. They got us kicked out of the library a few times.”

“Totally worth it,” Harry grinned.



“This isn’t going to cause problems between the two of you, is it?” Andi asked warily.

“Why would it?” Harry asked.

“Well, what if you break up with Amanda, and she wants to come over to visit Dora?” Andi
asked.

“They already broke up,” Dora pouted. “And they get along just fine. | can’t stand my exes, and
they still hang out like nothing’s changed. It’s really annoying.”

Sirius laughed, and Ted chuckled while Andi pulled her daughter in for a hug. When Harry
looked at the other men in confusion, they just shook their heads. Slinging his arm around his
shoulders, Sirius led him towards the fireplace.

“I'll explain when we get home,” he whispered before pausing and raising his voice to a normal
level. “Actually, wait. Ted, do you mind going first just in case Harry decides to do another face
plant?”

“Ha ha, very funny,” Harry said.

Shrugging off his arm, he grabbed a handful of Floo Powder and stepped into the fireplace.
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“Forty-seven fifty-six Gulch Drive!” Harry yelled.

This time, he was careful to tuck in his arms and legs and shut his mouth as he spun through the
Floo Network. His confidence grew as the trip continued without issue. Just as he was about to
reach his stop, Harry took a step to walk smoothly out.

His stop came a full second after he thought it would. The pain that shot up his spine reminded
him of the time he thought there was a curb, and there wasn’t. Groaning, he stepped into the



living room, cursing loudly and often, only stopping when Sirius stepped out smoothly behind
him and started laughing loudly.

“You really need to get better at that,” Sirius chuckled.

“I'm standing, aren’t I?” Harry asked angrily.

Sirius laughed again as the others stepped out of the Floo. Still rubbing his back and grumbling,
Harry grabbed Dora’s trunk and started carrying it to her room. Once everything was put away,
they sat down in the kitchen, where Andi had cooked dinner.

“How do you think you did on your tests?” Andi asked, passing along the tray of homemade
tacos.

“Good.” “Fine,” Harry and Dora responded.

“Professor Banks said my project was one of the best,” Dora explained further. “She said if |
keep it up, I'll do fine on my LAMPs next year.”

“What does that stand for again?” Sirius asked.

“Levels in Aptitude of Magical Performance,” she recited.

“It’s the same as our OWLs,” Andi told him before turning to Harry. “And how do you think you
did this year?”

“Pretty good,” Harry shrugged. “Professor Wilkinson gave me extra credit for my broom project
at the start of the year. He also told me | should try my dueling out at the tournament in New
York next month.”

“Why didn’t you tell us about this sooner?” Sirius asked.



“Because | just found out,” Harry said, pulling a colorful pamphlet from his pocket and handing
it to him. “I'll be competing in the under-sixteen bracket. It’s a two-day, single-elimination
tournament. Do you think you can get time off to take me?”

“Ill ask first thing tomorrow,” Sirius told him with a grin.

“Under-sixteen?” Andi asked, yanking the pamphlet out of Sirius’ hand. “Doesn’t that mean
you’ll be competing against second years, as well?”

“Well, yeah,” Harry shrugged.

“Do you think | could compete in the under-eighteen bracket?” Dora asked suddenly.

4

“Why?” Andi asked sharply, eyes narrowed. “You’ve never shown an interest in dueling before.”

Reaching under the table, Harry gave Dora’s knee a supportive squeeze. He'd asked her to join
his training with Professor Wilkinson so he had someone else to practice with. She couldn’t
always go with him, but she usually went twice a week. He had no idea she was interested in
dueling herself, but he knew Andi wouldn’t like the idea, that was for sure.

“] just want to see how | measure up,” Dora said, trying to act nonchalant. “And, if Harry’s going
to be there anyway, why not give it a try?”

“Because it’s dangerous,” Andi said flatly.

“But I've been training with Harry, and Professor Wilkinson said | was really good for my age,”
Dora said, looking at her parents pleadingly. “I just want to see how I'd do. And it’s not that
dangerous if you're going to let Harry go. Please?”



Harry had to bite his lip to stop a chuckle when she swelled up her bottom lip and enlarged the
size of her eyes slightly. Ted and Andi shared a long look that carried an entire conversation
before Andi sighed in defeat.

“Fine,” she said shortly.

“Yes!” Dora cheered excitedly.

As she threw her hands in the air, her knuckles caught the edge of her plate and dumped it into
Harry's lap.

After dinner, the family moved out to the newly installed pool to sit and relax. The Wireless
played in the background while Harry tried not to get caught checking out Dora in her red
swimsuit.

“l wish we had dueling tournaments like that back in England,” Sirius said to Ted as they lounged
in white chairs with Butterbeers in their hands. “That would’ve been so much fun.”

“l wonder why they don’t,” Ted mused.

“Lack of interest, probably,” Sirius grumbled. “You know the Ministry only pays for something
like that if someone can make a profit. No one but parents would go to see kids duel. The
national tournament gets all the attention.”

“True,” Ted nodded.

The sound of a bird chirping sounded from the house, signaling a Floo call and causing Sirius to
sigh.



“I'll get it,” he said. “It’s probably for me anyways.” he said, setting down his Butterbeer and
climbing out of his lounge.

He disappeared inside the house for less than a minute before coming back out, looking slightly
troubled. With a flick of his wand, he changed the Wireless to a different station.

“...what we know so far,” the female host said. “It’s just been confirmed by senior MACUSA
officials that a member of the Magical Intelligence Bureau has just been caught violating
Russian airspace and was subsequently captured. From what we know based on President Rurik
Kiselev’s press release, this isn’t the first time MACUSA has done so. Many of you will
remember that, just a few months ago, Harry Potter became the first person to build a broom
capable of breaking the speed of sound.

“How does this connect to the Magical Intelligence Agency? Well, Harry Potter sold the rights to
that design to Lockheed, who went on to design the X-87 Javelin. This prototype, which is a
refined design of Mr. Potter’s original supersonic broom, is what the Russians say the MIA
agent was riding when he was apprehended. They claim that for months, MIA agents have been
flying across Russia to gather intelligence. Because of the X-87’s incredible top speed of over
Mach 2, the Russians had been unable to stop, or intercept the riders.

“Today, they claim to have laid a trap. They found a pattern to the flights and laid out a trap for
anyone entering their airspace. A trap, they say, the agent flew into early this afternoon. We've
yet to hear a response from the White House on this, but we expect one soon. This situation is
evolving rapidly. With me in the studio is John Harken, historian, author, and former advisor to
President Marks. John, | think the biggest concern for everyone listening is the possibility of
war. Do you see that happening?”

“I'd say it’s not likely, but certainly a concern we should share,” a man with a deep voice
replied. “This is a severe diplomatic issue, to be sure, but | don’t see it coming to war if
MACUSA handles it properly. Fortunately, we’re not in the Cold War anymore. The big concern
right now, is going to be over sanctions against the US from Russia and its allies. You can expect
prices to go up sharply over the next few days.”

“Bollocks,” Sirius said, switching the Wireless back to a music station. “Leave it to those idiots in
the MIA to screw everything up. Magical Intelligence Agency, my arse, more like Morons
Inspecting Assholes.”



Andi swatted his arm with her magazine.

“Harry?” Dora asked softly.

Despite her tone, everyone looked over at him.

“I’'m going for a fly,” he said, avoiding their eyes as he headed to the house.

“Harry!” Andi called.

He ignored her and marched into his room, where he punched the bed and cursed. Hitting his
mattress until he ran out of breath, he slid down to sit on the floor with his back against his
dresser.

Harry couldn’t believe something he’d made was used for something so stupid. Thinking of the
gold he’d gleefully added to his vault now left a sour taste in his mouth. Even worse, with the
deal Ted had worked out with Lockheed, he’d be collecting royalties for the next two decades.
He’d felt proud at the time, maybe even a little bit arrogant, but now, he felt like a fool. He
wished he could cancel the deal, but even if that was possible, it would take back what had
already happened.

They’d all fled to America to escape a war that had destroyed his family, and now he’d
inadvertently nearly started another one.

Shaking off those thoughts, Harry stood and made his way over to his trunk. Throwing open the
lid carelessly, he dug through the enlarged interior until he found his brooms and paused. One
was the Lockheed that Sirius had given him for his birthday, and the other was the very broom
that had caused all of this.



He grabbed the crude, homemade broom he’d been so proud of and pulled it out, thinking back
to how it all started. The charms really weren’t as complex as most people thought they were.
Going fast was easy. You just had to have a certain disregard for your own safety. Until he’d
come along, every speed record had been set on modified Quidditch brooms. Brooms that still
had safety features to protect players and the general customer from breaking their neck
during a turn. Magic didn’t have the same limits that the human body did, as Harry learned the
hard way on llvermorny’s Clock Tower.

Getting the brooms to go as fast as he wanted wasn’t that hard. He just neglected to put in the
charms that would normally limit it. What was much harder, and took most of his time, was
figuring out a way to stay on the damn thing. Once he figured that out, all he needed was basic
charms to limit the acceleration and turning. It was only the strength of his Propulsion Charm,
which he’d pulled back on after his first failure, that kept him from going even faster.

Clutching the broom tightly, Harry left his room and headed for the front door to avoid his
family. He’d just stepped off the front porch when he mounted it and took off into the air like a
shot. With a loud cry, Levina joined him, flapping her powerful wings as she tried to keep up
with him.

As they got further from the house, the skies turned dark to the sound of the distant rumble of
thunder. Levina flew in circles, conjuring a storm that matched his emotions. The rain started to
fall, biting into his skin as he followed her. Lightning flashed overhead, followed by crackling,
rumbling thunder that reverberated in his chest.

Like it was planned, they both flew straight up through the roiling grey clouds. Harry’s skin was
soaked from the moisture in the air. Mixed with the wind, it left him cold and covered in
goosebumps. He ignored the discomfort and continued upwards, running neck and neck with
Levina until they broke through the top of the cloud.

The red light of the setting sun warmed his cold, damp body. For a moment, he closed his eyes
and savored the relief. As his upward momentum came to an end, he hovered in the air,
weightless, with Levina next to him, her wings spread wide. Just as he began to feel lightheaded
from the lack of oxygen, they began to fall.



Harry pushed his broom into a plummeting dive, rapidly outpacing his companion. She crowed
loudly behind him a moment before his sonic boom reflected off of the ground and back
towards him just as he broke through the cloud layer. With only basic brakes and turning, he
knew, at these speeds, his broom would struggle to slow down enough to pull up before he hit
the ground.

So, he didn’t bother to brake. Pulling straight up, he intentionally upset the broom, sending
himself into a tumble. Fighting to point the nose straight up, the sudden spin and twists as he
fought for control sent the blood rushing from his head. Muscles straining, Harry grunted and
manhandled the broom into doing what he wanted. Looking straight up at the darkening sky,
he used his broom's greatest asset, power, to fight against gravity.

The force that the move exerted on his body pushed an involuntary grunt from his lips, but it
worked. His momentum slowed far faster than it would have if he’d tried to brake. When he
was going slow enough, he pitched forward and took off over the desert, his mind wandering.

Harry knew there was nothing he could do to stop what had already happened, but he could
stop it from happening again. He was going to keep working on his broom like he wanted to,
making designs that flew faster and higher than anyone had ever thought possible before. But
he wasn’t selling the design again. He was going to keep it for himself. It would be up to him to
decide who got to use the designs and who didn’t. Never again would he let a company or
government use his work without him knowing exactly what it was for.

He knew he thought differently to most wizards. It wasn’t his intelligence that helped him
become the first to break the sound barrier on a broom; it was his ability to think audaciously.
Staring out at the night sky, more audacious thoughts came to mind, more firsts that he could
accomplish.

As the moon rose over the mountains in the distance, the most audacious idea came to mind.
With a grin, he turned back and headed for home.



Three weeks later, Harry and his family Portkeyed to New York for the national dueling
tournament. When he’d been told where it was, he thought they’d end up in some hidden part
of Madison Square Garden that magicals kept to themselves. Instead, they ended up in a
sprawling, grassy field in a rural area.

“Where are we?” Dora asked, wrinkling her nose at the smell of nearby cows. “I thought we
were going to New York. Did you cast the spell right?”

“Of course | did,” Sirius said defensively, even as he looked around in confusion. “This is where
the brochure told us to go. It’s not my fault they got it wrong.”

“We're in the right place,” Andi said, rolling her eyes. “New York is more than just a city. We're
close to the border with Pennsylvania, near one of those Amish towns. Look.”

Pointing to a distant green banner, big white letters spelled out; Welcome to the U-21
international Dueling Championships!

Beyond that was what looked, to Harry, more like a state fair than a dueling tournament. There
were rides, games, kiosks selling souvenirs, and way in the back, he could see a dirt field
surrounded by a wooden fence and tiered benches. Sharing a look with Dora, he could tell she
was as surprised as he was. When he’d envisioned the tournament, this wasn’t what he’d
expected.

“I really wish I'd known this is what to expect when | packed,” Dora sighed. “I packed clothes for
a city, not a farmers market.”

“Come on, Dora, this’ll be great,” Ted said excitedly. “Let’s go get you kids signed in.”



Harry shrugged and followed after him while Dora sighed and trudged along. In the end, he
didn’t really care where the tournament took place. All that mattered to him was how he did in
the rankings. After hearing about the situation with Russia, Harry was more determined than
ever to prove himself.

As they were waiting in line to sign in for the tournament, a short, busty brunette and a slightly
taller girl who looked a little younger than Harry approached them.

“Sirius?” she called softly.

Harry watched as his Godfather turned with his trademark lopsided grin, only to go slack-jawed
when he set eyes on the woman.

“Marlene!?” he gasped, looking like he’d seen a ghost.

The woman smiled nervously and nodded, her eyes tearing up. Suddenly, Sirius lunged forward
and hugged her tightly, a choked laugh escaping his mouth. Harry was shocked to see tears
falling from his eyes.

“l thought you were dead,” he said thickly.

“I'm sorry,” Marlene mumbled into his chest. “We used a Vanishing Cabinet to escape before
they burned down the house. When the Ministry declared us dead, my parents left for America,
and | couldn’t leave them behind. | wanted to tell you, but with Nott still free, it was too
dangerous.”

“It’s alright,” Sirius said, pulling back to hold her at arm's length with a wide smile. “I'm just glad
you survived. Merlin, Remus is going to flip when he sees you. You look just as beautiful as you
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did in schoo



“And you're still a cad,” Marlene chuckled tearfully. “Oh, I’'m sorry. Sirius, this is my daughter,
Jenna. Sweetie, this is Sirius Black, a good friend of mine from my school days.”

“Hello,” Sirius said to the girl before turning back to Marlene with a smirk. “Married with a kid,
look at you all grown up.”

“Divorced, actually,” she told him with a small smile. “I married a Muggle, and he didn’t take
too well to learning about the magical world. What about you?”

“Oh, he’s still the same old reprobate,” Andi replied with a smile. “I’m Andromeda Tonks, Sirius’
cousin. This is my husband, Ted. Our daughter, Nymphadora-"

“Mom,” Dora whined. “It’s just Tonks.”

“And this is Harry,” Andi continued, ignoring the interruption.

“Hello,” Marlene said, a soft and sad smile on her face as she looked at Harry. “You look just like
your father but with your mother’s eyes.”

“Marlene and your mum were best friends at Hogwarts,” Sirius smiled.

“Really?” Harry asked. “Could you tell me about her sometime? Every time | ask Sirius, he starts
talking about what a nice ass she had.”

“l do not!” Sirius protested. “l only said that once.”



Marlene laughed while Harry and Dora were distracted with the signup sheet.

“So, what brings you here?” Sirius asked. “Jenna’s a bit young for the dueling tournament, isn’t
she?”

“Oh, she’s not competing,” she told him. “We live just a few miles away. We come here every
year to enjoy the fair and watch the duels.”

“You're all set,” the wizard manning the table smiled, handing Harry and Dora their badges.
“The tournament doesn’t start for another two hours, so feel free to explore until then. The
officials will explain the rules before it starts. Good luck to both of you.”

“Thanks,” Dora beamed, her hair turning from green to a happy pink.

Harry followed after her as they rejoined their family and started to explore the fair.
Bemusedly, he watched Sirius talking animatedly with Marlene. For years, he watched as his
Godfather had been able to charm all sorts of women with his flirting. It was quite refreshing to
watch Marlene laugh them off without so much as a blush.

About half an hour later, Remus managed to find them. His jaw hit the floor when Sirius re-
introduced him to Marlene. While they had a short but emotional reunion, Sirius explained
what had happened to her a bit more.

“Marlene was part of a resistance group during the war with me, Remus, and your parents,” he
told them. “When we were responding to a Death Eater raid, she dueled and killed Thadeus
Nott. His son, Titus, didn’t take that well. He put a price on her head, though we could never
prove it. About a month later, we got word that her house had been destroyed by Fiendfyre.
Nasty, dark magic. The place was reduced to nothing but a pile of ash by the time we got it
under control. We assumed Marlene and her parents had been killed. It wouldn’t be the first
time something like that had happened.”



“So, she let them think she was dead and went into hiding,” Harry nodded.

“What happened to Nott?” Dora asked.

“Nothing,” Sirius sighed, running a hand through his hair. “The bastard stayed out of Azkaban
by claiming the Imperius Curse. If he knew she was still alive, he’d probably still be after her.”

