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    1. Welcome to Despayre
  

  
    Revenge of the Wizard

    A Fanfic by Darth Marrs,

    Author's Notes: When I started this, the Master of Death Harry was not yet a
    cliché. Now it is. So, be warned I use that cliché. It grants Harry a long life, but
    he is not super-powerful by any means, nor will he always win his battles. I hope you
    enjoy.

    And no, I don't own either of the properties.

    The Wrath of Peleus' Son, the direful Spring

    Of all the Grecian Woes, O Goddess, sing!

    That Wrath which hurl'd to Pluto's gloomy Reign

    The Souls of mighty Chiefs untimely slain;

    Whose Limbs unbury'd on the naked Shore

    Devouring Dogs and hungry Vultures tore.

    Since Great Achielles and Atrides strove,

    Such was the Sov'reign Doom, and such the will of Jove.

    Homer's Iliad, by Alexander Pope

    Chapter One: Living in Despayre

    "Tell us the story again, Daddy!" Lily asked.

    Slave Terran-2448DZ opened his eyes as the grating claxon rang through the hot,
    stuffy air. The first thing he saw, just like every other morning of his enslavement,
    was the crisscrossed metal bars supporting the cot directly above him. Already a pair
    of heavily calloused feet was swinging over the side in response to the bitter
    wake-up call. When he also sat up, he glanced across the length of the cavernous
    metal room at twenty rows of cots stacked twenty levels high and twenty cots deep. In
    all them, other people were waking up. They were all naked—the room was filled with a
    sea of stacked flesh comprised of eight thousand people who once had hope, but now
    had nothing—not even the dignity of clothing.

    When he stood, he could feel the whole structure vibrating under the combined
    weight of so many people all moving at once. The woman in front of him avoided his
    gaze and instead looked down at her feet, as nude as he was. She was the fourth to
    inhabit the cot next to him in the months since they'd been there; all the others
    died either of disease, accident or execution. She was perhaps nineteen or twenty and
    thin, with a pinched, stressed face. Her lank hair had been cut short, like the rest
    of them.

    Unlike the others, Slave Terran-2448DZ's hair grew back the very next day every
    time until it was the previous length, and then stopped growing. However, there were
    too many other slaves for their masters to care about that one strange aberration. It
    was a long wait, staring at the poor girl's bare backside, while ahead of them the
    other slaves started climbing down the stairs.

    The moment they reached the ground level, their overseers force-marched them into
    two groups—men in one and women in the other, to their new day. The day began with a
    march into a long room lined with a sunken, latrine-like toilet of running water on
    either side. This was one of only two bathroom breaks they had—people learned either
    to hold it, or mess themselves over the course of the day.

    He squatted down like the rest to relieve himself, no longer even conscious of the
    mass of sweating, stinking men around him doing the same. He had a name once, of
    course. All those around him did. But to their new, brutal masters, names carried
    persona, history and respect, and so no names were used, ever. To ensure he never
    forgot that, his slave name was branded into the flesh of his left forearm, just like
    all the others.

    When they relieved themselves without the benefit of toilet paper, they were
    marched into the second part of their routine. He closed his eyes and held his breath
    as tepid water smelling and tasting of bitter chemicals shot up from the floor, down
    from the ceiling and out from the sides of the narrow passage. They did not stand in
    it, though. Rather, the column of slaves marched through it, with their motion
    serving as the means by which the spray reached everything.

    Slave Terran-2448DZ took the opportunity to wipe his body with his hands in an
    effort to get himself as clean as he could. Those around him who had not given up all
    hope did the same. The last few feet the water switched to hot, dry air that blew
    away the moisture, leaving them mostly clean and dry. After that waited rows and rows
    of plain, unremarkable orange single-piece jumpsuits, one-size fits all.

    He got dressed with the others and followed as they were then marched by their
    overseers into the mess-hall. The food was a gelatinous, foul-tasting goo, but
    surprisingly they were given a lot of it. Granted, they were only fed twice daily,
    but the meals were substantial enough that Slave Terran-2448DZ did not suffer too
    badly. While their overseers were cruel and inhumane, they were also dreadfully
    efficient. Underfed slaves did not produce as much, and so all slaves were fed.

    Ten minutes to eat, and then they were once again marching out of their dormitory.
    The air outside the gigantic metal cube tasted bitter, hot and dry. The sky above was
    more purple than blue, and as far as he could look, the slave saw only wasteland. It
    was not a desert, for a desert implied natural forces and ecology in action. No, what
    they emerged into was the ravaged, violated surface of a once verdant world raped of
    all resources.

    Large, hovering sleds waited to take them hundreds of clicks to where they would
    work the day away. Overhead, dominating the horizon, was their ultimate project—a
    man-made moon stretching it's skeletal infrastructure from the horizon to the centre
    of the sky, staring down ominously with one great, hollow eye.

    "Welcome to Despayre," Slave Terran-2448DZ, formerly known as Harry Potter,
    whispered to himself as he looked up at the Death Star.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    When Harry saw his first Wookiee, the word 'Sasquatch' came to mind. Until that
    moment, their only encounters with the aliens who invaded Earth were with the
    humanoid-shaped creatures in white armour, with their vicious blasters that could
    stun or kill with equal ease. But the Wookiees were something new and fascinating,
    like a giant, bipedal golden retriever or Labrador dog that could bark, whistle and
    growl in a way that evidently was a language.

    Their particular overseer was a seven-foot tall female named Shewtalla. Her fur
    hung in golden brown clumps from her body, and she carried the smell of a very large
    wet dog. Harry suspected she was given no more time to groom in the morning than they
    were.

    He only knew she was female because of a pair of pink nipples that were barely
    visible through the fur on her chest. She did not have breasts as such, but from the
    way the other Wookiees treated her, those pink nipples seemed to be something her
    people respected. Few of the other Wookiees had them, though many others were
    referred to as female. Harry could only guess that she had had young at some point.
    It made him wonder where her young were.

    The alien invaders did not speak any language Harry had ever heard of, despite
    having learned a dozen over his years as both an Auror and as an Enforcer with the
    International Confederation of Wizards. In fact, he could lift a language right from
    someone's mind using a Legilimency technique he learned from a magical linguistics
    professor from the Escola Nacional de Magia in Brazil.

    And so, on that first day on Despayre, as terrified humans were lined up and
    tagged like herd animals, Harry risked looking into a Wookiee's eyes and drew their
    language out. For meeting an overseer's gaze, he was rewarded with a backhanded blow
    that knocked him off his feet. He'd timed his efforts so the white-armoured soldiers
    would not be there, otherwise he would have been shot.

    Instead, he took the blow and staggered back into line. "That was stupid, mate,"
    someone whispered behind him.

    Harry, with a completely alien language swishing through his brain, could only
    nod. "Yeah"

    Now, months later, he had picked up just a smattering of Galactic Basic, as the
    alien overseers called their language. But it was Shewtalla the Wookiee who
    communicated most of their orders, and for that she used a silver robot who somehow
    spoke every Earth language. Most of the slaves in Harry's group appeared to be
    European, though. It made sense that slaves were clumped according to their region of
    capture. He had no doubt another grouping had North Americans, Africans, Asians or
    Polynesians and Australians.

    A pair of soldiers, called, 'Stormtroopers', like Hitler's crack forces,
    accompanied Shewtalla as always. They were not just there to guard the slaves, he
    learned soon enough, but to guard her as well. The Wookiees themselves were slaves,
    but because of their greater strength and technical knowledge, those not working
    directly on the station were established as overseers to the less advanced, primitive
    humans recently acquired from Earth to do the more mindless tasks.

    The moment the transports came to a halt, she started snarling and growling at
    them, and as always the silver protocol droid that accompanied her translated
    instructions. It was the same as always—most of the slaves worked in the assembly
    area at the back of the massive refinery droids that were constantly eating the
    planet, while the larger, stronger men would ride on the outside of the droid itself
    to clear the droids of native animal life that might either attack the droids, or
    otherwise interfere with them. It was at once boring and deadly work, and over the
    past few months Harry had seen at least a hundred men die in various, disgusting
    ways. It became so common it did not even elicit comment from the other slaves any
    more. Life here was worthless.

    He fell in line with the rest, once more assigned to duty outside. Around them, he
    listened to the pained death throes of a planet.

    Despayre was a primitive world compared to Earth—its entire landmass was made up
    of a single super continent, with clumps of hyper-forests made up of trees grown so
    thickly together a man would be hard pressed to pass through them. The landmass was
    surrounded by vast oceans that teemed with life. It was not truly a mineral rich
    planet, but that didn't matter. It also had magic—a magic that tasted completely
    alien to Earth's, and yet similar in its own way. The ley lines that on earth were a
    perfect grid covering the planet were here crazily interlaced with little
    recognizable pattern. Harry speculated it was because of the uneven distribution of
    the land masses.

    The Galactic Empire ate the planet anyway. Harry knew that the goo the slaves ate
    each morning came from droid ships that trolled the seas for every iota of life,
    while on land, refinery droids the size of skyscrapers ate the land like caterpillars
    consuming a tree. The droids themselves looked like something from a Pink Floyd
    video: massive metal mouths on treads as wide as a football field, and wheels within
    the treads as tall as Big Ben.

    Deep inside each mouth burned a furnace of unbelievable power, so hot that it
    broke down all matter the droids consumed on an atomic level, and then reassembled it
    into something entirely different. The mouth dug down twenty feet below the surface
    and another hundred feet above it, and literally swallowed everything in front of it,
    from soil to trees and animals, plus the occasionally unlucky or suicidal slave.

    The newly created material was gathered on the assembly lines by the majority of
    slaves and moved to the hover sleds, which ran non-stop between the droids and the
    Imperial base they slept in at night, and then transported back to the base where
    they were placed on a space elevator and lifted to the massive body that orbited the
    planet. The very atomic reaction used to break the raw material down was itself the
    source of energy the droids used to power themselves. Harry knew that his group of
    slaves worked only during the day, and that another entire dormitory of slaves worked
    the night shift. The droids never stopped working.

    The technology to create such mechanical beasts was beyond belief. That such
    technology was accompanied by such a disregard for life robbed Harry of any hope that
    things would ever get better. Not that he had any hope left. Harry should have felt
    rage and indignation. He should have used his power to kill as many of the damned
    Imperials as he could before they killed him. He should have—and sometimes at night
    he imagined going on a rampage. But then the numbness which had followed him from
    earth crept back into his thoughts, and he asked "What good would it do?"

    None. It would not do any good at all. It would not bring his family back to him,
    and so why bother? Numb and broken, Harry continued to survive somehow, going through
    the motions of slavery without thought or emotion.

    Out of habit, Harry glanced up and saw the station as soon as he reached his post.
    The station was already more than half complete, with strange pie-shaped striations
    still missing from the superstructure. All in all, though, it was huge, like some
    terrible god floating just over the horizon. When he looked at the station in the
    sky, he felt Death glaring down at him like a long-lost friend.

    The trick to staying alive as a slave was not to be noticed. Harry's assigned
    duty, along with another two hundred men for his side of the droid, was to clear the
    occasional debris from the intake vents along the side of the droid. This required
    him to scramble along a narrow plank of metal some hundred and fifty feet off the
    ground while the droid continued running and sucking in air to catalyse the nuclear
    furnace within. It was hot, hard work as the initial consumption of raw materials
    sent debris flying everywhere. More often than not, he had to duck pieces of tree or
    rock. Once he had to duck a flysker rat the size of a horse.

    That particular morning was hotter than normal, and very dusty. The droids had
    already consumed an area of several thousand square miles, and their commute to the
    edge of the now desolate patch of land took a little longer every day. Harry rode in
    silence, pressed against on all sides by other slaves packed so tightly into the sled
    they stood without the need for rails. Breathing became difficult sometimes, but they
    survived.

    So close together, it was inevitable that he make eye-contact with those around
    him. The men who survived this long were strong to begin with—men who had a hardness
    or instinct that let them continue where most others would fail. They met his gaze
    without hint of recognition, lost in their own thoughts just as Harry himself
    was.

    Through the heads and shoulders of those around him, Harry looked out over the
    flat plain that marked the refinery droid's path. There were no hills or topography
    of any kind—the droids ate whole mountains. If they ever reached the end of the
    continent, they would turn around and eat into the soil even deeper. Just in the
    months since Harry had been there, the air seemed harder to breathe as the Empire
    wiped out all oxygen-producing plant life, while the sun burned ever hotter with the
    death of the biosphere. What rain there was came violently and quick and the water
    ran off with no topsoil or vegetation to catch it.

    Finally, in the far distance, Harry saw a thin line of green that grew steadily
    larger as they approached, until they were able to see the line of trees that marked
    the native forest. Far in the distance, like smoke, Harry could make out the peaks of
    distant mountains that would, within the year, be blasted into piles of rock for the
    droids to eat.

    The sleds arrived at the five droids that were driving along the edge of the
    forest at just a few miles every hour. The droids were evenly spaced along a swath of
    land a hundred miles long, and would eat fifty miles in one direction each, before
    turning all at the same time to bite deeper into the forest to begin again.

    As the sleds split up to take the slaves to their assigned droids, Harry could see
    the night shift workers wearily climbing out of the slowly moving droid, making their
    way onto the arid rock that was all the droids left behind. The shift change went
    quickly—Harry had only the most fleeting of glances at the night shift slaves, who
    all appeared to be more ethnically diverse than his group.

    Then he and those assigned the most dangerous tasks were climbing the ladders to
    the forest-side of the droid for the remainder of the day. It was hard, difficult
    work, and Harry did not think twice about using magic to aid himself. Normally heavy
    pieces of wood managed to slip and fly off the side easier for him than for the
    others, who had to work together to lift off the debris.

    When the droid upset a nest of flits, Harry shielded himself from the massive
    flying reptiles but was unable to help a fellow slave down the ramp who was struck by
    one of the creature's poisonous barbs. He began to convulse and fell over the side
    within minutes. There was no point in trying to help since the Imperials would not
    provide any medicine to treat him.

    No one spoke about his passing; the day continued as normal. Unfortunately, normal
    included storms.

    The consequence of having a single, super-ocean was the development of massive
    storms the size of continents on Earth. These storms slammed into the supercontinent
    and disrupted huge amounts of air. As the wind picked up energy, it also picked up
    dust and sand from the ravaged portion of its interior.

    Harry was not the first to see the storm. But when the other slaves pointed and
    shouted a warning, he was not surprised to see a near black wall of dust and sand
    bearing down at them at almost a hundred miles an hour. "Grab a hold of the rails!"
    he shouted, echoing the other shouts up and down the gangplank. Every slave there had
    been through at least one storm already and so knew what to do.

    Like the others, Harry grabbed a hold of the gangplank with both arms, hugging the
    hot metal to his chest even as he wrapped his legs around it. The storm came faster
    and faster. At the last moment, when the storm blocked out Despayre's sun, he cast a
    bubblehead charm on himself wandlessly. Then the storm hit.

    It felt as if a troll had kicked him. The wall of dirt and wind hit all at once,
    saturating every part of his body except his nose and mouth. He squeezed his eyes
    shut and held on for dear life as the wind roared around him. It felt as if his skin
    were being flayed, but there was nothing he could do but hold on until it passed.

    Just as quick as the storm came, it left, spilling its tons of sand and dust over
    the forest before the trees and vegetation broke it up. The whole droid rumbled under
    them, rougher and louder than normal. Harry blinked opened dust-caked eyes and saw
    that at least another five slaves had been swept off the edge of the droid, but that
    didn't concern him.

    Something was wrong with the droid. He looked up at the intake vents and saw they
    were coated in dirt. Desperately, he rushed from his position and stuck his fingers
    against the packed dirt in each vent slit. Try as he might, he could not make the
    dirt move. Down the gangplank, the other slaves were still recovering and not paying
    attention, so Harry stepped back and cast a blasting curse at the vent. The metal did
    not bend at all, but some of the dirt broke off in cakes almost as solid as rock.
    Three more casts had only minimal effect—the vent was as large as a London metro bus,
    and for all his efforts he had only cleared a foot of one of fifty slits running up
    the length of the vent.

    The droid below them began to wine in a high-pitched tone he had never heard
    before. The whine was followed by a new vibration in the decking under their feet.
    "What's that?" one of the other slaves called.

    Harry knew, though. The vents were now clogged; the droid was not pulling in
    oxygen. He thought it would shut down, but instead it kept rolling forward, consuming
    everything in front of it even though it could not breathe. Something was dreadfully
    wrong.

    Harry knew it meant his life to leave his post, but on the other hand, he believed
    with every pore of his body that it would mean his life if he did nothing. So,
    without a second's hesitation, he tore down the gangplank to the nearest ladder.
    Instead of going down, though, he climbed up into the area forbidden to Terran
    slaves—the command deck of the droid.

    The top level of the droid was spacious and lined in windows made of a material
    stronger than the strongest materials Earth knew about. He ran to the nearest door,
    which was locked. The lock came undone with a simple charm and allowed him
    entrance.

    He entered into a room of chaos. Wookiees were growling and barking at droids,
    while in the corner one of the Imperial overseers was shouting at everyone. His
    uniform was black and normally would have been topped off with an insect-like black
    helmet. However, he had his helmet off to reveal a young, perfectly human face
    flushed with fear and stress.

    Harry stood frozen in shock as realization sank into him: their masters were
    human. He had tried for months to understand what kind of alien monsters would do
    what they did, and speculated on something reptilian or insectoid. But this…this was
    just a man with pale skin and brown eyes, as if he were from Hamburg or Vienna.

    As the shock passed, Harry realized the Wookiees were shouting at the human-sized
    droids to override the Refinery Droid brain to do a quick stop before the reactor
    went critical. Unfortunately, the droids did not have the dexterity to do what was
    required, being mostly protocol droids. The human was shouting his language at the
    Wookiees, who responded via their droids that their hands were too big to fit into
    the emergency access ports.

    Their masters were human. The creatures that killed his family were human. Just …
    human…

    Trembling with rage, Harry rushed across the command deck, startling Wookiees and
    droids alike. The human saw him coming and shouted at him in his language even while
    he pulled his weapon. Harry pushed the blaster aside, grabbed the suddenly terrified
    Imperial by his forehead, and ripped into the man's mind with abandon.

    When Harry returned to his own mind, the gibbering officer collapsed to the deck
    and began to convulse. Harry stood perfectly still as he incorporated Basic into his
    thoughts. Around him, all the Wookiees had gone perfectly still, watching him
    intently. They knew he had just signed his own death warrant by assaulting an
    Imperial.

    At that moment, as the young officer's entire life flashed before Harry's mind, he
    did not care. Stumbling, he moved toward the emergency access point within the droid
    and pushed one of the stumbling, clumsy robots aside before crawling into the tight
    space. He understood then why no Wookiee would have been able to fit.

    He cast the technomage spell he learned as an enforcer with the International
    Confederation of Wizards on Earth. He learned the spell when he was in his twenties
    because of the increased incidents of technically-based magic being used on Muggles.
    Young witches and wizards, often Muggleborn themselves, often struck back at
    childhood Muggle tormentors by sending cursed emails or putting jinxes on computers.
    All his friends were as surprised as he was at how skilled he became with the magic.
    Hermione even called him a nerd in training once.

    Shewtalla and several other Wookiees gathered around the outside of the access
    port, growling at each other in their intricate, ancient language. Harry did his best
    to ignore them as his magic showed him what the problem was. He saw immediately that
    there was no way to fix the problem from where he was. Instead, he realized he would
    have to simply shut the unit down. The problem was that the decrepit, limited droid
    brain had been going non-stop for so long it could no longer deactivate itself just
    on a verbal or button-based control.

    Harry's fingers moved nimbly over the controls of the emergency droid interface as
    he literally programmed in a new command code that would allow the great machine to
    finally rest, guided by a magic spell designed by an American Muggle-born wizard who
    opted to go to MIT right after Miskatonic.

    The world fell away as Harry concentrated on the board. The magic did not actually
    manipulate the machinery—rather it presented him with a mental map of what he needed
    to do to accomplish his goal, up to and including what commands to enter, what
    controls to use and exactly how to do it.

    He lost all awareness of the world around him as the requirements of the magic
    began to tax him. The technology was tens of thousands of years more advanced than
    anything on Earth, and even the magic itself strained to unlock its secrets. Harry
    pushed more magic and concentration into the spell and continued on. The whine grew
    louder and the whole refinery began to vibrate so strongly the sound of it rattled
    his brain.

    Harry's fingers virtually flew now over the emergency access panel as he manually
    forced the code to overwrite the droid brain's impulse to keep going. Then, with the
    push of the last key, the code pushed through and the refinery came to a stop for the
    first time since it landed on Despayre decades ago.

    Harry leaned back against the cold confines of the emergency access passage and
    sighed. He realized abruptly that he had been sweating, because it made the dust form
    the storm into a muddy concrete on his skin. He crawled back out and found himself
    surrounded by Wookiees.

    "Your life is forfeit, small one," Shewtalla said.

    "Not if I can help it," Harry said, surprising the Wookiees with his
    understanding. "They burned my world and killed my family. I thought they were
    monsters—none of us knew they were only human."

    "Humans are monsters," another of the Wookiees Harry did not
    know said.

    "But they're monsters I can fight," Harry said. He looked around at the six
    Wookiees, the shortest of whom topped him by a foot at least. "If I can keep the
    overseer from reporting me, will you betray me?"

    "You saved our lives, small one," Shewtalla said. "We will not act
    against you."

    The others around her all nodded in agreement. With a smile to them, Harry crossed
    the spacious command deck to lean down next to the officer. His name was Daroon
    Holdig, and he was a lieutenant junior grade in the Imperial Navy who barely
    graduated from the Imperial Academy at Corulag. He was assigned as the overseer of
    the refinery droid not because of his dependability, but because his superior
    officers considered him a failure.

    During his one year rotation planet-side, he had personally killed twelve slaves
    and violated two of them. He kept those trysts secret not because he was ashamed of
    his actions, but because he was ashamed to have rutted with females of such a
    primitive race.

    Harry stood, placed a hand on his own chest, and performed a cleansing charm for
    the first time since his enslavement. The caked dust fell away from his body in a
    cloud. He then performed a switching spell with the Imperial. In a second he wore the
    man's black uniform, while the Imperial wore his jumpsuit. Behind him, the Wookiees
    snorted and barked to each other.

    "Are you Jedi?" Shewtalla finally asked.

    "No," he said. "I'm a wizard."

    He cast a feather-light charm on the officer, threw him over his shoulder, and
    then left the command centre to walk onto the very top of the droid. He continued
    walking until he reached the steep slope that ran down to the massive metal teeth
    that had fallen still.

    "For Ginny," he whispered as he tossed the brain-addled Imperial into the still
    burning maw of the droid.

    He returned to the command deck and used Holdig's ID to regain entry. None of the
    Wookiees had moved. Ignoring them, he delved into Holdig's memories to access a
    channel to the shift commander on Refinery 3, even while casting a minor glamour on
    himself to resemble the now dead officer.

    A hologram of the short, ugly fat man appeared in front of Harry when he sat down.
    "Lieutenant, why has your droid stopped?"

    "Captain Markus, we had a potential reactor situation," Harry said with false
    bravado. "I was able to manually override the system to bring it to a stop. At first
    glance, I believe the intake vents are completely blocked. We will need to remove the
    exterior plates and do a thorough cleaning. Sir, I feel strongly we should do this
    for all the droids."

    Markus stared at him, and then snorted. "Leave the thinking for those with brains,
    boy. Get your droid operational. You have ten minutes."

    The hologram faded, as did Harry's glamour. "Shewtalla, do you think you can get
    the plates off and scrubbers working in ten minutes?"

    "We shall try, Small One!"

  


  
    2. A Life Not His Own
  

  
    A/N: So, I decided not to take the week off after all. So, here's the next
    chapter. Like all of my stories, there is pacing involved, so don't get upset if you
    don't get all the answers to everything all at once. This is a long, and hopefully
    entertaining,read. Also, I've created a new forum for reviews. Responses to Chap 1s
    reviews can be found there. Thanks for reading.

    

    Chapter Two: A Life Not His Own

    "Tell us the story again, Daddy!" Lily asked.

    Harry blinked awake instantly as his daughter's voice echoed in his dreams. He sat
    up in the small, cramped apartment that belonged to Daroon Holdig. He returned on a
    separate craft with the command staff of the mining droids when their shift ended.
    The other officers mostly ignored him—like Holdig, the task of working on the droids
    was considered a dead end position at best and outright punishment at worst. Captain
    Markus was an example of that. None of the officers were friendly with each other at
    all, being bitter failures.

    Still, the ride back was eye-opening for Harry. Even more than Holdig's stolen
    memory was the realization of just how human the Imperials were. They might as well
    have been commuters in the London rail for all their differences. The rage he felt
    when he first realized that the desecrators of earth were human began to burn again
    in his chest, but he fought to keep that rage carefully checked.

    The Imperials themselves made every effort to keep the slaves from Earth ignorant.
    All interaction with the slaves was to be in full armour with helmets on. All
    communications were through droids to keep the slaves terrified and compliant. This
    was a direct order from the top of the command structure—Grand Moff Tarkin
    himself.

    But once away from the slaves, the Imperials shed their helmets and became merely
    human once again.

    Harry had always considered himself lucky, and his use of Holdig was even more so.
    The man had no friends, was generally disliked by his peers and performed well under
    expectations. Therefore no one even bothered to look at him when he stepped off the
    air-conditioned hover transport into the Imperial Compound for the first time.