After wandering around the fair, going on rides, playing games, and eating food, Harry and Dora
eventually left to get ready for the tournament. There was a long and, in Harry’s opinion, boring
safety and rules lecture before they finally started the tournament. As he stepped out into the
arena for his first match, he spotted his family cheering loudly. Even Jenna and Marlene joined
in, Jenna clutching the giant stuffed Niffler that Sirius had won.

Harry’s first match was over quickly. His ability to cast silently let him make quick work of the
Indian witch he faced. It was a while before Dora had her first match of the day. She did well,
but she didn’t have nearly as easy of a time as he had. After a couple of minutes of slinging
spells back and forth with the Chinese wizard she was competing against, Dora caught him with
a Disarming Hex.

While Harry won all eight of his matches for the day, qualifying for the finals, Dora lost her third
match against a Nigerian witch who didn’t even use a wand. She was a bit upset at that, and as
he tried to console her, Harry was also bound and determined to learn how to cast magic
without a wand.

Once the tournament was finished for the day, Sirius invited everyone out to a celebratory
dinner. It ended up being a raucous affair, filled with jokes, laughter, and humorous stories
from the adults' days at Hogwarts. Jenna was a quiet and shy girl just a year younger than
Harry, but she slowly opened up to him and Dora as the night wore on.



Throughout the meal, Harry couldn’t help but notice the way Sirius and Marlene gravitated
towards each other.

“Witches and wizards, it’s time for the championship rounds!” the announcer yelled.

As the crowd cheered, the thin man with a curly black mustache, top hat, and bright red jacket
grinned.

“First up, we have the under-sixteen championship bout,” he continued once the noise died
down. “Let’s hear it for our two finalists! From Italy, we have Arturo Moretti, and representing
the United States, we have Harry Potter!”

Harry stepped into the arena and stared at his opponent, a handsome second year with dark
hair, hazel eyes, and a confident grin.

“And now, our special guest referee, a five-time former world dueling champion, Filius
Flitwick!” the man announced.

Harry wasn’t sure why, but his family and Marlene cheered loudly. He thought the name might
be familiar, but he couldn’t remember where he would have heard it from. A moment later, a
tiny, smiling man walked out into the arena.

“Good day, gentlemen,” Flitwick squeaked happily. “Let’s keep this a clean fight, and good luck
to both of you. Bow, retreat to your positions, and wait for my signal.”

Harry and Arturo bowed, walked back ten paces, then turned to face each other. Holding his
wand aloft, Flitwick glanced at both of them. A heartbeat later, red sparks shot from his wand.



Harry immediately circled to his right, out of the way of a shouted Disarming Hex, and began
firing hexes as fast as he could.

“Protego!” Arturo yelled.

His shield formed solidly, but Harry grinned as he continued to rapidly fire disarmers, stunners,
and leg-lockers. Quickly, Arturo’s shield started to flicker and die, just like the other opponents
Harry had faced that managed to defend themselves. Unlike the others, however, when it did
collapse, he got out of the way before Harry could end the match.

In the end, that did nothing more than prolong the inevitable. Harry was just too fast at casting,
and Arturo, even as a second year, didn’t know any spells that Harry couldn’t deal with easily.
After a bit of cat and mouse, he managed to corner Arturo and pelted his shield until it failed,
and his wand was ripped from his hand.

“Stop!” Flitwick shouted surprisingly firmly.

He was so short and unobtrusive during the match that Harry had actually forgotten he was

even there.

“Winner!” he yelled, pointing to Harry.

The crowd cheered, with Dora and Sirius being the loudest, whistling and stomping their feet.

“Let’s give it up to both of our finalists for that impressive performance,” the announcer said,
walking over with a gold medal in his hands. “Witches and wizards, | give you your under-
sixteen international dueling champion, Harry Potter!”



Bowing his head so the man could put the medal around his neck, Harry shook hands with
Arturo and waved to the crowd, a grin on his face.

Chapter 8

(A/N: From this point forward, the MFBI will be renamed to the MIB, for Magical Investigation
Bureau, and the MIB will be the MIA, for Magical Intelligence Agency. The Complete file has
been changed to reflect this, but the individual chapters haven’t just yet. I'll get to them at
some point, hopefully soon. | think this will make more sense with the MIB being referred to as
the Men in Black compared to what | previously wrote.)

Harry stumbled out of the floor and once again braced himself for a painful meeting with the
concrete floor of the Washington D.C. Union Station. However, instead of meeting the
unforgiving floor, he felt like he’d landed on a nice fluffy mattress. Peeking open first one eye
and then the other, he pushed himself up, watching as the floor sank under his hands in a way
that was indicative of a Spongify Charm. Looking up, he smiled at the tall, dark-skinned man
standing over him, wand in hand.

“Thanks, Frank,” Harry smiled.

“Good morning, Harry,” Frank replied before turning his gaze back to the platform.

Grabbing his trunk, Harry moved out of the way just a moment before Dora stepped out of the
Floo. She walked out perfectly fine and sent a small smirk in his direction when she spotted him
dusting off his clothes. The moment she stepped on the Spongify Charm, she stumbled and
windmilled her arms. With a squawk, she dropped her trunk and landed on her butt.
Fortunately, she was still on the Charm when she did.

“Hey, Frank,” Dora greeted him with a sigh. “I take it this was your handiwork?”



“It was,” Frank said, reversing the Charm and helping her to her feet. “My apologies, Tonks.”

“No problem,” Dora smiled. “I’'m used to falling. Oh, wait until you see Sirius. You’re going to
love this.”

Harry snickered to himself as he grabbed a cart and loaded their trunks onto it. Ted stepped out
of the Floo next, followed by Andi and, finally, Sirius. In contrast to his normally scruffy,
unbothered appearance, he’d trimmed his goatee, his hair was moused back, and he smelled
strongly of the cologne Dora and Harry had gotten him for Christmas several years ago. As far
as they were aware, it was the first time he’d actually worn it.

Instead of his MIB suit, Sirius wore black slacks, a dress shirt, and a blazer. He’d deliberately
taken the day off from work, and while he told the family that it was so he could see Harry and
Dora off to school, they were convinced it was because he couldn’t shut up about seeing
Marlene again.

The two had been exchanging letters by owl every couple of days since they’d gotten back from
the Dueling tournament. When the family owl, Archimedes, had gotten too exhausted to keep
making the trip after two weeks of back and forth from Nevada to New York, Sirius managed to
cajole Levina into delivering it for him. When Marlene notified him that his last letter had
arrived soaked from a sudden thunderstorm that had knocked out power for several hours, he
hadn’t tried again. Instead, he went out and bought a short-eared owl that they’d named Plato.
He was specifically bred to fly long distances.

Sirius tried to argue he’d gotten him to make the flights to Salem, but no one believed him.

“Morning, Frank,” Sirius said, patting the larger man on the shoulder distractedly as he gazed
around the platform.

“Good Morning,” Frank said, arching an eyebrow over the top of the frame of his black
sunglasses.



“We got here early. | don’t think she’s here yet,” Dora told him.

“What? Who?” Sirius replied quickly, turning away from the platform. “l wasn’t looking for
anyone. | was just, you know, making sure there weren’t any problems.”

“Uh-huh, sure,” Harry said, looking around his shoulder. “Oh, look, there she is. Hi Marlene!”

Sirius” head snapped around so fast his neck popped. As he looked around excitedly, Harry and
Dora burst into laughter. Realizing he’d been played, Sirius folded his arms over his chest and
grumbled softly to himself. With a chuckle, Ted clapped him on the shoulder and led him onto
the platform. The adults took seats and chatted with the other parents they knew while Harry
and Dora went to catch up with their friends.

Harry had just greeted Amanda with a hug and an appreciative glance that earned him a wink
when Dora elbowed him. At first, he thought she was just trying to get them to stop flirting, but
then he noticed her nodding her chin towards the Floo. Following her gaze, he grinned as he
watched Marlene and Jenna step onto the platform.

Sirius had spotted them as well. Standing up suddenly, he ran a hand through his hair, took a
nervous breath, and plastered a roguish grin on his face. Grabbing Dora by the hand, Harry
darted behind one of the pillars so they could listen in.

“Marlene!” Sirius yelled, smiling widely.

“Hello, Sirius,” Marlene greeted him with a smile as they met in the middle of the platform.
“Look at you all cleaned up. What poor woman do you have your sights set on today?”

“Oh, no one,” Sirius said, running a hand through his hair again. “Just decided it was time to
look a little more professional for work, you know? You look great, too, by the way. Hi, Jenna.
Excited to start at llvermorny?”



Smiling shyly, Jenna nodded.

“She’s a bit nervous,” Marlene said, smiling softly at her daughter. “Are Harry and Tonks
around? | was hoping to ask them if they’d show her around the school a bit when she gets
there.”

“They should be around here somewhere,” Sirius said, looking over his shoulder.

Sharing a look, Harry and Dora shared a mischievous grin as they stepped out from around the
pillar.

“We’re right here,” Dora said, grinning.

Walking up to Jenna, she wrapped an arm around her shoulders.

“Why don’t Harry and | introduce you to some of our friends while these two catch up?” she
asked. “It's been what, a whole three days since Sirius wrote her a letter. | bet he has so much
new stuff to tell her.”

“That’s a great idea. Why don’t you two introduce her to your friends? Now,” Sirius said with a
pointed look.

“Sure,” Dora grinned, leading Jenna away. “Oh, and Sirius just bought a special long-distance
owl if you ever need to send a letter home. He’s really fast.”

Harry smirked as Sirius glared at the back of her head.



“Hey, Sirius, since you took the whole day off from work, could you ask the guy at the
bookstore if they can order that dueling book for me, and I'll pick it up on the first Salem visit?”
he asked.

“Sure, kiddo,” Sirius said, pushing him away and blushing slightly as Marlene arched her brow.

Grinning, Harry walked away.

“So, this is to look more professional at work, is it?” Marlene asked just before he was out of
earshot.

Two months into the school year, at half past two in the morning, Harry crept out of his bed.
Dressed in all black, he silently unlocked his trunk, opened a hidden compartment in the back,
and pulled out a sleek, polished black broom with a wristwatch strapped to the handle. Closing
his trunk softly and locking it back up, he snuck down to the common room, peeking around the
corner to make sure it was empty. When he saw no one, he pulled a black balaclava from his
pocket and donned it before making his way over to the nearest window.

Harry was hit by a blast of winter air that made him shiver before mounting his broom. The
built-in Protective Charms wrapped around him, blocking out the cold and wind as he flew
outside, closing the window behind him with a casual flick of his wand. Practically invisible
against the dark, moonless sky, he headed out towards the Atlantic at incredible speed. Staying
low to the ground, he turned South as soon as he hit the coast.

He deliberately stayed under the sound barrier so he didn’t give himself away too soon. It took
him just under half an hour to fly the four hundred and sixty miles to his destination. Pulling up
sharply, Harry turned west and accelerated, rattling windows in Delaware as he rapidly passed



over the state. Just as he was nearing the center of Washington, D.C., two riders on Lockheed X-
87 brooms rose rapidly to meet him. In moments, they were pacing him on either side.

“HALT!” one of them shouted, his voice carrying over the wind thanks to an Amplification
Charm. “UNITED STATES AURORS! STOP NOW, OR YOU WILL BE FIRED UPON!”

Harry grinned under his balaclava. It was time to find out what his new broom was made of.

Leaning forward, he accelerated hard, forcing the Aurors to do the same. As they pushed the
speeds higher, Harry glanced down at the watch he’d strapped to the handle of the broom.
Rather than keep track of the time, this watch kept track of his speed. Michelle had helped him
design it, though he doubted she expected him to use it like this. The hour hand told him what
Mach he was at, the minute hand the points, and the second hand marked his altitude in
increments of one thousand.

He knew Lockheed had improved his design at least slightly as he watched their speeds increase
to Mach two-point-five.

“YOU CAN’T OUTRUN US! STOP NOW!” the Auror shouted.

Smirking, Harry pushed his broom harder. As the X-87s started to buck and slow as they neared
Mach three, he kept accelerating. He could have gone even faster, but he wasn’t done testing
his broom quite yet. A red, sizzling, Stunning Hex sailed harmlessly over his shoulder as Harry
pulled the nose up and started to climb rapidly. The Aurors followed, their hands too busy
controlling their brooms to keep casting.

Higher and higher, they climbed, rocketing towards the low-lying cloud cover. As the second
hand ticked closer to one on the watch face, denoting ten thousand feet, he glanced over his
shoulder. One Auror had already pulled off, but the other was doggedly pursuing him. As they
passed eleven thousand feet, the Auror began to shake his head, his broom weaving slightly in
the air. Unfortunately for him, it looked like Lockheed hadn’t thought to incorporate a
Bubblehead Charm into the shield.



Just as his watch ticked past twelve thousand feet, the Auror lost consciousness and fell from
his broom. With a curse, Harry stopped and wheeled around to chase after him. He wanted to
test his broom, not get an Auror killed. Diving down, he rapidly caught up to the man. Before he
could reach out to grab him, the man’s body twisted and warped into nothingness.

Harry blinked in surprise before quickly realizing that he must have been wearing a protective
talisman. Before he could contemplate the man’s safety further, another Stunning Hex flew
over his head. In his dive, he’d gone low enough for the other Auror to catch up to him, and
he’d brought five of his friends.

Deciding that it was time to leave, Harry turned East and pushed his broom to accelerate. The
Aurors kept up for about a minute before he began to out-strip them. By the time he hit Mach
three, they were nothing but specks in the distance. As he continued East, more riders rose to
meet him. While his broom was more than fast enough to outrun them, he didn’t want to get
caught like that MIA agent by being too predictable.

Knowing he had an absolute altitude advantage, he climbed to thirty thousand feet to be safe
and continued flying, pushing his broom towards Mach four. Harry reached the coast faster
than he expected and smiled when he spotted a roiling grey cloud with flashes of lightning in
the distance.

“Perfect,” he said, smiling to himself.

Flying inside the cloud, he pulled straight up and stepped off his broom, holding it to the side
with one hand. His momentum carried him up past forty-five thousand feet, giving him a
glimpse of the top of the fluffy grey cloud and the calm, starlit sky above before he fell back
down into the growing tempest.

After several seconds, Harry heard a warbling cry and turned over to face the ground as he
smiled. A large, grey, shadowy figure dove under him before pulling up to meet his falling body.
He landed lightly on Levina’s back as she leveled out, a flash of lightning lighting her up for just
a moment.



“Woo!” Harry whooped. “Nice catch! Let’s go home, girl!”

With a thrill, Levina banked to the side and headed back to Salem.

“I'm sorry, sir,” a young, bespeckled wizard said, looking up from the screen in front of him.
“He’s gone.”

“What do you mean he’s gone?” a man in his late fifties asked, his forehead wrinkled in
consternation.

“We lost him in the storm,” the young man replied. “There’s nothing on radar or the magic
detector. | think the weather might be interfering with the signal. Aurors are on the way to
investigate.”

“Alert me the moment they find anything,” the older man said, straightening up and smoothing
out his suit. “l need to go brief the president.”

“Yes, sir,” the young man replied.

When the storm reached Salem, Harry gave Levina an affectionate pat on the neck and rolled
off of her back. Falling through the air, he mounted his broom but didn’t actually begin flying
until he was dangerously close to the ground. He flew straight back to the school and opened
the common room window with a flick of his wand. No one was there to see as he landed



almost silently and pulled off his balaclava. Grinning to himself, he crept up the stairs, put away
his broom, and changed into his pajamas before crawling into bed.

The missed sleep he would suffer the next day was well worth the night he’d had. Maybe next
time, the MIA wouldn’t be so quick to risk invading someone else’s airspace now that they
knew someone could do it to them, too.

The next morning, Harry groggily made his way down to breakfast.

“Rough night?” Dora asked as he took the seat next to her.

“I got engrossed in my new dueling book,” he muttered as an excuse. “I think | got three hours
of sleep, maybe.”

“At least you were studying for once,” Michelle said, taking a bite of her toast.

“I study,” Harry said defensively. “I just skip over the boring stuff.”

Michelle shook her head and opened a book on Transfigurations, Harry’s worst subject. He was
sure she did it on purpose to tease him.

“Mr. Potter.”

Turning, he found Professor Wilkinson standing behind him.

“Good morning, professor,” Harry smiled.



“Good morning,” the professor smiled. “I’'m sorry to pull you away from your breakfast, but the
Headmistress has asked to see you.”

“Me?” Harry asked, desperately trying to hide his nervousness. “Do you know why?”

“Someone from the government wants to talk to you,” Professor Wilkinson answered.

Nodding, Harry got to his feet, reminding himself that there was no way they could know it had
been him on that broom for sure. The fact that they were asking to see him and not placing him
in cuffs was a pretty good indicator of that. He followed Professor Wilkinson through the school
to Professor Turner’s office.

As they entered, Harry found a witch and wizard waiting for him with the Headmistress. One
was a severe-looking man with short, cropped hair that was greying around the temples. He
wore Auror robes, had steel grey eyes, and a shrewd gaze. The woman was in her thirties with
blonde hair and a substantial bust. Looking to be in her early thirties, she was quite pretty, and
the crest on the breast of her robes marked her as a member of the Magical Congress.

“Good morning, Harry,” Professor Turner smiled. “Thank you for coming. This is Mark Majors of
the MIA and Congresswoman Natalie Powers. They wanted to talk to you about that broom of
yours.”

“Sure,” Harry said, hiding his nervousness as he took a seat.

“Hello, Harry,” Natalie said with a pretty smile. “First of all, | just want to congratulate you for
making such an impressive broom at such a young age. It’s really quite the accomplishment.”

“Thanks,” Harry said, though he felt like he was being talked down to.



“I’'m sure you’ve heard about that incident we had with Russia last year,” Natalie continued,
crossing her legs and folding her hands in her lap. “Since one of our MIA agents was captured,
Lockheed has been hard at work trying to improve the design you gave them. Unfortunately,
they haven’t had much luck. This morning, the president offered a one hundred thousand
Galleon reward to any broom company that could make something better. As I’'m sure you can
understand, we want to continue to keep our agents safe. Normally, we wouldn’t make this
offer to a private citizen, but since you created the broom in the first place, | was able to
convince the Secretary of State to let us make the same offer to you.”

“A hundred grand to make a broom better than the one | made last year?” Harry asked
incredulously.

“It would have to be better than the X-87,” Mark replied, meeting his gaze firmly. “This is no
joke. We need a broom that can reach a minimum speed of Mach four and an altitude of thirty-
five thousand feet.”

Harry rubbed his hand over his mouth to stop himself from grinning. They weren’t here because
they thought that broom rider from the night before was him. They thought Russia had reverse-
engineered the broom they’d captured and made it better. Now, they were coming to him to
essentially beat himself; they just didn’t know it.

It was a good thing he hadn’t pushed his new broom to the limit. He was more than capable of
giving them a broom that could do what they wanted, and that still wouldn’t beat his own.
Better yet, they would fund research he’d already done on his own.

Somehow, Harry had unintentionally started an arms race for a broom that the US would be
too scared to use again and that he’d already designed. If the government did try something
stupid again, he’d just have to give them another scare. And, maybe next time, he wouldn’t be
so quick to fix their problem. He wasn’t above using this opportunity to punish them for
misusing his design in the first place, but he wasn’t going to give them anything too good. He
didn’t trust them enough for that. Still, if he could use that money for his own private
research...

“I think | could do that,” he said, working to keep a straight face.



Dora was going to freak out when he told her about this.

Harry and Dora sat in the Great Hall with their friends, talking about their plans for Christmas
break. While the professors put up decorations in the background, Jenna and Michelle joined
them. The two had become quite close friends over the past few months. As Harry greeted the
girls, Plato circled overhead and landed lightly on Dora’s shoulder. A moment later, another owl
landed in front of Jenna.

Dora gave Plato a treat before ripping open the letter. She skimmed it quickly before letting out
a snort.

“What?” Harry asked.

“Well, Mom definitely thinks you’re up to no good,” Dora smirked. “She told me to keep an eye
on you.”

Amanda scoffed, “Keep an eye on him? You usually encourage him.”

“Not always,” Dora said, giving Harry a pointed look.

She’d been quite mad at him for a few days after he’d told her about his little nighttime game
of cat and mouse with MIA Aurors. She’d gotten over it quickly, though, and shared a hearty
laugh with him afterward when he finally got to tell her what happened in Professor Turner’s
office.



“Oh!” Dora exclaimed, a smirk twisting her lips. “And Sirius would like to know if either of us
has a problem with Jenna and Marlene staying with us for Christmas.”

“Really?” Harry asked, grabbing the letter. “There’s no way they’re not dating.”

“I know, right?” Dora asked, then turned to Jenna and looked at her questioningly.

“My Mom asked the same thing,” Jenna said, handing her the letter she’d received.

“Oh yeah, they are definitely dating,” Dora said with a grin as she read it. “We need to come up
with a way to mess with them.”

“Why?” Jenna asked.

“Because it’s fun,” Harry shrugged.

“And to punish them for not just telling us they’re dating,” Dora said. “l bet they’re waiting until
we get home for break to tell us.”

“They probably didn’t want to tell you in a letter, so you had less time to think of a prank,”
Amanda pointed out.

“Semantics,” Dora said, waving away the perfectly valid point.

“That’s not-” Michelle cut herself off when she noticed Dora’s smirk and pinched the bridge of
her nose with a sigh.



A couple of weeks later, Harry, Dora, and Jenna stepped off of the Ilvermorny Express and onto
the Union Station platform. While Harry gathered the trunks, the girls greeted their parents.

“How was school?” Marlene asked, hugging her daughter tightly.

“It was great!” Jenna smiled. “Harry showed me all around the school, told me about the
classes and professors, and helped me make a few friends.”

“That’s wonderful,” Marlene said, smiling softly.

As Harry approached with the cart loaded with all three trunks, he grinned at Sirius, who he
noticed was standing suspiciously close to Marlene.

“Hey, kiddo,” Sirius grinned, pulling him into a hug. “Stay out of trouble?”

“Define trouble,” Harry grinned.

Chuckling, Sirius messed up his hair.

“Excuse me, Mr. Potter, Mr. Black?” A young man with a camera asked as he approached them
cautiously. “I'm Ben Willer from Wizarding Times. I’'m doing a report on how you won the new
broom contract. Would it be alright if | got a picture and maybe asked you a couple of
guestions?”

Sirius looked to Harry, who shrugged uncaringly.



“I think we can spare a couple of minutes,” Sirius smiled.

“Great,” Ben grinned, bobbling his camera nervously as he snatched it from around his neck.

Grinning, Sirius slung his arm over Harry’s shoulders.

“Jenna said you helped her get settled at Ilvermorny,” he said softly. “Thanks for looking after
her. | know it means a lot to Marlene.”

“No problem,” Harry grinned. “Jenna’s great. We really get along.”

“I'm glad to hear it,” Sirus said, smiling happily.

“Smile,” Ben called, raising the camera to his eye.

“I’'ve been thinking about asking her out,” Harry said.

The picture of Harry grinning while Sirius turned to him with a horrified look could be found on
page six of the Wizarding Times the next day, along with a small article about Harry.

Across the ocean, the small article was picked up and reprinted by the Daily Prophet. In a large
manor, a man with greying, straw-colored hair, and pale blue eyes paused on the photo. His
eyes blazed with fury as he stared at it. But he wasn’t looking at the Boy-Who-Lived. He was
staring at the brunette in the background.



“Grunt!” he shouted.

With a pop, a small, emaciated, and terrified House EIf appeared next to him.

“Y-yes, Master?” he squeaked.

“Pack my things and take them to the house in America!” the man barked furiously.

“R-right away, M-master,” the elf said, bowing even as he shook fearfully.

He vanished with another pop, leaving Titius to fume silently as he stared at the picture in the
paper. His chair scraped loudly across the wooden floor as he stood abruptly and hurled his
teacup at the wall, where it shattered on impact.

“I’'m going to kill that bitch,” he growled.

Chapter 9

Just a couple of days before the kids were set to return to school, Marlene and Jenna Flooed
home to pick up a few things they needed. While they were gone, Sirius, Andi, and Ted called
Harry and Dora into the kitchen.

“What is this?” Dora asked. “Some kind of intervention. Harry hasn’t started huffing broom
polish, has he?”

Harry rolled his eyes and poked her in the side as they took seats at the table.



“No, nothing like that,” Sirius said, looking uncharacteristically, well, serious. “l want to know
what you two think about Marlene and Jenna moving in with us.”

Harry and Dora turned to look at each other and blinked.

“Five Galleons says she’s pregnant,” Harry said.

“You're on,” Dora agreed, shaking his hand.

Ted covered his mouth and snorted while Sirius sputtered.

“She’s not pregnant!” he exclaimed.

“She’s not,” Andi agreed. “I checked.”

“Damn,” Harry muttered.

Pulling five Galleons out of his pocket, he handed them to a smirking Dora.

“Can you two take this seriously for one minute?” Sirius asked exasperatedly.

Harry and Dora turned to look at each other and grinned.

“No,” they replied in unison.

Sirius threw his hands in the air frustratedly while Ted and Andi laughed.



“You know this is your own fault, don’t you?” Andi asked with a smirk.

Groaning, Sirius dropped his head onto the table with a dull thud.

“I know,” he muttered pitifully.

“| take it by your lack of protest that neither of you mind Marlene or Jenna moving in with us?”
Ted asked.

“’ Course not,” Dora said.

“Not at all,” Harry grinned.

The rest of the school year passed quietly, for the most part. Dora panicked slightly with her
LAMPS coming up at the end of the year, but with help from her friends and Harry, she was
more than prepared by the time they came around.

After heading home for the Summer, Harry and Dora started training in earnest for the
upcoming U-21 International Dueling Tournament. Surprisingly, it was being held in the same
place as it had been the year before.

“America gives the Tournament the most funding, so they get to choose the location,” Andi
explained when Harry asked curiously. “It’s been held here since the nineteen-fifties. It doesn’t
get nearly as much international support as the World Dueling Tournament.”

“It really is a shame,” Ted added. “You'd think with how big the World Dueling Tournament is,
there’d be more interest in up-and-coming talent.”



Getting in line to sign up for the Tournament, Harry smirked when he watched Sirius’ eye follow
a stunning blonde who looked to be there with her equally stunning daughter. Rolling her eyes,
Marlene elbowed him in the ribs.

“What!?” he hissed. “They’re Veela! | can’t help it!”

“I don’t mind you looking, but the drooling is a bit much,” Marlene smirked.

Harry and Dora laughed as Sirius raised his hand to his mouth. When he didn’t find any drool,
he huffed good-naturedly and crossed his arms. When the people in front of them moved out of
the way, Harry and Dora moved up to sign in.

“Sirius, look! There’s Filius!” Marlene said excitedly.

Harry looked over and spotted the diminutive man talking to Professor Wilkinson near the
entrance to the dueling tent. As a group, they walked over and greeted the two men happily.

“Hello everyone, it’s lovely to see you again,” Flitwick said happily.

As Marlene bent over to hug him, Harry unashamedly gazed at her bum. Scowling, Sirius
smacked his arm lightly.

“What?” Harry asked, shrugging his shoulders defensively.

“Will you stop checking out my girlfriend?” Sirius asked.

“It’s not my fault you bagged a hot one,” Harry said.



“Oh, stop it,” Marlene said, wrapping her arm around his waist. “If you’re allowed to look, then
so is Harry.”

“| feel like I've just taken a Time-Turner back to the seventies,” Flitwick chuckled. “l remember
you and James having many a similar argument at Hogwarts.”

“Oh no, James had nothing on Harry,” Marlene smiled. “James caused trouble. Harry causes
international incidents.”

“That was only once,” Harry said defensively.

III

‘d love to hear that story,” Flitwick grinned. “The Potters are known for being quite the
handful. Minerva has told me some quite thrilling tales about your grandfather. Tell me, Boris,
how do you deal with it?”

“l just try to direct his energy into something productive,” Professor Wilkinson smiled. “It’s
certainly a challenge at times.”

“Oh, have we got some stories to tell you,” Sirius grinned.

Harry sighed, knowing it was pointless to try and stop his Godfather. He’d spent far too long
teasing him about Marlene to gain any leniency. Rather than stick around to listen to them
laugh at his expense, Harry took Dora and Jenna to explore the fair. For a couple of hours, they
went on rides, played games, and even managed to win a few prizes. He found he was quite
good at a game where you had to banish small, red rubber rings onto a wooden dowel a few
feet away.

Dora and Jenna were both clutching stuffed Hippogriffs by the time they left for the safety
briefing. Afterward, they met the adults in the stands to watch the first matches get underway.
Harry’s first match was the third of the day and pitted him against an Armenian witch with an
affinity for the Bludgeoning Hex. After bocking it just a couple of times, his arm began to ache.



Fortunately, he was able to end the match quickly after that. His ability to cast silently still
offered him an insurmountable advantage.

“You won’t always be able to beat your opponents so easily,” Professor Wilkinson warned when
he rejoined them in the stands. “l wish I'd been able to come last year. I'd have asked them to
move you up to the under-eighteen bracket if | knew it was this easy for you.”

“Why didn’t you come last year?” Andi asked curiously.

“My sister was ill,” Professor Wilkinson replied before turning back to Harry. “Next year, we
need to focus on technique and expanding your spell knowledge. It won’t matter if you can cast
silently if your opponent uses a spell you’re unfamiliar with.”

“Very true,” Flitwick nodded. “l once dueled an Egyptian wizard in the semi-finals that nearly
beat me because he used an obscure spell. It was only my intensive study of Charms that
allowed me to deduce what the spell did and figure out a way to counter it.”

Dora left a few moments later to get ready for her first match. Her opponent was a German
wizard who had placed well the year before but whom she hadn’t faced. It was clear from the
outset that he outclassed her right from the beginning. Dora was forced to dodge, dive, and
shield furiously just to stay in the match.

“Oh no,” Andi sighed. “She’s going to be so disappointed if she loses her first match.”

“It’s not over yet,” Flitwick smiled. “Look, he’s starting to tire.”

Harry watched closely as the German wizard slowed his intense pace, sweat dripping from his
brow as he panted for air.

“He got too overconfident,” Flitwick pointed out. “He thought he could finish her quickly and
used up too much of his energy. A rookie mistake, but one every duelist makes in their career.”



The German wizard continued to slow, his movements becoming gradually more sluggish, giving
Dora a chance to fight back. While she was physically tired, her magic was as strong as ever.
When she let out a barrage of Hexes and Curses, the German barely had the strength left to
raise a shield. It took three spells before finally failing. Dora’s follow-up spells plowed through,
leaving him tied up, tongue-tied, and petrified before he even hit the ground.

Grinning, Harry jumped to his feet and cheered, competing with Sirius to see who could be the
loudest. Dora was ecstatic to have won, jumping up and down with a grin as her hand was
raised.

“That was amazing,” Harry said, hugging her tightly when she joined them in the stands.

“l can’t believe | won,” Dora grinned. “He came in third last year, and | didn’t even make the top
eight.”

“Wonderfully done, Ms. Tonks,” Flitwick smiled. “Never underestimate sheer determination.
Even when facing a superior opponent, victory is always attainable if you want it bad enough.”

“l might just have two champions this year,” Professor Wilkinson grinned.

“Don’t get used to it,” Flitwick chuckled. “I may have a student of my own entering next year.”

“Really?” Marlene asked. “Who?”

“Ah, that, my dear, will have to be a surprise,” he smiled.

Harry and Dora had two more matches, both of which they won before the Tournament broke
for lunch. As they ate, the Veela mother and daughter walked past, once again distracting Sirius.



“I see you’ve taken an interest in the French competition,” Flitwick joked.

“More like the French opponent's mother,” Marlene smiled, shaking her head.

“Do you know them?” Andi asked.

“Only in passing,” Flitwick replied. “Fleur Delacour is one of Beauxbatons’ most promising
students.”

“Delacour?” Sirius asked. “I feel like I’ve heard that name before.”

Harry smirked and opened his mouth to speak, only to receive a kick in the shin from his
Godfather. Dora snickered as he grunted and rubbed his leg under the table.

“Her parents, Apolline and Martin Delacour own one of the largest wineries in the Magical
world,” Flitwick told him. “I’'m afraid | don’t know much about her dueling outside of what
we’ve seen today. | believe this is her first year competing.”

“She wasn’t here last year,” Dora said. “Sirius would’ve definitely noticed if she was.”

“Hey!” Sirius protested.

Smiling, Marlene patted his arm consolingly.

“If you’re done making fun of Sirius, we should get back to the Tournament,” Andi said, standing
up.

“l need to go to the bathroom first,” Marlene said.



“Me too,” Harry added.

“We’ll meet you back in the tent,” Sirius said, kissing Marlene’s cheek.

Harry and Marlene stood and made their way down a small dirt path. At the end sat two large
tents that housed the bathrooms. As Harry turned to go into the Men’s room, he glanced over
and noticed two men approaching Marlene from behind. They met her between the two tents,
and he caught a flash of red before he saw her body go limp. Harry’s adrenaline started to race
as he drew his wand.

“Hey!” he shouted, chasing after them.

The men ignored him, continuing to drag Marlene between the tents and out of view. Harry
pushed his way through the crowd, bumping into a man as he rounded the corner. He never saw
the man raise his wand before his world went black.

“Harry,” a voice hissed.

Someone was shaking him awake. Groggily, Harry blinked his eyes open and rolled over onto his
back. He was in a small, dark basement with only a tiny window letting in light. Bars like a prison
cell surrounded him, causing a moment of panic. Sitting up, he looked at Marlene’s pale,
worried face as he remembered what had led up to him being there.

“What happened?” he asked, getting to his feet. “Where are we?”

“l don’t know,” Marlene said, rubbing her arms. “I just woke up. The last thing | remember is
going to the bathroom. Someone grabbed my arm, and then | woke up here.”



“Yeah,” Harry said, nodding his head. “Two men came up behind you and stunned you. | tried to
stop them, but | guess there was more. | never even saw who stunned me.”

Suddenly, a door opened, and they heard footsteps coming down the stairs. A moment later, a
dark-haired, bearded man reached the bottom and smiled at them with yellowed, crooked
teeth.

“Ah, you’re awake,” he said.

Harry immediately took note of the man’s British accent.

“What do you want?” Marlene asked.

“Nothin’ you can give me,” the man said.

Reaching up to a shelf along the wall, he pulled down a silver goblet. Harry’s heart leapt when
he noticed his and Marlene’s wand sitting next to it. With a flick of his wand, he filled the goblet
with water and handed it to Marlene.

“l don’t know what you did to piss off Nott, but he’s payin’ us a lot of gold to bring you to him,”
the man chuckled.

“Nott?” Marlene gasped, her eyes going wide and her face losing what little color it had.

“Whatever he’s paying you, I'll double it if you let us go,” Harry offered.