    Once through the fifty meter-high walls that separated the masters from the
    slaves, and the prisoner shanty-town that once provided workers before the lethality
    of the place burned through that resource, Harry found himself in what looked like an
    entirely different world. Unlike the desolation outside, the compound had carefully
    tended lawns, luxurious officer's quarters and apartment-style units for the
    Stormtroopers, and a large metal structure rising up in the centre near the skyhook
    itself that served as the command centre for the planet.

    Once the officers departed the sled, they were off duty. After months as a slave,
    the idea seemed somehow shocking that Harry would have time to himself. He once again
    sifted through Holdig's memories until he knew where to go to find Holdig's
    apartment. The dead Imperial's security card again gained him entrance.

    It was a small, cramped space, but even so Holdig had considered it a luxury. On
    board ships, lieutenants had to share rooms, while enlisted personnel slept ten to a
    room and had to share bunks. The room had a few personal items in it, including a
    little holo display that showed Holdig's parents on Corulag. He was an only child,
    spoiled almost from birth. He'd made it into the prestigious Imperial Academy only
    because of his father's bribes.

    Holdig had a small kitchen, and a search through it found the remains of food from
    the last two meals he purchased. Harry ate the leftovers while tabbing through not
    just Holdig's personal files and accounts, but also through the base resources. It
    took some adjustment to be able to read Aurebesh, the written language of Basic, but
    once he made that adjustment (once again using stolen memories), he learned an
    astounding amount of information none of the captives from Earth had ever known.

    When he went to sleep that night in another man's bed, he dreamed the same dream
    he had ever night, and remembered.
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    "Tell us the story again, Daddy!" Lily asked.

    "Yes, please do!" Albus, the second oldest asked, while James merely nodded,
    being much too old and sophisticated to beg.

    Faced with a coordinated assault from all three of his children, Harry Potter
    relented. "Fine, all you lot on the bed, then. This is the last story tonight, and
    then it's off to bed."

    The children quickly gave their consent, and when he had their promise not to
    put off bedtime any longer, Harry positioned himself in the centre of Lily's bed
    while the three children gathered around him. Lily was nine, Albus eleven, and James
    thirteen, and all three stared at Harry attentively for one of the last nights before
    two of the three had to return to Hogwarts for their spring term. This was an unusual
    outing—all of them were getting old for such stories. But when they asked, Harry
    realized he would not have many more moments like this.

    "So … how to begin?"

    "With 'One upon a time', silly," Lily said primly. "It's how all the good
    stories start!"

    "Okay, that's how we'll do it. Once upon a time, there was a little boy who
    lived in a cupboard under the stairs…"
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    "Hermione, can I talk to you?"

    Hermione Granger, Unspeakable Second Class of the Department of Mysteries, looked
    up from the thick file she was reading and smiled in surprise. "Harry, what are you
    doing here?"

    "Looking for you. Have a sec?"

    "Of course."

    Seven years after the fall of Voldemort, the Ministry of Magic had returned to a
    fully functional organization. Things were not perfect, or course. No merely human
    enterprise could be, but Harry's respect for Kingsley Shacklebolt never faltered. The
    new Minister of Magic did not win every battle, but he fought hard for the reforms
    Harry and his generation felt were essential to prevent another Voldemort from
    arising. Having the unwavering support of Harry Potter and Hermione and Ron Weasley
    did not hurt the Minister's efforts at all.

    With seven years of hard-fought, often death-defying experience under his belt
    Harry was already an Auror Captain. Hermione started in the Department for the
    Regulation and Control of Magical Creatures, but after three years accepted an
    invitation from Saul Croaker to work with the Department of Mysteries. It was a
    fast-track position into the upper administrative echelons of the DMLE, which oversaw
    not just the Aurors, but many other regulatory and law enforcement bodies. Harry knew
    that Ron planned to retire from the Auror department to work full time with his
    brother George when Hermione moved into the DMLE. It was a testament to Ron's
    maturity as a person that he was willing to give up his own career in the Aurors to
    further his wife's ambitions and better chances.

    Also, he would make more money with George.

    The two friends left Hermione's cramped office and made their way through the
    Department of Mysteries to the lifts, talking about life and loves, and Harry's son
    James, who was fourteen months old, and the expected second child. Hermione's first
    born was expected within a few months of Harry's second, since she was only newly
    pregnant.

    Finally, they reached Harry's office in the Auror Department. As a captain, he
    ranked his own office rather than a cubical, with hefty privacy charms which he
    activated upon their entry. Hermione sat in one of the two chairs facing his desk,
    folding her unspeakable robes to hide her mostly invisible baby bump, and stared at
    Harry squarely. "Okay, out with it. Something's obviously on your mind."

    Harry fidgeted nervously with his ring, and then with a sigh he flicked his
    phoenix-feather wand at his face. Hermione watched curiously for what would happen.
    At first, nothing seemed to change. However, the young Mrs. Weasley was not
    considered the brightest witch of her age for nothing, and leaned forward
    attentively. "Harry, what did you do?"

    "I removed an aging glamour," he admitted, while staring at her intently.

    Hermione stood and leaned over his desk, so close he could feel her breath. She
    reached out and touched his cheeks, then removed her dragon heartstring wand and
    performed a diagnostic charm. "Harry, you're still…you look seventeen! How can this
    be?"

    Harry looked back down to his wedding ring and spoke without meeting her gaze.
    "I…I've been keeping a secret, Hermione. From you, Ron…even Ginny. I noticed three
    years ago. You've seen how Ginny matured after James was born. She's more beautiful
    than ever before, but she's…well, her face has changed. She's lost her baby fat and…
    she's aging, and I'm not. So I used a glamour charm on myself."

    "But Harry, why?"

    "The Deathly Hallows, Hermione. They came back to me."

    Hermione settled back in her seat, her mouth gaping. "What do you mean?"

    "The morning after the battle, I woke up with the Resurrection Stone on my finger,
    the Elder Wand in my hand, and the cloak of invisibility around my shoulders."

    "What did you do?" Hermione asked.

    "I broke the bloody wand and threw it into the lake with the ring, of course!"
    Harry said. "But the next morning…"

    "They came back," Hermione finished. "Where are they now?"

    "Er, I don't know."

    "What do you mean?"

    "I mean, after a while I stopped fighting them, you know? It seemed pointless to
    keep breaking the wand and throwing the stone away, so one day I just stopped
    fighting. And they just sort of…well, disappeared. But I know they're still in me
    somehow because I can cast wandlessly as good as I can with my old wand. It's like
    the Elder Wand is actually in my magic, somehow."

    Hermione was on her feet before he finished, wand in hand, and began casting a
    dizzying array of diagnostic spells, most of which Harry had not even heard of.
    Despite his experience and skill as an Auror, Hermione still outpaced him in terms of
    sheer magical knowledge. Whatever results she was getting back, though, left her
    confused and alarmed. She finally settled back on the very of the visitor's chair, as
    if she were about to bolt. "Why didn't you ever tell me before?"

    "Because I was tired of being different!" Harry said hotly. "I wanted to be
    normal, just for once in my life. I wanted Ginny, and a family, and everything I'd
    never had, and this…this made me different again."

    Rather than argue with him, Hermione merely nodded. That was as much a testament
    to her maturity as were Ron's actions to his. She no longer instantly argued with
    anything she didn't agree or approve of. Instead, she studied his face again. "I'm
    not sure how, Harry, but what you've thought appears to be the case. You're not
    aging, or if you are, the process has been radically slowed. I'll need to take a
    tissue sample to be sure, but at first glance you're experiencing normal apoptosis,
    so it's not that your cells are no longer dying. Rather, it seems that your cell
    division is unchanging."

    She pointed her wand at Harry and cast a silent cutter. "Ow!" Harry said. "Why'd
    you do that?"

    "Blood sample." She conjured a glass phial and pushed it to the cut. She started
    to heal it, but paused. "Harry, look!"

    He didn't have to look, though. "It's healing, I know."

    "This has happened before?"

    "Remember that fight I had with Rowle in Gloucester? I couldn't block all of a
    severing curse that hit me in the chest. It wasn't lethal, since I did block some of
    it. I didn't want to leave off, so I continuing fighting, and when it was over I
    didn't think about it. The cut was healed in two hours. Last year, that gunshot I
    took in France? Four hours. It's getting faster and faster."

    Hermione nodded, though her eyes looked far away. "So that means you can still be
    hurt, and that implies that you can still die. You're not impervious, then.
    But…Harry, you could be functionally immortal. What these charms are showing me is
    the same thing Nicholas and Perenelle Flamel experienced while living on the Elixir
    of Life!"

    "So what do I do?"

    Hermione shook her head. "I don't know, Harry. This doesn't appear to be a case
    where you can't die, only that you won't die of natural causes. But…let me do some
    more tests. I could be completely wrong."

    "You think this has to do with the Hallows, then?"

    Hermione pursed her lips. "I don't know, Harry, but it's likely. No one has ever
    possessed all three Hallows at once. How could anyone know someone could become the
    Master of Death if it hadn't been done before? And just what does that mean, being a
    master of death? I just don't know. But I promise, Harry, I'll find out for you."

    Harry grinned, feeling vastly relieved to have one of his best friends helping
    him. "Thanks, Hermione. I knew I could count on you."

    "You can thank me, Harry, by telling your wife and brother in law. I know why you
    kept it a secret, Harry, but you have to know how much Ginny and Ron love you. They
    deserve to know the truth."

    Harry nodded. "I know. Thanks, Hermione."

    Two weeks later, in a meeting with his closest true family, Harry told Ron and
    Ginny what had happened, and to prove it he removed his glamour. It was Hermione,
    having tested his blood, who provided the details. "Harry's magical core has been
    altered in a way never seen before," she said. "His magic has been saturated
    with…death, for lack of a better word. The same energy signature found in the Killing
    Curse saturates Harry's magic. But it's not killing him. Instead, what it appears to
    be doing is halting the normal degradation of his body that comes through the normal
    process of cell division. This means he'll heal faster, and if he ages, it is in a
    miniscule amount compared to us."

    "Blimey," Ron breathed. "So you're unkillable?"

    "If you cut my head off, I'd die," Harry said. "Same if you stabbed me in the
    heart. I just…I just won't age like normal."

    "Why didn't you tell me, Harry?" Ginny asked softly.

    He saw the hurt look in her eyes and said, "Because I was afraid, Ginny. I wanted
    to live a normal life with you so bad, I was afraid of what this meant."

    "Were you afraid I wouldn't love you anymore?"

    "I was afraid you wouldn't be able to," Harry admitted.

    "You're a stupid prat."

    "Yeah, I know. But I'm a prat who loves you."

    "And I love you too, no matter what."
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    "…best friends had many more adventures and lived happily ever after. The
    end."

    Lily sighed in her sleep, snuggled as she was against his leg. Albus was
    nodding off, though James was still awake. Harry levitated his daughter up enough to
    get free, carried Albus in his arms, and motioned for James to follow to the boys'
    shared bedroom. He placed Albus down, kissing his forehead, before moving to
    James.

    "I know that story was about you, dad," James said sleepily. "I read about it
    in the Daily Prophet. Teddy said you're the most powerful wizard alive."

    "I don't know about that. But think about this. Why do you think I ended it
    with 'happily ever after'?"

    "'Cause you won?"

    "No, silly," Harry said as he ran a hand through his eldest son's hair. It
    reminded him so much of his own. "I ended it that way because I have you, Albus and
    Lily."

    As old and mature as James pretended to be, he couldn't help but smile.
    "'Night, Dad."

    "Good night, son."
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    Harry showered in Holdig's shower and dressed in Holdig's uniform. He sat that
    morning and performed a minute transfiguration on Holdig's ID until it matched his
    own appearance. It was easier than maintaining a glamour charm, and their appearances
    were not so very different. He planned to Obliviate anyone who might know
    him well enough to tell the difference.

    According to Holdig's schedule, he was to work a night shift, which left him the
    day to his own devices. He spent that time checking his monetary accounts, and then
    more time reading just what Imperial Credits were in relation to buying power. He
    quickly learned that Lieutenant Junior Grades were not well paid, and Holdig was not
    a very intelligent man when it came to personal finances. In fact he carried almost
    twice his contract salary in debt.

    He was about to look for something else to eat when a heavy knocking brought him
    to his feet, ready Disapparate at a moment's notice. However, panicking usually made
    things worse, so he took a deep breath to steady himself and answered the door. On
    the other side was another Imperial in a military uniform—a full lieutenant.

    "Lieutenant Holdig?" the man asked, glancing at Harry in surprise.

    A spur of stolen memory made Harry snap to attention and salute, "Yes, sir."

    "You appear different, lieutenant."

    "Tripped and broke my nose, sir. Had some work done to fix it."

    The officer, surprisingly, accepted that. "Very well, Colonel Nadist has requested
    your presence in the command centre at once."

    "Yes, sir!" Harry rushed back inside, grabbed his uniform jacket, and followed the
    other lieutenant out the door. "May I ask what it's about?"

    "We lost a refinery droid last night," the other lieutenant said darkly. "You must
    have been a sound sleeper since we could see the horizon light up from it."

    "It was an exhausting day," Harry said honestly. "I almost lost my own droid."

    "We know. Come, the colonel is waiting."

    The two men left the officer's quarters and walked briskly across the compound to
    the ten-story command centre. Even with Holdig's memories, the place was a mystery,
    since the lieutenant had only been in it a few times. The building was crawling with
    perfectly human people, men and women, in a variety of grey or black uniforms,
    depending on whether they were army or navy. They reached a lift and soared to the
    top floor in a second, before reaching a wide, well-lit hall lined with glass walls.
    Behind the glass were spacious offices for the senior administrators of the base.

    It was one of these offices that the lieutenant led Harry, before nodding and
    leaving. Harry stepped just inside, snapped his heels and saluted. He felt absolutely
    ridiculous doing so, but Holdig's memories were very clear regarding Imperial
    military protocol.

    "At ease, Lieutenant."

    "Sir, yes sir!"

    Colonel Halabern Nadist sat behind his granite-topped desk and stared with a
    downturned expression at the datapad. "Last night, Refinery Droid Three had a
    critical nuclear reaction. Captain Haldern had the night shift, and before the
    refinery blew reported that he was unable to deactivate the droid despite the best
    efforts of himself and his crew."

    Harry said nothing. Nadist put the pad down and looked up at Harry. Like the other
    officer, he did not seem to recognize Holdig, and so had no reason to question the
    differing appearance. "Haldern was not line material, but he was dependable. If he
    couldn't do it, then it was extraordinarily difficult. Imagine my surprise, then,
    that while investigating what happened I found out you had the same issue with your
    refinery droid and was somehow able to stop it. I've looked at your record, Holdig.
    Frankly you're not that good. So what happened?"

    "Permission to speak freely, sir?"

    "Oh, this should be good," Nadist said, leaning back in his chair expectantly. "Go
    on."

    "Sir yesterday scared the hell out of me. I've always let my Wookiees handle the
    work and just lazed around. Suddenly there was a crisis the Wookiees couldn't fix for
    me, and for the first time in my life I had to step up and do my job. Honestly, sir,
    I think I was as shocked as anyone that I was able to do it. I remembered things from
    the Academy I never even thought I knew, and I got the job done. Well, mostly.

    "Despite my concerns about the issue, Captain Markus only gave me and my crew ten
    minutes. So with that we got the droid running. However, the root issue remains. We
    need to shut the droids down, take the siding off the intake vents and clean them
    down to the filters. Most likely we'll need to change the filters as well. I'm sure,
    though, that if we do that we can increase the efficiency of each machine
    significantly."

    Nadist did not move as Harry spun his tale. He considered using magic on the other
    man, but thought better of it. He remembered Shewtalla asking if he was a Jedi, and
    felt cautious regarding the unrestrained use of magic for fear of finding these
    Imperials had their own practitioners of it. However, Harry was also a former
    department head who had commanded witches and wizards in open battles. A glance at
    Nadist told him the colonel was not only a reasonable man, but a decent officer,
    slaver tendencies aside.

    "So you're saying you actually grew up?" Nadist finally said.

    "I'd like to think I at least made a start, sir."

    Nadine snorted. "Let's find out. I want you to take a team of technicians out to
    the droids and clean out those vents. You have my authority to stop production as
    long as necessary for each unit. Those droids cost as much as a frigate, and this
    project is already four years behind schedule and four hundred billion credits over
    budget. We're not getting another refinery droid, so we're going to have to make the
    ones we have work better."

    "I'll get it done," Harry said resolutely.

    "Good. Congratulations on making full lieutenant. If you want to rise any higher,
    prove you're worth it."

    "I will, sir. Thank you."

    "Dismissed."

    Harry left the office with his thoughts swirling chaotically. Saving the droids
    would, at least initially, save lives. Now he had to figure out how to save the
    rest.

    

    sp

    sp

    Author's Note: Once again I just wish to stress again just how
    much I appreciate Teufel1987, JR and Miles for beta reading yet another of my
    stories. As always, they make everything better.

  


  
    3. Man With A Mission
  

  
    A/N: A day late, but here you go. Review responses are in my forums as normal.
    Thank you all for the overwhelming response. I hope everyone continues to enjoy!

    

    Chapter Three: Man with a Mission

    Harry had no idea how to do what he promised Nadist. Holdig himself would not have
    known, having never actually been given direct command of much of anything. His
    confident step faltered as he left the executive level of the headquarters and moved
    into the lift. A standard black protocol droid stepped into the lift with him.

    Just on a whim, he said, "I don't suppose you know how to go about requisitioning
    a tech team for a special assignment, do you?"

    The droid turned its view sensors toward him. "Why, yes sir, I would be happy to
    assist you. There are currently fourteen methods you could use to communicate with
    Acquisitions a desire to obtain the services of technicians, depending on the nature
    of the mission and how critical it is to the current base objectives and parameters.
    First you could use inter-compound instant…."

    "So I just go talk to Acquisitions?"

    The droid's eyes were perfectly round and lit from behind, and yet somehow it
    still gave the impression of blinking. "Well, yes sir, you certainly could. In point
    of fact, that would have been my thirteenth suggestion right after…"

    "Where is Acquisitions?"

    "Second sublevel, sir."

    "Thank you."

    The talkative droid stepped off on the fourth floor; Harry continued to the second
    sublevel. The halls were narrow, utilitarian grey and dimly lit. The passage had the
    feeling of emptiness Perhaps in the Empire, human resources was completely run by
    droids. "A step up, as like," he muttered.

    He found the appropriate door and stepped into a small, cramped, nearly empty
    space filled with only a single black protocol droid almost identical to the one on
    the lift, and a single computer terminal.

    "Good afternoon. My name is Lieutenant Holdig, I need to…"

    "With respect, sir, you are not Lieutenant Holdig," the droid interrupted in a
    grating, masculine voice that reminded Harry of Percy Weasley. "The lieutenant is 24
    years standard age, weighs roughly 84 kilograms and has brown hair. You appear to be
    in your late teens, weigh roughly 68 kilograms and have black hair. Additionally, my
    facial recognition program cannot identify you in any of my files. Therefore, I must
    conclude you are an imposter."

    "Really?" Harry sent a pulse of magic, and suddenly the droid slumped over. A
    quick look around showed there were no officers on duty or even security monitors. It
    turned out visiting the acquisitions office in person truly was one of the last
    methods officers resorted to.

    Harry hopped over the desk, popped the droid's back panel, and cast the technomage
    spell since he otherwise would have had no idea what to do. However, with magic
    guiding him based on his intent, he reached in and reset the droid's security
    protocols. When he hopped back over and reactivated it, the droid straightened and
    said, "How may I help you?"

    "Two things," Harry said. "First, I've had facial reconstruction surgery and wish
    to update my file with my new biometrics. Can you do that from this station or must I
    go to personnel?"

    "I can assist you, sir." It took ten minutes for the droid to overwrite Holdig's
    physical features, blood type and fingerprints with those of Harry Potter. When that
    was done, Harry then discussed with the droid how to go about requisitioning techs
    for a special task force.

    "Technicians are unfortunately in short supply," the droid said. "All technical
    teams were moved to the station last month and are scheduled to remain there for the
    remainder of the project. It appears that Colonel Nadist has given you an unwinnable
    challenge."

    The droids remark made Harry stop mid-breath. "What did you say?"

    "Colonel Nadist has a history of testing officers he thinks show potential. He
    will give them a task which would be difficult if not impossible to accomplish using
    normal methods to see what if any approach they take to get around the problem."

    Harry thought about that, and from his brief meeting, believed it. "Tell me, how
    much leeway do I have with the slaves?"

    "Unless you have orders to the contrary, officers can use slaves however they see
    fit so long as those uses do not impact final mission parameters. Many use former
    prisoners from the prison colony as housekeepers, for instance."

    "And training?"

    "We have a variety of training programs available, of course," the droid said.
    "Neural interfacing is an effective means of imparting important information in a
    short period of time."

    "Has neural interfacing been used on the Terran slaves?"

    "Yes, sir, though the Terran slaves show some irregularities with their DNA, they
    are classified as baseline humans, and as such neural interface technology is quite
    effective for them. In fact, several conscripted technicians aboard the station
    originated as slaves."

    "Where are the neural interface facilities?"

    "Every slave dormitory has a conditioning chamber with five interfaces, sir."

    Harry grinned as a plan began to take shape. "Okay, let's start with programs in
    Basic, droid programming and droid engineering."

    "Yes, sir,"
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    "You men; come with me," Harry said as he stepped out of the personal hovervan he
    requisitioned from the transport pool. He pointed to a pair of Stormtroopers standing
    guard outside the main entrance of the slave dormitory. The two fell in behind him
    without comment as he walked into the monolithic structure that housed his old slave
    group. At night, most of the guarding of the slaves was done by automated weaponry
    and droids to minimize the amount of personnel necessary during evening shifts.
    Inside the door stood the ever-present protocol droid to translate, since none of the
    slaves knew Basic. At his command, it fell into place as well as they approached the
    slave hall. It was late, half an hour after the slaves had returned, and all were
    already fed, bathed and placed naked into their cages.

    "Use the intercom to ask for all persons who recognize the word "Quidditch" to
    come to the main door for special duties," Harry told the droid. "Repeat that word
    exactly as I pronounced it."

    The Stormtroopers behind him shared a glance but said nothing. The droid
    faithfully translated the message into the intercom. Harry, meanwhile, watched the
    security cameras. It was a risk, and if it did not work it would not affect his idea
    too badly, but if it did work it would make things easier. Statistically speaking, it
    had every chance of working.

    "Some are coming," one of the Stormtroopers noted. Harry looked and fought of an
    urge to smile—some really were coming. A dozen at least, from first glance. That
    number was low, but then again wizards had less of a chance being caught than
    Muggles. Harry was only captured because he was on the frontline fighting the
    invaders. "Sir, I am required to remind you to wear your helmet at all times around
    slaves."

    To the trooper who spoke, he nodded. "Indeed. Bring them out." He then pulled on
    the featureless black helmet that made all the imperials look so alien.

    The two troopers released the locking mechanism of the slave quarters, stepped
    inside, and returned with a line of a dozen naked slaves. All appeared young at first
    glance, which was not surprising since the older slaves were the first to die: five
    men, seven women, all of European origins.

    "Bring them to the conditioning chamber." Harry led the way down the narrow
    passageway that ran to a chamber he'd never seen, but just recently read about while
    researching his options. The chamber had five tables against a wall, and above them
    was a mounted neural interface unit.

    "First five in the chairs," Harry said. "Colonel Nadist said I needed techs when
    none are available, so I'm just going to make my own."

    "Yes, sir," the Stormtrooper said. The five slaves looked at the chair in terror
    but knew better than to resist as they were strapped in. Harry ordered the droid to
    begin the procedure, and then cast a privacy spell over himself and the remaining
    seven slaves.

    "Do not respond to what I'm about to tell you," Harry said calmly to them in
    English, never taking his eyes of those receiving the entire Basic language in a
    flash of implanted neurons. "I am a wizard from Earth. London, to be precise. If you
    recognized the word Quidditch, I'm assuming you are either magical or know of magic.
    Those chairs are going to teach you the aliens' language and technology, enough to
    function in their society and to perform a specific job. Know this—the bastards that
    raped our world are human. Not human-like, but human."

    He glanced at the seven and saw them struggling to keep their faces blank. The
    first five twitched occasionally in the interface chairs with involuntary spasms as
    information flooded their brains, but made no sound. When the procedures were done,
    the Stormtroopers shoved them off to make room for the next five.

    Harry cast another privacy charm and repeated his message to the first five, who
    now spoke Basic and understood droid programming. When all twelve were done, Harry
    said, "Congratulations," Harry said in Basic when all were done. "You are all now
    conscripts for the Imperial Army. You are my technical team, and we will be extremely
    busy for the next few days. I understand that it takes at least six hours for the
    information to saturate your primitive little minds. Therefore, you are to return to
    your bunks with the other slaves. However, tomorrow you will be given separate
    assignments, and thereafter will be housed with conscripts. Return to your cots
    now."

    The twelve looked down as they walked out of the room under the watchful gaze of
    the two troopers. Harry turned to the droid. "Does your facial recognition subroutine
    remember their faces?"

    "Yes, Lieutenant, I will communicate your orders for tomorrow morning."

    "Good. I will also require the Wookiee named Shewtalla. Please make arrangements
    with the charge captain that I am on special assignment from Colonel Nadist."

    "I will inform all parties."

    "Good. Dismissed."

    Harry returned not to his personal quarters, but once again to the now very
    friendly droid in requisitions office in the Imperial compound. He was pleased to
    learn that barring any contradictory orders he had a massive leeway to do what he
    wanted with the slave population in support of his mission objectives. Elevating them
    to conscripts fell within that leeway, since he was not drawing resources from any
    other area.