The man chuckled and shook his head.



“It’s more than my life’s worth to let you go,” he said. “Besides, Nott’s going to have to double
his price once he finds out we have the girl and the Boy-Who-Lived. Just sit tight. You two aren’t
going anywhere.”

“Wait!” Harry yelled as the man turned back towards the stairs and walked away. “A hundred
thousand Galleons!”

The man paused halfway up the stairs and turned to him with a thoughtful look.

“Tempting,” he said, cocking his head. “But still not worth it.”

Harry’s heart sank as the man continued up the stairs and closed the door. The lock sounded
abnormally loud as it clicked into place.

“1 can’t believe he found me,” Marlene muttered, sinking to the floor. “I’'m so sorry, Harry.”

“We can still get out of this,” Harry said, his desperation building. “Our wands are right there on
that shelf.”

“How do we reach them?” Marlene asked dejectedly.

Harry didn’t reply. Licking his lips, he reached his arm through the bars as far as he could and
focused with all his might on calling his wand to him. After watching Dora duel that witch last
year that didn’t use a wand, he’d taken to reading up on the subject in his spare time. He knew
the theory behind it, but he’d yet to actually try it himself.

Panic welled up inside of him as the seconds ticked by, and nothing happened. Nott was going
to kill him. Kill them both. And there was nothing he could do about it.



Harry slammed his fist painfully into one of the bars and closed his eyes. He knew he had to
calm down and focus if he was going to get out of there. Taking two calming breaths, he rubbed
his fingertips together and opened his eyes. He focused solely on his wand, the need to have it
in his hand becoming an all-consuming thought.

“Come on,” he whispered. “Come on.”

The wand twitched. Another spike of adrenaline surged through Harry’s system at the sight of
his success. Focusing again, the wand twitched twice more before it rolled towards him and fell
off of the shelf, landing on the cement floor a few feet away with a clatter.

Marlene gasped and looked to the stairs worriedly. Harry ignored his own fears and dropped to
his knees as he continued to call the wand towards him. It trembled again and rolled across the
floor as he reached out for it desperately.

Finally, he felt the wood touch his fingers, and he snatched it up off the floor, yanking it through
the bars.

“You did it!” Marlene gasped quietly. “Can you unlock the door?”

Taking a deep breath to calm his racing heart, Harry nodded and aimed his wand at the lock.

“Alohomora,” he said.

The lock clicked open, and Marlene rushed forward to push open the door. The hinges squeaked
loudly, causing both of them to freeze. They listened for the sound of running feet, but when
none came, Marlene slipped through the gap and grabbed her wand from the shelf. Harry
stepped outside of the cell and paused next to the stairs.

Slowly and carefully, he followed Marlene up to the top of the stairs, where they stopped and
listened.



“You’re sure it’s him?” A deep male voice asked.

“Positive,” another man replied. “If you want both, it’s going to cost you triple.”

“Don’t be absurd. The boy’s not worth that much to me,” the first man replied. “I'll give you an
extra ten thousand.”

“For the Boy-Who-Lived?” a third voice scoffed.

Marlene backed away from the door and motioned for Harry to follow her as she crept back
down the stairs.

“That’s Nott,” she said, pacing around as she fidgeted with her wand. “We either need to find
another way out of here or try to ambush them as they come down the stairs.”

Looking back at Marlene, his eyes trailed over the other things in the basement. He’d been so
focused on his wand that he hadn’t noticed until then that all of the potion ingredients were
sitting on the shelf.

One of them, a pearly white powder, stuck out to him because of what he’d read about it in
class.

Powdered Erumpent horn: Warning, extremely explosive. Handle with care.

“Check that window,” Harry said, pointing behind her.

As she turned around, he took the bottle and cupped it in his hand. The window was high and
small but looked big enough for them to squeeze through. Opened the window with her wand,
Marlene looked outside.



“Can you give me a boost, and I'll levitate you from the other side?” she asked.

“Sure,” Harry said.

Pocketing the Powdered Erumpent Horn, he stepped up beside her and bent down with his
hands cupped. When she stepped on his palms, Harry lifted her up to the window and kept
pushing as she crawled outside. While she squirmed to fit her curvy figure through the small
gap, he stepped back and walked over to one of the beams supporting the floor above.

Harry took the Powdered Erumpent Horn out of his pocket and stuck it to the beam. Mentally,
he thanked Sirius for teaching him pranking spells as he set a Delayed Explosive Charm on the
glass bottle. It was a Charm designed to make a small bang to surprise or distract. In this case,
Harry had a much bigger surprise in store for the people who tried to kidnap them.

“Harry!” Marlene hissed. “Come on! What are you doing?”

Stowing his wand in his pocket, Harry turned to the window. With a running leap, he grabbed
the edge of the windowsill and pulled himself up. Marlene grabbed his wrists and pulled,
hauling him through until they both spilled onto the grass.

“Let’s go,” Marlene whispered.

Harry followed her as they walked towards a road visible a short distance away. They were in a
fairly rural area, but the yard was well maintained, and there were very few trees to use as
cover.

“They’re gone!” someone shouted from the house.

“Run!” Marlene said urgently.



She took off at a sprint, and Harry kept pace right behind her. Looking over his shoulder, he
spotted one of the men from the Tournament wrenching the back door open. Harry skidded to
a stop and grinned as he aimed his wand toward the house.

“Harry!” Marlene yelled, realizing he wasn’t behind her.

“Defodio!” he yelled.

The explosion was bigger than Harry was expecting. All of the windows shattered, the frame
rattled, and the first floor heaved upwards before collapsing into the basement. The man in the
doorway stumbled backward and disappeared out of sight. Marlene and Harry watched,
stunned, as the house creaked and groaned a moment before it collapsed.

“Holy shit,” Harry laughed.

“Come on, we need to go,” Marlene said, grabbing his wrist.

Together, they took off running for the road. When he heard wood cracking behind him, Harry
slowed and turned around, a smile still on his face. The breath was knocked out of his lungs as a
spell hit him in the stomach and threw him onto his back. Sucking in a breath, the first thing he
noticed was a worrying lack of pain. The second was the blood soaking through his shirt near his
belly button.

Lifting his head, he saw a man with straw-colored hair marching toward him. His robes were
torn and covered in white dust. With a scowl, his eyes gleaming maliciously, he strode across
the lawn.

“Harry!” Marlene screamed.



She tried to run back to him, but in the few extra steps she’d taken, she had ended up outside
the wards.

“No!” she yelled, trying to force her way through. “Nott, don’t you touch him! Take me! You can
have me. Just let Harry go!”

Nott sneered at her. Raising his wand, Harry unleashed every curse and hex he could think of,
but they were batted away like they were nothing.

“Crucio!” he shouted.

Harry screamed as the worst pain he’d ever experienced exploded through his body. Every inch
of his skin felt like it was being stabbed over and over again by a thousand razor-sharp knives. It
seemed to last hours before the curse was suddenly lifted. Harry barely had a moment to feel
relief before his wand was ripped from his hand. Faintly, he could hear Marlene still screaming
his name.

“Potter,” Nott growled, standing over him. “I’'m going to enjoy killing you.”

Through his trembling from the curse and the fear surging through him, Harry spit on his robes.

“Go fuck yourself,” he panted.

“Just for that, I'm going to make that bitch scream before she dies,” Nott snarled.

Raising his wand, he aimed it at Harry’s heart.

“Avada Kedav-"



His incantation was interrupted by the sound of the Wards shattering. A black blur slammed
into Nott’s chest and knocked him away so fast it looked like he’d vanished. Hearing a crash near
the house, Harry lifted his head. Nott was pinned to a section of broken roof by a broom that
protruded from his chest. Eyes wide and fearful, he gurgled as a thin line of blood leaked from
the corner of his mouth. With a rattling gasp, he collapsed forward.

“Sirius!” Marlene shouted.

Harry tilted his head back and saw Sirius and Frank sprinting from the road.

“Marlene, are you alright?” Sirius asked worriedly.

“I'm fine, but Harry’s hurt,” she said, urging him to keep going.

“Don’t worry, Healers are on the way,” Sirius said, jogging over to Harry. “Frank, can you clear
that house.”

“There’s two or three more inside,” Harry said, leaning back to stare up at the sky as his
godfather knelt next to him.

“Merlin,” Sirius breathed as he looked him over. “I’'m sorry, this is going to hurt, but | need to
slow that bleeding.”

Waving his wand, he conjured white bandages that wrapped around Harry’s stomach.

“It doesn’t hurt,” Harry said, blinking back tears. “Sirius, | can’t feel my legs.”

Sirius froze, and Marlene gasped as she knelt down next to him and took his hand in hers.



“This is Agent Black. | need those fucking Healers now!” he barked into the badge on his lapel.

“It’s okay, Harry,” Marlene said, stroking his hair softly. “I'm sure they’ll be able to patch you

”

up.

Closing his eyes, Harry squeezed her hand as a tear slid down his cheek.

Chapter 10

Sirius’ leg bounced anxiously as he sat in a chair in the hallway, watching as Healers rushed in
and out of Harry’s room. They’d yet to hear word of how he was doing, and the wait was killing
him. Next to him, Marlene clutched his hand tightly, tear streaks marring her pale cheeks.

When the elevator opened a short distance down the hall, his hand instinctively reached for his
wand, but he relaxed when he recognized familiar faces. Dora stumbled in her rush to get out,
her short, mousy brown hair whipping around her face as she looked up and down the hall.
Spotting Sirius, she led her parents over to him. Jenna broke away from the group at a dead
sprint the moment she spotted her mother and collapsed into her arms.

“I'm fine, sweetheart,” Marlene whispered as her daughter cried. “I’'m all right.”

“Where’s Harry?” Dora asked worriedly.

“The Healers are still treating him,” Sirius said. “He’ll live, but... It looked like Nott’s spell hit his
spine.”

Dora covered her mouth, her eyes tearing up before she turned and buried her face in Andi’s
shoulder.



“Harry’s tough,” Ted said, rubbing her back. “He’ll pull through just fine. You’ll see.”

“I’'m so sorry,” Marlene said, tears starting to fall from her eyes as she clutched Jenna like a
lifeline. “This is all my fault.”

“No, it’s not,” Sirius told her firmly. “It’s-"

“Mr. Black?”

Sirius stopped mid-sentence and turned sharply. A tall, thin Healer with short, grey hair looked
down at him with a clipboard in his hands. The man had a sharp, prominent jaw and a pair of
square glasses covering his bright blue eyes.

“Yes,” Sirius said.

“I’'m Healer Powell. I'll be treating Harry,” he replied in a calm, soothing tone.

“How is he?” Sirius asked anxiously while getting to his feet.

“He’s in rough shape,” Healer Powell admitted. “The Piercing Hex lacerated his large intestine,
but the bigger issue is that it shattered two of his vertebrae. I’'m afraid there was no chance of
healing them, so we’ve had to vanish the bones entirely. He’ll be in for a long night while they
regrow.”

“What about his legs?” Sirius asked with a touch of impatience and hope in his voice. “Will he
be able to walk after you have regrown the bones?”



“Unfortunately, that’s a little less certain,” Healer Powell replied. “The majority of people who
undergo this kind of procedure do regain the ability to walk after a year or two. However, about
a quarter of patients can take far longer to recover, and a small percentage never regain full use
of their legs. I'm sorry, but it all depends on how he responds to the treatment.”

“Can we see him?” Dora asked.

“Of course,” the Healer said, stepping aside so she could rush into the room before turning back
to Sirius. “We’ll do the best we can. If you have any more questions, just ask the nurse to call
for me.”

“Thank you,” Sirius nodded.

Healer Powell walked past them down the hall while Sirius and the others made their way into
the room. Harry lay on the bed staring up at the ceiling, his face abnormally serious. Dora had
taken the chair next to his bed and watched him worriedly, clutching his hand in both of hers.

“Harry?” Sirius called.

Blinking, he turned his head and perked up.

“Sirius! It’s about time,” Harry said, lifting his head and staring at him with a penetrating gaze.
“How did he find us?”

Sirius was disconcerted by the question and his Godson’s unusual behavior. Licking his lips, he
plastered a smile on his face.

“Don’t worry about that right now. Just focus on-”



“Sirius,” Harry interrupted firmly, almost angrily. “How?”

Taking a look at the young man, he held his unwavering gaze for a long moment before sighing
and reaching into his pocket.

“We found this near the bathrooms,” he said, handing it to Harry.

Holding the newspaper clipping in his hand, Harry stared at the picture of himself and Sirius
that had been taken at Union Station. In the background, Marlene could be seen over Harry’s
shoulder, smiling and hugging Jenna.

“Damn it,” Harry muttered, dropping his head back onto the pillow.

“I' had a pretty good idea what happened when we found this, so | used our trackers to look for
any signs of magic from you,” Sirius explained. “Thank Merlin for Underage Tracking Charms.”

“Harry?” Marlene called softly. “I'm so, so sorry.”

“What? Why?” Harry asked sharply, his brow furrowed. “This isn’t your fault.”

“But he was after me,” Marlene said miserably.

“They were after me, too. They just didn’t know I'd be there,” Harry told her.

“How did you two escape, anyway?” Sirius asked, hoping to change the subject.



“That was Harry,” Marlene said, smiling at him softly. “He was brilliant. He used Wandless
magic to summon his wand and unlock the cell they were holding us in. | grabbed my wand, and
we crawled out of the window.”

“When did you learn Wandless magic?” Andi asked, taking a seat next to her daughter.

“I started reading up on it after Dora dueled that Nigerian witch last year,” Harry replied, his
eyes focused back on the ceiling. “I need to get better at it, though. It barely worked.”

“But you escaped,” Ted smiled. “That’s the important thing.”

Harry shrugged, his brow furrowed thoughtfully.

“And how did the house end up destroyed?” Sirius asked.

He noticed that even Marlene looked at Harry expectantly at that question.

“l saw some Powdered Erumpent Horn on a shelf,” he told them. “I thought it would make a
good distraction if they found us missing. | stuck it to one of the support beams and set a ”

“I’d say it worked,” Sirius smirked. “You practically leveled the place.”

“Not well enough,” Harry grumbled. “Nott survived. He dueled me like | was a first-year. Just
slapped everything | cast aside like it was nothing and hit me with a spell | didn’t even know
how to stop.”



Growling angrily, he slammed his fist on the bed and then winced in pain from the sudden
movement.

“Harry, you can’t expect to take on a fully qualified wizard, let alone a Death Eater like Nott at
your age,” Andi said, trying to soothe his anger. “You're still young.”

“I don’t care!” Harry yelled. “I’'m not going to let those fuckers hurt me or my family ever
again!”

Andi was taken aback by the sudden shouting. Despite his attitude towards authority, Harry had
never raised his voice to her before. It was a relief for Sirius to finally understand what was
bothering him so much. He knew Harry was feeling the same fear, anger, and frustration he had
during the war.

“Excuse me.”

They all turned to the young, pretty brunette nurse in the doorway.

“I’'m Harry’s nurse, Natalie. It’s time for his potion,” she said, holding up a bottle of Skele-grow.

With a flick of her wand, she raised Harry’s bed so that he was sitting up and moved to stand
next to him. Pouring a measured portion into a goblet, she passed it to him with a smile.

“Once you take this, you’ll have to remain flat on your back and stay as still as possible,” Natalie
warned him. “The bones won’t grow right if you move around too much.”

Sighing, Harry nodded and took a mouthful of the potion. With a grimace, he swallowed hard
and shivered.



“Urgh, this tastes like Yeti piss,” he said.

“Harry!” Andi exclaimed scoldingly.

“Oh, it’s fine,” Natalie smiled. “I've heard a lot worse.”

Downing the rest of the potion as fast as he could, Harry laid back. The nurse reclined the bed
back into a flat position and covered him with the blanket.

“I'll come back in a couple of hours with your Pain Relief and Sleep Potions,” she told him.

“When can | get out of here?” Harry asked.

“The Healer will let you know once your bones are grown back,” Natalie replied.

Sighing, Harry laid back and stared at the ceiling.

The next morning, Healer Powell waved his wand over Harry while everyone waited anxiously.

“Well, everything looks good,” he proclaimed. “The bones regrew nicely, and the nerves look
good.”



“Does that mean | can go?” Harry asked hopefully.

Healer Powell pocketed his wand and smiled.

“Yes, you can go,” he chuckled. “I’'m going to send you home with some Strengthening Potions
to help your muscles heal faster. There’s also a belt you’ll need to wear. It’s enchanted to
vanish any bodily waste every few hours. I'll go sign your paperwork and have them send up a
wheelchair.”

“Does he need any sort of brace to protect his back?” Andi asked.

“No,” the Healer said, shaking his head. “The worst of the damage is repaired. It’s just a matter
of the nerves rebuilding the connection to the brain right now. He’ll be fine as long as he
doesn’t take any more curses to the spine.”

“We certainly don’t plan on anything like this happening again,” Andi said with a stern look in
Harry’s direction.

“What?” Harry asked defensively. “It’s not like | planned for it to happen the first time either.”

Dora snickered while her mother rolled her eyes. Healer Powell smiled and made a note on his
clipboard.

“Any other questions?” he asked.

When no one had any, he turned and left the room. While they waited for his discharge, Andi
magicked him into a fresh set of clothes.



“That was a Switching Spell, right?” Harry asked, to which Andi nodded. “I'll have to learn that
soon.”

“I'll teach you when we get home,” she smiled.