    It took a search by the droid, which Harry decided to call Weatherby, to find a
    temporary mobile personnel habitat in storage in the base. According to the base
    records, the transports originated as massive tanks called Juggernauts which were
    converted to be used as housing for the first Imperial residents as they established
    the penal colony on the planet. They were refitted to house fifty staff for up to six
    months at a time.

    It was perfect. With a few forms and records, he had droids stocking the transport
    for extended use. He even requisitioned a Wookiee to act as the driver, since no
    other personnel remained on the planet to use it. He finally stumbled back to his
    cramped quarters, physically exhausted but mentally charged.

    For the first time in months, Harry had a plan to finally do something. It might
    not gain him the revenge he wanted, but it was something. For the first time
    since it all ended, the numbness in his soul began to fade before a low flame of
    anger.
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    "Tell us the story again, Daddy!"

    Harry Potter, Order of Merlin First Class, Grand Sorcerer, Director of the British
    Department of Magical Law Enforcement and Mage General of the International
    Confederation of Wizards, sat in a café off Piccadilly drinking coffee while
    discussing his godson's personnel file with his head Auror, Terry Boot. Teddy Lupin
    had just graduated from the Auror academy, and they were trying to find the best
    place to use the young Metamorphmagus.

    Harry's own children were all at home at Grimmauld Place enjoying the last days of
    summer. This was to be James's last year at Hogwarts. He was not Head Boy, but he was
    a prefect and in the top ten list of a class easily five times as large as the class
    that saw Harry's friends finish. Harry wore his glamour, of course, because he was a
    forty-three year old man who looked seventeen without it. He would not be able to
    function in the Ministry if his staff knew his son looked older than he did.

    Harry and Terry were still on their first cup of coffee when someone turned the
    wall telly up to full volume. The inch-thick screen dominated the entire wall behind
    the bar, and the two wizards, along with everyone else, could clearly see an image of
    space just a few hundred miles over their heads. In the centre of the screen it
    showed the International Space Station.

    What truly captured the attention of all the people around them was not the space
    station, but rather the object floating ten thousand meters away from it. The object
    was roughly triangular, with what appeared to be a command tower at the thickest
    section of the massive grey craft. It was also huge, being easily a kilometre and a
    half or more in length.

    More alarming yet, according to the reporter covering the story, two identical
    objects hovered over Beijing and Washington, D.C. "And there you can see it, ladies
    and gentlemen," the reporter announced from hidden speakers over the wall-sized
    display, which provided a view so clear it felt as if Harry were on the edge of space
    himself.

    A space shuttle departed from one of the many spindly protrusions of the space
    station. It fired orbital positioning thrusters long enough to move toward the
    kilometre-long alien ship.

    "Shuttle Friendship has left the station and is proceeding slowly toward
    the alien craft," the speaker said. The announcer sounded male, young and nervous,
    but hiding it well, Harry thought.

    "Ladies and gentlemen, something is happening!"

    "This isn't good," Terry said, and Harry could only agree.

    The view zoomed with dizzying speed to something on the arched dorsal side of the
    ship. Harry felt the pit of his stomach drop, while around him others gasped in
    dismay. What could only be a gun turret was rotating on the ship. It was not even the
    largest such turret they could see. It spun around until it pointed at the coming
    shuttle, and spat out a single bolt of green light.

    Harry closed his eyes for the men and women on the shuttle, for the moment the
    green bolt struck the shuttle flared a brilliant white, and then was no more.
    Suddenly the whole ship began to spin on its long axis, bringing those turrets around
    to face Earth. The screen suddenly split into three images as satellite feeds brought
    them the sight of the other two ships doing the same thing.

    "Oh my God," the announcer said, momentarily forgetting he was being broadcast, or
    more likely not caring any more.

    Two more bolts of green light seared through space and impacted the station. It
    shattered like a water balloon impacting the sidewalk at speed, leaving only spinning
    shrapnel. "Terry, come on, we need to get to the Ministry!" Harry said.

    "Right," Terry agreed in a hollow voice. Emerging in the street, they found the
    lanes choked with pedestrians staring up into the blue sky where, even in broad
    daylight, they could see the massive ship in orbit. The shape reminded Harry of a
    dagger poised to plunge into the heart of Britain.

    He had only a moment's warning before a massive column of green light slammed
    through the atmosphere and into central London. Harry had a glimpse of clouds puffing
    away in rings from the energy that vaporized their moisture on the way down, and then
    white light. He grabbed Terry as everything went white and Apparated away. He emerged
    twenty miles away to see a mushroom cloud rising into the air where London used to
    be. "Terry, we have to get to…Terry?"

    He looked to his long-time friend, colleague and classmate, and fought against the
    urge to vomit. In his haste to save him, Harry had splinched Terry in half. The half
    he held was blackened and charred from the explosion, proving that he could not have
    survived regardless. A second later, Harry realized that he too was burned. The pain
    struck with such shocking power he fell to his knees and screamed in agony.

    It took all his will not to pass out, and more than that to point his wand at his
    arm to cast a burn salve charm. It took half a dozen of the charms to cover his arms,
    shoulder and back where he received the worst of the burns. He knew that even with
    his magic he should have been passing out from shock, but instead he felt numb and
    terrified.

    In the distance, two more massive mushroom clouds joined the first as the alien
    craft continued to pound London.

    The numbness extended not just to his body, but to his soul. He knew everything
    and everyone he loved was in London. However, before blind panic kicked in, Auror
    training took over. With a last glance at his dead friend, Harry Apparated to the
    Burrow. He appeared at the apparition point by the gate and stumbled with a sudden
    wave of dizziness. It must have come from his burns, but he shrugged it off and
    stumbled up the dirt path toward the Burrow. He had not even made it to the front
    door when he heard Molly's keening.

    He didn't bother to knock as he stumbled in. She saw him as he stepped into the
    kitchen and screamed. "Harry, you're hurt!"

    And, even realizing his whole body was covered in burn salves, she came barrelling
    toward him for a hug. He held up both hands and shook his head, not trusting himself
    to speak. Instead, he turned and looked at the reason for her grief. His heart
    stopped for a second as he saw the Weasley Family Clock, which had been expanded into
    a whole diagram of names. And yet, almost all the names were the same status:
    Black.

    Fred and Angelina Weasley and their children, Fred Weasley II and Roxanne Weasley,
    dead; Ron and Hermione Weasley and their children, Rose Weasley and Hugo Weasley,
    dead; Percy and Audrey Weasley and their children Molly Weasley and Lucy Weasley,
    dead; Arthur Weasley, dead; Ginevra Potter and her children, James Albus Potter,
    Albus Severus Potter and Lily Luna Potter….dead.

    Bill, Fleur and their children were in mortal peril, as was Charlie and Molly. The
    only one that did not indicate mortal peril was Harry, but Molly was too heart-broken
    to mention or even notice it. Almost her entire family was gone in a single
    blast.

    Something broke in Harry when he saw Ginny's and James's clock hands in the black.
    He felt something cold and hard forming in his chest. Molly was crying, gibbering in
    fact, while at the same time wiping her already clean kitchen counter with a rag. He
    knew, without question, that the loss of her family had destroyed her. Molly Weasley
    would never recover from such a loss. Not knowing what else to do, he gripped her
    shoulder and Apparated them both to Shell Cottage.

    "Harry!" Harry turned and saw Fleur, her daughter Victoire and Teddy Lupin running
    into the cottage's den where they kept the fireplace. As numb as he was, he was still
    able to smile weakly at seeing his godson alive. "Harry," Teddy said, "what
    happened?"

    "I was in London when it was hit," he said. "I Apparated out, but not before
    getting burned. They're gone, Teddy. All of them."

    Molly simply collapsed to the floor, blubbering. Clicking her tongue, the still
    beautiful Fleur rushed to her aid, while Harry's godson and the young man's fiancée
    came to him. "We're hearing so many wild things over the wireless, Harry. What's
    going on?"

    "Aliens," Harry said, surprised at how reasonable the once insane word sounded
    from his lips. "They destroyed the Muggle space station and then started firing on
    London, Beijing and Washington. They're all gone, Teddy. I saw the family clock." He
    couldn't trust himself to speak any more, and suddenly the dizziness became more than
    he could stand.

    His last thought was that he would never again hear his precious little girl say,
    "Tell us the story again, Daddy!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry woke with a start as his alarm went off. It took an act of physical will to
    push himself out of his bed and into the small fresher. He changed into his last
    clean uniform, using simple charms to ensure the fit, and dumped the piles of dirty
    clothes Holdig had left down the laundry chute for servicing.

    The sun was just rising as he made his way to the transport bay to find his prize.
    When he arrived, even he was surprised at just how large the vehicle was. The
    ten-wheeled monstrosity looked vaguely like a beetle, only a beetle that was fifty
    meters long, thirty meters high and equipped with a heavy laser cannon and an
    anti-personnel laser cannon.

    Standing in front of one of the wheels stood an ancient Wookiee, his fur long
    since gone to grey. He stood slightly stooped, and one of his canines was chipped off
    entirely. The ever-present droid was there as Harry approached.

    "Tell the pup I am Tooshil, and I stand ready," the old Wookiee
    snarled.

    Before the droid could translate, Harry said, "Good morning, Tooshil. I happen to
    understand Shyriwook, so please speak directly to me. I am Lieutenant Holdig. Droid,
    we won't have need of your services today."

    "Yes, sir," the droid said before walking away.

    When the droid left, Tooshil scratched at the thinning fur on his head.
    "You're the pup Shewtalla spoke of?"

    "Probably," Harry said. "We must hurry—we have a dozen new conscripts to pick
    up."

    The vehicle was so large it had its own turbolift, which dropped down from the
    central fuselage and carried them into the body. In the original specs Harry studied
    the previous night, the craft would have been filled with missiles, tabanna gas cells
    for the turbolasers, and infantrymen. Most of the armament had since been cleared
    out, and in its place were small alcoves containing two cots with small personal
    areas by each one comprised of a surface that could be a desk, table or entertainment
    hub.

    With this configuration, it could comfortably house two hundred people for a
    month.

    Harry followed Tooshil through the narrow hall to the command deck. The tank was
    almost as tall as the wall, and the whole machine thrummed like a factory droid as
    the ancient Wookiee started it up. "Cub must wear his helmet in front of the
    primitives," Tooshil said. "The Imperials will know if you do not."

    "Yes, you're right."

    Harry pulled his helmet on as Tooshil drove them through the open gates of the
    vehicle pool yard and toward the hoversleds in the distance which were even then
    loading slaves for the day's shift at the droids.

    Standing to one side of the shuffling line waited the twelve possible witches and
    wizards Harry conditioned last night, flanked by Shewtalla the Wookiee and four
    Stormtroopers. Harry suspected the four Stormtroopers were a condition of his taking
    the slaves. Though he had enormous leeway with them, security had to be adhered to. A
    droid as always stood by Shewtalla to translate.

    "Stay here and be ready to leave toward the refinery droids. We'll drive to droid
    one first."

    Tooshil nodded with a grunt. Harry left him, walked through the long, narrow hall
    and reached the central lift. He emerged from the personnel transport with his black
    helmet on, making him look the same as every other overseer. "Load them up," he
    ordered in Basic.

    He watched as the twelve young people in orange jumpsuits walked toward the lift,
    which was large enough to fit their entire party. "Sir," one of the Stormtroopers
    said, "Sargent Ala'shiil wished me to convey to you that standard procedure calls for
    slaves to be returned to the dormitory after eighteen hours."

    "Thank you, trooper," Harry said. "However, these are no longer slaves. They are
    now conscripts and fall under Army rules of labour. Please secure the conscripts on
    the upper deck alcoves and then report to the galley for a mission briefing."

    "Sir, yes sir," the Stormtrooper said. Harry knew from his reading that troopers
    were actually outside the normal army chain of command—they were the Emperor's
    soldiers first and foremost, and by protocol were merely on loan to the armed
    services of the Empire. However, in practice, Stormtroopers were also almost all
    enlisted, with a very small cadre of officers, and so naval and army officers often
    led the troopers in combat situations.

    Harry returned the salute and watched as the troopers roughly herded the
    conscripts to their place. Harry motioned Shewtalla to the driver's chamber, and when
    they were sufficiently spread away from the troopers, conscripts and droid, said,
    "Are you with me?"

    "I owe the ravagers nothing but hate and contempt," the Wookiee said.
    "Be it my life, I owe them nothing. But you…you saved my life, and the lives of
    many others. So for this, I am with you."

    "Good," Harry said, grinning behind his helmet. "Then come to the galley,
    please."

    He and Shewtalla moved through the narrow hall that ran along the upper deck of
    the massive vehicle, which was even then barrelling across the desert at one hundred
    and sixty clicks an hour. When they emerged into the galley, the four troopers came
    to attention. Harry raised a hand, and with all his magic pushed out his most
    powerful stupefy.

    The four troopers flew back against the far wall and slid unconscious to the floor
    of the galley. "You are Jedi!" Shewtalla said.

    "No, like I said before, I'm a wizard," Harry said. "Earth did not have these
    Jedi. I use magic. Can you turn that droid off and bring the others here?"

    Shewtalla barked her consent and turned to do as he asked as Harry removed the
    helmets of the four troopers. By the second helmet, Harry started to feel less sure
    of himself, and by the forth he was actually alarmed. All four men were identical,
    with short-cropped, greying black hair, a Mediterranean or Polynesian skin tone and
    slightly Asiatic features. They had distinguishing features such as tattoos and
    varying styles of hair, but their colouring and facial features were identical. They
    also all appeared to be in their forties.

    The first of the witches and wizards arrived and stopped just inside the galley,
    staring down at the four stunned troopers, then at Harry. Realizing he still had his
    helmet on, he undid the neck lining that kept it sealed tight, and pulled it off.

    One of the women in front stared at him, mouth again, before she finally said,
    "Blimey, you're 'Arry Potter!"

    

    sp
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    Chapter Four: Step By Step

    "Blimey, you're 'Arry Potter!"

    "C'est impossible!" another of the conscripts said. "'Arry Potter is over
    forty years old!"

    Another of the men snorted. In English with a heavy Germanic accent, he said, "We
    are standing on an alien world in front of a Sasquatch from another world entirely,
    and you say something is impossible?"

    "Enough," Harry said. "I am Harry Potter. My supposed age is irrelevant.
    Who are you?"

    The twelve gave their names, and some Harry winced to recognize some of them.
    "Melissa Wood, sir," one of younger of the seven women said.

    "Oliver's girl?"

    She nodded, eyes watering. "I remember meeting you when I was a little girl after
    dad won the Quidditch Cup before he retired."

    "You still are a little girl," the wide-bodied woman said. To Harry, she said,
    "Martha Moreau."

    Harry recognized the name. "French Aurors?"

    "Correct. I guess I was never close enough in the dorm to see you, or else I would
    have recognized you even looking as young as you do. I served in one of your units
    against Delesteros in Bulgaria."

    Harry nodded, thinking back to one of the many Dark Lords he was called on to
    eliminate not as an English Auror, but as a mage general of the ICW Enforcers. "Good
    to have you." To the thin, tall girl with brown hair, he said, "And you're Justin's
    girl, aren't you? Karen?"

    "Katherine, sir," Katherine Finch-Fletchley said, blushing.

    Once all the names were exchanged, Harry said, "Okay, here's what happened.
    Remember when the droid stopped working a few days ago, after that sandstorm? Stupid
    imps hadn't cleaned out those air intake vents in years. I recognized it was about to
    blow, ran into the command deck, and imagine my shock to see a stupid, perfectly
    human kid in command. As human and Muggle as you please. I won't lie—I lost my temper
    and Legillimized the hell out of him. Then I threw the bastard into the furnace and
    took over his identity. It's even in their computers now—I am Lieutenant Daroon
    Holdig. I've been given the assignment of fixing the droids, and I'm going to do it
    with your help. We're going to get those damned things running perfect, because if we
    do that, we might be able to save our people."

    "How is that?" Moreau asked.

    "I'm still working out the details," Harry admitted. "Taking over Holdig's
    identify was a spur-of-the-moment thing, but I think we can make it work. We start by
    taking the magicals out of those dorms and giving them that neural conditioning so we
    can treat them as conscripts. As conscripts, you all have at least some basic rights.
    Then we go from there. But no one's going to survive if those droids keep blowing up.
    Almost four thousand of our people died night before last. Our first priority is to
    save the droids."

    He studied their faces intently. "Now, were you the only magicals, or the only
    ones who volunteered?"

    "We were the only ones who agreed to risk being singled out and executed," Moreau
    said. "The girls at least knew most of each other."

    "I know of a few more who stayed in hiding," the German, Albert Kaufmann,
    said.

    "Good. We'll get them later. Right now, can any of you cast wandlessly?"

    The younger people shook their head, but Martha Moreau, one of the Frenchmen named
    Salieri, and Kaufmann all nodded. "Good. Now, do any of you know the technomage
    spell?"

    "I do," Moreau said.

    She was the only one. "Then we have some work to do while we go," Harry said. "The
    neural interface gives you basic knowledge, but that spell will really help you use
    it. Even those of you who normally can't cast wandlessly will need this, so gather
    around..."

    ~~Revenge~~
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    Harry stood at attention four days later in front of Colonel Halabern Nadist in
    the Imperial Headquarters as the balding officer read through Harry's report and
    recommendation. He placed Harry's datapad down and picked up another. "Each droid is
    reporting a twenty percent increase in production following your maintenance," he
    finally said. "Overall production has increased to the same level we had prior to the
    loss of droid number three."

    "Yes, sir," Harry said, voice neutral.

    "And you did this with slaves? Three days ahead of schedule?"

    "Yes, sir."

    Nadist leaned back and studied Harry with a blank face. "What made you think of
    using primitives?"

    "You indicated I should take a tech team to act on my previous recommendation.
    When I found all active tech teams were permanently assigned to the Death Star, I
    assumed you had issued a challenge. I accepted, and sought other means of achieving
    my mission objectives. I have observed that the slaves were baseline humans. While
    primitive in comparison to the Empire, they did have technology, including limited
    space flight. It seemed a small leap to provide them neural conditioning to make full
    use of their potential."

    "Close the door, Lieutenant."

    "Sir."

    Harry did as ordered, and then returned to his previous position. "You've
    demonstrated a great deal of initiative and potential, Holdig, so I will be brutally
    honest. The primitives are not going to ever leave this world alive. If the Senate
    discovered that Tarkin violated an untouched world of humans for cheap slave
    labour, the unrest would make the Rebellion seem like a pittance. Not even the
    Emperor knows about the attack on their world, officially at least, and Tarkin fully
    intends to keep it that way."

    Harry struggled to keep his face blank, while inside he raged. The raping of his
    world—the death of everyone he knew and loved—was nothing but a secret
    power-play?

    "You can use the slaves anyway you see fit on the surface," Nadist said. "Your
    behaviour during this crisis has, as far as I'm concerned, wiped away any
    deficiencies of your previous record. You have shown a great deal of maturity and
    ingenuity. So, I am promoting you to Captain. With the loss of the droids and the
    increase in the work aboard the battle station, General Bast has ordered a general
    reorganization of our efforts down here. All senior staff is being reassigned to
    oversee the construction on the station directly. Ninety eight percent of the
    materials necessary to finish the station are already on board. You will be the
    ranking officer in charge of the refineries. Make sure production keeps up with
    demand, or you will find all the good you have done here quickly undone. In six
    months, during the Emperor's scheduled tour, planet-side operations will be
    terminated, as will all planet-side assets. As for you, Captain, your career will
    have taken on a very promising future."

    "Sir, thank you, sir!"

    "Dismissed, Captain."

    Harry left the executive level of the headquarters building and stalked on stiff
    legs to his quarters, only to have his security card beep at him that his quarters
    had been reassigned, and his personal effects moved by the droid housekeeping
    services. He followed the instructions to a different dormitory that featured a much
    larger studio apartment with a balcony looking over the terraced grass compound, a
    larger kitchen area and a double bed. Holdig's things were already sitting at the
    foot of the bed.

    Ignoring the trappings of his success, Harry collapsed on the edge of his bed and
    stared at his hands.

    Six months, and they would all die. "What am I going to do now?"

    ~~Revenge~~
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    With a sense of urgency he not felt since the hunt for the Horcruxes, Harry took
    over the whole ground production operation. While he'd never worked with the numbers
    like he had now, his experience as a Ministry department head and ICW mage general
    gave him sufficient experience in how to organize and lead.

    The first step was to remove any obstacles that could endanger the mission. With a
    cold brutality fuelled by a deep, burning anger he could not shake, he Apparated from
    refinery droid to refinery droid, often taking Shewtalla along to speak to the other
    Wookiees while he killed the young, inexperienced officers who were placed in command
    of the droids.

    He did the same to the cadre of Stormtroopers assigned as security for each droid,
    removing them unit by unit as he called them up to the command deck. He was still
    astonished that all the troopers carried the same face.

    "They are clones from the Clone Wars," Shewtalla explained when he
    finally asked about it. "The original generations of clones are too old for front
    line duty, so the Emperor puts them on worlds like this. They are worked until they
    die because they are conditioned to do nothing else. They cannot be returned to
    society because they were never a part of it."

    While their circumstances were unfortunate, Harry didn't let it stop him from
    killing them all. He knew that, being clones, if any of the originals saw any of his
    imposters, they would sound the alarm immediately.

    The only way it would work was to eliminate the entire storm trooper population.
    The troopers were housed together, segregated from officers, and were required to
    wear their helmets at all times outside of their barracks. Any off time they enjoyed
    was in their own dedicated barracks.

    So on that first day, with the help of the Wookiees, Harry apparated to each of
    the remaining droids and killed the troopers there. He stunned or paralyzed them
    en masse, had the Wookiees help strip them of their armor, and disposed of
    the bodies in the maw of the massive droids. This meant he had to work non-stop
    through the night shifts too. The stormtroopers, being older veterans who themselves
    were considered disposable now, stayed with the same shifts of slaves out of sheer
    laziness on the part of General Bast.

    If they had rotated their men at least one, it wouldn't have worked. However,
    after one seemingly endless day that had Harry killing more men than in all the other
    fights in his life combined, he managed to wipe out the entire Clone population of
    Despayre and replaced them by terrified, but also exultant slaves.

    This entire time, he had the Wookies processing slaves through the neural
    conditions in the hopes that he could at least make the replacements in Stormtrooper
    armor look like they knew what they were doing. He found one more magical in his dorm
    that could perform wandless magic, being a former Unspeakable who, like Harry, was
    captured fighting the Imperials when they invaded. With that help, they started
    handing out Confundus charms like they were candy, doing everything they
    could to make sure no one realized what was happening to the planet's clone
    population.

    The problem they soon had to grapple with was what to do with the majority of the
    slaves themselves. It was difficult to inform almost forty thousand slaves in five
    huge dormitories what was happening, only to then ask them to continue to live like
    animals. He talked it over with those he had already freed, and though it pained all
    of them, they agreed it would be safer not to inform all the slaves of what was
    happening. Instead, they continued to replace the Imperials in a piecemeal fashion,
    until they could move safely about their greater mission.

    While they couldn't immediately take all the slaves out of the dorms, they did
    restructure the work into shifts to give the slaves more rest and water during the
    day while maintaining sufficient staffing to ensure production continued. Any drop in
    production risked inquiries into how Harry was handling things, and that would be a
    complete disaster.

    Over all, though, it was Nadists' terrible deadline that kept him up at night.

    Within two months of assuming command of the planet-side operations, Harry had all
    two thousand troopers replaced with his people. The neural conditioner had a program
    on Stormtrooper protocol that he used with abandon to give his false troopers as much
    authenticity as possible in case Colonel Nadist or General Bast toured his operation.
    As terrifying as those months were (when Clones were missing but he hadn't replaced
    everyone with a conditioned former slave yet) when they reached the point where every
    trooper was replaced Harry let himself relax ever so slightly.

    But the Imperial officers were busy preparing for the termination of the
    ground-side operation, and so as long as production continued, they did not care what
    Harry did. He knew that the entire defense of Despayre and the Death Star was
    designed in keeping threats out. In that regard, they were successful. Harry knew
    from Holdig's memories the Rebellion had attacked several times and were repulsed
    with each attempt. What the Empire did not prepare for—could not have imagined, in
    fact—was primitive slaves rising up as a threat from without their own compound.

    In the evenings, alone in his quarters, Harry pored over every scrap of
    information he had access to with the glamoured witches and wizards who had assumed
    the roles of the dead junior officers to try and figure out how to evacuate
    forty-thousand slaves before they were all slaughtered.

    "We've been running those neural chairs non-stop since we started this," Moreau,
    the former French Auror, said during one of their daily meetings. "And we've only
    managed to replace the Stormtroopers. There's no way we could get our whole dorm
    conditioned, much less all the slaves in all the dorms."

    "Why couldn't we just get a ship?" David Oliphant asked. The young Englishman was
    one of the first to step into the role of a now deceased lieutenant, just like Harry
    did with Holdig.

    "Because there is no ship traffic to the surface at all," Harry said, having
    already researched the problem extensively. "Any ship attempting to reach the surface
    is fired on. There are two star destroyers in orbit at all times to guard the
    operation. Evidently the Empire has insurrections of their own they have to guard
    against."

    "Those ships in orbit, are they like the ships that attacked Earth?" David
    asked.

    Harry nodded darkly. "What about Portkeys? Could we rig the dorms as
    Portkeys?"