A few minutes later, Natalie returned, pushing a wheelchair into the room. Parking it next to
the bed, she set the brakes. Sirius made to help him, but Harry waved him off. Scooting to the
edge of the bed, he heaved himself into the seat using the arms of the chair for support. His
legs fell uselessly from the bed and dangled until he situated them properly.

“You’re a pro at this already,” Natalie said.

Flashing him a pretty smile, she turned around and handed the discharge paperwork to Sirius
for him to sign. Harry was at the perfect height to check out Natalie’s round bum in her crisp
white uniform.

“Maybe this isn’t so bad after all,” he muttered with a smile.

“Perv,” Dora muttered back, smacking his arm lightly.

Harry turned to her, grinning and wiggling his eyebrows until she giggled at his antics. Once the
paperwork was signed, she wheeled him out of the room as they followed Sirius toward the
elevator.

“Time to head home,” Sirius sighed while pushing the button.

“Home?” Harry asked. “What about the tournament? If we get there soon, we can still catch
the finals.”



“Aren’t you tired?” Andi asked.

“I'm fine,” Harry replied. “Besides, if | get tired, I’'m sure | can find someplace to sit. Oh, look!”

Dora snorted as he gestured to his wheelchair. Andi gave him an unimpressed look, but her lips
twitched when she shook her head.

“Harry, | think Marlene would like to get home, too,” Sirius said.

“It’s alright, Sirius,” she told him with a small smile. “Why don’t you go with Harry? I'll take
Jenna home. We’ll be fine.”

“Are you sure?” Sirius asked, his brow furrowed worriedly.

Nodding, Marlene whispered to him too softly for anyone else to hear. With a smile, Sirius
turned and pressed a kiss to her lips.

“Alright,” he said. “Looks like we’re going back to the tournament.”

Harry received a round of applause when Dora wheeled him into the stands of the arena.
Smiling and waving to the crowd, they got settled just as the final rounds were announced.

“Harry!” Professor Wilkinson yelled, squeezing his way through the stands to sit next to them.
“l didn’t expect to see you back so soon. How are you?”



“I'm alright, but it looks like I'll be sitting this one out,” he joked.

Snorting, Sirius shook his head and explained, in detail, how bad his injuries were. While
Professor Wilkinson frowned and stared at him worriedly, Harry watched the under-sixteen
championship match get underway. Flitwick was once again officiating as his final opponent
from the year before, Arturo, faced off against a Brazilian witch. The match didn’t take long, nor
was it very exciting, but Arturo won in the end. Harry clapped with everyone else as the Italian
wizard bowed to have the medal placed around his neck.

“I’'m sorry to hear that,” Professor Wilkinson said. “If you need any special arrangements at
school, please let me know.”

“Ill be fine,” Harry said, waving off his concern.

Down in the arena, Fleur Delacour of France and Laszlo Barta of Hungary took up their positions
for the under-eighteen championship match. This match was much more exciting, in Harry’s
opinion. While not all of the spells they cast were silent, the majority were, and he recognized
the majority of them. Watching the gorgeous blonde outpace the Hungarian, he wondered how
he would do against her.

“Professor?” Harry called. “What would | need to do to win in a wheelchair?”

“At dueling?” Professor Wilkinson asked, blinking in surprise at the question. “Well, you’d need
to really work on your defense. With your limited movement, your shields would have to be
impenetrable. We’'d also need to work on your speed. By necessity, you’d have to be on the
defensive more than most. That will leave you very small windows to get on the offense. It
would be difficult but not impossible.”

“You did say it was a bit too easy for me,” Harry smirked. “Now | have a challenge.”



Professor Wilkinson laughed, “That’s certainly one way of looking at it.”

Eventually, Fleur cornered Laszlo and disarmed him. Smiling, she accepted her medal graciously
and rejoined her mother in the stands.

“I'll be right back,” Harry said.

Ignoring the questions being thrown his way, he wheeled himself into the aisle and started
making his way around the stands circling the arena.

“Excuse me... Pardon me... Sorry,” he said as people were forced to lift their feet or stand to
avoid having their feet run over by his wheels.

As he neared Fleur and her mother, a young girl looked up at him and gasped.

“Hey, Fleur,” Harry smiled. “Congrats on your win.”

“Merci,” she replied while the little girl chattered away rapidly in French.

“Listen, would you duel me after the tournament is over?” Harry asked.

“You weesh to duel me like zis?” she asked, eyeing his wheelchair dubiously.

“Yeah,” Harry shrugged. “l gotta test out the new wheels.”



“Why not duel ze boy ‘oo just won?” Fleur asked, nodding to Arturo.

“Because | beat him last year, and | know | can beat him again,” Harry replied. “I need a
challenge.”

Fleur blinked and exchanged a glance with her mother.

“Eef you are sure,” she said with a shrug.

“Great,” Harry grinned. “I'll ask Flitwick to referee after the last match.”

When Harry started to wheel himself away, the little girl got louder and looked at her mother
pleadingly.

“Monsieur,” the woman called. “Would you mind giving my daughter an autograph? She is a big
fan of the ‘Arry Potter books.”

“Sure,” Harry shrugged. “She knows those are fake, though, right?”

“Oui,” she smiled while pulling the latest book out of her purse. “But she still loves zem. Does
your family write zem?”

“Oh, no,” Harry chuckled. “Some woman in England does. | just collect the royalty checks.
What’s your daughter’s name?”

“Gabrielle,” the woman replied.



Taking the quill she handed him, Harry wrote,

To my biggest fan, Gabrielle. Love, Harry Potter

Smiling, he handed the book to the little girl. Her mother translated his words into French,
causing her to squeal excitedly. With a beaming smile, she lunged forward and hugged him,
nearly falling into his lap. Harry laughed and hugged her back.

“Merci,” Gabrielle said, smiling up at him.

“You’re welcome,” Harry said before turning to Fleur. “See you after the finals?”

She gave him a warm smile and nodded. Spinning his wheelchair around, Harry made his way
back to his seat.

“Excuse me... Sorry... Nice shoes,” he said as people lifted their feet out of the way again.

As he parked his seat next to Dora, Sirius looked over at him and grinned knowingly.

“I’'m guessing by that smile on your face you got yourself a hot date,” he said, wiggling his
eyebrows.

“Date?” Harry asked, confused. “No, | asked her for a duel. What good would a date do me? My
dick doesn’t work.”

“Harry!” Andi hissed scoldingly. “And you really shouldn’t be dueling less than an hour after you
got out of hospital.”



“What am | supposed to do?” Harry asked. “Sit around and feel sorry for myself?”

When she didn’t answer, he turned his attention to the match taking place in the arena. He’d
missed the finalist’s names, but they were both very skilled. The match was much faster-paced
than the others he’d watched so far. Not a word was said as they slung complex and powerful
spells at each other with terrifying speed. Privately, he vowed to himself that he would get to
that point. He wouldn’t stop until there wasn’t a witch or wizard in the world that would
struggle to beat him in a duel.

After a fast and furious but short duel, a Romanian witch was crowned the under-twenty-one
International Dueling champion. Harry barely waited for the applause to die down before he
started wheeling himself towards the stairs.

“Harry!” Sirus yelped. “Slow down.”

Harry ignored him and bounced down the steps. He frowned when his wheels had trouble
finding traction on the straw-covered ground, but he eventually got going.

“Hey, Flitwick!” he yelled.

“Ah, Mr. Potter,” Flitwick smiled. “It’s good to see you back. You had all of us quite worried
yesterday. | hope this injury is only temporary.”

“Me too,” Harry said. “Listen, | asked Fleur if she would duel me for a bit of fun. Would you
referee for us?”

“Now?” Flitwick asked incredulously, looking from him to Sirius. “Are you sure you don’t want
to perhaps heal up first?”



“I’'m as healed as I'm going to get for now,” Harry said.

“You know, just because you can do something doesn’t mean you should,” Sirius said.

Harry and Flitwick both turned to look at him incredulously.

“Did | really just say that?” he asked, pointing to himself.

They nodded.

“Right, well, the Healer did say he would be fine as long as he didn’t take another curse to the
spine,” Sirius said.

“1 see,” Flitwick said thoughtfully. “He’ll have to have any protective gear approved before the
next tournament, but since this is just an exhibition match, | can cast a localized Protective
Charm.”

“Okay,” Sirius nodded. “Are you sure you want to do this, Harry?”

“I’'m sure,” Harry said firmly.

“Fine. While you do that, I’'m going to get a drink,” he said, grimacing. “Just saying those words
left a bad taste in my mouth.”

As Sirius walked away, Harry turned to the stands and waved Fleur down. Walking down the
steps gracefully, she stopped next to them expectantly.



“Ms. Delacour,” Flitwick smiled. “I'll be casting a localized Protective Charm around Mr. Potter’s
spine to ensure he doesn’t aggravate his injury. Other than that, all standard rules apply. Is that
acceptable to you?”

“Of course,” Fleur nodded.

“Good, why don’t you go take up your position,” he smiled.

When she turned to walk away, Harry took a moment to admire her round, swaying backside.

“You know, the view from down here isn’t so bad,” Harry quipped.

“No comment,” Flitwick muttered from behind him as he cast the Protective Charm on his back.

Harry was certain he could hear the smirk in the man’s voice.

“You’re all set,” he said a moment later, walking halfway between him and Fleur. “Duelists
ready?”

Harry and Fleur nodded, their faces turning serious.

“On my mark,” Flitwick called.

There was a pause, and people who had been getting ready to leave retook their seats. After
several seconds, red sparks shot from Flitwick’s wand. Harry went on the offensive
immediately, casting as fast as he could at Fleur. She weathered the onslaught by twirling out of



the way gracefully and shielding when needed. When she came to a sudden stop, Harry’s aim
went wide, giving her the opportunity to return fire. He raised a shield and found himself
trapped on defense.

Harry blocked and parried as fast as he could, but he could never get a break long enough to
get back on the offensive. Fleur was calm and patient as she probed for weaknesses, looking for
a way past his guard. He knew it was only a matter of time until she succeeded, but he couldn’t
think of a way to turn the tables.

Simple spells gave way to more complex Curses, Hexes, and Charms as Fleur continued to cast
rapidly. Harry raised a shield and leaned sideways out of instinct when she aimed a Bludgeoning
Hex at his head. The spell hit hard, and with his weight unbalanced, Harry’s wheelchair tipped
over. Grunting as he hit the ground, he pushed himself into a seat position and continued to
defend.

He gritted his teeth in frustration and fought to keep himself upright as her spells slammed
forcefully against his shields. Watching as her wand twirled through the air effortlessly, a
sudden idea came to mind. When the next spell knocked him flat on his back, Harry reached out
with his free hand and tried to pull her wand out of her hand.

Fleur looked down at her wand when it refused to move. Looking at Harry with an expression
that was a mix of confusion and consternation, her eyes widened when he raised his wand. He
tried to cast the Disarming Charm, but only a handful of red sparks fell limply from the tip. With
a burst of magic, Fleur ripped her wand free of his magic grip and sent her own Disarming
Charm in return. Harry tried to shield, but he was too slow getting his half-working body into
position and watched helplessly as his wand shot from his grip. Tumbling end over end, it
landed in the dirt halfway between the two of them.

“Stop!” Flitwick yelled. “Winner, Fleur Delacour!”

Closing his eyes, Harry collapsed on his back, panting.



“Fuck,” he grumbled.

While he took a moment to catch his breath, he heard footsteps rapidly approaching. Opening
his eyes, he sat up as Sirius righted his wheelchair.

“You alright?” he asked worriedly.

“I'm fine,” Harry muttered unhappily. “My pride broke my fall.”

Sirius snorted and helped him back into his wheelchair. When he looked up, he spotted Fleur
approaching him and smiled.

“Thanks for the duel, Fleur,” he said, holding out his hand. “This wheelchair is even worse for
dueling than | thought.”

“Eet was my pleasure,” Fleur smiled, shaking his hand. “You were very impressive. | look
forward to dueling you again.”

“Me too,” Harry said.

“If you’re done, can we go home so | can check on Marlene?” Sirius asked.

“You just don’t want to get caught staring at Fleur’s mom again,” Harry smirked.

Sirius sighed and looked at him tiredly while Fleur covered her mouth and giggled.



“We’re going,” Sirius said, pushing him away.

“Bye, Fleur!” Harry yelled, waving over his shoulder.

“Au revoir,” Fleur called.

Chapter 11

The first few days after they returned home, Dora watched Harry carefully. She could see how
hard it was for him to get used to being in a wheelchair. Sirius, Marlene, and her parents might
see him cracking the same old jokes and crooked smiles as a sign that he was adjusting well, but
she wasn’t so easily fooled.

Dora noticed how he moved his broom to the closet and completely stopped working on it and
how he would read about magic far beyond his level into the early hours of the morning. Even
Levina seemed worried about Harry. The Thunderbird had taken to sleeping right outside his
window, her large yellow eyes peeking in to check on him regularly. Dora knew something was
different about him now, but she couldn’t put it into words, making it impossible for her to talk
to anyone about it.

As a result, it came as little surprise to her when Harry declined to invite anyone over for his
Birthday. Sirius was convinced he didn’t want anyone to think he was weak for beingin a
wheelchair, but that didn’t feel right to Dora. After all, he had no problem dueling that French
witch in front of an audience.

No, she was convinced it was something else, and she was determined to get to the bottom of
it.



On July 31%, the family gathered around the pool for a small Birthday celebration. Harry sat with
the girls around the pool while Ted and Sirius worked over the barbeque. Sipping a Butterbeer,
he smirked as he watched Levina try unsuccessfully to sneak close enough to steak some meat
from the grill.

“Shoo!” Sirius yelled, waving a spatula at her beak. “This isn’t for you. What does she even eat
anyway?”

“Goats and the occasional coyote,” Harry replied.

“Coyotes?” Sirius asked incredulously.

Harry shrugged, “She eats a lot of fish, too,” he added. “It’s not really sporting, though. Using
lightning seems a lot like fishing with Dynamite to me.”

Levina squawked at him indignantly and clacked her beak. With a cheeky grin, Harry raised his
drink to his feathered friend and took a sip. Shaking his head, Sirius turned around to grab
another Butterbeer of his own. The moment his back was turned, Harry flicked his wand,
sending a half-cooked hamburger patty flying into Levina’s open beak. He and Dora chuckled
when Sirius turned back around, none the wiser.

“You want to go for a swim?” she asked.

“No, you go ahead,” he told her, shaking his head.

“Oh, come on,” Dora whined. “You love swimming.”

“Yeah, when | can swim,” Harry said, glancing down at his dangling legs.

“Alright,” she said, sighing.



Harry smiled and went to take a sip of his Butterbeer when he felt her suddenly grab his wrists.
He only got a glance at her grinning face before she threw her weight into the pool and dragged
him in after her. His eyes closed as he was submersed in the cool water, and he found his face
buried between two soft mounds. A couple of seconds later, Harry felt her arms wrap around
his waist and drag him back up. As their heads broke the surface, he was intensely conscious of
the way their bodies were pressed tightly together.

“Nymphadora!” Andi yelled. “Are you trying to drown him?”

Dora rolled her eyes, “He’s fine,” she replied.

“At least grab him a float,” Andi sighed.

Dora smirked in a way that everyone knew meant she was up to something.

“Two floatation devices coming right up,” she grinned.

Taking a deep breath, she stuck her thumb in her mouth and blew, puffing out her cheeks. Harry
felt her breasts inflate and expand between them until they reached porn star proportions. Her
black bikini was stretched to its limit, leaving only her nipples covered.

“Dick still broke?” Dora asked cheekily.

“Nymphadora!” Andi yelled again while Harry gave her a flat look. “You’re going to stretch out
that swimsuit, and I’'m not buying you another one!”

“Fine,” Dora said, rolling her eyes.



Her chest rapidly shrank back down to its normal size, and she swam Harry over to the side of
the pool. While he held onto the edge to keep himself afloat, she grabbed her wand from the
towel she’d been sitting on and waved it in his direction. Under the water, Harry’s shorts inflated
just enough to keep him neutrally buoyant. He still had to use his arms to keep his balance, but
it didn’t take nearly as much effort as keeping himself afloat.

“Better?” she asked.

“Much,” Harry smiled.

Spreading his arms wide, he flung them forward as hard as he could, just beneath the surface of
the water. A wave of way splashed Dora in the face, and Harry laughed while she sputtered.
After she wiped the water from her face, Dora gave him a playful glare. Rushing forward, she
jumped up and wrapped her arms around his head. Harry once again found his face trapped
between her breasts while she pulled him under the water.

As she fell off of him and swam to the surface, he shot up and bobbed around like a cork,
swimming frantically to keep his balance. Eventually, he lost his balance and ended up floating
on his back, staring up at the clear blue sky. Dora swam over and used him to keep herself afloat
with a snicker.

While they continued to horse around in the water, much to the amusement of Jenna and
Marlene, Sirius began serving out burgers.

“Bugger,” he muttered, counting in his head. “I could’ve sworn | made seven.”

“l told you to make extras,” Ted said, patting his shoulder.

Sighing, Sirius handed out plates to everyone else before throwing one more burger on the grill
for himself.



Dora rolled her eyes as she levitated Harry off of the train. Once again, the girls had crowded
around him to offer their sympathies.

“Watch your feet!” she yelled, setting him down gently.

Climbing off the train, Dora ignored the girls and sighed. The path leading to Ilvermorny was
long, winding, and steep. She couldn’t help but let out a groan at the prospect of pushing Harry
to the top.

“This is going to suck,” she muttered.