    Darrin Montclaire, the Unspeakable Harry previously found, snorted dismissively.
    "It would take dozens of wizards of your power to charge something as large as a dorm
    to be a Portkey, and we don't even have wands. No, whatever means we use to move
    these people, it must be through technology. There are not enough wands to use
    magic."

    Harry was experienced enough to accept the Unspeakable's hard truth at face value.
    He knew enough to do his job, but never claimed to be an expert on all magic.

    "What about the Skyhook?" Melissa Wood asked timidly. "Could we escape on
    that?"

    "Some of us," Harry said darkly. "The people we have in Stormtrooper armour, and
    ourselves. But they are guarding that thing pretty closely within every EM spectrum.
    Disillusionment charms would not work."

    "It would be something, at least," Katherine Finch-Fletchley said. "At least some
    of us would be safe. Maybe we could use our people to take over one of those big
    ships."

    Harry shook his head. "Each star destroyer carries almost three thousand troopers
    on board. They could carry as many as ten if they had to. Even if our people have
    gone through the neural conditioner, that doesn't make them physically conditioned or
    skilled enough to fight. No, we're going to have to figure something else out.
    Somehow, we have to get onto that station. It may require a more direct approach on
    my part."

    "What do you mean?" Kaufman asked.

    Harry smiled at them and then disappeared. They stared in surprise a moment before
    Harry reappeared. "It's a long story, but somehow I have a very good invisibility
    cloak on hand. It's the only magical artefact that can fool their sensor technology.
    I can't use it to hide lots of people, but if I can make it into the controls of the
    skyhook, I might be able to bring our people up."

    "It's risky."

    "I just don't see any alternative," Harry said. "And it's going to have to happen
    at the last minute, too."

    He looked around, and the others nodded. With no other better ideas, they started
    working on their plans.

    ~~Revenge~~
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    It was not possible for Harry to order forty-thousand conscript uniforms without
    attracting undue attention. So, when Harry was positive that Nadist's and General
    Bast's attention was firmly set on the Death Star, he and his growing body of
    conditioned Earthlings gave up all pretence of being slaves and began to openly
    recruit from the dorms. He couldn't help their living conditions, but he could
    finally tell the Earthlings that there was the light of hope in the near future.

    The Earthlings, having gone so long without any hope, clung to this new light
    desperately and did not argue with the orders. The refineries had to keep working at
    full schedule, but now some slaves remained behind in the dorms every day so that the
    neural conditioning went non-stop, day in and day-out.

    Harry did manage to obtain a few dozen conscript uniforms. He brought them to the
    main dorm, and at night transfigured the orange jumpsuits to look like the grey and
    white conscript uniforms. It was exhausting work, and only a handful of the magicals
    they found in the other dorms were capable enough with wandless casting to be of any
    help. But still, it was their only hope.

    Production continued, only now the former slaves oversaw everything themselves,
    working hand-in-hand with the Wookiees, who thought the entire affair was
    entertaining.

    The days wound down, and soon the Imperial compound became a ghost town as most of
    the staff relocated to the station. Nadist was the last ranking officer to leave.

    "Two weeks, Holdig," the colonel said to Harry the day he was to take the skyhook
    up. "You've done remarkable work. I've already nominated you for a commendation. All
    production is to cease in twelve days' time. The final evacuation of personnel will
    occur on the thirteenth day, and on the fourteen day Grand Moff Tarkin has scheduled
    a test firing of the primary weapon on Despayre itself, so make sure you don't leave
    anything behind."

    "I won't, sir. Thank you for all your help."

    Nadist saluted and dismissed Harry, who walked calmly back to his quarters before
    collapsing on his bed. "Shite!" he muttered. "We're going to have to take the
    Wookiees too."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    On the last day of formal production, after the quotas were met, Harry ordered all
    the droids shut down. The giant monsters had lived well beyond their senescence date
    and would not be transported off planet, since the cost of doing so would come close
    to the cost of the units themselves. All the slaves were gathered in their vehicles
    and transported back to their dorms.

    They went through the feeding and showering lines of their own volition, as they
    had since Harry recruited them all into the mission, and then dressed in their
    transfigured conscript uniforms as they shuffled into their beds. Once settled in,
    Harry opened the intercom system not just in his original dorm, but in all five.

    "Ladies and gentlemen, this is Harry Potter. As you now know, the Imperials plan
    on killing us all rather than letting us return to our planet. Today was our last day
    of work. Tomorrow, the Imperials will evacuate the last of their people, and the day
    after they will destroy the whole planet. We are not going to be on it when they do.
    Right now, the Imperial Compound is almost empty. Our people are going to begin
    escorting you on foot into the compound, where you will spend the night in now empty
    dormitories. It is going to be a very tight fit, but we have to do this now.
    So, Dormitory One, please begin lining up at the front door and follow the
    instructions of your guides. Be quick, but do not rush or panic. The Wookiees will
    also be coming with us."

    Harry led the very first line of his fellow Earthlings toward the compound. They
    went through the Stormtrooper entrance after Harry deactivated all the security
    sensors that lined their path. The fit in the now empty dormitories that once housed
    the planet's compliments of troopers and infantry was indeed tight, but no one
    complained.

    The process continued throughout the night, until all forty thousand slaves had
    left the dorms and were now packed into two large buildings meant to house Imperial
    soldiers, Stormtroopers and enlisted personnel. The Wookiees stayed in the now empty
    vehicle pool, crowded together as tightly as the humans, if not more.

    The next morning at dawn, Harry as the ranking officer oversaw the last Imperials
    leaving the planet. Most were base personnel who had never been near the refinery
    droids and were in charge mainly of making sure no important data was left behind.
    Harry walked with them toward the massive skyhook pod, oddly excited to finally get
    to ride it.

    The skyhook was the actual realization of a science fiction idea first proposed on
    Earth by Ray Bradbury. It was in essence a space lift designed to carry raw materials
    from the surface to the station overhead. It had an astonishing load capacity, as
    witnessed by the hundreds of tons of quadranium plates that were already loaded onto
    it from the last days of the droid refineries. The fifty or so personnel who were
    left all boarded with Harry, and moments later they shot skyward.

    The door to the pod, which could almost have held a refinery droid, swung closed
    with a ponderous whine and then the boom and hiss of the seal. The whole door was
    composed of transparisteel so Harry was able to watch as they began to rise into the
    air. He felt only a momentary dizziness as the skyhook shot them higher and higher at
    speeds inconceivable on Earth. Soon they could see the curvature of the planet itself
    before the horizon became lined in black, followed by the twinkling blackness of
    space itself. At first Harry thought the twinkling was from stars, but then realized
    it was actually debris from construction that had formed a thick ring around the
    planet.

    Some pieces impacted the elevator with loud, even deafening thuds, but nothing
    broke through. Soon they saw a new inverted horizon opposite that they just left. The
    entire car began to rotate slowly, spinning the view until they no longer headed up
    away from Despayre, but rather down toward the Death Star surface, which looked grey,
    lifeless and cold. Nor was it finished. The sky lift continued directly into the
    girder exoskeleton of the station until the lift passed by the fitted front of a
    large, well-lit receiving bay crawling with hundreds of workers and droids.

    The moment the pod bay opened, massive droid lifters reached in to begin hauling
    away the plating. Harry followed the personnel out until they came to a security
    station that blocked off part of the receiving bay. Harry waited until all others
    were gone before he stepped up to the kiosk. A bored lieutenant sat behind the desk.
    "Is that it, then?" the man asked, thinking Harry was Captain Holdig.

    "No, we have quite the load of conscripts coming," Harry said. Before the man
    could protest, Harry cast a wandless, silent Imperio.

    "Oh," the man said, eyes widening as the magic took over. "So we do. It's not in
    the system, though. What should I do?"

    "Enter it into the system, please. By order of General Bast—you spoke to him
    personally. We'll need quarters for them as well, humans and Wookiees."

    "Very well, sir."

    "Where is the skyhook control room?"

    The ensorcelled lieutenant pointed out the window looking over the cavernous
    receiving bay. Harry narrowed his eyes, cloaked himself in invisibility, and then
    Apparated to just inside the window he saw.

    No one knew he was there, and with a few silently cast spells, the skyhook was
    soaring back down to the surface to pick up the conscripts. A quick glance out the
    window toward the security checkpoint revealed another officer talking loudly to the
    one Harry ensorcelled. He Apparated right behind the new man and cast yet another
    Imperius curse, stretching even his magic in the process. To hold so many
    under the curse would have been a challenge even for Voldemort, and Harry found
    himself sweating with the effort. However, with the senior shift officer under his
    control, the new orders were entered into the system to account for the introduction
    of forty thousand new conscripts and the twenty thousand Wookiees who remained on the
    surface.

    It felt like Harry didn't breathe at all until an hour later, when the massive pod
    slid smoothly down into the receiving bed and began to disgorge thousands of
    "conscripts" with their Stormtrooper guards.

    Harry could actually see his first selected people among the conscripts,
    impersonating junior offices supposedly in charge of the workers. Among them was
    young Melissa Wood, Oliver Wood's oldest daughter, and the French Auror he served
    with on the continent, Martha Moreau.

    They walked calmly toward the security kiosk and the two ensorcelled officers who
    would admit them into the greater portion of the station. As they approached the
    security checkpoint, though, something began to gnaw at Harry's perceptions. He
    searched the receiving bay, desperately looking for a threat, but he didn't see
    anything.

    Then it hit him. He didn't see anything, or anyone! In the hour
    the pod had taken to descend to the surface and return, the entire busy receiving bay
    had been emptied. His instincts screamed at him that something was terribly wrong,
    and those instincts were proven right before Harry could even act.

    It began with a sudden wind that in a second became a raging maelstrom. The pod
    suddenly ripped up and out of the bay, still wide open and half-packed with Harry's
    people, and shot into open space in the suddenly depressurized bay. Harry was about
    to Apparate down to cast a shield that might hopefully slow the loss of atmosphere
    when the door opened behind him and Stormtroopers came pouring in, firing
    indiscriminately. He shrouded himself with invisibility, Apparated to one side of the
    room, and then the other, while the dozen troopers rushed in. Once they were in,
    Harry stepped outside and sent his most powerful blasting curse at the windows that
    overlooked the bay.

    The wall blew out, sucking the Stormtroopers out into the suddenly depressurized
    bay in the process.

    Harry disappeared in a swirl of magic and appeared on the floor of the bay, only
    to be pulled toward the gaping maw himself. Around him, terrified people screamed in
    horror. With all his magic, Harry shouted out a shielding charm directed at the bay
    door.

    The drain was shocking—Harry could actually feel his magical core depleting—but
    the sudden depressurization stopped. People fell back to the floor around him, still
    screaming. "Get to the security kiosk!" he shouted to them. "Go, this won't
    hold!"

    People knew him enough by this time to obey and started running wholesale toward
    the kiosk. Harry, using every ounce of his magic to hold the terrible vacuum of space
    at bay over the hugely wide bay opening, could only stand and watch as a massive
    black wall slid up from the floor, cutting the kiosk off from the bay. The wall rose
    all the way to the ceiling of the bay.

    Across the wall, at various points, slits opened up to reveal large e-web
    automated anti-personnel laser cannons. Harry did not even have a voice to scream as
    the weapons opened fire with the deadly efficiency he had come to hate so much in his
    captors. The last to stand were the magicals, who through concerted wandless or
    accidental magic, managed to shield themselves for the first few hits.

    Melissa Wood turned and stared at Harry, eyes wide with terror. Harry wished
    desperately that his eyes were as bad as they were before he absorbed the Hallows
    into his magic, because he did not want to see the sacrilege the laser blast
    committed to her body when it broke through her accidental magical shield.

    He did not want to see the magic and life bleed out of Oliver Wood's little girl,
    who was so awed to meet the Harry Potter she cried that first meeting, so
    many years ago. Albert Kauffman, Katherine Finch-Fletchley, Martha Moreau…one by one
    they fell, until the only person left standing in the receiving bay was a magically
    exhausted Harry Potter.

    Realizing how complete he had failed, Harry let his shield go, fully prepared to
    be sucked out into the blackness. However, when nothing happened, his trembling knees
    gave out and deposited him on the floor of the empty bay.

    "Tell us the story again, Daddy!" Lily asked.

    Harry closed his eyes as his little girl's voice echoed in his mind. He did not
    see, nor even care about, the blue bolt that struck him down into the darkness.

    

    sp

    sp
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    5. The Prisoner
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    Chapter Five: The Prisoner

    "Oh Harry, they're hurting you."

    Harry could not see her, but he recognized the voice as he would recognize his
    own. It was his Ginny speaking to him. If he were not the Master of Death, he might
    think he was hallucinating her voice as a result of the torture he was currently
    undergoing.

    Of course, being the Master of Death did not mean he wasn't
    hallucinating, only that there was the real possibility that it actually was the soul
    of his dead wife talking to him. God, how he wished he could see her and touch
    her.

    The Imperials were hurting him. Though he could not see any of it for some reason,
    he knew they had his body strapped to a gurney that they could lower face-down onto
    something that hurt. He could not tell what it was, only that the pain was similar to
    the Cruciatus. It was not the pain of physical damage, but rather felt like
    direct nerve stimulation. They weren't even really asking questions, they were just
    torturing him.

    I miss you, he thought to his wife, even as he screamed aloud. Some tough
    men thought they had to stay silent during torture, but Harry knew that silence meant
    nothing. Screaming was a release; an exercise in survival. So Harry let the screams
    come without hesitation. Meanwhile nestled deep within the folds of his Occlumency,
    he spoke to his dead wife.

    "You know I'll always be with you," Ginny told him. "The kids aren't
    alone, I promise."

    Harry was already crying from the pain, so what did a few more tears matter?
    I'm going to get them, Ginny. If it's the last thing I do, I'm going to get the
    bastards who hurt you.

    "Harry, don't be a prat," she said, sadness colouring her voice. "If
    you want to remember us, then live and remember us. Protect the living.
    That's what you've always done. Protect the living and honour the dead. Be strong,
    love. Be strong and live for us."

    Ginny, wait! Don't go!

    "He's ready," a harsh voice said in Basic.

    Harry felt rough hands grab his arms and yank him off the table. He could not see,
    but he could feel easily enough and struck out with magic at the man on the right.
    His efforts earned him a sharp, agonizing blow to the stomach. The pain was so
    intense he barely felt the needle thrust into his neck.

    He did feel the icy cold creep of the drugs in his veins as the rough hands let
    him fall to the floor. The drug made his whole body feel heavy, so heavy not even his
    magic responded. He wished he could see—they must have blindfolded him. He wanted to
    see because the air grew colder, and he heard a strange new sound enter his
    space.

    Hoooo-burr. Hooo-burr.

    "Why can't I see?" Harry's voice shocked even him; it was so reedy and strained
    from his screams.

    "You have been fitted with optic inhibitors," a deep, mechanical basso voice said.
    "Your demonstration of power just now has proven the Emperor's wisdom. He sensed your
    efforts from across the galaxy, and your power. You kill with a touch."

    "Who are you?"

    "It is I who will ask the questions." When the man did not speak, there was the
    interminable hooo-burr sound, like an old Muggle iron lung. "What did you do
    with the clones whose armour your slaves wore?"

    Harry gritted his teeth and said nothing. He felt a sudden, shocking strike
    against his Occlumency barriers. It was as strong as anything Voldemort or
    Snape could do. If not for his experience and own skill, the attack would have easily
    broken through.

    The monster continued speaking as if nothing had happened. "How did you obtain the
    conscript uniforms? How did you assume Daroon Holdig's identity? Where is Lieutenant
    Holdig?"

    "Ask your mother, you bloody tosspot," Harry snapped.

    The only thing worse than being back-handed by a large, powerful man was not being
    able to see it coming. The blow made the darkness flash white for just an instant,
    and Harry felt himself slamming against a hard, cold metallic wall.

    "There is no question of whether you will answer or not," the deep-voiced man
    said. Harry struggled to get an image of him, and for some reason kept thinking of
    the bad guy from the first Conan movie—the one that really launched Arnold
    Schwarzenegger's career. "The only question is how much pain you will feel before you
    do so."

    "Bring it on, Thulsa Doom," Harry whispered around the blood in his mouth.

    And so the figure, whom Harry named Thulsa Doom in his head, did just that.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry learned a lot from the questions he was asked. He did not count days, but
    rather torture and interrogation sessions, which always went hand in hand. He was
    aware occasionally of being fed and watered, but those instances blurred. All that
    mattered was the torture and interrogation. Nor were the sessions always conducted by
    Thulsa Doom.

    His fourth or fifth (he couldn't remember) session was handled by an extremely
    informative interrogator who sounded like he was in his twenties or thirties. It was
    from this interrogator that Harry learned that not only did the Empire not know who
    he was, but they had lost the Earth entirely!

    Was Harry or his people connected with the destruction of the Imperial Star
    Destroyer Undauntable? How did he discover Admiral Helaw was the man who
    discovered Earth? Why did Admiral Helaw fail to divulge the coordinates of the world
    to Governor Tarkin? Why did Admiral Helaw slave the navigation units of the other
    ships in his command rather than simply provide them the coordinates? Was Helaw
    working in conjunction with the Rebels? Did the Rebels target the
    Undauntable because of his actions against Earth? Did Harry?

    Those questions held back the tide of hopelessness that had been slowly creeping
    through Harry's soul. He learned that the attack on Earth was commanded by an admiral
    named Helaw who was now dead, along with his ship, and all the computers that held
    earth's coordinates. Which meant, at least for a while, any survivors on Earth, if
    there were any, were still safe That spark of hope was enough to sustain him.

    The torture ran the gamut, of course. From deprivation, to physical beatings, to
    psychological torture and drugs, they worked him over repeatedly. All of it was made
    worse by Harry's blindness. But he said nothing to them other than to insult them and
    took the beatings in stride. Whatever happened to him, his people were safe. In
    Harry's mind, he had nothing left to lose.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Without vision, there was no way for Harry to track time magically. The
    Tempus spell was visual, after all, and while Harry was adept at using and
    learning spells, creating them was always Hermione's bailiwick. He could not make a
    spell that would speak the time. However, it felt like he was in his cell, undergoing
    daily interrogations, for months at least.

    Things did not change, however, until he got a neighbour.

    It was part of the general philosophy of the Empire that all the cells ordinarily
    have a common air circulation system. That way, if a riot required the central
    command desk to gas everyone, they could do so with greater efficiency.

    Harry could not see his neighbour at all even if his eyes worked, but he could
    hear her clearly through the vents as she wept. It was not the weeping of a
    frightened girl, though. It was the crying of loss and rage in equal parts. It was an
    expression of what Harry himself felt so acutely, even if he could no longer cry
    aloud.

    He wanted to say something, but he knew there was nothing he could say that would
    make it better for her, and in fact it would be seen as an intrusion to her privacy
    at best. So instead he lay on his cot and listened to the girl cry in rage and loss
    until he went to sleep.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    When the door next opened, Harry thought and even expected to begin his day's
    torture and interrogation. However, the footsteps were too muffled to have come from
    his cell. Suddenly the voice of Thulsa Doom rang through the vent that connected
    Harry's cell to his neighbours'.

    "And now, Your Highness, we will discuss the location of your hidden Rebel base."
    Accompanying the mechanical basso voice was the familiar, bitter hum and beeping of
    one of the many interrogation droids the Imperials used.

    Harry strained despite not being able to do anything about it, until he heard the
    first whimper of pain, followed by a moan, and then a scream as the full torture
    session began. After a while, Harry stopped straining to hear, and instead covered
    his ears, flashing back to that terrible day in the Malfoy's basement, where he and
    Ron were forced to listen as Bellatrix tortured Hermione.

    With all his might, Harry wished he could do something about it. Harry could
    accept pain and torture—his tolerance was beyond that of most because of his personal
    circumstances and his fate as a child. But his tolerance of others in pain was nil.
    What he could handle with resolve shattered him when applied to another. Though he
    did not immediately realize it, his magic responded in the only way it could. Not all
    at once, of course, but it definitely responded.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    His neighbour the princess underwent two more long, gruelling torture sessions
    that made Harry curl up on his cot and weep in helpless, impotent frustration. On the
    third day, though, he heard the girl break.

    There was no torture session, nor screams of agony. In fact, from what he could
    hear Thulsa Doom simply came in and led her out. Harry did hear a deep, reverberating
    thrum under his feet, but nothing to indicate what it was.

    But when the girl returned, she wailed with the despair of one utterly without
    hope. In his mind, he saw her fall to her knees as she cried, and he knew in that
    instance that she had broken. Even if she never told them whatever it was they wanted
    to know, a part of the princess's soul had broken. Harry felt a surge of rage at the
    monsters that would break a girl who was strong enough to go through so much torture,
    and with a sudden, almost audible snap and a sharp stabbing pain behind his
    eyes, Harry could see.

    And a moment later, he appeared with a pop in a cell identical to his, but already
    occupied. His newly restored sight showed him a slim petite figure all in white,
    splayed out over the floor with her face cradled in her hands. Her wails had eased
    into a deep, despairing grief, but still she wept.

    Harry stood frozen a moment, surprised not only by a blind apparition, but that
    his magic would bring him to her. Slowly, since his body was still stiff and sore
    from his torture sessions, Harry sank down onto the floor and studied the girl who
    was so lost in her own loss she did not even realize he was there.

    Not, that is, until he spoke. "What did they do?"

    Her response was instant. She stopped crying, scrambled in a crab-walk to the back
    wall, and glared with red, tear-streaked eyes. "Haven't you done enough!" she
    hissed.

    "What did they do to break you?" Harry asked again. The need to know what they did
    to this girl overrode any other concern. "They tortured you for days, but that only
    hurt you. But what they did today, it broke you."

    "I am not broken!" she said indignantly, even as she wiped her nose with the back
    of her hand. "I told them nothing!"

    "You may have kept your silence, but you did break," Harry said. "I know I did,
    when they killed my family. What did they do to you?"

    "It's a trick. You're just another informer."

    "WHAT DID THEY DO?" Harry screamed.

    The girl winced but did not shy away in fear. "They destroyed Alderaan. With a
    single shot, they murdered four billion innocent people."

    Unspoken in her words was the message, And everything and everyone I
    loved.

    "Was it Tarkin?" he asked.

    The girl nodded. "Who are you?"

    "My name is Harry Potter," he said. "And once upon a time I had a wife and kids,
    and dear friends who were my family. After a bitter life of fighting, I'd found
    peace, love and happiness. Tarkin took it all away because he burned through the
    prisoners on Despayre too fast and needed more workers. So they sent ships to my
    world—we'd never even made it past our own moon. We wondered if we were alone in the
    Universe, and the day we found out we weren't was the day Tarkin's star destroyers
    burned our cities to the ground, stole our people by the tens of thousands, and
    killed everything, and everyone, I'd ever loved."

    "You're too young to have a family," she finally said.

    "And you're too young to have your soul broken," he whispered back.

    She bowed her head. "Leia. My name is Leia."

    "Leia. Are we aboard the Death Star?"

    "Yes."

    "And Tarkin is here?"

    She nodded mutely.

    "If I got us out of this room, could you show me where?"

    "Why?"

    "Because I'm going to kill him," Harry said. "I'm not going to torture him or
    vandalize his body. I'm going to kill him quickly because the Universe can't abide to
    let monsters like him survive."

    "He's surrounded by soldiers, and Darth Vader is always by his side. You'd never
    make it."

    "I'll admit we probably won't make it off the station," Harry said. "But we could
    reach Tarkin. It would only take a moment to kill him."

    The princess pulled her knees up to her chin and wrapped her arms around them.
    "It's a cruel trick, you know. Torture, and them murdering my home world. And now I'm
    supposed to believe you? What do you expect to gain? I'll not tell you anything…"

    Harry held out a hand and summoned a bluebell flame. She stared at it with wide
    eyes.

    "On my world, there is a small subset of the population that could use magic. The
    Wookiees on Despayre said I was a Jedi, but I don't think I am. I have the gift of
    magic. I can change our appearance—I can force other men's wills to my own, or remove
    any memories they have of us. I can force that door open, stun all the men guarding
    us, and then remove their memories of the escape so they never know we were gone.
    That should give us enough time to get to Tarkin."

    "And then what?" she asked. "If you're so powerful, why haven't you already done
    it? And if you do kill Tarkin, do you think the Empire will just stop because you
    killed one Moff? The Death Star will still be around to destroy worlds. The Emperor
    will still be around to oppress the galaxy. What will killing Tarkin do?"

    "It will be one less monster in the universe," Harry said. "They fitted me with
    optic inhibitors. I can't really use my magic if I can't see. But finally I was able
    to break the inhibitors."

    "Why?" she demanded.

    "Because of you."

    For the longest time she simply stared at him, but in her brown eyes, which were a
    shade darker than Ginny's, he could see her mind working furiously, weighing the
    odds, the costs and the potential benefits. Finally, she said. "Okay. Why not? I have
    nothing else to lose."

    "Good. Help me up, will you?'

    Her eyes bulged. "You just bragged about all you can do, and you need help to
    stand?"

    "I've been here for longer than you, and they've been working on me just as hard.
    I'm sore," Harry whined.

    With a roll of her eyes Leia stood and pulled him with effort to his feet. Once
    standing, he was surprised at how short she was. Harry himself was five ten, and yet
    he stood a good nine inches taller. Having been married to a woman who was as tall as
    he was without heels, it was an interesting experience. For some reason, it made him
    feel more protective.

    "What?" she snapped.

    "You're short."

    She stared, mouth agape, for a second. Finally she said, "Has the torture driven
    you insane, or are you just stupid?"

    Unable to stop the grin, Harry said, "A bit of both, more as like. How thick is
    this door, do you know?"