“Don’t worry,” Harry told her with a grin. “I got this.”

With a wave of his wand, his wheelchair moved forward under its own power. Several of the
girls giggled and jogged to catch up with him, even though he was only moving at the speed of a
brisk walk.

“Didn’t Sirius tell you not to charm your chair until you talked to Professor Wilkinson,” Dora
said, smiling and shaking her head while Jenna giggled.

For a girl who never broke the rules, she sure enjoyed watching her and Harry do it.

“So?” Harry asked.

Dora rolled her eyes when she caught his moving from one ass to another as the girls talked and
giggled in front of him. With a smirk tugging at her lips, she made her ass slightly rounder and
thicker before racing in front of him.



“Then let’s see if you can keep up,” she said.

Waiting a few seconds, Dora glanced over her shoulder, and her smirk widened when she found
Harry’s eyes glued to her ass. Throwing a bit of extra sway into her hips with each step, she led
the way up to the school.

“This school has some real wheelchair accessibility issues,” Harry grumbled as he rolled into
Professor Wilkinson’s Charms class.

“I'm sorry,” Professor Wilkinson replied with a frown. “Is there anything in particular that’s
causing you problems?”

“Stairs,” Harry said. “You couldn’t help me make this thing fly, could you?”

The professor sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose.

“l should’ve known,” he muttered. “And if | don’t, | suppose you’ll just try to do it yourself?”

“Well, | could...,” Harry said as if this was the first time the idea had occurred to him. “I mean, it
can’t be that much different from a broom, can it?”

“Yes, it can,” Professor Wilkinson said sternly. “The last thing we need is you breaking your arms
by crashing head-first into a wall. Stay after class, and we'll talk about it.”

“Thanks, Professor,” Harry grinned before wheeling himself over to his seat.

Professor Wilkinson sighed and shook his head even as a smile tugged at his lips.



Unfortunately for Harry, Headmistress Turner was one step ahead of him. Before they could
even start working on the enchantments, she stopped him as he left breakfast in the Great Hall
the next morning.

“Mr. Potter, | understand you’re having trouble with the stairs?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” Harry said. “But I’'ve already talked to Professor Wilkinson. We’re going to make
my wheelchair fly so Dora doesn’t have to levitate me to class.”

“Yes, he told me,” Professor Turner smiled. “I think it’s an excellent idea. However, for safety,
I've insisted he limit the height you can levitate to six inches above the floor. I'd rather not get
another frantic Floo call from Professor Banks because you pushed yourself out of a third-story
window again.”

“I was fine!” Harry protested. “It was just the fastest way down. | didn’t want to be late for
class.”

“While your dedication to being punctual is admirable, | think a hovering wheelchair will allow
you to get around the school just fine,” Professor Truner replied. “Have a good day, and be sure
to let one of your professors know if you have any more issues. Preferably before you decide to
take matters into your own hands.”

With a stern glance, the Headmistress turned and walked away, her staff clicking on the floor
with every other step.

“Aw, man,” Harry groaned. “This sucks. Six inches? You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Grumbling under his breath, he started on his way to class. Behind him, Dora and Jenna shared
a glance before following.



“How long do you think it’ll take for him to break whatever enchantments Professor Wilkinson
puts on his chair?” Jenna asked.

Dora smirked, “I give it a month, tops.”

As it turned out, it only took Harry a week and a half to remove and recast the enchantments so
he could truly fly the way he wanted to. While a part of Dora worried for his safety, a larger part
of her was still worried about him, and she didn’t want to take away the joy he got from flying
with Levina when no one was looking.

Ever since they’d returned to school, Harry had started acting like an entirely different student.
Where in years prior, he had coasted his way through classes he found boring, like Potions and
Transfigurations, he now aced with the same talent he showed in his favorite classes. Even his
History of Magic score was at the top of the class. It also worried her that instead of spending
time with his friends or chasing after girls, Harry now spent his free time with his nose buried in
a book.

Clearly, something had changed in him since the attack, and Dora was determined to figure out
what it was.

As the year marched on and the temperature dropped, Harry began getting sudden, sharp pains
in his back. At first, they only happened once a week and lasted for just a moment. But towards
the beginning of November, they began happening every day. By December, they happened
several times a day, and the pain was bad enough that it caused him to jolt in his seat.

Harry continually refused to go see the school Healer, and eventually, the school was forced to
write Sirius. Unfortunately, Sirius was at work when the letter arrived, and Andi opened it
instead. She showed up at the school minutes later with Marlene, and they took Harry straight
over to see Healer Powell.

“So, what’s wrong?” Dora asked when he returned later that day.



“Nothing’s wrong,” Harry said, sighing tiredly. “My spinal cord is repairing itself faster than they
expected. The pain is from the nerves reconnecting to my brain.”

“So, good news?” Jenna asked happily.

“And bad news,” Harry told her. “I should get feeling back in my legs in a month or two, but the
pain’s only going to get worse until | do. Oh, and I'll need to learn to walk again.”

Suddenly, he jolted in his chair and winced.

“I'm going to lie down,” he declared. “My arms are tired. They have some stupid no-magic
policy inside the hospital. | had to push myself around the whole building.”

Before Dora or Jenna could respond, Harry directed himself towards the boys’ stairs and started
floating away. Turning, they shared a concerned glance.

“Home sweet home,” Sirius said as he pushed open the door to the house.

Harry grimaced in pain as he wheeled himself inside. The pain in his back was almost constant
now, with occasional shooting pains running down his legs. Worst of all, he still couldn’t move
his legs. Sure, the muscles twitched and spasmed occasionally, but that wasn’t under his
control.

Waving his wand, he levitated his trunk towards his room.

“I'm going to go unpack,” he said, wheeling himself away.



As his door closed, everyone shared a collective look.

“Is he usually like that?” Ted asked worriedly.

“Lately, yeah,” Dora admitted with a sigh.

Sirius frowned and waved everyone into the kitchen.

“How’s he been holding up?” he asked as they all took seats.

“Alright, | think,” Dora said, running a hand through her short, purple hair. “The pain bothers
him quite a bit, but he’s usually in good spirits.”

Biting her lip thoughtfully, she decided it was time to voice some of her concerns.

“I'm kind of worried about him, though,” she continued. “Harry’s been acting differently ever
since he got injured. He’s doing really well in all of his classes, not just the ones he likes. He’s
constantly reading or taking Dueling lessons with Professor Wilkinson. | mean, he used to
practice once a week, but now it’s like two or three times a week. Something’s changed.
Something’s bothering him, and | don’t know what it is.”

Sirius and Marlene shared a long look before they turned to Jenna.

“Is that what you’ve seen?” Marlene asked.

“Yeah,” Jenna said softly. “It’s almost like he’s scared of something.”

“He is,” Sirius sighed. “You have to understand, what Harry and your mum went through was
really scary.”



“I get that,” Dora said, leaning her elbows on the table. “He’s lucky he’ll walk again, but-"

“It’s not that,” Sirius interrupted. “Come on, Dora. When has Harry ever been concerned with
his own safety? He’s not scared for himself. He’s scared for us. You might have been too young
to remember, but Harry used to have terrible nightmares about the night his parents were
killed.”

“I remember he had nightmares, but | didn’t know what they were about,” Dora said softly.

“He remembers everything that happened that night,” he told her heavily. “Your parents and |
were always careful not to talk about the war around you kids. We thought we’d left all that
behind when we came to America. | think, after a while, so did Harry. The nightmares went
away, and he grew up like any normal kid.”

“He’s not normal,” Jenna said, shaking her head.

“Well, normal for a Potter,” Sirius said with a lopsided grin.

“But what does this have to do with the way Harry is acting now?” Dora asked impatiently.

“Because that attack by Nott reminded him — reminded all of us — that we’re not as safe as we
thought,” he replied heavily as Marlene wrapped an arm around his shoulders. “Right now, he’s
scared, and he’s angry. He’s scared something might happen to the rest of us, and he’s angry
Nott got the better of him. Honestly, I'd be more worried if he didn’t start acting like this.
Doesn’t mean | like it, though. He’s acting just like James did after his parents were killed.”

“This has been hard on all of us,” Marlene added, her hand absently rubbing Sirius’ shoulders.
“All of us lost friends and family during the war. Every morning, we’d opened the paper, worried
we’d see a familiar name in the headline. Now, we don’t think anything like that is going to
happen here, but we still worry, and it brings back a lot of bad memories.”



“Has Harry been reading any history books lately?” Ted asked thoughtfully after a long, pregnant
pause.

“A couple,” Dora shrugged. “All of his grades have gone up.”

“Do you remember the names?” her father asked curiously.

Dora shook her head.

“I remember one was called Significant Wizarding Events of the Twentieth Century,” Jenna
replied quietly. “He used that book to help me with my homework.”

“What are you thinking, dear?” Andi asked.

“If | remember correctly, that book had a large section on the war with You-Know-Who,” Ted
frowned. “I thought he might be trying to learn more about the war. Have you seen him with
that book often?”

Jenna bit her lip and nodded as everyone turned to look at her expectantly.

“Great,” Sirius muttered, dropping his head into his hands. “What do we do now?”

Unfortunately, no one had an answer.

As they got closer to Christmas, Harry’s pain grew. Andi kept him on a careful but constant dose
of Pain-Relieving Potions while everyone else tried to make him as comfortable as they could.



He spent most of the day laid out on the couch in the living room or in his bed. Even then, he’d
still grit his teeth and grimace each time a spasm ran down his spine. There were brief moments
when he started to feel his legs, but it wasn’t a pleasant experience. It felt like pins and needles
were digging into every inch of his legs, especially in his feet.

Just two days before Christmas, the pain became so bad that he refused to get out of bed. On
Healer Powell’'s recommendation, Andi kept him sedated most of the day with Pain-Relieving,
Dreamless Sleep, and Strengthening Potions. Dora was so worried about him that she slept in
his room on the other side of the bed. She didn’t even try to hide it, and it was a sign of how
worried everyone was when she wasn’t even teased.

Harry would wake her up several times throughout the night with his pained whimpers, and
Dora would get up to run a cool washcloth across his sweaty brow. Before falling asleep again,
she took his hand in hers in order to give him something to squeeze if he started hurting again.

Christmas Eve was subdued compared to what the family was used to. Sirius did his best to keep
everyone’s spirits up, but loud noises were kept to a minimum, and no one felt much like
celebrating while Harry suffered. The entire day, Dora barely left his side. Even though he was
asleep, she talked to him constantly. Oddly, she found it therapeutic to vent all of her worries
and concerns that had built up over the last few months. Especially since he was unconscious
and wouldn’t remember any of it.

That night, she stayed in his bed again, and again, nothing was said. However, her mother did
give her a knowing smile as she set out a small stack of washcloths and a bowl of water kept
chilled with a Cooling Charm.

As it turned out, that night was even worse than the one before. Harry constantly grunted and
groaned in his sleep, his hands gripping the sheets in a death grip as spasms ran through his
body. Under the blankets, Dora could see his legs and feet jerking to life like he was being
electrocuted before settling back down. She stayed awake until the early hours of the morning,
wiping sweat from his brow. Throughout the night, she tried talking to him softly and caressing
his arm, but nothing seemed to soothe him.



It wasn’t until the early hours of the morning that he finally settled down. Resting her head on
the pillow next to his, Dora laid an arm across his chest and closed her eyes. It took several
minutes of listening to his calm, steady breathing before she finally drifted off to sleep.

“Dora! Doral” a voice hissed.

Dora groaned and opened her heavy eyelids. Tiredly, her mind registered that her head was
resting on someone’s chest rather than a pillow, but she was too comfortable and tired to think
much about it.

“Wha?” she mumbled, her eyes closing of their own accord.

“Look!” Harry hissed excitedly.

Cracking her eyes open, she spotted the large tent he had pitched under the blanket and
snorted.

“Funny,” she mumbled sleepily. “Now, shut it. M’ tired.”

Closing her eyes, Dora pressed herself against Harry’s side, adjusted her head slightly, and began
to drift back to sleep. As her mind began to wander in that moment between consciousness and
sleep, she realized what she was seeing. Suddenly, she sat up, feeling much more awake.

“Does it still hurt?” Dora asked quickly.

“Well, it’s not exactly comfortable, but | would say it hurts,” Harry said.



Dora rolled her eyes, “I mean your back, you perv.”

“Oh,” Harry said, blinking. “Nope, my back feels okay. Just a little stiff.”

Dora snorted at his phrasing, “Stiff, yes. Little, no. Can you feel your legs?”

“I can feel everything,” Harry said. “But you’re missing the important part.”

She raised her brow curiously as a grin stretched across his face.

“My dick works,” he said, chuckling right as she noticed the door to his room open. “My dick
works!”

Harry threw his arm up in celebration while Jenna stood in the doorway, her face flushed and
mouth gaping. Her wide eyes gazed at the prominent bulge under the blanket. Dora burst into
laughter when Harry finally noticed and looked over at the door.

“Oh,” he said. “Morning, Jenna.”

Jenna squeaked and pulled the door shut before they heard her feet rapidly retreating. It took a
few moments for Dora to get control of her laughter. When she did, she pushed the blankets
aside and climbed out of the bed.

“Well, I'll go give everyone the good news and let you take care of that,” she said, gesturing to
his erection.

“Thanks, Dora,” Harry grinned. “You’re the best.”



Smiling, she turned to leave but paused with her hand on the doorknob. With a mischievous
smirk, she turned back to him.

“Hey, Harry?” she called.

As soon as he looked over at her, she grabbed the hem of her shirt and lifted it up to her chin.
Dora giggled when his jaw dropped, and he stared at her bare breasts.

“Just wanted to make sure you had something to think about,” she smirked.

Bouncing on the balls of his feet, her breasts jiggled in the cool morning air for a few seconds
before she pulled her shirt back down and slipped out of the room with a laugh. She was still
giggling when she entered the kitchen.

“Dora, is everything alright?” Marlene asked. “Jenna said Harry was awake, but she wouldn’t tell
us anything else.”

“He’s fine,” Dora chuckled. “He woke up feeling much better. The pain is gone, and he can feel
his legs again.”

“Really?” Sirius asked excitedly as everyone else smiled in relief. “That’s great! | should go check
on him.”

“Whoa,” Dora said, halting him from rising with a motion of her hand. “Sirius, this is the first
time in six months he’s felt anything from the waist down. What do you think the first thing he’s
going to do is?”

Sirius eyed her, puzzled, for a long moment before his eyes suddenly widened.

“Ah, right,” he nodded.



“What are you talking about?” Marlene asked. “And why are you blushing so much, Jenna?”

Dora giggled, “I'm surprised you didn’t hear it. She walked in right as Harry yelled, ‘My dick
works!” “‘Course, it didn’t help Harry had pitched a circus tent under the covers.”

“Nymphadora!” Andi yelled scoldingly.

Meanwhile, Marlene’s lips formed into an ‘O, Jenna blushed heavily, Sirius let out a bark of
laughter, and Ted chuckled.

“What?” Dora asked, taking a seat. “It’s not like | haven’t seen it before. He’s always like that in
the morning. At least | didn’t walk in on him cranking it like Marlene.”

“That was an accident!” Marlene protested.

“Enough!” Andi barked. “We’re not talking about this on Christmas.”

Dora sat back, arms crossed over her chest, and smiled as talk turned to planning for the day.
Now that Harry was doing better, everyone’s spirits were lifted.

“A real Christmas miracle,” Dora muttered with a giggle.

Chapter 12

Bright and early on December 27, Andi took Harry to see the Healer. Dora insisted on coming
along while Ted and Sirius were at work, and Marlene and Jenna stayed home. The three of
them sat in the waiting room, flipping through magazines.



“Mr. Potter,” a plump, middle-aged witch with dirty blonde hair in a bun called.

Harry started to push his wheelchair towards the door but stopped when Dora started pushing
him at a much faster pace.

“Dora, slow down,” Andi hissed exasperatedly. “I swear, if you run over someone’s foot...”

Rolling her eyes, Dora slowed down while the nurse led them down a long hall to one of the
examination rooms. Harry parked himself next to the only chair in the room and sat still while
the nurse cast a Diagnostic Charm. Dora crossed her arms over her chest and huffed when her
mother took the empty seat next to Harry, leaving her to stand near the corner.

“I'llhave them bring in another chair for you,” the nurse said as she finished making a note on
her clipboard.

“That’s alright,” Dora said with a smirk.

Stepping in front of Harry, she turned around and plopped unceremoniously onto his lap.

“Dora, you are nineteen years old,” Andi said, pinching the bridge of her nose.

“So?” Dora asked.

The nurse smiled and made her way towards the door as Andi sighed.

“The healer will be with you in just a moment,” she said reassuringly.

“Thank you,” Andi said gratefully.



Harry was looking around the room, trying to fight off boredom, when Dora began wiggling in
his lap.

“Your legs are bony,” she complained.

She continued to shift around, and the feel of her firm, round butt rubbing against his groin
soon had Harry rising to the occasion. Not wanting to have a full-blown erection when the
Healer came in, he grabbed Dora’s hips and held her still. Glancing over her shoulder, she
smirked and enlarged her ass. Harry narrowed his eyes, knowing she was hoping to cause an
embarrassing situation, and poked her in the sides. Dora squeaked and jolted in his lap just as
the door opened and the Healer walked in.

“Ah, Mr. Potter,” Healer Powell said. “How are you today?”

“Alright,” Harry shrugged while Dora got off of his lap. “I can feel my legs again.”