    "Why?"

    "They put an optic inhibitor in me," Harry explained again. "I only just now got
    my sight back. I have no idea where we are or how thick the doors are. I only got in
    here because of your voice."

    "It's perhaps a foot thick. Outside is a raised walkway, perhaps three feet above
    the floor in here."

    Harry smiled, wrapped an arm around her waist, and Apparated eight feet forward
    and three feet up.

    The two appeared in a narrow hall atop a raised grate between heavy metal doors.
    At the far end Harry glimpsed a larger open area, and with that visual confirmation,
    Apparated them again to it. He and the stunned princess appeared in a large, round
    room filled with half a dozen men in dark grey or black uniforms. Before any of the
    startled Imperials could bring their weapons to bear, he cast a broad-area stunning
    spell used by Aurors to quell riots.

    It got everyone, including the Princess.

    He cast a silent Ennervate on her and watched as she blinked awake,
    rolled onto her side, and then threw up. "Sorry about that," he said. "Most people
    feel pretty bad after their first Apparition."

    When he was sure she was done, he vanished the mess. She scrambled to her feet,
    staring at him with wide brown eyes. "What are you? Jedi can't…do whatever it was you
    just did!"

    "It's called apparition, a form of magical teleportation," Harry explained. "And I
    told you, I'm not a Jedi. I'm a wizard."

    "Are there…are there others who can do that?" She looked around at the stunned men
    on the floor.

    "Several million, though I was probably better than most," Harry said. Then he
    added, "Assuming they survived Tarkin's culling. So, you know where Tarkin is?"

    "Wait, there were men captured with me. I need to know if they're still alive."
    She pushed past Harry, already over her shock at his abilities, as she reached the
    computer console and started paging through records.

    He could tell the news wasn't good just by how her narrow shoulders sloped. "Dead,
    all dead," she whispered. "Vader ordered them all tortured to death. There were two
    hundred men on my ship."

    "I'm sorry," Harry said simply.

    She turned her expression setting into one of resolve on par with anything he'd
    ever seen before. "I can get you to Tarkin, but you're going to have to make sure
    they can't find us."

    Harry levitated the stunned men to the centre of the floor and then
    Obliviated them. "Come here," he said, motioning.

    She came to his side, hesitating only a moment, before she allowed him to pull her
    close. From the centre of his magical core, he wished for his cloak, and just as he
    and the princess disappeared, he enervated the Imperials.

    Leia stiffened as the Imperials stood, shook off the effects of both the stunners
    and the Obliviation, and went about their jobs with no clue that Harry and
    Leia stood in their midst. With a nudge of magic, Harry made one of the officers
    behind the desk straighten and open the door out of the detention centre; the two
    escapees slipped past him easily.

    Blinking in confusion, the Imperial went back to what he was doing and let the
    door close.

    "How did you do that?" Leia whispered. She was clinging to his side with a tight
    grip. "Why can't they see us?"

    "Because we're invisible," Harry whispered back. "Where to?"

    "The over bridge probably requires security access," she said. "So we need to find
    an officer of sufficient rank to get us in."

    And then a general stepped out of the nearest turbolift. "Cassio Tagge," Leia
    whispered. "Our sources say he's an executive officer. He'll do."

    The man was obviously walking toward the detention centre Harry and Leia just
    vacated, probably to question the Princess further, but Harry stopped that. A quick,
    silent Imperius curse brought the man to a sudden stop. At Harry's urging he
    turned around and started back to the turbolift, and the two escapees followed right
    on his heels.

    "What's happening?" Leia whispered.

    "I have him under control," Harry said in a normal tone of voice. Through the
    marvel of Imperial Engineering, the turbolift travelled through a vacuum tube at
    incredible speed, traveling dozens of kilometres in just seconds, until it came to a
    stop.

    "Authorization required beyond this point," a mechanical male voice said.

    "Authorization Tagge, Cassio, Aleph Deltiria."

    "Acknowledged, General." The door opened, and Harry and Leia followed Tagge onto
    the Over Bridge of the Death Star. Beside him, Harry felt Leia stiffen noticeable and
    he saw why immediately.

    Through the massive view screen that dominated one wall of the over bridge, he
    could see a still cooling and expanding gas cloud that had once been her world. With
    the utter destruction of the planet, there was not sufficient gravity remaining for
    the material to re-accrete. "For them too," Harry whispered to her, hugging her
    tight.

    "General Tagge, has the princess already been executed?" an old, wiry man with
    gaunt features and thin hair said in a clipped, precise tone.

    The general stopped mid-step and blinked in confusion. "Excuse me, Moff Tarkin?
    What do you mean?"

    Tarkin.

    Harry let his cloak drop. "Forgive the general, Tarkin. He wasn't himself."

    Tarkin turned and stared at the interlopers. He did not appear to recognize Harry,
    but his eyes widened in surprise at the princess. "Princess Leia, as much as I look
    forward to your execution, you most certainly did not have to come here to let me see
    it in person."

    "Leia isn't the one who is going to die today, Tarkin," Harry said.

    Around the bridge, security officers with oversized helmets and black uniforms
    brought blaster rifles to bear. Tarkin, though, ignored them, and said coolly, "Oh,
    and who might you be?"

    "My name is Harry Potter. You killed my family; prepare to die." It was
    Ginny's favourite Muggle film,he thought to himself.

    "How droll. Guards, kill them both."

    Suddenly the over bridge erupted in fire, but not the kind Tarkin anticipated.
    Harry swung his arm and hand in a circle, and suddenly a whip of fire a foot thick
    lashed out in a circle that encompassed Tarkin, Tagge, Leia and himself, but cut off
    the rest of the bridge. Those guards who tried to rush the fire screamed as the
    living flame consumed them.

    Tarkin lost his distracted smirk. "What is this?" he demanded.

    Harry, though, let the flame go to continue circling them and pulled on the
    Hallows within his magic. The air between he and Tarkin shimmered, and suddenly four
    people stood where before was nothing. Beside him, Leia shivered, as if sensing on a
    fundamental level that she was in the presence of death.

    "Harry, what are you doing?" the shade of Ginny asked.

    "I want you to see who killed you, Ginny," Harry told her. "I want you to know
    that I've avenged you."

    She shook her head sadly, while holding the grown children around her. "We are
    beyond vengeance, Harry. What you do, you do for yourself."

    "Then for myself," Harry said. Beyond them, he saw horror on Tarkin's face as he
    too felt himself in the presence of something beyond life.

    Harry struck the Moff with his most powerful entrails-expelling curse. Tarkin's
    face paled and he made several gagging sounds before he regurgitated his own stomach
    and intestines all over the floor at his feet. He fell dead seconds later. Tagge
    jumped at Harry, only to be banished back into the flame whip.

    "Daddy," the beautiful teen-aged girl said, "don't let the anger make
    you a monster too. Please don't."

    "I'll try, baby girl," Harry told her with tears in his eyes.

    The shades faded, though, when a real monster strode into the charred, shocked
    over bridge. "What is happening here?" Darth Vader demanded with the voice of doom.
    Thulsa Doom, to be precise.
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    Chapter Six: The Voice of Doom

    [Note: Since my betas didn't get the reference, there's a good chance many of
    you won't either. Several of the characters in this chapter are derived from the
    novel Death Star by Michael Reaves and Steve Perry. This is
    the last section that bears any resemblance to Lord of Light Dark, but only because I
    reference the same source material in both.]

    The fire whip around them flared as a massive wind struck and then blew it out
    entirely. Harry blinked in surprise at the demonstration of power—the first he'd seen
    since he arrived in the larger galaxy. Darth Vader dropped his hand and strode toward
    Harry and the Princess.

    "And so the magician shows his power at last," the dark figure said. The word
    'magician' dripped with contempt. "The Emperor considered killing you many times, but
    he was curious how you managed to replace two thousand clones with your pitiful
    slaves."

    "I told them your mother was offering group rates, so they all went running,"
    Harry snapped back.

    Leia turned and stared at Harry, incredulous, while Darth Vader missed a step.
    "What did you say?"

    "I called your mother a whore," Harry said. "Which makes you the son of a whore."
    Sotto voce, he said to Leia, "Prepare to run."

    "You have spelled your own death, arrogant fool," Vader snarled. He grabbed a
    cylinder from his belt and from its end came a scintillating beam of red energy.
    Suddenly Vader launched himself into the air like a missile.

    "Run!" Harry cried to Leia before trying to capture Vader in a levitation charm.
    Strangely, his magic had difficulty finding purchase around the dark lord, as if he
    were shielding somehow. Realizing he had not diverted the man's course sufficiently,
    Harry had no choice but to Apparate. He appeared next to Leia just outside
    the still open turbolift.

    "Right, that didn't work," he muttered. Ahead of them, Vader somehow landed on his
    feet and spun about to attack again. Summoning all of his magic, Harry stomped a foot
    down, screamed, and unleashed the darkest, most destructive magic he knew. Flame in
    the shape of a dragon exploded from his hands and roared with all the fires of
    hell.

    The effort exhausted him as dark magic always did. As the over bridge erupted in
    living magical fire, he stumbled backward into the turbolift and would have fallen
    had Leia not caught him. In a second the door closed and the lift began to drop.
    "Well, you're certainly brave," she said dryly. "Stupid, but brave."

    "And you're short," Harry said. "The hair is growing on me, though."

    Leia shook her head, and then suddenly chuckled. It was a tired, exasperated
    sound. "You are so strange. Was that…was that your family?"

    "Yes."

    "How did you make them appear?"

    "I can summon the souls of the dead."

    She shivered. "That sounds like a Sith power."

    "It's not. I gained the power of death to defeat a dark lord when I was a
    teenager." The turbolift suddenly came a stop. "Holiday's over, looks like ... Help
    me up?"

    With a put-upon sigh, she stood and then helped him to his feet once again. He had
    them cloaked in invisibility just as the doors opened and Stormtroopers rushed in.
    With a line of sight behind the troopers, Harry was able to Apparate them down the
    hall.

    "Where are we?" he whispered.

    Leia looked around even as she kept a firm grip around his waist. "No idea. It
    doesn't matter, just shut up and walk."

    "You're bossy for such a short woman," Harry noted.

    "I'm the Princess of Alderaan. Deal with it." He looked down and saw fresh, ragged
    pain cross her expression at the mention of her home before it morphed once more into
    the strong-willed young woman who withstood days of torture. For a moment, he
    regretted being able to see her under the cloak.

    They walked, still cloaked in invisibility, as Stormtroopers rushed to and fro. "I
    can't believe we're doing this," Leia said.

    "I can't either," Harry admitted. "We need to find a place to rest and
    recuperate."

    "I saw a sign a few halls back that was advertising a cantina. We're not that
    far."

    "Right."

    The two made their way through the corridors, with Harry flagging more and more as
    they went. "What's wrong?"

    "I haven't eaten in three days," Harry said. "Not since you arrived. And I've used
    a hell of a lot of magic. I'm exhausted magically and physically."

    "Can you keep us invisible?"

    "The invisibility is separate from my magic," Harry said. "We're almost there—I
    can smell food."

    The cantina was dimly lit and quiet. With Harry's destruction on the over bridge,
    the entire station was likely on alert, which would explain why the cantina was
    empty. The two snuck in and took seats at the bar. A blue-skinned woman with
    tentacles instead of hair stepped behind the bar from a kitchen/store room and looked
    around. "Rodo, did you see anyone come in?"

    From the kitchen behind her emerged a hulking, monstrous figure of a man, easily
    two feet taller than Harry and twice his width. "Nah," he said in a deceptively soft
    voice.

    Touching on his weakening magic, Harry reached out and scanned the woman's mind
    briefly. What he saw in her mind gave him hope, and despite the obvious risks, he let
    the invisibility cloak drop to expose both he and Leia.

    The huge man moved with frightening speed as he turned to face the threat and
    protect his employer. The blue skin woman just stared. "What the hell?"

    "We need food," Harry told her honestly. "Both of us. She's been tortured for
    three days, and a couple of hours ago they made her watch her world die."

    Leia had a deer-in-the-headlights look, surprised that Harry exposed them. The
    blue-skinned woman stared hard at Leia, and a second later her eyes widened. "You're
    the prisoner Dr. Divini told me about. You're the Senator from Alderaan!"

    This time Harry turned to Leia and blinked. "Senator? You're like twelve. Who
    elects a senator who doesn't even have all her teeth in yet?"

    Rodo snorted. Leia glared back. "I'll have you know that I am a senator,
    and have served for two years. And don't tell me I'm young, you barely look old
    enough to be in here!"

    "Don't let my face fool you. You saw I had a son older than you are," Harry
    pointed out. "I mean, he was older."

    Evidently the exchange was enough for the blue-skinned woman. "Rodo, why don't we
    close up shop for now? You two, stay put, I'll get you something to eat."

    Harry said nothing as the huge, soft-voiced man went to close up the cantina.
    Beside him, Leia said softly, "I'm sorry about your family."

    When he looked at her, he no longer saw the strong, determined senator. He saw a
    scared, heart-broken young woman. "I'm sorry for your family too," he said. "What are
    you going to do after we're out of this place?"

    "I have friends who are fighting against the Empire," Leia said. "The Alliance to
    Restore the Republic formed when we realized that the Empire would never restore
    dignity or peace to the galaxy." As she went on to describe the rebel alliance, Harry
    saw a new strength fill her—the strength that came from pure conviction. It was this
    strength, he realized, that saw her through her torture.

    Until Alderaan, of course.

    The blue girl walked back to the bar carrying two large platters of steaming food.
    Harry's stomach cramped painfully at the smell of it. He took a few hesitant bites,
    not because he wasn't hungry, but because he was afraid of what his stomach would do
    after so long without food. "Why aren't you eating?' the bartender asked.

    "It's been three days since I ate, I have to be careful what I put down," Harry
    said.

    Comprehension dawned, and the woman left only to return moments later with a
    large, steaming cup of soup. It was heavy enough to be filling, but light enough not
    to make Harry sick. "Thank you!" he breathed as he started to sip the soup directly
    from the bowl.

    "My name is Memah Roothes, and this is my friend Rodo. Can I ask how you
    escaped?"

    Leia nodded to the slurping Harry. "He did it. I'm not sure how, but he has
    abilities not even the Jedi have. Vader called him a magician."

    "Vader?" Roothes asked. "Words spreading all over the station—he was hurt somehow.
    Tarkin is dead, and Vader is on a shuttle headed for Imperial Centre due to his
    injuries.

    Harry let the bowl fall and stared at her. "Vader's alive?" he asked, astounded.
    "How can that be? I pumped enough Fiendfyre into that bridge to eat half the station.
    It's magical, sentient fire. It can burn anything, even diamond!"

    "Wait…, that was you?" Memah asked.

    "Yeah. Least I got Tarkin."

    A sudden wave of lethargy hit Harry as his body began to desperately absorb the
    nutrients in the soup. He fought it off with just a yawn. "So, any ideas how to get
    off this station?"

    "Right now, the whole place is crazy," Memah said. "One of our regulars is a
    marine, and last I heard no one knew for sure who was even in command since most of
    the executive staff was in the over bridge. Supposedly the Emperor has dispatched a
    grand admiral to the station, but it'll be days before he arrives."

    "Sounds like the best time to escape," Leia said.

    Rodo shook his head. "The station has massive tractor beams. The one thing
    everyone has agreed to is that the station is on total lock-down. The only way you
    could escape is if you disabled the tractor beams."

    "And how do we do that?" Leia asked.

    "I don't know," Memah admitted. "I'm not allowed access to any sensitive areas of
    the station."

    "Stihl is," Rodo said.

    "Who?"

    "Nova Stihl," Rodo said. "He's the marine Memah mentioned. Teaches Teras
    Kasi for new recruits and anyone else who wants to come. Good man, and he almost
    fainted when Alderaan blew. Says he could feel it. I think he'd help."

    Harry admired how decisive Leia was. Having taken the measure of the two, Leia
    trusted them without hesitation. "If you think he could help, we would appreciate
    it."

    Harry, having absorbed the soup without consequence, began nibbling on the heavier
    food Memah provided. Leia did the same, perhaps realizing how important keeping her
    energy up would be. They were just finished when Rodo walked quickly to the accordion
    folding metal wall that they used to close up the cantina. He opened it partially to
    allow a single armed marine through. The man did not wear Stormtrooper armour, but
    rather the black uniforms and large, oddly shaped helmets both had seen
    occasionally.

    "It really is you," he said to the Princess.

    "Yes," Leia said, slipping into yet another role—that of the Princess Royal of a
    lost planet. "We need to get off the station, but I understand the tractor beams have
    to be disabled first."

    "Not to mention we need a ship," Harry added.

    Stihl rubbed his chin. "I can get you to the tractor beams, I suppose. We'll have
    to disguise you somehow."

    "We can turn invisible, that won't be a problem," Harry said.

    Rather than argue, Nova merely shrugged. "That'll help. As for a ship—you know,
    it's the strangest thing, but we caught a freighter not an hour ago trying to enter
    Alderaan. All the escape pods were jettisoned, so it's up for grabs. And since no
    one's really in charge, it's just kind of sitting in Bay 327. It's an ugly ship, but
    with no tractor beams it might serve."

    Leia stood, and was dwarfed before the marine. "Thank you, Sergeant. I have to
    ask…why are you helping us?"

    "Just a feeling, like you're important," he said with a blush. "Plus, I don't ever
    want to feel anything like what I felt when they blew up Despayre and Alderaan. It
    felt like my head was going to explode."

    "If we're going to go, sooner would be better," Harry said. To Memah, he said,
    "Thank you. Words aren't enough, but it's all I have. Thank you."

    "You're welcome," she said.

    Harry turned to Rodo, who nodded but said nothing, and finally to Stihl. "Leia,
    are you ready?"

    She walked back to Harry's side, wrapped an arm around his waist, and the two
    disappeared. "Neat trick," Stihl said. "I'm going to walk quickly so I look like I'm
    on a mission. Try to keep up."

    "We will," said Harry's disembodied voice.

    The marine seemed to know exactly where he was going, and in the midst of all the
    scrambling, confused and even terrified Imperials, he strode with purpose and
    confidence. The hardest part of following was avoiding all the others running around
    the halls of the station.

    Even with turbolifts, it took easily thirty minutes to reach the tractor beams.
    Though many other posts were abandoned, there were four Stormtroopers guarding the
    tractor beams—two on either door leading to the long tube that seemed to drop into
    the core of the station.

    So that Sergeant Stihl would not be forced to fire on his own people, Harry let go
    of Leia, stunned the two nearest, and then Apparated to the far side of the room and
    did the same, before Apparating back to Leia.

    "What the stars was that?" Stihl demanded, wide-eyed.

    "Magic," Harry said shortly. "Any idea how to actually deactivate the tractor
    beams?"

    "No idea," Stihl admitted. "I'm not a tech, I'm just a grunt. Wait, we're not
    alone!"

    "Peace, friend," a voice said from nowhere. Harry blinked in surprise as an old
    man in dusty brown robes appeared from the shadows of one corner. It didn't seem to
    be disillusionment so much as a very strong notice-me-not charm.

    "General Kenobi?" Leia positively beamed. "Is it really you?"

    "Yes, child. You must be Leia." The old man stepped to the princess, took her
    shoulders and held her at a distance. "How you've grown! More like your mother every
    day."

    "So her mum was short too?" Harry asked, curious.

    "Quite," Kenobi said with a dry smile. "I am Obi-Wan Kenobi. Who might you
    be?"

    "Harry Potter."

    "I've not heard of you before today, I'm afraid," the old man said. "But on this
    day, your name has become quite a common utterance."

    "I've heard of you," the marine, Stihl, said to Kenobi. "You're a Jedi."

    "Was," Kenobi said. "I must confess, when we were captured, I rather
    strongly thought I was going to meet my end at the hands of a former pupil of mine.
    Imagine my surprise when he was injured by someone else and evacuated off the
    station." He looked squarely at Harry as he spoke.

    "Yeah, sorry about that," Harry said. "I was fairly certain I'd killed him."

    "Do not underestimate Darth Vader," Obi-Wan said. He turned to Stihl. "The Force
    is with you, young man. May I ask why you are helping the princess?"

    "It was the right thing to do."

    Obi-Wan nodded. "Then let me ask you another question. If I were to invite you to
    join us, would you?"

    The marine scratched his chin again, and finally shook his head. "No, not now. I
    have friends on this station who also want to get out, and we're working on it. If we
    tried to go with you, someone would figure it out, and I don't think we'd all make
    it."

    "Fair enough," Obi-Wan said. "May the Force be with you, my friend."

    When Stihl was gone, Obi-Wan said, "Princess, we have the information you sent. We
    do need to leave now, while I have the tractor beams off."

    "Hey, quick question, what would happen if that control tower there blew up?"
    Harry asked.

    "The tractor beams for our sector of the station would be out of commission until
    they fixed it," Obi-Wan said.

    "Good." Harry concentrated on the tower and began transfiguring the metal skin to
    pure TNT. He only knew the spell because he'd read of an Italian Unspeakable who
    developed it to help build an underground extension of the Italian Ministry.

    "My goodness," Obi-Wan whispered. "You're changing the material itself. How are
    you doing that?"

    "Magic," Harry said. "This is going to be loud." With the skin of the control
    tower now composed of pure, highly unstable explosive, Harry raised his hand and
    fired a blasting spell at it. The resulting explosion removed the entire structure
    and caused the floor under their feet to shake violently.

    "Ouch," Harry muttered. "Remind me to cover my ears next time."

    "That will attract attention," the Jedi said. "We need to be quick. I left the
    pilot and a young friend there with the ship. I hope they have not fallen into any
    trouble."

    Given Kenobi's own power, Harry opted for a Notice-Me-Not charm on himself and the
    princess as well. The three moved hurriedly through the halls of the station,
    completely unnoticed by the thousands of marines and Stormtroopers who were looking
    for them. Finally, they reached the control room for the bay Kenobi landed in, only
    to find two droids and two stripped Stormtroopers. Harry noticed these men were not
    clones, and were significantly younger than those on Despayre.

    "R2-D2, you're safe!" Leia said as she rushed to the squat, domed droid.

    "Threepio, where are Luke and Captain Solo?" Kenobi said.

    "Oh, I'm afraid that they are attempting to rescue the princess," the golden droid
    said in a prissy, effeminate voice that immediately reminded Harry of Percy Weasley.
    "They and the Wookiee are in the detention Centre pinned down by heavy fire. I'm
    afraid Captain Solo has been hurt."

    Harry looked at Kenobi. "Do we really need these people?"

    "I'm afraid so."

    "Fine." Harry disappeared and reappeared a heartbeat later in the middle of a
    firefight. He shielded himself and squatted down behind one of the doors to the
    cells. Just ahead he saw a tow-headed boy Leia's age wearing Stormtrooper armour
    without a helmet. He was firing with decent accuracy. At his feet, flushed and firing
    with his left hand, was a brown-headed man in his early thirties. And behind him was
    a Wookiee, firing a crossbow that shot green bolts of energy.

    At the end of the one-way hall Harry could see dozens of Stormtroopers and marines
    all firing in at the hopelessly outgunned men.

    "Bloody hell," Harry muttered. Though his magic was still weak, he conjured a
    stream of water that shot down the hall and soaked all the enemy forces. He followed
    it up with a bolt of lightning that put every soldier in the command pit on his
    back.

    "Who're you?" the tow-headed boy demanded as he swung his blaster around.

    "I'm the one who's going to save your arse," Harry muttered. "Wookiee, gather your
    friend, please. Kenobi is waiting for us."

    The Wookiee said, "I do not take orders from cubs."

    "I'm older than I look," Harry snapped back. "If you don't pick him up, we'll
    leave him behind."

    Surprised that Harry could understand him, the Wookiee did as instructed and
    picked up the red-faced, swearing man. "Alright, gather close," Harry said. "This is
    really going to suck."

    As weak as he was, a four-person apparition made for a rough trip. When they
    landed, the Wookiee roared his disapproval, the injured man cursed up a storm, and
    the boy puked all over the floor.

    "That's it for me," Harry said a second before his knees buckled and dumped him on
    the floor. "I'm tapped out again."

    "I hope this doesn't become a habit," Leia said as she helped him back to his
    feet.

    With the Wookiee still carrying his friend, the small party ran down the empty
    corridor to the bay that held the ship. "You came in that?" Leia asked. "My father
    said you were brave, General, but he never said you were suicidal."

    "That's my ship, sweetheart," the man in the Wookiee's arms said.

    "Exactly," Leia said.

    The ship looked rather like a lop-sided Frisbee with horns and a cancerous
    protrusion on one side. Still, everyone seemed to think it could fly, so Harry ran
    with the rest to get on. "Yes, I can fly, Chewie," the captain said. "Just get me to
    the cockpit."

    Harry followed them through a narrow corridor into the protrusion. "Sure hope you
    got those tractor beams off, or this is going to be a short trip," the captain
    said.

    Kenobi looked over to Harry, who shrugged before slumping into one of the two
    spare seats. The ship hummed to life and then soared out of the bay door into open
    space. "Hey, no tractor beam!" the captain said happily. "And…uh-oh."

    "Uh-oh what?" Harry said.

    "Yeah, there's like four hundred TIE fighters bearing down on us," Han said.
    "Chewie, punch it. We can't fight those odds. I'll start working on a hyperspace
    jump."

    Kenobi leaned over to Harry. "Is there anything you can do, my friend?"

    The ship around them bucked heavily under a blow of enemy fire. "I'm not sure I
    have anything left," Harry admitted.

    "Perhaps I can help you," the Jedi said.

    "Yeah, sure, why not?"

    "Come, we need space.'

    Harry tiredly followed the old Jedi out of the cockpit. They found Luke and the
    Princess speaking in the main crew area. "What's happening?" Leia asked.

    "We're going to try something," Harry said.

    At Kenobi's direction, Harry pulled a chair away from a round chess board and sat.
    "Luke, you should observe this," Kenobi said. Then, a moment of consideration later,
    he added, "And perhaps you as well, Princess."

    "You're not going to hypnotize me and make me dance naked on the table, are you?"
    Harry asked.

    "I'd not planned on it," Obi-Wan said, again with that dry smile. He reminded
    Harry of a slightly more subdued Dumbledore. "Instead, I am going to give you energy
    from the Force."

    Harry let the old man touch his head, and almost instantly he
    felt…something. It wasn't magic, per se, but it was powerful. Energy filled
    his limbs until he felt as if he were tingling. And then, as if percolating through
    heavy filters, he felt the energy seep into his nearly depleted magical core.

    "Wow," he whispered. Now that he knew what to expect, he pulled at the energy
    desperately, and it came like water flowing down a mountain, filling him up just as
    fast as he could pull it, until his magical core was nearly filled to capacity. When
    he opened his eyes, he was surprised to see that Obi-Wan had backed off and simply
    watched with a knowing smile.

    "Okay, listen. The charm I can use needs a secret keeper outside the ship itself.
    We can switch the secret-keeper after easily. So stay put a moment, okay?"

    Harry cast a body-wide Bubblehead and warming charms on himself and then Apparated
    outside the ship in the midst of a raging battle. Even so, with fighters darting all
    around firing at the rapidly retreating ship, he managed to cast the
    Fidelius charm using himself as the secret-keeper. It took almost five
    minutes, and by the end of it his other charms had left him gasping and freezing.
    Even so, he Apparated the thousands of miles the ship had travelled in that five
    minutes and reappeared in the same spot he left shivering with bone-deep cold.

    A speaker beeped, followed a moment later by Captain Solo's voice. "What the hell
    did you do? All the TIEs just turned around and disappeared."

    Harry grinned at Kenobi despite his shivering. "It's an old spell to hide things.
    This ship can only be seen by those who know it exists. To everyone else, it's not
    only invisible, it doesn't exist at all."

    "Excellent work, young Harry. Welcome to the larger world of the Force, for though
    I may have opened your mind to it, it was your own power which utilized it."

    "General Kenobi?" the princess said. Her voice was as uncertain as anything Harry
    had ever heard. "Why do I feel like I could fly?"

    "Drugs?" Harry hazarded a guess.

    Luke snickered, but Ben shook his head. "Because, my dear child, I have opened
    your mind to the Force as well."
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    Chapter Seven: Secrets

    "Harry, may I come in?"

    With an act of will comparable to throwing off an Imperius curse, Harry
    opened his eyes and said, "Yeah."

    The narrow door slid open with a mechanical whine to reveal the princess. She
    still wore her white senatorial gown, though she'd changed her hair from the buns to
    a single braid that ran down to the small of her back. She looked very fragile
    standing in the passage.

    "Did I wake you?"

    Harry grunted as he pushed himself into a sitting position on the bunk Captain
    Solo lent him. "It's alright, probably time to wake up anyway. Did you get any
    sleep?"

    "A few hours, I guess." She stepped into the cramped guest quarters of the
    Millennium Falcon. "Are you okay?"

    "Tired, but I'll be fine."

    She stood just inside the door, arms crossed, staring at a point just beside
    Harry's head. Her expression was carefully blank, and he suspected she'd fought hard
    to make it so. With a sigh, he patted the bench beside him. "Have a seat, Leia."

    "I…" She started to protest, but then thought better of it and sat down beside
    him. A moment later, she leaned against him. "I can't go home again."

    "Neither can I."

    He didn't even realize she was crying until he felt her tears soak through the
    fabric of his borrowed shirt. "I don't know what to do," she finally whispered.

    He held her for the longest time while he closed his eyes and tried not to think
    of his own losses. It was impossible, though, even after all the many months he'd
    spent in space. Finally, he said, "For three days, they tortured you every day, and
    you remained strong. Even after they broke a part of you, you still fought. I can
    honestly say I've not known many people strong enough to do that. I can't tell you
    what you'll do next, but I do know whatever it is, it'll be what you believe is
    right. And you'll do it well."

    An arm wrapped around his waist, just like on the Death Star, and she squeezed.
    "Luke makes me nervous."

    "Oh?"

    "He stares at me all the time."

    Harry shrugged. "Can you blame him? He's a simple farm boy and you're the
    beautiful space princess. He's going to stare."

    "So you think I'm pretty?"

    "I think you're so hideous it's a miracle you haven't turned us all to stone."

    Leia snorted, but did not move from his side. "We're going to a rebel base. Artoo
    has the plans for the battle station—we need to figure out a way to destroy it."

    "I agree."

    Finally she did sit up so she could look into his eyes. "Will you help us, Harry?
    Fight with us? With your powers, you'd be a real asset."

    "I need to go back to Earth somehow. I need to see what's left, and what I could
    do."

    Leia nodded, her lips set with disappointment. "I understand."

    Harry couldn't help himself. He reached up and gently ran his thumb over her lips.
    "If you can help me do that, then yes, I'll fight with you. I might even be able to
    get some help. I'm unique perhaps in the strength of my abilities, but not in having
    them. If any wizards survived the assault, I would be able to convince some of them
    to help you. Merlin knows we have reason to hate the Empire now."

    "Of course we'll help you, in any way we can," Leia said. Looking into her eyes,
    Harry knew for a fact that she meant it, and not only because he'd promised to fight
    with her, but because it was the right thing to do.

    Captain Solo's voice burped out over the intercom. "Coming up on Yavin."

    Leia stood, then turned and with a smirk offered Harry a hand. He returned her
    smirk and accepted the offer. Together they walked out into the open area of the
    freighter where Luke and Obi-Wan were earnestly discussing the Force. Almost
    immediately Luke lost all track of the lesson and started staring obsessively at the
    Princess. With his blue eyes so wide and open, Harry couldn't help but take a glance
    into the young man's mind.

    He was beyond shocked not to feel lust in Luke. Any other young man would be
    feeling nothing but. Instead, Harry encountered an overwhelming sense of curiosity,
    and driving it was a strange sense of familiarity. The young man was absolutely
    certain he should know who Leia was, but could not remember why.

    Harry shifted his gaze to Obi-Wan and almost missed a beat. The old Jedi was
    watching him, and Harry was equally certain he knew something about both Luke and
    Leia that was important.

    "Hey, Luke," Harry said, "hasn't anyone every told you staring is rude?"

    True to his upbringing, Luke's eyes widened in horror as his cheeks flared and he
    started stammering apologies. "Kid, it's okay, just don't stare," Harry said. "The
    trick to women is to respect them as people. That means you look into their
    eyes when you speak to them, and actually listen to what they say."

    "A remarkable piece of wisdom for such a young face," Obi-Wan said.

    "Don't let the face fool you, I'm older than I look. So, are you going to be
    joining this little rebellion?"

    "You bet!" Luke enthused. "I'm a great pilot. In my T-16 back home, I could
    bulls-eye a wamprat at full thrust!"

    "Good for you!" Harry said. "What about you, old man?"

    "I've been a part of the rebellion since before the alliance was even formed," the
    Jedi said. "I was there with you when you were born, Leia. I had to go into hiding,
    but the time for hiding has past. Now it is time to prepare and fight."

    "That's good news, General Kenobi," Leia said, smiling brilliantly at him.

    "Absolutely!" Han Solo declared as he walked into the room flexing the arm he
    currently wore in a sling. "Can't wait to unload you bunch. You owe me another
    fifteen thousand when we get to wherever we're going."

    Leia turned and stared. "Fifteen thousand credits? For a ride on this rust
    bucket?"

    "Watch it, sister. This is the fastest hunk of junk in the galaxy, and I got them
    to Alderaan just like we agreed. Didn't count on getting shot trying to rescue a girl
    that wasn't there!"

    Leia looked at Obi-Wan, who shrugged without looking the least bit apologetic.
    "Fine, Captain Solo. You'll get your fee."

    "And a reward!" Han said. "We rescued you!"

    "As you pointed out, Solo, she wasn't there," Harry said. "I rescued you. So maybe
    you should pay a reward to me for saving you."

    "I got shot!"

    "Duck next time," Harry suggested.

    With an angry snarl, Solo turned and stalked back to the cockpit. Leia, though,
    looked at Kenobi. "General, I'm not sure we have that many credits at the base.
    That's enough to buy a ship!"

    "Your request seemed rather urgent, Highness," Kenobi said. "And for all his
    faults many of his fellow smugglers agreed Solo was the best. We managed to escape
    the blockade around Tatooine, for example."

    Harry, though, left the discussion and walked to the cockpit. Beyond was a massive
    gas giant star tinged red, with a blue-green moon coming into view that looked
    remarkably like Earth. "So, you're a smuggler, Solo?"

    Solo turned and sneered. "What's it to ya? And why're you here anyway?"

    "I wanted to make a deal with you, Solo. Service for a service. According to
    Kenobi, you already got two thousand so far. Cut the rest down to just five, and I'll
    let you keep the Fidelius Charm on your ship."

    "The what?"

    Harry sat down in one of the spare seats. "Captain, right now the only person in
    the galaxy who could even see your ship from the outside is me. It's not just
    invisible, it's folded away in a pocket dimension that only the secret keeper, or
    those the secret keeper chooses, can see. Do you understand what that means, Solo?
    Your ship is undetectable by anything. Just imagine the smuggling
    possibilities."

    In the co-pilot's seat, Chewbacca growled an affirmation of the value.

    "I've got debts," Solo said. "Seven thousand total isn't enough."

    "Play your cards right, and it will be," Harry said. "Because that's my price.
    Otherwise, I break the charm when I leave."

    Ahead, the moon of Yavin now filled the cockpit screen. For a moon that had a
    rebel base, even Solo had to admit it was odd that no one was challenging his
    approach yet. "His offer is more than fair," Chewbacca growled. "We
    could make the Kessel Run next and make more than enough to pay Jabba off."

    Han shook his head and stared out at the surface of the moon, which now had
    resolved into individual features of mountains, lakes and an ocean just over the
    horizon. "Fine," he said at last. "Five thousand. I want my money and you people off
    my ship for good."

    "Fine. Now sit still, I'm going to transfer the secret to you."

    Despite what Purebloods thought, Muggles did have souls. And so Solo's
    soul could house the secret of the Falcon. When the secret was transferred,
    Harry said, "Done. Now, to share your secret, just write down that you live on the
    Millennium Falcon. Show that note to whoever you wish to see the ship, and
    it will appear to them. Even then, they themselves cannot share the secret unless you
    leave the slip of paper with them."

    With that, Harry walked back out and said to the others, "Captain Solo and I
    renegotiated his rate. He's willing to accept five thousand credits over what you've
    already paid him."

    Leia beamed while Kenobi raised one elegant brow. "Well done then, Mr Potter."

    The trip into the atmosphere was amazingly smooth considering the plumes of plasma
    that flared all around them as they punched through. The coordinates Leia provided to
    Solo seemed to be enough, since they headed directly to a huge ziggurat that rose
    from the thick forest canopy. As they flew around it, they could see a broad paved
    plaza lined in small star fighters and an occasional shuttle transport.

    Still, no one challenged the Falcon as it came to a landing almost
    directly in front of the ziggurat. "Remember, no one can see or hear the ship," Harry
    said. "Will they shoot us when we appear out of nowhere?"

    For the first time, Leia looked worried. "I don't think so. They know who I
    am."

    "Then let's go."

    Harry's worries were unfounded. Everyone at the base was so busy no one even
    noticed as the six of them stepped out onto the platform from what seemed thin air.
    So, Leia took the lead and started marching toward the ziggurat. They were almost to
    the main entrance when a trio of people came walking out, arguing with each other
    angrily. The eldest of the three pulled up short and stared with jaws agape at the
    small party walking toward them.

    "Leia?" he said. "Princess Leia? Is that you?"

    "Hello, General Dodonna," Leia said as she diverted her course to meet him. "Yes,
    it's me."

    "But…but…you were on the Death Star!"

    "I managed to escape, with the help of my companions."

    The old man saw Obi-Wan and paled. "Master Kenobi!"

    "Hello, Jan. It's been many years, hasn't it?"

    "Yeah, yeah, everyone's happy to see each other," Solo said acidly as he scratched
    as his wounded shoulder. "Where's my money? I need to get moving."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Within five hours of arriving at the base, Solo cleaned out half the liquid assets
    the Rebels had and was already gone for who knows where. Luke was firmly ensconced in
    a simulator based on the enthusiastic recommendation of one Biggs Darklighter, whom
    he knew, and Leia was into her second hour meeting with the general staff of the
    base.

    Harry was far too mature and experienced to feel jealous of the tow-headed youth.
    He was a pretty fair flyer on Earth, and knew enough from Holdig's stolen memories to
    think those same instincts might serve him well as a pilot. However, he found out
    that the Alliance had more pilots than starfighters, and so were only selecting those
    who did well in the simulator. Harry, having no experience at all, didn't even rate
    simulator time. Nor was he a soldier. In fact, the leadership of the Alliance noticed
    how close Leia seemed to be with him and eyed him with an open glare of distrust.

    They even assigned him a keeper, who followed a discreet distance behind as Harry
    walked along the perimeter shields that kept out the local wildlife. Evening was
    already falling, throwing the sky into a myriad haze of colour between the setting
    sun, and the rising gas giant that dominated the sky.

    He did not know for sure how long he walked, but at some point he had company.
    "Nice night," he said casually.

    "It is," Obi-Wan said. "After nearly twenty years on a desert world, I forgot what
    evening could bring on a planet filled with such life. The sound alone is
    mesmerizing."

    Harry nodded and looked up. "So ... General ... Jedi Master... You were pretty
    important in the old regime. And then you became an old hermit in a desert world,
    within a stone's throw of Luke Skywalker. I heard one of the pilots talk about his
    dad being a famous Jedi too. You wouldn't happen to know anything about that, would
    you?"

    Obi-Wan's shrug was eloquent in its simplicity.

    "And Leia… When you look at those two, you see something the others don't. You
    know something about them I doubt even they know."

    Again, the Jedi did not bother denying anything. Instead, he said, "You have
    feelings for the Princess."

    "I'm twice her age. I had children older than she is."

    Obi-Wan looked at him with that damned wry smile of his. "And yet you have the
    face of a boy her age."

    "Younger. I haven't aged since before I turned eighteen. I'll look this way in a
    hundred years, too."

    "I see. So, of course you must remain alone, since anyone you form an attachment
    to will age, wither and die before your eyes."

    The Jedi said it as such a simple truth, and yet it felt like a body blow to
    Harry. In just a few words the Jedi summarized everything he'd feared about his
    marriage with Ginny. He had watched her age while his own face remained
    unchanged. He never stopped loving her, but he'd seen the doubt in her eyes
    occasionally whenever she saw him without his aging glamour. Sometimes, there was
    even resentment.

    "Of course," the old man continued, "all relationships are fleeting. The Jedi Code
    specifically forbade attachments because they always came to an end one way or the
    other, and those Jedi who were not completely selfless could be pulled into the Dark
    Side through the pain of their loss. And yet, I have often wondered if this were not
    a mistake. After all, the Jedi did still make attachments. Perhaps not romantic ones,
    but there was still love. I loved Luke's father as if he were my brother. And when
    that relationship ended, as all do, it felt as if he had shattered my heart. And yet,
    even for all the pain and misery it has caused, I will forever cherish those few
    brief, brilliant moments I had with him."

    "So you're saying I should go shag Leia?"

    "Shag?"

    "Have sex."

    Obi-Wan had the decency to blush. "No! Well, not right away, or in such a crass
    manner, anyway. She is after all a princess of the Royal House of Organa, and the
    hereditary Viceroy to the surviving Alderaanian people. While her world is gone,
    Alderaan had a strong tradition of civil service, which has led to many of her people
    being abroad."

    "And she's related to this Luke, right?"

    He was staring right at Obi-Wan and saw the start of the man at the suggestion.
    "What makes you say that?"

    "Your reaction, just now. What are they, cousins? I can see a slight semblance in
    their faces. Neither of them is tall or heavily built."

    Obi-Wan looked up at the red planet. "You must understand, my friend, how
    desperate things were at the end. Their mother died right after they were born, and
    their father…their father had fallen to the Dark Side. If he discovered they lived,
    he would have delivered them to the Emperor, and they would either have been
    destroyed, or made to serve evil."

    Harry closed his eyes and stopped walking as he processed just what Kenobi was
    saying. Finally, he said, "That's all sorts of wrong. You're telling me that…it's
    Vader, isn't it? That former pupil of yours."

    "Yes. Originally, his name was Anakin Skywalker."

    Harry looked over Kenobi's shoulder at the base in the distance. It was lit only
    at the base of the ziggurat, with the upper steps cast in shadowed silhouette against
    the red giant in the sky. "Are you going to tell them?"

    "I don't know."

    The admission surprised Harry. He looked at the Jedi and was surprised to see real
    pain there. "It's not your secret to keep. It's their lives."

    "If I told Luke, I'm afraid he would run off to confront Vader. If he did that, he
    would most assuredly fail."

    "Maybe... Or maybe he'd learn from his father's mistakes and not fall at all.
    Regardless, it's not your right to keep that from them. And for Leia—she's just lost
    everything, Kenobi. Maybe discovering she has a little family left will give her
    something to fight for."

    "Perhaps you're right," the Jedi allowed. "And you, Harry. What do you fight
    for?"

    "Revenge," he said simply. "And justice."

    "The one is not the same as the other," Obi-Wan warned. "Revenge could lead to the
    Dark Side of the Force."

    "Yeah, well, if I were a Jedi, that might be a problem. But I'm not. I'm a
    wizard."

    "You could be a Jedi, though. You can touch the Force."

    "I can also teleport and change inanimate objects into animals, and people into
    inanimate objects. I have my own power, I don't need yours. What I do need is a way
    to get back to Earth."

    "Something else the Force could assist you with," Obi-Wan said wisely. "In the
    meantime, it is getting chilly with the night. Let us go in—I have learned there is a
    commissary here which sells beverages. I'll get you a drink."

    "Sure, why not?"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry was assigned a guest room that had a folded cot with a thin mattress and a
    portable vanity and sink that had its own water condenser that allowed Harry to wash
    his face, brush his teeth or just get a drink without the need to connect to any
    plumbing. His section of rooms had a communal shower and bathroom, but it was
    relatively clean.

    It was not so dissimilar to his cell on the Death Star, except he could see, and
    there was a window. Even so, he was exhausted enough to fall into a deep sleep the
    moment his head hit the pillow.

    Unfortunately, the sleep was not to last long. He felt a hand touch his shoulder
    and a hesitant voice say, "Harry?"

    He opened his eyes and saw Leia sitting on the edge of the cot. For the first time
    since he met her she wore her hair loose about her narrow shoulders. Gone was the
    white gown, replaced instead by a tan blouse and forest green slacks. In the red
    light of Yavin shining through his window, he saw moisture on her cheeks.

    "He told you," Harry guessed.

    Mutely she nodded. "He told me my father was the worst traitor in the history of
    the Jedi, and a monster. He…he tortured me, Harry. For days, he stood and watched
    them torture me, his own daughter."

    "He never knew."

    "That doesn't make it right!"

    "No, it doesn't."

    Then he scooted over and lifted the cover. Leia stared down at him for the longest
    time before she whispered, "I've never … never slept with a man before."

    "It's just sleep. I don't even snore."

    She snorted. "You're just saying that. My aunts told me what all men want."

    "Right now isn't about what I want, it's about what you need," Harry said. "And
    you need a good night's sleep." With a subtle charm, he widened and softened the
    cot.

    She looked away a moment, and then with sudden decision she stood, lifted off her
    blouse and shimmied out of her slacks, exposing her plain white undergarments and a
    thin, lithe figure. She then climbed onto the bed, scooting up until her back was
    against his bare chest. Harry snaked his left arm under the pillow and her head, and
    with his right pulled the covers over them both.

    "Sleep, Leia," he whispered. "I'll protect you. I promise."

    "Even from my father?"

    "For tonight, at least, I'll protect you even from yourself."

    He felt a tremor run through her small body, from a sob or fear he never knew. It
    soon passed, though, and within minutes, her breath slowed and deepened with
    desperately needed sleep.

    Harry found himself staring at her long hair, which under the light of the gas
    giant above looked red, and he thought of Ginny. "What am I doing, Ginny?" he
    whispered.

    As always, he never knew if it was his imagination or her soul who answered. Only
    that there was an answer. You're protecting the innocent, and living your
    life.
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    Chapter Eight: David and Goliath

    Harry knew the very second when Leia woke the next morning. Her whole body went
    rigid and her breathing stopped for three heartbeats, as if she just suddenly
    realized she was in a man's bed, with a man's arm held tightly around her bare
    stomach, and a man's body pressed hard against hers.

    In the cold clarity of the morning after, decisions that seemed reasonable and
    necessary the night before were no longer as clear cut. Right now, he knew she was
    looking for a way to escape what could be a terribly awkward situation.

    So Harry responded in the way he did with all awkward situations—bad humour. "You
    know, I could get used to you being so short. You fit right into me." He pointedly
    yawned. "Thank you for coming last night. I can't remember the last time I slept so
    well."

    And in fact he was telling the truth. With Leia nestled up next to him, he'd slept
    without any nightmares at all for the first time since Earth was attacked and he lost
    everything. Leia relaxed slightly. "I've never done anything like this before," she
    admitted without facing him.

    "You still haven't done anything, you know," he said.

    Still under the cover, she pushed out enough to turn and face him. "I would have,"
    she said. The admission seemed to scare her.

    Harry smiled and ran a hand over her cheeks, until his thumb brushed her lips. "On
    my world, I was a type of peace officer. I've counselled people who went through
    trauma. People who share bad or dangerous situations often feel drawn to each other.
    If you had come, and I'd tried to entice you to have sex with me, I'd have taken
    advantage of you, and that's not something I ever want to do. If you ever share my
    bed, I want it to be because you love me, not because I saved you from the Death
    Star."

    "And what about you?"

    "What can I say? You're the beautiful princess. I may not be a farm-boy, but on
    the other hand, at least I'm not your brother."

    Leia rolled her eyes, laughed and climbed out of the cot, the awkwardness
    forgotten. In the light of the morning, he could see the bruises that covered her
    torso from the pain amplifier, and the dark spots on her arms from the needles. And
    yet, for all the obvious trauma, she was a beautiful woman. She climbed back into her
    clothes and then absently gathered her long hair and tied it into a knot at the base
    of her head. Only then did she look at him.

    He made no move when she knelt down beside the cot, leaned over and kissed him on
    the lips. It was an awkward, tentative kiss, but beautiful and sweet for all that.
    And he returned it. Even though she was half his age and he was widowed not even a
    year, he kissed her back with a desperation not even he realized he felt. He kissed
    her until he was sitting up on the cot and she was pressed up against him, kissing so
    passionately he saw stars. It was like that first brilliant kiss he and Ginny shared
    a lifetime ago, during his sixth year.

    They parted, and she stared intently at him. "Was that trauma-induced?" she
    finally asked, breathing hard.

    "Probably," he said. "Doesn't mean I didn't enjoy it."

    She smiled shyly. "Thank you, Harry. Thank you for saving my life, and for being
    there last night."

    "That kiss made it totally worthwhile," he assured her.

    With a brilliant smile, she stood and started to leave. "General Dodonna's going
    to hold a briefing this morning on what we learned from the plans. You should
    come."

    "I'm no pilot."

    "You might still be able to help. General Kenobi will be there too."

    "Okay, I'll be there. But only because you asked."

    This made her smile even brighter as she turned and left the room. In her absence,
    the room seemed smaller and darker. "Damn, Potter," he whispered to himself.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The briefing room was standing room only when Harry managed to sneak his way in.
    He received quite a few stares, and not all of them were friendly. Harry knew from
    personal experience that military institutions had a very efficient rumour mill, and
    there was a good chance people already knew Leia Organa spent the night with a
    complete unknown.

    At the front of the crowded room stood General Dodonna, along with Kenobi and
    Leia. They were discussing possible routes of attack on the Death Star, many of which
    sounded impossible or at the least highly unlikely. Leia saw Harry, half-smiled, and
    then with an effort that was obvious to every hot-blooded man in the room, forced
    herself to look back to the many technical displays the droid provided.

    "After extensive analysis, we believe our best option is a small thermal exhaust
    port located right below the main port," General Dodonna said. "The shaft leads
    directly to the reactor core. A proton torpedo launched into this port could travel
    directly to the hypermatter reactor, thus destroying the station. However, the target
    area is only two meters wide."

    That raised a few mutters from the crowd. Harry searched and saw Luke sitting next
    to his friend from Tattooine. The young man was staring at Leia, but not with a
    smile. Rather, he looked deeply confused. As if he could feel Harry's gaze, he turned
    and returned the wizard's gaze.

    Harry nodded to him, acknowledging the young man's difficulties.

    Luke mustered a weak smile.

    "A squadron of fighters will have to make their approach through this trench,"
    Dodonna was saying, "and fire their torpedoes to hit the target. It will be an
    extremely tough shot—we have already programmed our simulators for it."

    The holographic display showed fighters dropping torpedoes at what looked like a
    parabolic course. Confused, Harry tapped one of the orange-suited pilots on the
    shoulder. "Hey, aren't torpedoes forward-thrust weapons?"