“Excellent,” the Healer said, making a note on his clipboard. “Are you still experiencing pain?”

“Sometimes,” Harry replied. “It's nowhere near as bad as it was, but | get these jolts of pain that
run all the way down my spine to my feet once in a while.”

“That’s to be expected,” Healer Powell nodded. “You’ll probably always experience a bit of pain.
Alright, let’s get you up on the table and take a look at your spine.”

Harry wheeled himself over to the examination table and, with the help of the Healer, hoisted
himself up onto it. Laying down on his back, the Healer removed his shoes before waving his
wand over him. Grey smoke poured from the tip and rapidly formed into an image of Harry’s
skeleton that floated just above his body.

“That’s weird,” Harry muttered, staring at the back of his own skull.



“Your spine looks to have healed remarkably well,” Healer Powell said. “Let’s see how your
nerves are doing.”

A puff of blue smoke let the Healer’s wand. It traced along his skeleton, creating thin blue lines
that branched off and attached to the bones throughout his body.

“Well, everything looks fine,” Healer Powell told him. “You’ve healed much faster than | was
expecting, considering the extent of your injuries. Can you wiggle your toes for me?”

The Healer dismissed the smoky image of Harry’s skeleton with a negligent flick of his wand and
watched as Harry wiggled his toes through his socks.

“Excellent,” he said. “And can you move your legs?”

Harry grimaced as he forced his weak muscles to move. He managed to bend his knees at a
ninety-degree angle before the strength in his legs gave out.

“Good,” the Healer said, patting his leg. “I’'m going to put you on a Strengthening Draught to
help with the atrophy. I’'m also going to recommend seeing your school Healer three days a
week for physical therapy. Until then, | just want you to spend ten or fifteen minutes a day
moving your legs the best you can, alright?”

“Sure,” Harry said. “How long will it be until | can walk again?”

“Probably a month or two,” Healer Powell replied. “Are there any other issues | should know
about?”

Harry shook his head.

“If it helps, we know his dick works,” Dora smirked.



“Nymphadora!” Andi exclaimed. “Is that really necessary?”

“What? I’'m not the one who shouted it loud enough for the whole house to hear,” Dora said.

“I was excited,” Harry replied defensively.

“l could see,” Dora smirked.

I”

“Enough,” Andi hissed, lightly slapping her daughter’s arm. “I’'m so sorry, Healer Powel

“Quite alright,” he said with a smile as he helped Harry put on his shoes and climb back into his
wheelchair. “Give us a call if anything comes up.”

“We will,” Andi said.

Dora and Harry shared a smile as she stood and marched from the room. It was always fun to
get her wound up.

A quick Floo trip later, and they were back home. While Andi went into the kitchen to tell
Marlene and Jenna the good news, Harry wheeled himself into his bedroom. Hoisting himself
up onto the bed, he took off his jeans and was working on putting on a pair of comfortable
sweatpants when Dora walked in without even bothering to knock.

“Need a hand?” she asked with a smile as he struggled to put his feet through the holes.

Glancing up at her, Harry leaned back on his arm and grinned.

“Well, if you're offering,” he said suggestively.



Dora rolled her eyes and walked over to the bed. Bending over at the waist, she helped him slip
his legs into the sweatpants. The front of her red V-neck sweater fell forward, giving Harry a
tempting glimpse of her impressive cleavage. As she scooted the waistband of his sweatpants
up his legs, she looked up and caught him staring down her shirt.

“Perv,” she muttered with a smile.

“Hey, if you're going to show them off...,” Harry teased.

Grabbing the waistband of his pants, he pulled them up over the noticeable bulge in his boxers
and up to his hips. Dora caught sight of it and smirked.

“Were you always this horny?” she asked.

“No,” Harry grumbled. “School’s going to be hell. | get harder than advanced Arithmancy at the
sight of anything even remotely sexual.”

Dora snorted and shook her head.

“Maybe he’s just mad you ignored him for six months,” she said.

“Maybe,” Harry shrugged.

Dora looked over her shoulder at the open door and bit her lip. Suddenly, she took a step back
and kicked it closed with her foot. Grinning at Harry, she grabbed the hem of her sweater and
pulled it up to her neck. As her fingers grazed her ribs, they hooked the bottom of her bra,
pulling that up, too. Harry stared at her perky breasts as they bounced free, her pink nipples
hardening rapidly now that they were exposed to the cool air.



Walking forward, Dora’s breasts swelled half a cup size larger. Most people would have thought
it was intentional, but Harry knew better. Unless she was concentrating on holding a certain
look, Dora’s emotions affected her looks. She was excited by his gaze, and unconsciously, her
body was shaping itself to draw even more of his attention.

Not that she needed to. Harry would have struggled to look away even if he wanted to. Dora
came to a stop in front of him and ran her fingers through his hair. Pulling his head forward, she
buried his face between her warm, soft breasts. She let out a small giggle when he shamelessly
shook his head back and forth. With a wide smile on her face, Dora retaliated by shaking her
chest and slapping his cheeks with her breasts. Gradually, her movements grew even more
exaggerated, and soon, she was rubbing them all over his face.

Harry smiled when he felt her stiff nipple drag along his cheek and then suddenly turned to
capture it with his lips. Dora gasped as his tongue circled her sensitive nub and then bit her lip
to hold back a moan.

“Someone’s greedy,” she teased.

With her nipple still trapped between his lips, Harry looked up, a mischievous sparkle in his
eyes. Dora’s mouth fell open in surprise when he suddenly slid his hands down her back and
grabbed her ass. Lifting her off her feet, he fell back onto the mattress. Her nipples slipped from
his lips, and his face was once again buried between her pillowy mounds. Although he couldn’t
see the change this time, he swore he felt them grow even larger as he kissed and nuzzled every
inch of her soft skin that he could reach.

“Mmbh, that feels nice,” Dora purred.

As Harry continued kissing and licking her breasts to his heart’s content, she shifted into a more
comfortable position. Both of them inhaled sharply when she inadvertently pressed her mound
against his straining erection. Rocking her hips, she pressed against him again and let out a
moan. They stayed like that for a few more seconds before Dora braced her hands on his
shoulders and sat up.



Harry stared up at her and drank in the sight. Her hair was neon pink, her cheeks flushed, and

her breasts, which had definitely grown larger, heaved with every heavy breath she took. They
were decorated in spots with glistening saliva, the skin slightly pink from where he’d sucked a

bit too vigorously.

With a bright, teasing smile and a sparkle in her eyes, Dora leaned down and pecked him on the
lips. Before Harry could try to get greedy again, she was gone, hopping off of the bed and
dancing away with a giggle. As he sat up, he got one last look at her amazing chest before she
shrank her breasts and pulled her shirt and bra back into place.

“Have fun,” Dora smirked.

Waving with her fingers and giving him a wink, she slipped out of the door and pulled it closed
behind her. Falling back onto his bed, Harry closed his eyes, reliving the last few minutes as he
reached for the waistband of his sweatpants.

If one were to look at llvermorny from above, they would see a ring of five buildings in the
shape of a pentagon with a stone clock tower in the middle. Between each of the buildings and
the tower sat a unique courtyard lovingly maintained by the Pukwudgie. A veranda ran along
the inside of the ring, along with five covered walkways that led to the clock tower, used to keep
the students dry on rainy days.

As the sun rose, lighting the flowering fields surrounding Mount Greylock, Dora sat reading a
book on one of the many stone benches that sat under the veranda. Looking up at the sound of
running feet, she watched as Harry jogged past her for the fourth time that morning.

“I really hate that he’s become such a morning person,” she muttered.

“You don’t have to sit and watch him every morning,” Michelle reminded her from her right
while Jenna worked on her unfinished homework.



“Who else is going to keep him out of trouble?” Dora asked with a big yawn.

“Why do you think we’re here?” Michelle asked, gesturing between her and Jenna.

Dora snorted, “The last time Jenna took him to see Madam Greene, he talked her into letting
him get on a broom.”

“I said | was sorry,” Jenna said. “l didn’t think he’d fall off the way he did.”

“I’'m not blaming you,” Dora assured her. “It’s not your fault he’s really good at bullshitting his
way into a bad idea. | grew up with him, so | know what to look out for. Don’t worry. You'll
learn.”

Reaching over Michelle, she patted the younger girl’s leg. As she sat back, Harry jogged past
again. The front of his white, sleeveless shirt was drenched, and sweat dripped from his face. He
was starting to slow down, but Dora could see the determined set of his jaw as he continued on
his fifth and final lap of the courtyards.

“He’s come a long way in only three months,” Jenna said, watching him run by.

“Yeah, he has,” Dora agreed.

After returning to school from Christmas vacation, Harry hadn’t even been able to stand on his
own. Knowing Harry the way she did, Dora had insisted on accompanying him to his visits to see
the school nurse, Madam Greene, to make sure he didn’t push himself too much. Madam
Greene, a tall, thin black Medi-witch, had set up two parallel bars and placed mats on the floor
off to one side of the Infirmary.

Even with the help of potions, Harry had struggled for weeks to walk under his own strength.
Dora had lost count of the number of times she encouraged him from the other end of the bars,



watching helplessly as he stumbled and fell over and over again. It had been heartbreaking to
watch, but the memory of the elation they both felt when he reached the end for the first time
still brought a smile to her face.

Once he was able to get on his own two feet, his recovery progressed much quicker. He went
from hobbling around on crutches to only needing a cane to walk in just a couple of weeks.
After only a week and a half of needing a cane, he got rid of it and started taking up his early
morning runs around the courtyards. No matter how cold or terrible the weather, he was up at
six in the morning, pushing his limits. More than once, he’s done so to the point of collapse. On
those days, Dora made sure to remind him of how stupid he was and cart him off to the
Infirmary before he could walk off on his own.

She knew it would stop him from pushing himself too far, but it would stop him from doing it
too often.

Dora was shaken out of her thoughts when Harry came to a stop in front of her. He bent over
with his hands on his knees, panting heavily. Sweat dripped from his face onto the stone floor
before he straightened up and clasped his hands on top of his head.

“What time is it?” he asked.

“A little after seven,” Michelle replied.

“Damn,” Harry muttered. “l don’t have time for a shower. Dora, can you grab my clothes out of
my bag?”

While she unzipped his backpack and grabbed his school uniform, Harry used his wand to clean
the majority of the sweat off of his body. Tucking his wand into his pocket, he gripped the
bottom of his shirt and pulled it over his head. Jenna’s eyes went wide, Michelle blushed and
returned her eyes to her homework, and Dora smirked at the sight of a shirtless Harry.



Six months in a wheelchair had really sculpted his upper body. His pecs were clearly defined,
and his perfect washboard abs had her licking her lips.

“Can you please put a shirt on?” Michelle asked, her cheeks stained pink as she glanced at him
out of the corner of her eye.

Smirking at her, Harry took the shirt from Dora’s hand and quickly put it on.

“Better?” he asked.

“Yes,” Michelle replied. “Not all of us want to stare at your chest like Tonks does.”

“I’'m more interested in how he’s going to put these on,” Dora said, smirking as she held up his
pants.

Michelle’s eyes went wide as her blush moved all the way up to her ears. Before she could
formulate a reply, Harry snatched the rest of his clothes from Dora’s hands.

“I'll put those on in the bathroom,” he said, settling his tie around his shoulders.

“Pity,” Dora sighed.

“You can come watch if you really want to,” Harry offered with a smile.

“Do you two always have to flirt with each other?” Michelle asked, stuffing her homework into
her bag.

“We’re not flirting,” Dora said, rolling her eyes. “It’s just a joke.”



“They’re worse at home,” Jenna said to Michelle.

“l don’t want to know,” Michelle said, shouldering her backpack. “Can we please just go to
breakfast?”

“Alright,” Harry said.

Throwing his pants over his shoulder, he grabbed his backpack and headed back inside. Dora
followed after him, a smirk forming on her lips when she noticed his cotton running shorts
clinging to his shapely ass.

The Thunderbird common room was crowded with just about every student in the house as
they celebrated the end of exams. The Weird Sisters played on the Wireless, and Butterbeer was
passed about while the students blew off some steam. Dora sat on a couch between Amanda
and Jennifer, smiling and laughing.

“l can’t believe we only have one year left,” Jennifer said, taking a swig of Butterbeer. “Have
either of you figured out what you want to do after school yet, ‘cause | don’t have a clue.”

“l have a couple of ideas, but nothing solid,” Amanda said. “What about you, Tonks?”

“I don’t know, maybe Curse Breaking,” Dora replied. “Travel the world, get paid to break things
professionally. Sounds like a dream job to me.”

“Knowing you, you’d break the things they wanted you to keep,” Jennifer laughed.



Amanda giggled while Dora poked her friend in the side. Jennifer, who was in the middle of
taking a sip from her bottle, dribbled Butterbeer all over herself. There was a beat of silence
before they all started laughing again.

“Oh no,” Amanda said, her laughter coming to a sudden end.

Dora followed her gaze and narrowed her eyes when she spotted Irene. The blonde bimbo was
eyeing up Harry from across the room while her friends giggled like airheads.

“She wouldn’t,” Jennifer said incredulously.

“Oh, she would,” Dora growled.

“But why?” Jennifer asked. “Harry doesn’t even like her.”

“Well, Harry does have a lot of money now,” Amanda said thoughtfully. “And he’s gotten hot this
year. She’s probably just looking to set him up as a boy toy this Summer. That, and she still
blames Tonks for the train incident three years ago.”

Dora grunted and took an angry sip of her Butterbeer.

“But that was Harry,” Jennifer pointed out.

“Yes, but she doesn’t know that,” Amanda told her. “And even if she did, she still hates Tonks.
She’d probably sleep with him just to get under her skin.”

“Of course, she would,” Dora growled. “Bitch.”



She watched with anger boiling in her veins as Irene opened the top two buttons of her blouse
and started making her way toward Harry. As she passed a first year carrying two Butterbeers,
she flashed him a pretty smile and snatched them from his hands. The poor kid stared after her
dumbly as she walked off. Stopping behind Harry, Irene tapped him on the shoulder and passed
him a Butterbeer with a flirtatious smile. Dora cursed the fact that she couldn’t hear what they
were saying.

As if answering her thoughts, the Weird Sisters quieted as it came to an end.

III

“You want to meet up over the Summer?” Irene asked.
have a brand new bikini | want to try.”

‘d love to go to Lake Meade again. |

“Not interested,” Harry said, taking a swig from the bottle she’d handed him.

Dora and Irene’s mouths fell open at the same time as they stared at him incredulously. Still
smiling, Harry raised his drink.

“Thanks for the drink, though,” he said.

Slipping past her, he pushed his way through the staring crowd without so much as a backwards
glance. Irene stared after him for a second in shock before her face started to turn red with
anger. She stomped her foot on the floor and then shoved her way through the laughing crowd
of students.

“Harry!” Amanda yelled, waving him over.

Grinning, he started making his way towards them.

“l can’t believe you did that,” Jennifer said the moment he reached them.



Harry shrugged, “She’s hot, but she uses guys to get what she wants. I'm not going to let her
play me like that.”

“Good for you,” Amanda smiled.

“So, how’s your night going?” Harry asked, looking around for a seat.

Seeing that there weren’t any open, Dora stood and guided him to her spot on the couch. Once
he was seated, she settled herself in his lap, her back resting against his chest. Amanda and
Jennifer looked at each other amusedly as Harry wrapped an arm around Dora’s waist and took
a sip of his Butterbeer.

Chapter 13

Dora dozed with her head on Harry’s shoulder, hugging his arm to her chest like a teddy bear as
they rode the train away from llvermorny. Amanda sat on his other side, talking quietly with
Jennifer, who sat across from her. Next to Jennifer, Michelle helped explain the elective classes
Jenna would get to choose from next year. Just as Dora was starting to fall asleep, Harry shifted
and patted her leg.

“l need to pee,” he said.

Dora groaned and cuddled into him, deliberately rubbing his arm between her breasts.

“But I'm comfy,” she murmured.

“Well, if you’d rather | just go right here...,” Harry said.



Sighing, Dora sat up and folded her arms over her chest.

“Fine,” she pouted.

With a smile, Harry patted her leg, got up, and slipped into the hallway. As she turned away
from the door, Dora noticed Jennifer and Amanda looking at her with knowing smiles.

“What?” she asked.

“You’ve gotten a lot closer with Harry this year,” Jennifer smirked.

Dora rolled her eyes, “We’ve always been close.”

“Yeah, but not like this,” Amanda said with a grin. “You were rubbing your tits all over him.
You’re crushing on him, aren’t you?”

“Of course not,” Dora replied. “I'm not interested in Harry like that. He’s like a brother to me.”

“Really?” Amanda asked. “Then you won’t mind if | go for a quicky with him in the bathroom?”

“Harry can sleep with whoever he likes,” Dora said, waving her hand.

“Good,” Amanda grinned. “I'll be back in a few minutes then.”

Dora bit her lip as her friend stood up and reached for the door. Before Amanda could open it,
Dora grabbed the back of her shirt and yanked her back into her seat with a glare.



“Fine, you called my bluff,” Dora admitted with a sigh before muttering, “bitch.”

Jennifer and Amanda shared a look and laughed girlishly.

“l knew it,” Jennifer crowed.

“Oh, shut it,” Dora barked. “It's not my fault he’s so...”

“Hot?” Amanda asked, breaking down into giggles.

“Well, yeah, but it’s not just that,” Dora sighed. “He’s just — | don’t know... Harry.”

Suddenly, the door opened, and they all went silent. Harry stepped back inside, and the
moment he looked at them, Amanda and Jennifer started giggling again.

“Did | miss something?” he asked, arching his brow.

“Nothing important,” Dora told him.

Grabbing his hand, she pulled him back down into his seat, hugged his muscular arm, and laid
her head on his shoulder. Her friends talked quietly while she pretended to sleep, but her mind
was a jumbled mess. She mentally cursed Amanda for forcing her to admit her feelings for
Harry, then cursed Harry for being so damn handsome and having such sexy muscles.



As she trapped his bicep between her breasts, he turned and kissed the top of her head.
Murmuring sleepily, she pressed herself even more firmly against him and inhaled his scent
deeply.

This was all his fault, she decided.

“Everyone, | have an announcement to make,” Sirius said later that night as they sat at the
kitchen table after dinner. “A few nights ago, | proposed to Marlene, and she said yes!”

“That’s great!” “How wonderful!” “I’'m so happy for you!” “Damn it!”

“Nymphadora!” Andi yelled disapprovingly as her daughter’s shoulders slumped. “You should
be happy for Sirius and Marlene.”

“Not when | lose ten Galleons,” Dora muttered.

With a grin, Harry sat back in his seat and held out his hand expectantly.

“Pay up,” he said.

Reaching into her pocket, Dora pulled out ten gold coins and slapped them into his palm. Andi
stared at them incredulously while Marlene covered her mouth to stifle a laugh. Sirius,
however, narrowed his eyes suspiciously.

“How did you even know | was thinking about proposing?” he asked.



“Harry found the ring over Christmas break,” Dora said.

“Thanks, Dora,” Harry muttered.

“What?” Sirius asked, pinning his Godson with a glare. “What were you doing in my room?”

“I was looking for nudey mags,” Harry admitted. “Aunt Andi found mine and threw them away
while | was at Ilvermorny.”

“So that’s where they went,” Sirius said before clearing his throat uncomfortably at the looks he
got. “I mean, you could’ve just asked, and | would have gotten you new ones.”

He studiously ignored the glare Andi directed at him.

“l was desperate,” Harry shrugged.

Sirius sighed and shook his head.

“And just where was Sirius hiding those magazines?” Marlene asked.

She tried to glare at Sirius, but Harry could see the amusement dancing in her eyes.

“In the back of the closet underneath his old riding leathers,” Harry told her.



“I'live in a house full of perverts,” Andi said, tilting her head back and gazing up at the ceiling as
if to ask for divine intervention.

Smiling, Ted reached over and patted her arm. Suddenly, Marlene stiffened and looked at Sirius
worriedly.

“You didn’t hide those pictures | let you take of me there, too, did you?” she asked.

Sirius was silent for a long moment before he swallowed nervously. In unison, they turned to
look at Harry, who grinned. Dora burst out laughing a moment before all hell broke loose.

The next couple of weeks were hectic for the household. Andi had insisted that Marlene start
planning her wedding as soon as possible.

“You never know what might pop up,” she’d told her.

As punishment for his snooping, Harry was grounded for the first week of summer and had
been forcibly conscripted into helping. Mostly, he spent hours doodling in the notebook he was
supposed to keep notes in and giving the wrong opinion about everything he was asked about.
They asked him about dresses, table settings, decorations, locations, and more, yet every
opinion he gave was turned down on the spot.

Honestly, why even bother asking him if they’d already made up their minds?

After over three weeks of constant planning and making list after list, Marlene and Sirius
decided to wait until next summer for the wedding. Free of his note-taking duties, Harry was
finally able to start enjoying his vacation in the days leading up to his birthday.



Waking up late on July 30%", Dora stretched and slowly climbed out of bed. Stumbling to the
door and cursing when she stubbed her toe on the dresser, she grumbled tiredly as she made
her way into the kitchen.

“Morning,” she yawned, waving halfheartedly to her mother, Marlene, and Jenna, who sat at
the kitchen table.

“It’s closer to afternoon,” Andi said, glancing at the clock. “We need to run to the store to get a
few things for Harry’s birthday. Do you want to come with us?”

“I’'m good,” Dora said, smiling as she poured herself a glass of pumpkin juice. “I've got his
present all sorted. Where is he, anyway?”

“Out by the pool,” Marlene said as she, Andi, and Jenna stood. “We'll be back in a couple of
hours.”

“Behave while we’re gone,” Andi said, pinning her with a penetrating gaze.

Dora rolled her eyes and waved as they left the house. As soon as the door closed behind them,
she reached into the refrigerator and drank directly from the milk carton. Wiping her mouth,
she put the milk back in the refrigerator and looked out of the window. Harry lay on a lounge
next to the pool, his muscled chest and abs glistening in the sun. His left hand absently caressed
Levina’s feathers as the giant Thunderbird soaked up the heat. Smirking to herself, Dora walked
to her bedroom.

She spent a few minutes looking for the most revealing bikini she had, which ended up being a
little black one that was a couple of years old. Smiling to herself, she put it on and checked
herself in the mirror. Enlarging her breasts slightly, which left them one sharp movement away
from slipping out of the cups, she fixed her hair and made her way outside. Harry lifted his head
when he heard the back door slide shut and pulled down his sunglasses to stare at her. Dora



felt a thrill of excitement at the way his eyes unabashedly raked over her figure. With a
flirtatious smile, she grabbed a bottle of suntan lotion from the table and walked over to him.

“You mind doing my back?” she asked.

“Not at all,” Harry smiled.

Returning the smile, Dora nudged his legs apart and sat between them, deliberately scooting
her ass against his groin before handing him the suntan lotion over her shoulder. As he put
some on his hands, she leaned forward to give him more access to her back. Starting at the
waist of the bikini, he massaged the lotion into her smooth skin, slowly making his way up. Dora
didn’t even try to stifle the guttural moan that left her lips when she felt his hands run along
her spine.

“Hold on a sec,” she said when he reached the middle of her back.

Reaching behind her back, Dora pulled the tie that held the bottom of her bikini top in place.
With the way she was bent forward, the top fell away from her breasts. She didn’t know how
much of her breasts Harry could see, but it was enough for him to lurch noticeably in his trunks.
Glancing over her shoulder, Dora looked at him and smirked.

“l don’t want you to miss a spot,” she said.

Harry grinned and started rubbing lotion into her skin again.

“No, we definitely wouldn’t want that,” he said. “Your mom will go ape shit if she sees you like
this, though.”



“Well, then it’s a good thing she’s not here,” Dora smirked, closing her eyes with a groan as his
hands reached her shoulders. “She went to the store with Marlene and Jenna. We have the
place all to ourselves for a couple of hours.”

“Really?” Harry asked, the smirk audible in his tone.

Running his hands down her back, he spread the lotion to her sides and started making his way
slowly back up. Dora bit her lip in anticipation as he edged his way closer to her chest. His
fingers grazed the sides of her breasts, teasing her supple mounds with a delicate touch and
causing her to suck in a sharp breath. Harry’s hands lingered there for a long time, and when he
finally dropped them back down to her hips, she had to suppress a groan of disappointment.

Dora grabbed her bikini top and pulled it up over her head, leaving her completely topless.
Harry’s hands slid around to her soft but toned stomach as she leaned back against his chest.
Her eyes drifted closed, and a shiver of excitement ran down her spine, knowing he was
devouring her with his gaze. Harry’s rapidly hardening excitement pressed firmly against her
ass, and she unconsciously ground herself against him.

“Would you mind doing my front?” she asked, eyes still closed.

“Gladly,” Harry muttered huskily.

Without any hesitation whatsoever, he cupped both of her breasts firmly and kissed the side of
her neck. Dora gasped at his unexpected aggression and then groaned as his slippery hands
massaged her pliable globes. She bit her lip and reached back to thread her fingers through his
hair when his fingers toyed with her nipple. Pulling his head down, she turned to the side and
captured his lips in a demanding kiss. Harry’s chest vibrated against her back as he chuckled
softly and continued to play with her breasts. After several seconds, she broke the kiss and
leaned her head back on his shoulder with a groan.

“Merlin, your tits are amazing, Dora,” Harry murmured.



“Better than Marlene’s?” she asked teasingly.

“Don’t know,” Harry shrugged. “I didn’t actually look at the pictures.”

Blinking in surprise, she turned and looked up at his smirking face with a furrowed brow.

“What?” Dora asked incredulously.

Harry smirked, “Did you see the way she blushed every time she caught me looking at her? That
was totally worth being grounded for a week.”

Dora burst out laughing and shook her head, “You’re horrible,” she giggled.

“l know,” Harry shrugged. “But you love me anyway.”

“Merlin knows why,” Dora grinned as she rested her head on his shoulder again.

Chuckling, Harry let go of her breasts just long enough to put more lotion on his hands before
they were back on her chest. Dora groaned pleasurably as he spent the next few minutes
fondling her breasts to his heart’s content. Eventually, one started working its way down her
stomach. She thought he would stop there, but his hand continued down, slipping under her
bikini bottoms and caressing her bald mound.

“Harry,” she gasped softly, eyes shooting open.



Harry kissed her temple and nibbled on her ear as his slick fingers teased her damp folds. Dora
hadn’t planned for things to go this far, but she couldn’t think of a reason to stop him either. A
long, low moan escaped her lips as two of his fingers slid along either side of her clit, causing
her to arch her back and spread her legs unconsciously. Her mouth fell open, and she panted
heavily when those same two fingers slipped into her depths. Gripping the side of the lounge
chair in a white-knuckle grip, she bucked her hips wantonly as Harry squeezed her left breast
harshly.

“Oh, fuck!” Dora yelled as her body shuddered.

Harry ground his erection against her ass while he continued sawing his fingers in and out of
her depths. He found a sensitive spot inside of her that caused her to tremble every time he
touched it. Tweaking her nipple, he pressed against that spot firmly, forcing the air from her
lungs. Dora gasped for breath as she let go of the chair and clung to his strong, muscular arm.
Her hips bucked without her telling them to, helping to drive his fingers in and out of her
leaking core.

“Cum for me, Dora,” Harry growled.

With his palm mashing her clit and his fingers rubbing her sensitive depths, she did just that.
Leaning her head back, Dora let out a trembling moan, and a shudder ran through her body
while stars burst in her vision. For a long moment, she forgot to breath before sucking in a deep
breath and letting out another moan. As she collapsed bonelessly against his chest, his hand
stopped moving, and he slowly eased his fingers out of her. Dora groaned at the loss even as
Harry hugged her against his chest and kissed her neck.

They stayed like that for a long time, his hands continuing to grope and massage her breasts.
Slowly, Dora felt his excitement wane, no longer incessantly digging against her ass. A part of
her wanted to turn around and mount him right that second, but she wanted their first time
together to be more than just a quicky in the backyard. And since Harry wasn’t pushing for
more, she suspected he felt the same way. Smirking as an idea popped into her head, she laid
back against him and closed her eyes, enjoying the way his hands felt on her body.



Unfortunately, they lost track of time, and all too soon, they heard the front door open and
close. Sitting up, Dora quickly put her top back on before turning around and kissing him on the

lips.

“Harry, Dora, come help with groceries!” Andi shouted.

“Coming!” Dora shouted back.

Sharing a look with Harry, they laughed before she stood up and helped Harry off of the lounge.
Dora winked as she ran her hands over his chest. Then, she spun around and walked to the
house, her hips swaying seductively.

Smack.

Dora yelped when Harry’s hand landed on her ass. Laughing, he raced through the back door
with her hot on his heels.

“No running in the house!”

Harry lay in his bed, trying to read through his book on magical shields before the next dueling
tournament. It was nearly impossible to focus. His mind wandered between words on the page,
his thoughts drifting back to that afternoon by the pool.

With a groan, he glanced at the clock, and seeing that it was just past one in the morning, he
decided to give up for the night. Closing his book, he tossed it aside, slid down on his bed until
he was lying flat on his back, and slipped a hand into his shorts. His mind turned back to that
afternoon, with Dora in his arms, cradling her breast in one hand while he drove her mad with



the other. Just remembering the sound of her moans and the feel of her body left him with a
raging erection.

Pulling himself out of his shorts, he stroked his length once before the door to his room
suddenly opened. He stared at Dora while she stared at his throbbing length for a long moment
before their eyes met. Covering a giggle, she slipped into his room and closed the door behind
her. With a sigh, Harry sat up and tried to tuck himself away.

“Don’t,” Dora whispered.

Smiling, her dark brown eyes sparkled as she waved her wand. The lock on Harry’s door clicked
into place loudly, and the whole room glowed blue as a Silencing Charm settled into place.
Wearing only a loose white T-shirt and a pair of purple panties that peeked out under the hem
when she moved, Dora grinned, set her wand on his nightstand, and crawled onto the bed.

There was no mystery about why she was there and no question about the growing attraction
between them, so Harry didn’t bother wasting time with meaningless words. The moment she
was within his reach, he cradled the back of her head and kissed her passionately. Dora kissed
him back with a hunger that matched his own and climbed on top of him, her knees straddling
his waist. They groaned in unison when her panty-covered mound ground against the underside
of his shaft. Her hands caressed every inch of his shirtless chest while his slipped under her shirt
and sought out her breasts.

Breaking their kiss, Dora gave him a naughty grin that had his length pulsing in anticipation as
she grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Carelessly tossing the shirt aside,
she reached down and wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

“Yes,” Harry hissed, bucking his hips.

Dora let out a giggle and stroked him gently, examining his shape and size. Biting her lip sexily,
she slid back out of his reach and tugged off his shorts. Her breasts bounced wildly as she
tossed them onto the floor and shed her panties. The sight of her naked body made Harry



pounce, pinning her to the bed under him. Their lips in a frantic, heated kiss as they bucked and
ground against each other. With a needy groan, Dora reached between them, grabbed his
length, and guided it to her entrance.

Harry eased into her depths, but that wasn’t what she wanted. Wrapping her legs around him
and grabbing his ass, she pulled him down until he was buried to the hilt. She let out a gasp as
he bottomed out, yanking her lips free of his to throw her head back and moan. Growling in the
back of his throat at the feel of her tight, slick folds hugging his length, Harry sucked and kissed
her neck while he began pumping his hips.

“Fuck me,” Dora whispered hoarsely.

Pulling his hips back, he surged forward, driving her lithe, athletic frame into the mattress from
the force. Dora gasped, the nails of one hand digging into his ass while she clawed at his back
with the other. Her heels dug into the back of his thighs, silently urging him to go faster and
harder. Supporting his weight on his forearms, Harry lifted himself just enough to gaze at her
face. The lustful gaze in her dark brown eyes and the gasps and heavy breaths that left her
open mouth made his heart race and blood pound in his ears.

Harry speared into her hot, silky depths with animalistic need, his eyes dropping to her breasts
as they jiggled furiously with each heaving thrust of his powerful hips. With a stuttering breath,
Dora’s eyes stared blankly at the ceiling as her head tilted back. Her nails dug into his skin, the
pain only driving him to fuck her harder. Suddenly, her muscles tightened, and a low, keening
wail slowly built as it left her throat. She shuddered, her depths fluttering around his thrusting
length as she crested her peak.

Harry felt a surge of pride as he watched Dora writhe under him, lost in the throes of her
climax. He wanted her to enjoy this. He wanted to give her a reason to keep coming back to
him. Groaning, he rolled his hips in long, slow strokes, trying to extend her release. Dora
shuddered and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him down for a slow, passionate kiss
between breaths as she came down from her peak.

Just when Harry thought she’d calmed enough for him to start moving again, she rolled them
over. He blinked up at her smirking face in surprise as she sank back onto his towering shaft. A



groan left his lips as she reached the base and immediately started bouncing in his lap. She
leaned over him, her hands braced on his chest, while his sought out her swaying breasts. They
expanded in his grip slightly, swelling larger as Dora furiously impaled herself over and over
again.

Planting his feet on the bed, Harry bucked his hips, meeting her movements with his own. One
hand slid down to her ass, gripping it tightly as they moved in perfect harmony.

“Dora, I'm close,” Harry warned breathlessly.

Groaning, she planted her hands on either side of his head as she rode him harder.

“In me,” she grunted, her eyes locked with his in a hungry gaze.

Harry held her stare as he grabbed her hips and began hammering up into her furiously. Dora
gasped, her breasts bouncing wildly to the beat of his rapid, powerful thrusting. Finally, Harry
couldn’t hold back any longer. With a groan, he buried himself in her depths and flexed his hips
as he erupted in her depths.

“Yes!” Dora hissed loudly.

Rocking against him, her body shuddered, and she collapsed on top of him as they both tipped
over the edge. Harry wrapped his arms around her back and made sure every drop of his
release was planted as deep as possible while Dora moaned and panted in his ear. After several
long seconds, they both relaxed, panting for breath.

For the next several minutes, they laid still, catching their breath, until, with a grin, Dora sat up
and kissed him.



“Can you go again?” she asked, rolling her hips.

Harry grinned back and flexed his length as it started to swell. Giggling, she climbed off of him
and crawled over to his pillows on all fours, her heart-shaped ass swaying teasingly.

“Then come and get the rest of your present,” Dora said, smirking at him over her shoulder.
“This isn’t over until one of us can’t keep going.”

Crawling behind her with a grin on his face, Harry caressed her round, bubbly ass while stroking
himself to hardness. Suddenly, he raised his hand and brought it down with a smack. Dora
yelped and then giggled as she laid her head on the pillows, arching her back and swaying her
ass back and forth.

“Happy birthday to me,” Harry sang, driving back into her depths.