    "Yeah, this plan is crazy," the young man said with a roll of his eyes.

    Harry was not a pilot, and had not logged any time in the sims, but this just
    seemed silly, and so he raised his hand. Dodonna saw him, recognized him, and
    stumbled to a stop. "Yes, Mr…Potter, was it?"

    "Yeah. Look, I don't have a lot of experience in the cockpit, but wouldn't it be
    better to give the pilots an attack plan that puts their targeting computers on a
    direct line-of-sight to the target? I mean, have them come in vertically to the shaft
    so they can just dump a torpedo in it?"

    "In an ideal world, Mr Potter, that would be best," Dodonna said with a tone of
    strained patience. "However, the surface of the Death Star has more turbolaser and
    laser cannon towers than even the most defended of worlds. Any starfighter, no matter
    how fast or nimble, that maintained a course long enough to get a target lock would
    most assuredly be destroyed."

    Harry saw several of the other pilots nodded, and a few whispering to each other
    as they glared at Harry. The despoiler of the princess was not a very popular
    person.

    "Okay, so what if a few fighters were wrapped up in a dimensional pocket that
    prevented them from being detected by any means, while at the same time giving them
    full sensor and targeting capabilities?"

    The question stopped the whispers. Everyone in the room turned and stared
    incredulously at him. "That type of cloaking technology does not exist," Dodonna said
    at last, as if offended at the mere idea.

    "Fine. Tell me how Princess Leia got here, then."

    "Excuse me?"

    "How did Princess Leia get here?"

    "Well, a ship, obviously. Captain Solo delivered her on a ship."

    "What kind? Where did it land? Why wasn't it challenged by your sentries? What was
    it called?"

    "What was it called?" Kenobi suddenly asked.

    Harry shrugged. "I don't know. I'm not the secret keeper anymore. The only person
    who can see it is Solo, and those he tells. For all intents and purposes it does not
    exist. Except if it were to fire its weapons at you, and even then you wouldn't see
    it before you died"

    "Mr. Potter, I don't…"

    Harry disappeared, and then Apparated to the other side of the room before letting
    his cloak fall. Dodonna visibly jumped at Harry's sudden change in position. "Before
    Tarkin's ships came and burned my world, there were a handful of humans there born
    with something we called magic. I suppose it was similar to the Force, but not the
    same thing. We can do things that other people cannot. For instance, I can cloak a
    ship in a dimensional envelope that makes it impossible for anyone but the pilot to
    see. So, you have a fighter that not only is invisible, but actually does not even
    exist in the same dimension as the objects around it, float unseen above the target.
    And they just drop a few torpedoes in. I suppose you could launch other fighters as a
    distraction, but that might not even be necessary."

    Dodonna was staring at him as if Harry had just kicked him in the nads. However,
    General Kenobi stroked his beard and said, "I believe that would be a more effective
    approach. I do recall the ship that brought us here successfully evaded several
    hundred TIE fighters."

    "But…but…" Dodonna said.

    "We could make a vote out of it," Harry suggested brightly. "All the pilots who
    want a straight up, impossible-to-win dogfight and impossible-to-hit target raise
    their hands."

    No on raised their hands.

    "All in favour of sneaking a few invisible ships in to blow the damned thing up
    without a fight, raise your hands."

    Every pilot in the room raised their hands.

    "But…but…" Dodonna said.

    "The 'Let's-not-get-our-arses-vaped' vote has it!" Harry said. "Military planning
    through democracy. Yay us. Now, I'm hungry. Anyone up for some food?"
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    In the end Captain Dutch Vander led a squadron of Fidelius-charmed Y-wing
    fighter bombers on an attack on the Death Star the Imperials never saw coming. The
    charm itself was the most difficult part of the mission. Each Y-wing had to be
    specifically named and labelled so that Harry could cast the charm as, "Dutch Vander
    flies in the Alderaan's Revenge."

    By naming the ship, Harry was able to attach the charm to it, making the tactician
    on the base, a Colonel Rieekan, the secret keeper so he could share the information
    with command and control. It was magical proof that names truly did have power.

    The squadron was on communication blackout when they flew to the station. However,
    when Harry and the rest of the base viewed the flight recordings later, it played out
    pretty much as he and the rest hoped. The Y-Wings oriented themselves perpendicular
    to the surface of the massive station and used gentle positioning thrusters to bring
    themselves in line with the exhaust port, while avoiding their main thrusters to
    prevent detection. After all, the charm could not stop the heat exhaust of the large
    engine nacelles.

    Once lined up, Dutch himself fired five torpedoes from only thirty yards from the
    target at a perfect angle to go straight down the tube. The torpedoes were equipped
    with an AI guidance system that navigated the port tube perfectly. The five Y-wings
    turned about and burned away from the station at full thrust. The station detected
    the heat signatures and launched TIE-fighters to investigate, but by then the damage
    was done.

    The station exploded just minutes later, adding its molecules to the dust cloud
    that was all that remained of Alderaan. It seemed appropriate to all involved. Harry
    just hoped that Nova Stihl and his friends got off in time.
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    "Good evening, Mr. Potter," Obi-Wan Kenobi said as he sat down at the same table
    as Harry in the base's cramped commissary.

    "Master Jedi General Sir," Harry said between bites.

    Kenobi smiled as he always did at Harry's slightly mocking reference.

    "That was a rather remarkable thing you did," the Jedi said. "It is likely you
    saved many lives."

    Harry shrugged. "I'll admit it was a good idea, but it wasn't that difficult."

    It was the evening after the 'battle', and most of the base was still celebrating.
    Harry had not even seen Leia or Luke, and this was his first glimpse of Kenobi since
    the celebrations tended to move away from where he was. The whole base seemed intent
    to protect the princess from Harry.

    "Perhaps, but no one else could have done it, so that makes it remarkable,"
    Obi-Wan pointed out. "Tell me, Mr. Potter, what do you plan to do next?"

    "I need to figure out where Earth is and go see how it's doing," Harry said. "I
    was fighting in England when the Empire nabbed me. I have no idea how the rest of the
    world is doing."

    Kenobi nodded. "Actually, Princess Leia asked that I discuss that with you. With
    the resources we probably saved today, and the huge public wave of support following
    the destruction of Alderaan, we believe we might be able to obtain a ship for you. A
    rather large one, in fact. The Alliance recently came into possession of several
    Clone-Wars era assault transport vessels that would be large enough to provide at
    least some relief to a bombarded world. Leia is arguing with High Command to give you
    use of one of those ships."

    Harry regarded the general with a flat expression. "But... There's always a
    condition."

    Obi-Wan nodded. "Of course. If you accept, once your relief mission is done, you
    would return and become a member of the Alliance. Leia said you already agreed to
    help."

    Harry sat his cup of space-coffee (called caf) down and studied the old man.
    "Dodonna's not going to like that."

    "Jan is a very traditionally-minded military officer who believes in all assets
    being accountable and quantifiable. You are neither of those. That said, he is also
    intelligent enough not to let his own prejudices blind him. On the other side of the
    argument is a gentleman I've not met named General Vernan. He is the commander of
    Intelligence and Special Operations, and according to Leia, he is actually drooling
    to get his hands on you."

    "I bet."

    "You would have command of your own vessel with a certain level of autonomy to
    accept or refuse missions, and almost unlimited freedom in planning them. We need
    you, Mr Potter, but we're not familiar enough with your individual talents to say
    specifically in what way. So, we leave that to you."

    Harry considered the possibilities. "How big is this ship?"

    "The transport in question is over 750 meters in length. During the Clone Wars,
    these types of vessels were the pre-cursors to the modern Star Destroyers, and to
    this day are still as powerful as most capital ships you will encounter. They are
    also capable of flying within an atmosphere and landing on a planetary surface."

    "What rank would I have?"

    "Officially you would hold the rank of Colonel."

    "And my crew?"

    "Small, initially," Kenobi admitted. "With the influx of materials, the Alliance
    has found itself suddenly short of qualified personnel. Additionally, you would not
    have much material on your ship—all fighters and gunships it was built to house have
    long since been destroyed, scrapped or put into use elsewhere. So you would have the
    minimum crew to man the vessel. However, we would include neural interface programs
    to assist with training new crew members."

    Harry couldn't help but smile. "Yeah, I'm familiar with those programs. Okay,
    fine. Tell whoever you need to tell that the terms are acceptable. Earth first, and
    then you have a colonel for your army."
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    Harry had to admit it was a large ship, large enough in fact to carry several
    dozen of the freighters that Captain Solo flew. The main cargo bay, in fact, was the
    length of several football fields. He felt like he was stepping into a vast, metal
    city rather than a ship. In fact, if Harry remembered correctly, this craft was more
    than twice as long as the longest aircraft carrier on Earth, and wider than any
    aircraft carrier was long.

    It smelled like rust and sweat. The only way to board it was up a long, narrow
    staircase that ran up the front support landing gear, since the main boarding ramps
    were jammed shut. After that climb, he stepped aboard with a talking squid named
    Talkar who was to serve as captain, at least for now.

    "As you can see, it is not in combat condition," the Mon Calamari said in his
    bubbling voice as the two stepped through the airlock and into the cavernous ship.
    High above, Harry saw what looked like a solid wall of windows—crew quarters. The
    wall looked over a truly cavernous interior with an odd, elevated bridge jingling
    with empty hooks. "All support craft have been removed, and in fact the elevated
    gunship bridge does not even work. Since the Alliance's tactics do not favour
    infantry as much as the Empire, there has been no need."

    The ship was one of five lined up side-by-side in a field ten klicks away from the
    primary rebel base. The Alliance was eager to get the ships into space as soon as
    they could for security reasons alone, if nothing else. "Where'd you guys get these
    ships?" Harry asked as they walked past the blackened, rusted floor of the
    interior.

    "A team of Special Ops infiltrators stole them from an Imperial ship graveyard,"
    Talkar said. "They were being delivered to the ship graveyard for final
    decommissioning when our teams sneaked aboard and flew them to safety. We stripped
    the ships of all transmission devices prior to bringing them here, of course."

    They had to walk to the far side of the ship since the near-side turbolift was not
    functioning. The ride up gave him a better look at the multiple decks designed to
    house soldiers by the thousands. This was a bare-bones warship—the center of the
    craft was composed of the reactor drive and power generation systems. Everything else
    was built out as a giant bucket around it. The bridge when they reached it looked as
    if Nifflers had been through it—half the consoles were literally ripped out, with
    wires and cables strewn haphazardly across the floor. Two dozen beings, some human,
    some far from, stood about working on those few consoles that were intact.

    "Can this thing even fly?" Harry asked.

    The Mon Calamari sighed. "Yes, if just barely." Talkar paused and his lipless
    mouth trembled a moment, as if in thought. "I shall be frank with you, Colonel
    Potter, given the assistance you provided against the Death Star. You are getting
    this vessel in large part because the cost of making it combat effective is
    significantly greater than it would be for the remaining vessels. While Princess Leia
    and General Vernan enthusiastically argued for your use of a vessel, the remaining
    leadership of the Alliance was not as confident.

    "She will fly, but she has only half of her point defence laser canons, four of
    her twelve quad turbolaser canons, and no torpedoes or concussion missiles at all.
    Her shielding is all but non-existent other than the bare particle and ray shielding
    necessary to preserve human life. A pair of TIE fighters would be enough to destroyer
    her. I agreed to captain her because in so doing I position myself to take command of
    one of the new frigates being built on my home world with experience under my belt. I
    do not intend to stay for long."

    Harry found he could not resent the creature, and in fact appreciated the honesty.
    "I understand, Captain. If nothing else, I'll do my best to learn from you. I
    understand we have neural interface chairs?"

    "Five, yes. And a program on this vessel has already been loaded."

    "Well, at least I know what my first steps are."
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    After a night having information implanted directly into his brain, Harry learned
    that the Acclamator class assault ship was designed for a crew of 700, and
    was capable of carrying 16,000 clone troopers and support personnel, as well as
    hundreds of fighters, gunships and armoured ground transports. During the first years
    of the Clone Wars, Acclamators formed the core of the Republic navy and
    military before the larger, more powerful Venator-class destroyers were
    introduced into service.

    Harry's ship, which he christened the Phoenix, had a crew of
    ninety-eight. Period. And those ninety-eight were not pleased to be crewing what they
    openly called a Death Trap. Nor could Harry fault them—the ship really was a death
    trap. Six decks on the ship were sealed off because of hull leaks, and the main cargo
    landing ramps on either side of the bucket-like hull did not work at all, forcing
    personnel on and off through a secondary staircase that rose up from the front
    landing support. Knowing nothing of space ships, even Harry thought the stairs odd
    the first time he boarded her.

    All creature comforts were gone from the crew quarters, forcing those aboard to
    use portable sonic showers and folding cots. But for all that, Harry did not care.
    The ship could fly, although as Talkar said, just barely. It was able to make just
    point two of hyperdrive, whereas modern star destroyers could make three times that
    speed easily. What it did have going for it, though, was a stolen Imperial
    transponder that would hopefully keep them from being boarded.

    Their first stop was Despayre, or the slowly re-accreting gas cloud that was all
    that remained of the world where Harry lived for so many months. The captain and four
    crewmen in the bridge watched as Harry stood in the Centre of a bridge that had no
    actual windows, just a pair of barely functional holographic view screens, and cast
    magic.

    "Point me Earth," he whispered.

    He had no external wand. Instead, he held out his palm and let magic itself spin
    about in a ball of shimmering light for nearly a minute before the magic shot out in
    a narrow beam like a blue laser pointer. Talkar looked on with interest. "Captain,
    can you get a fix on exactly where that light is pointing?" Harry asked.

    The Mon Calamari nodded, and one of the human navigators did something that
    shifted one of the holographic screens around the room until the pointer beam
    intersected it. From there, they calculated a general point in space and a
    vector.

    "Okay, let's go fifty light years that way," Harry said, pointing again without
    bothering with coordinates.

    "Why?" Talkar asked.

    "Because I don't know for sure where my world is. We were pre-space flight. So,
    I'm going to triangulate its location."

    "I see."

    One hyperdrive jump later, Harry performed the point me spell again. "I
    believe we have a fairly solid set of coordinates," the navigator said. "If we get
    close enough, we can start long-distance scans."

    "Right, let's go."

    It took only a day's search and scanning to find Earth. Harry had no idea what he
    expected to find, but he hoped to find a world already recovering from the horror of
    the invasion. In his mind, he fantasized about a planet already greening after its
    violation, and a resilient people learning from their past and already on the way to
    recovery.

    He saw all this so clearly in his mind it was difficult to reconcile what he saw
    with his eyes.

    "All indications are the world has been subjected to a Base Delta Zero order," the
    navigator said. The human male spoke softly; perhaps aware of the turmoil Harry was
    feeling. "Atmosphere is saturated with water vaporised during the bombardment, and
    the orbital rings are indicative of material ejaculate consistent with
    planetary-level bombardment. Planetary temperature is actually falling as we are
    watching."

    The Earth was not black—it was white, covered completely in a thick layer either
    of clouds, or along the poles blankets of ice which seemed much larger than Harry
    remembered. Most telling, though, was the thin ring of material that circled the
    equator just inside the orbit of the moon.

    "Nothing could survive that, Colonel Potter," Talkar said. "I'm sorry."

    "Actually, sirs, I am detecting some life indicators," the woman manning the
    ship's scanning console said. "In at least four spots."

    The holographic view screen stripped away the clouds to reveal the crater-marked,
    blackened surface of the planet below. Harry was stunned to see ice crawling out of
    mountain valleys that previously were free of glaciers, proof of the Nuclear winter
    the world had fallen into.

    Onto this altered map of his home world, four spots appeared: one in Scotland, one
    in the western half of North America, one in Brazil, and the last in Australia. "Are
    those spots shielded?" Talkar asked.

    "No, but the readings are odd. The only reason I can see them at all is because
    this ship uses an old VR-2 class organic spectrometer. The newer ships wouldn't even
    see it, I bet."

    Harry, though, knew what it was. Somehow, Hogwarts, the South Western Institute of
    Magic, the Brazilian Institute of Magic and the Australian College of Magic had all
    survived, perhaps because their wards were powered by ley lines. Regardless, someone
    appeared to have survived.

    "Take us down to that point," Harry said, pointing to Scotland. "I need to see
    what's left."

    "Very well, Colonel. But I advise you not to get your hopes up too much. There is
    a reason those old VR spectrometers were replaced."

    

    sp

    sp

    Author's Note: Once again I just wish to stress just how much I
    appreciate Teufel1987, JR and Miles for beta reading yet another of my stories. As
    always, they make everything better.

  


  
    9. Exodus
  

  
    A/N: Chap 8 review responses are in my forums as normal. Last chapter was a
    record-breaker for reviews, I can't thank you enough. If you had a question I didn't
    get to, feel free to post it in the forums. Thank you all for reading and
    reviewing.

    

    Chapter Nine: Exodus

    The Phoenix groaned ominously as she dropped down through the thick,
    soupy atmosphere of a broken and shattered Earth. The working holographic screens
    showed a dark, grim surface once they broke through the heavy cloud cover. Even under
    the clouds, snow fall was so thick it still seemed as if they were flying through a
    thick fog. Any standing water, lake or ocean, was covered in ice.

    "This is confusing," the sensor tech said. "I'm getting life signs, but the ship
    scanners only show ruins."

    "That's because the school is hidden with magic," Harry said with forced calm.
    "During the worst days of the invasion, not even the Imperials could see the major
    schools. Set us down a quarter klick away from the life signs."

    Navigation followed the instructions from the sensor tech, and the ship slowed as
    it approached the surface. The sound of the landing gear was like an angry screech. A
    moment later, the ship came to a halt. "Repulsors holding steady, we're down."

    "Captain, keep everyone in the ship."

    Talkar merely nodded as Harry left the bridge. It took almost twenty minutes just
    to reach the airlock leading to the stairs. As poorly equipped as the ship was, he
    had to conjure his own coat and then charm it against the cold. Even with that
    protection, the moment the airlock opened it felt as he he'd been punched in the face
    with a giant block of ice. The cold was so bitter it hurt. He cast two more warming
    charms around his exposed skin, and then climbed down the steps to the thick, icy
    snow that covered the grounds of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry.

    After a few steps, Harry gave up, cast a feather-light charm on himself, and
    jumped up until he walked on the ice-crusted surface of the snow. Ahead, looming as
    shadows through the heavy, gale-force snow, rose the towers of Hogwarts.

    Or tower. Was the astronomy tower even there? Harry looked, but could not find it.
    He kept walking, and felt the tingling of wards. However, those wards were vastly
    weakened from his last trip to Hogwarts.

    He finally reached the courtyard, only to find the colonnades that surrounded it
    shattered and reduced to rubble. He walked right by Hermione's old favourite reading
    spot, but it was gone, like the rest.

    The doors, however, were intact, closed and sealed with strong, healthy magic that
    kept them free from icing. He pounded on the door three times and stepped back,
    shivering despite the magic he'd wrapped himself. A peep-hole opened at eye level,
    and an old voice demanded, "Who's there?"

    "Harry Potter."

    "And I'm Morgana!"

    Harry sighed. "Who's the headmaster of the school?"

    "I am."

    "And who are you?"

    "Neville Longbottom."

    "Bollocks. Neville's only forty-three. I know—we share a birthday. Where's
    McGonagall?"

    The door opened with a loud groan, and the old wizard revealed himself. Harry
    stared hard, and as he did so his stomach twisted in a knot. "Merlin," he breathed.
    He stepped closer. "Merlin, Neville. What the hell happened to you?"

    Neville, appearing as old as Dumbledore, peered forward with narrowed eyes. "Cor
    blimey, it is you, Harry! How can you look so young?"

    "How can you look so old?"

    Neville grabbed Harry and pulled him into the castle before pushing the door shut.
    A second later he pointed his wand at Harry's face. "Who are you really?"

    "It really is me, Nev. The invaders took me to another world as a slave, but I
    escaped and maybe found help. I look young because I haven't aged since Voldemort
    killed me that second time. It's a long story."

    Neville, though, blinked. "Luna said it's because you possess the Deathly
    Hallows."

    "Okay, so it's not that long of a story. Now why are you so old?"

    Neville's shoulders slumped. "At the end, before the invaders just started to kill
    everything, Madame Maxime contacted all the magical schools with a way to protect the
    students. Every school went out and gathered as many people as they could into the
    wards to protect against the walking machines that were kidnapping people left and
    right. All the other schools agreed with the idea. So, Professor McGonagall and the
    rest of us tied our life and magic to the wards. When the true Armageddon started, it
    was all that saved the school. But…it drained us. Minerva, Pomona, and Filius all
    died within the first ten minutes. Pomfrey and Pince went next, Draco, Luna and I
    visibly aged as the wards drained us. All the staff aged a hundred years, and it's
    not just illusion. I really am a hundred and ten years old, and so is Luna. Draco
    died just last month."

    "What happened to Hannah?"

    "Died. She was in Hogsmeade trying to evacuate people to the castle. She died a
    hero, Harry."

    Harry nodded sadly, not for his own loss, but for the pain he saw on his now very
    old friend. "How many survived?"

    "We managed to get over eight thousand in the castle," Neville said. "But quite a
    few have died since then. A lot of people just willed themselves to die. Come, I'll
    show you."

    The two old friends walked down the cold, blackened halls of the castle,
    occasionally passing a wizard tent with a light glow coming from within. Finally,
    they came to the Great Hall, and Harry could only blink in surprise at the vastly
    expanded space. He was expecting cots with people sleeping, but instead the ceiling
    glowed with magical sunlight, and it looked almost as if a forest were growing in one
    corner of the room, while on the other side were pens filled with a variety of
    magical animals.

    "We tried to save as many species as we could," Neville said softly. "Our future
    is wrapped up in our magical livestock. We have almost a hundred dragon eggs in
    storage, with hippogriffs and other large magical creatures. But I wonder if it's
    enough."

    "Where are all the people?" Harry asked.

    "The dorms and halls all over the castle. But Harry…we're running out of food.
    After Armageddon, nothing was left to scavenge. Parents are skipping meals so their
    kids can eat, and there's been talk of slaughtering the animals. We've only survived
    this long by duplicating the food we have, but duplicated food gradually loses its
    nutritional value. After we eat the animals, then what?" He looked sadly at a small
    garden of magical plants. "I don't know how we're going to make it, Harry."

    "We're not," Harry said simply. "Earth is dead. Neville, when we flew in I saw a
    ring from all the debris that got blown into orbit. The planet is covered in clouds
    and the mean temperature is dropping even as we speak. The invaders destroyed it. I
    have a ship, a real space ship, right outside. It's big enough that it can hold
    thousands of people. We need to get everyone we can, every creature we can, and we
    need to get the hell off this rock."

    "Harry? I thought I heard your voice."

    Harry did not recognize the speaker behind him, but when he turned he knew it was
    Luna. She did not look anything like he remembered. Age had robbed her hair of colour
    and her face of its odd, elfin beauty. It left an astonishingly small, frail figure
    with a wrinkled face and cataract-covered eyes.

    "Hello, Luna."

    She shambled slowly toward him before reaching out for a hug, obviously unable to
    see, she who used to see so much more than the rest of them. He returned the embrace,
    and suddenly found himself weeping. It came upon him suddenly and without warning,
    but once it stopped he could not stop it, and the weeping turned into great, powerful
    sobs. It was as if just Luna's touch was enough to shatter his control.

    He was conscious of Neville's hand on his shoulder, but it was Luna who held him.
    When at last the storm passed, she said, "You've held that in far too long, Harry. It
    was making you grumpy. I would blame the nargles, but sadly they did not survive. But
    you've come to save us once again, haven't you?"

    Harry nodded mutely.
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    "Harry?"

    Harry spun around from his discussion with Neville about how best to transport the
    animals, and stared in shock at the young man with bright red hair running toward
    him. "Harry, it really is you!"

    Teddy Lupin was far thinner than Harry had ever seen him, with stress lines about
    his face that weren't there a year ago when he'd graduated from the Auror academy at
    the top of his class. But it was obviously Harry's godson. The two men embraced
    tightly, while confused castle dwellers continued to wander into the Great Hall to
    find out what was happening.

    Right behind Teddy, at a slower pace, came a stunningly beautiful girl with long,
    strawberry blonde hair that hung to the small of her back. Chocolate brown eyes
    stared out from an elegant, Gallic face. "Uncle Harry," she said with a sad
    smile.

    "Victoire," Harry said, taking his godson's fiancée into his arms. "Are your
    parents here?"

    Victoire Weasley nodded. "Nana died just a few days after you left. So Papa
    gathered Uncle Charlie and the rest of us and came here."

    In fact, as she finished speaking, the remnants of the Weasley family entered.
    Victoire's siblings, Dominique and Louis, were both thin and gaunt looking. Dominique
    was twenty, if Harry remembered correctly, while Louis was seventeen. Bill looked
    almost skeletal, and his gauntness made the scars on his face even worse. Beside him,
    Charlie looked just as thin. It was obvious the two men had been skimping their own
    meals to ensure their children had more.

    Bill smiled sadly as he arrived. "Harry. I'm so glad you survived."

    "Just barely, but I'm here. And I've brought help."

    The expanded great hall was filled to capacity at last. Neville stood before them,
    withered and aged a half century or more beyond his time. "My friends, a miracle has
    come to us. This is my good friend Harry Potter. Many of you know him. He has saved
    us before—as a child, as a teen and later as an adult. And now…now he's come to save
    us again. Harry?"

    Thousands of people perked up as one, showing the first signs of life Harry had
    seen since he arrived. He actually recognized many of the faces, having been a large
    figure in the wizarding world himself. He met their gazes and occasionally nodded,
    acknowledging that he knew them. "I am Harry Potter," he said. "If I look young,
    there is a reason. How many have read the Tales of Beedle the Bard?"

    Not surprisingly, most raised their hands.

    "Then understand me when I tell you that I am the Master of Death. She's tried to
    take me three times now. The first time I was an infant, the second time I was a
    teen, the age I seem today. And the third time was almost a year ago, when invaders
    came and killed my family, and stole me and tens of thousands more from our world to
    make slaves of us among the stars."

    He told the story in terms of legends, since he knew that's what it would become.
    He spoke not to inform, but to inspire. If these people were to survive, they had to
    have hope. By the time he was done, Harry knew there would be no question of them
    coming with him. Neville took over and started issuing instructions for the transport
    of the magical animals. As he did so, Harry motioned Teddy over.

    "Yeah?"

    "Any Aurors survive?"

    Teddy looked embarrassed, and his hair turned yellow. "Not many, to be honest.
    That first hit in London took most out, and a lot more joined you in fighting and
    died. The only reason I didn't was because Vic's dad insisted I stay with them, and
    then come to Hogwarts."

    "And I'm glad he did, Teddy. You're all the family I have left."

    Teddy smiled and shrugged. That's what Harry always admired about his godson—he
    was smart enough not to have to fill silences with nonsensical words.

    Harry glance back around the crowd. "I'm going to need you, Teddy. Ask around, see
    if you can find anyone with Auror or Hit Wizard experience. Right now everyone is in
    shock, but we need to have some organization and authority established for when
    people get fed, and then get bored."

    Teddy, having been trained as an Auror, knew exactly what Harry meant. "Okay, I
    already have an idea of a few. Uncle Charlie is as tough as nails, training or
    not."

    "Good. Second thing is I'm going to need a crew. Look for anyone who might be
    interested. The Invaders had a way to transfer information almost like a Pensieve
    memory swap."

    "Okay, Harry."

    With marching orders established, the remnants of the magical United Kingdom
    gathered all their belongings in trunks and small push carts. Animals were put in
    magical stasis and stored in special crates with stable shrinking charms that would
    keep the creatures safe. The elves gathered what food they had left and took it to
    the main doors.

    Opening the doors reminded Harry of just how far gone the world was. The ice had
    gathered above the edge of the shattered courtyard colonnades, almost to the second
    floor of the castle itself. The bitter cold just made things worse. He realized there
    was no way he could get everyone to the ship like this. With a glance over his
    shoulder at the gathering crowds, Harry raised his bare hand and summoned the full
    brunt of his magic like he had rarely done before.

    The ice before him melted, and the water rose up on either side in joining arcs
    before it refroze. He walked forward, melting and shaping the ice further and
    further, forming a tunnel in the ice large enough for ten people to walk
    side-by-side. He continued melting and shaping the ice through the thick snow,
    astonished at one point that it was so high, until he finally reached the landing
    strut of the ship.

    As he climbed the stairs, he continued his elemental transfiguration, shaping a
    virtual mountain of ice up along the landing strut on either side, until he created
    walls that held out the worse of the bitter wind. When that was done, he Apparated
    right through Hogwarts' weakened wards, appearing next to Neville with a loud
    pop.

    "You're not supposed to Apparate in Hogwarts," Neville chided him with a sad
    smile.

    "Of course not. It's ready, have people start going."

    Harry watched with pride as Teddy and Victoire led the first group into the
    tunnels, already assuming positions of authority under Harry's aegis. It was
    necessary, he knew, and he was grateful to Teddy for that reason as well as his being
    family. Even with leaders, though, it took the nearly eight thousand survivors almost
    an hour and a half to board the ship. Without the tunnel in the ice, Harry suspected
    they all would have died.

    The last two were Neville and Luna, who remained at Harry's side to watch the last
    of their people board the ship. He turned to his friends, saddened at the aging, and
    said, "Are you ready?"

    "Harry, we aren't going," Luna said, is if it were the most obvious thing in the
    world.

    Harry blinked in surprise. "Of course you're going! You're my friends."

    "Harry, we're not going," Neville said sadly. "Don't you remember what we said?
    Our magic is tied into the wards of Hogwarts. Just like with the elves who did the
    same thing. We can never leave."

    It surprised him that what he felt most was not sadness, but betrayal. His last
    living friends were leaving him too? That sense of betrayal evaporated, though, Luna
    hugged him again. "You know what my only regret is, Harry?"

    "What?" he asked hoarsely.

    "That I did not seduce you after Slughorn's Christmas party. I wanted to. I was
    sure I could—even though we went only as friends I'm fairly certain I could have
    lured you to a broom closet. A shame, really. But I know for a fact that Ginny fully
    appreciated you. She loved you as much as you loved her, Harry. Please never doubt
    that."

    She smiled blindly at him before turning to walk into the darkened, lifeless
    castle. Neville remained a long time, staring at Harry. Finally, the Master of Death
    cleared his throat. "I don't think I ever said this before, Nev. And I'm sorry I
    didn't. But you are the bravest man I have ever known."

    "Yeah, I know," Neville said with a tired smile. "Now go on. If Luna's randy, I
    might get one more shag in before the wards fail and the ice crushes us. With my
    prostate, I have to do what I can when I can."

    It hurt to know Harry could laugh and cry at the same time.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The Atlantic Ocean was gone, or if not gone, it was so buried under ice the water
    was no longer visible. However, from the sheer amount of water vapour in the
    atmosphere, Talkar said most likely the oceans were vaporized by the orbital
    bombardment. A Base Delta Zero order was essentially the glassing of a planet's
    surface to render it wholly uninhabitable. Individual captains had authority to
    determine the degree of destruction—some cracked planets in half. Other's just killed
    everything. Regardless, the only reason there were any survivors at all was because
    of magic.

    He learned during the brief flight that the efforts to save the Muggle population
    failed. Those wizards who tried fighting with the Muggles were killed by the vastly
    superior technology of the invaders. It was enough to overcome even the Master of
    Death, so Harry was not surprised that no other wizards did as well. He was Mage
    General to the ICW for a reason, and he'd long gone beyond the false modesty of his
    youth. He was old enough to know his own skills and power.

    The true depth of the devastation was most visible in the shattered American
    coastline. The bombardment had been so intense that it re-shaped the edge of the
    continent itself. Not only did the Imperials destroy America's largest cities, it
    erased them from the surface of the planet entirely. All that was left of the eastern
    side of the Mississippi were great, molten lakes that continued to send vapour into
    the air, temporarily holding back the ever-encroaching ice even a year later.

    Once past the Mississippi, the melted surface of the devastated world had
    solidified into long, endless plains of black rock already collecting snow. The great
    Rocky Mountains were relatively intact, with glaciers reaching out from their valleys
    into the plains below.

    The South Western Institute of Magic, when they reached it, was built into the
    side of a sheer sandstone cliff on one wall of a canyon in south western Colorado.
    The Phoenix was too large to fit safely into the canyon and so landed just
    above it on the rock rim. Fortunately most of the weight of the massive vessel was
    borne by repuslors, otherwise the weight of the ship would have cracked the canyon
    walls.

    Harry and Bill Weasley left the ship and immediately had to cast bubblehead charms
    to breathe, the air was so noxious. The two men made their way to the edge of the
    canyon, surprised that this area appeared to have survived direct bombardment.

    "Probably because there's no one here," Bill said. "This was a smaller school, and
    was hundreds of miles from the nearest town. I did an Anasazi dig here ten years
    back."

    The two men made their way down the narrow sandstone path. Harry recognized runes
    carved into the stone that should have acted like protective rails, but the magic of
    the runes had run out. With a glance at his former brother in law, Harry began to
    recharge them. Bill, weakened from hunger, did not offer to do the same, nor did
    Harry expect him to.

    The school itself was made completely of mud bricks covered in plaster, and it
    looked much like a large, resplendent Anasazi fortress, with occasional wood beams
    marking the different levels of the structure. Once they arrived in the cavern that
    held the school proper, they found they no longer needed the bubble-head charms.

    "Hallo!" Harry cried out, using a sonorous charm.

    The main wooden doors of the base of the adobe structure opened, and a gaunt teen
    with black skin and violet eyes walked warily out with a scarf over his mouth and a
    wand in hand. He eyed the two men as enemies. "Who're you?" he asked.

    "I'm Harry Potter." Then, because he was speaking to a tired, undernourished and
    terrified teenager, he added, "With the International Confederation of Wizards. This
    is my associate Bill Weasley. Where is the staff of the school?"

    "Dead," the boy said. "They tied themselves into the ward scheme and died to
    protect the school from the firestorm."

    Harry nodded, not surprise. "I'm sorry to hear that. Were you Head Boy?"

    A nod. "Jeffrey Turner."

    "Well, Mr Turner, what's the status of your school?"

    "We're hungry, and scared," Jeffrey said. "We had started session when the
    firestorm started. We haven't heard from our families since then, and all the staff
    is gone. The prefects have tried to keep control, but we're running out of food and
    the elves say they can't find any more."

    "That's because there isn't," Harry said. "Jeffrey, the planet has been destroyed.
    This school, Hogwarts, Brazil's school and one in Australia are all that is left on
    the whole planet. We have a space ship from the invaders, and we're evacuating. We
    need you to go in and get your students ready to move."

    Jeffrey looked ready to faint, and in the back of his mind Harry realized he'd
    just told this boy that his family was dead. "Jeffrey, you're going to have a lot of
    scared kids in there. We'll come with you, but for now I'm deputizing you as an ICW
    enforcer to help me. I know you're scared, but you've got to be strong. Can you be
    strong for me, Jeffrey?"

    "Yeah," the teen said thickly.

    "Then let's go get the others."

    There were no adults at all. Harry suspected that most magical families fled to
    either Salem or Miskatonic, since those were the largest schools in North America.
    But remembering the volcanic flats that were all that remained of the East Coast,
    Harry knew not even wards tied into living magical cores could have survived that
    concentrated onslaught. Most likely central Europe suffered similar punishment, which
    would be why Durmstrang and Beauxbatons did not survive.

    Being students, the nine hundred terrified teens were able to pack up all their
    things in their school trunks and walk up the nearly safe path to the ship, with a
    few carrying carts filled with the meagre provisions the elves could scrounge. The
    elves themselves had also tied themselves to the school, and were already showing
    signs of dying.

    "We have heard of you, Harry Potter, friend of Dobby," the head elf said when
    Harry inquired after them. "We would come with you to watch over the younglings, but
    we cannot. This is a good place to rest, we think. Remember us."

    "We will," Harry said sadly.

    The real surprise was the Brazilian Institute of Magic. When their ship arrived,
    it was met by a full cadre of broom-riding wizards firing blasting charms.
    Fortunately, even the weakened ray shielding was more than a match for the magic. If
    they had thought to transfigure the hull, it could have been much more damaging.

    Brazil's school of magic was the largest in the world, with a student population
    of five thousand. It accepted students from all over South and Central America and
    parts of Africa and the Orient as well. While Hogwarts had fame as oldest schools of
    magic, and the birth place of Merlin, Brazil's institute was considered by many to be
    the best.

    Harry was truly surprised to see the school grounds almost untouched, even down to
    a Quidditch and Quodpot pitch. Grass still grew and magical animals fluttered back
    and forth for the one square mile that the school occupied. When the schools' wards
    ended, burned desolation took over.

    They brought the Phoenix down just short of the ward lines. Borrowing a
    broom from one of the American students, Harry flew out of the airlock. The air was
    cool without being cold, but like in Colorado, was so noxious to breathe he had to
    cast a bubblehead charm on himself.

    Seeing their enemy riding a broom, the Brazilian wizards weren't as quick to
    attack this time as they flew up to him. "Who are you?" they asked in several
    languages before cycling to English.

    "Harry Potter, from England," he called back.

    "Have you turned traitor and sided with the enemy then, Harry Potter?!" one of the
    wizards, whose face was obscured by protection charms and a helmet shouted.

    "No, I killed them, aided their enemies, stole their technology and returned to
    save whom I can," Harry said. "Take me to your headmistress or whoever's in charge,
    and I'll explain it all."

    Harry learned that the Brazilian institute was built over an ancient ruin that had
    accumulated so much blood magic through hundreds of years of human sacrifice that the
    founders of the school incorporated blood wards into the school's defences. It made
    the school impenetrable to anything that might harm its students, and the wards were
    powerful enough to even withstand an orbital bombardment from the Imperial Navy.

    Six hours later, seven thousand students, faculty, and refugees began boarding the
    ship carrying everything of value they could from the school. With only the front
    landing entrance, it took a long time, but the Brazilians also had far more food
    stores on hand than either the Hogwarts or American students.

    The Australia College of Magic was a disappointment to Harry when they reached it.
    It was again bereft of all adults, since like the American school its wards would not
    have been strong enough without the staff and faculty sacrificing themselves. It was
    a smaller school, with only a thousand students starting as young as eight to as old
    as eighteen.

    However, like Brazil, it had functioning greenhouses and charmed, protected
    pastures which allowed them to save many magical flora and fauna which otherwise
    would have perished.

    In the end, the ship left with almost eighteen thousand refugees spread out in
    wizarding tents across the large loading bay of the ship. Looking at them from an
    upper deck, Harry felt the Mon Calamari, Tarkal, walk up beside him. "So many," he
    said, surprised in a detached way. "How many people were on your world before the
    attack, Colonel Potter?"

    "Over seven billion," Harry said hollowly.

    Tarkal blinked his huge eyes twice before looking down. "So few," he whispered,
    understanding perhaps for the first time the true horror Harry felt looking down at
    the remnants of his people. "First Alderaan, and now this."

    "Other way around, I'm afraid," Harry said. "They did this well before Alderaan.
    Come, captain, we need to figure out where we're going next."

    

    sp
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    Chapter Ten: Avalon

    The holographic image of Leia looked so small, and yet her voice came through
    strong and clear. "I'm glad you were able to recover as many people as you did," she
    said. "There is a world that might work. There were several Alderaanians in the
    Alliance and abroad in the galaxy, so we'll be able to save at least some of our
    culture. We've already narrowed down a list of potential planets to colonize after
    the war."

    Harry was virtually alone in the bridge of the Phoenix, since the tiny
    bridge crew was sleeping while the ship orbited the dying ember of Earth. "Can you
    send me the list?"

    "I just did," she said. Indeed, a second holographic display appeared with a list
    of worlds and coordinates. "Some of those worlds were under consideration for bases
    but were deemed unsuitable due to being too remote to stage military operations from.
    But that's actually perfect for a refugee colony."

    Harry couldn't help but notice all the worlds were temperate planets with lush
    greenery and oceans. "I think given my people's recent history, it would be best to
    be apart from as many neighbours as possible. If you let me know what the best choice
    is for New Alderaan, we'll look at the rest."

    Even as small as her image was, he could see her smile. "The second on the list
    was our best choice. It was most similar to Alderaan. The next choice had flora and
    fauna that made the scouting parties uncomfortable, so it's been listed as a
    possibility only. None of them have been colonized or mined yet."

    "Thanks, Leia. How are you doing?"

    "I've been busy," she said honestly. "Master Kenobi has been showing Luke and I
    things about the Force, and I have to admit it's amazing. Plus General Dodonna is
    thinking about moving the base from Yavin. That's actually standard procedure—we move
    our primary base every six to to twelve months."

    He smiled. "Well, let me know. Oh, and since I haven't really had a chance to talk
    to you, thank you for getting me this ship. I know it's a pile of rust, but it saved
    a lot of people. They were literally on the verge of starvation and freezing to death
    when we arrived."

    "I just wish I could have given you a full crew," she said.

    "I already have people going through training. By the time we get them settled,
    I'll be able to release the Alliance crew."

    "Good. Good. Did you find anyone?" She asked the question diffidently, but even
    through the holonet and thousands of light-years, he heard the tiniest hint of
    vulnerability.

    "Actually, yes. I found my godson and one of my brothers in law and his family.
    Two brothers in law, in fact. It was more than I thought I would find. I also found a
    pair of dear friends, but they couldn't leave. I'm sure they've died by now."

    "Oh Harry, I'm sorry."

    "They died heroes, saving everyone else," Harry said, touched by her grief. "As
    soon as we get our civilians settled, I'll make contact again. This ship is going to
    need a major refit to be of any use, and I don't even know how to begin something
    like that."

    "Well, I'm not going anywhere," Leia said. "I hope I see you soon."

    "Yeah, me too. Take care."

    "May the Force be with you."

    The image blinked out. "Who was that?"

    Harry blinked and looked up to see Charlie Weasley in the open door of the bridge.
    Technically the door was supposed to be closed when not in use, but in reality it
    jammed and no longer closed at all.

    "Would you believe a space princess?"

    "I'm on a spaceship, why not?" Charlie walked all the way in. He was still too
    thin. The Alliance had supplied Harry with stolen Imperial field rations as part of
    his relief mission, but with twenty thousand starving people, Harry knew the rations
    would not last long.

    Still, Charlie was better fed than at any point in the past year as he walked in
    and stared at the old, rusty interior. "You know, for some reason I always thought
    spaceships would be new and shiny. This thing is a pile of shite."

    "Yeah, it really is." Harry laughed and ran a hand tiredly through his hair. He
    needed a shower. "It was a thirty-year-old relic from an old war that was stolen
    right before being decommissioned. I said I had allies, but I never said they were
    the ones really in charge. They're a small Alliance of factions rebelling against the
    same Empire that attacked us. It seems Earth isn't the only world they've destroyed.
    That Space Princess lost her world only a few weeks ago."

    Charlie nodded as he finished his inspection. "So, know where we're going?"

    "We have some ideas."

    "And then what?"

    "Then I formally join the Alliance as a colonel," Harry said. "I'm the Master of
    Death. If nothing else, I'm really good at sneaking around."

    Charlie snorted. "We heard about you fighting the Invaders, Harry. The only
    victories we had were the fights you were present in, and when we lost you, we lost
    the fight completely. What happened?"

    Looking out of the viewports to the rusted ventral line of the ship, Harry ground
    his teeth. "I was enslaved with tens of thousands of others to make a big weapon
    platform for a madman. There were several magicals with me—Oliver Wood's daughter,
    plus a former Auror I worked with from France. We planned to escape, and got pretty
    damned close, but the Empire caught us. They were all killed—forty thousand people.
    The Empire then blew up the whole damned world and threw me in a cell to interrogate
    me. It was while I was there that I met the Princess. We escaped, and joined the
    Alliance."

    "She's pretty."

    "She's half my age."

    "Just like Tonks and Lupin," Charlie said. "Only you're not a werewolf and you
    still look seventeen."

    "And I'll look seventeen when she's ninety."

    The former dragon wrangler shrugged. "Too deep for me. I'm only alive right now. I
    might be alive later, but I'm only living at this time, and this place. And I can
    tell you, brother, loneliness sucks."

    "What about Ginny?"

    Charlie, like all Weasleys, was a touchy-person. He took Harry's shoulders in his
    hands, ignoring Harry's obvious discomfort with the contact, and looked him in the
    eyes. "Gin-Gin is gone, Harry. Mum told us all before she willed herself to die. Gin
    loved you like crazy, and I know you loved her back, but she's gone now. And if you
    could ask her, I think she'd tell you to live your life."

    I did ask, and she already has, Harry thought. "What about you?" he
    asked.

    "Me? Why, I'm going to join your crew and kill as many of the bastards that hurt
    my family as I can," Charlie said with a grim smile. "You need a crew for this ship?
    You'll have one, I promise."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    They called the planet Avalon. It was largely temperate, with large polar ice
    caps, two small gravity-locked moons whose cumulative gravitational pull added up to
    a similar tidal effect that Earth had, and it had an oxygen-rich atmosphere.

    That atmosphere made the Phoenix shudder violently as it came down on a
    mesa which overlooked a large flood plain and served as the first in a series of
    hills and rises leading to a mountain range covered in trees.

    Harry Apparated from the bridge, where the Rebel Alliance crew was already packing
    up to take one of the ship's two shuttles back to the Alliance proper, and found a
    fight in the cargo hold between the headmistress of the Brazilian Institute of Magic
    and her supporters, and the Hogsmeade survivors led by the indomitable Rosmerta
    Christie, who though in her seventies now still looked like a shapely woman just this
    side of fifty.

    Harry tried to hold down his irritation as he pushed and shoved his way between
    the two parties just as they were about to pull wands. "What the hell is going
    on?"

    "We will not be told what to do by this…this…harlot!" Lady Sofia Conseugo Ramirez
    declared with a contemptuous wave toward the red-faced Rosmerta. "I am the
    Headmistress of the greatest school of magic in the world and a sitting member of the
    Brazilian Magical Chamber of Deputies. I should be leading these people!"

    Harry stepped right up to the ancient which, who blinked and stepped back. "You
    were," Harry said in a quietly grave tone. "Now you're a refugee from a dead
    planet, just like everyone else."

    He stepped back and cast a Sonorous charm. "Listen up! There is no
    Brazil! There is no England, no America and no Australia. There are no nations any
    longer. They're all dead, just like all of you will be if you don't realize
    what's happening. The world out there is untamed and dangerous. There are
    apex-predators as large and dangerous as dragons running wild. There are bugs we've
    never heard of and diseases we've never encountered. There are no stores to buy our
    food or clothes, and no elves to do your laundry or cleaning. There is just us, and
    what we managed to save when we left Earth. If you don't get that through your heads,
    you are all going to die."

    "Who put you in charge?"

    Harry couldn't see who spoke, but it was a young American accent. Before he could
    answer, though, Charlie Weasley stepped from the crowd and said, "This is Harry
    Potter, the man who saved your lives! He's the captain of this ship, not to mention
    Mage General of the ICW. He's in charge because he is. End of story."

    "Right," Harry said with a nod of thanks. "Fighting like this is not going to
    help. Lady Sofia, congratulations, you're on the new Avalon Wizenmeet. Rosmerta, you
    were a two term mayor of Hogsmeade, you up to play politics some more?"

    "Aye, Harry."

    "Fine," Harry said. "You're on it too. That's the start of it. You two are the
    core of the Wizenmeet. I'd like at least three more people on it based on popular
    election. We'll do that after we figure out how not to starve to death."

    With his voice still reverberating through the ship, he said, "First order of
    business is food! We need to get land cleared, warded and seeded or prepared for our
    surviving livestock as soon as possible. We need to know if the fauna on this world
    is edible, and possibly find edible local plants. Our rations aren't going to last
    long.

    "Second order of business is shelter! I know some of you have tents, but those are
    not going to be enough for everyone. If any of you have received any type of survival
    training, then you should know the spells to create transfigured shelters. We need
    shelters for eighteen thousand people. Fancy houses can wait. Right now we need group
    shelters as soon as possible."

    No one spoke. Though, even if they did, Harry's magically augmented voice would
    have overwhelmed them. "Anyone with warding experience, I want you to find Bill
    Weasley. He's the scary-looking red head with the drop-dead gorgeous Veela hanging on
    his arm. He's a veteran Gringotts ward master, and I'm putting him and his wife in
    charge of laying the wards for the colony. Bill will be in the front right corner of
    the cargo hold until you all report to him."

    Harry looked at Charlie. "This is Charlie Weasley, the former Lead Wrangler for
    the dragon reserves in Romania. He's also a magical polyglot and served a tour as a
    deputy ICW Enforcer during the Balkan Coven Resurgence. He's going to do the initial
    land survey, so we need competent broom riders with any survival skills. He'll be in
    the far left."

    "Finally," Harry said, "Until the initial colony is properly warded, no one under
    17 is permitted to leave this ship. If you want to help but don't know how, find me,
    Rosmerta or Lady Sofia and we'll put you to work. If you don't know what to do and
    don't want to help, then stay here and watch the kids. There are not enough of us for
    people to do nothing. That's just not an option anymore."

    Thousands of kids groaned, but Harry noticed the adults nodded in agreement.

    Harry eventually joined Bill's group, which was a lot smaller than he hoped, but
    not surprising at all. The art of warding was a difficult one that required years of
    intense study. Given what small percentage of their population survived, it should
    not have surprised Harry that only six warders survived, including Bill and Fleur. He
    did not consider himself a warder, but he knew enough to help in this area.

    They left the ship in what felt like an early afternoon day. The temperature was
    warm but not hot, and from the low, bright green grasses Harry guessed they were in
    the planetary equivalent of spring.

    Charlie's group was slightly larger than Bill's. He led them out on brooms,
    fourteen in all, and in minutes they were marking the outlines of the future colony
    with conjured paint. Charlie employed an old trick by magically tethering himself to
    a point over a mile from the ship and flying in a circle at the end of the tether
    while marking the ground under him. It created a perfect circle three miles in
    area.

    Meanwhile, Bill was casting spells at the ground while his wife Fleur, Harry and
    the four others waited. Of the four, only one other was British, while the remaining
    three were Brazilian. And yet, despite their nationality, they all knew Bill and
    spoke English, which was considered the lingua franca of the warding and
    curse-breaking profession following the Second World War.

    "How do you want to handle this, Bill?" one of the Brazilians asked.

    Bill squatted down and ran a hand through the shin-high grass as Charlie and his
    group arrived. "Hey, I saw some animals in the grass!" Charlie announced. "Nothing
    too big, but a few herbivores. Looked like scaly, two-legged deer."

    "Stun 'em," Harry said. "Stun as many as you can, drive the rest out. Think your
    people can conjure up a stable to hold them until we know if they're edible?"

    "Easy," Charlie said. "This is just like when we did that job for old man Diggory,
    remember Bill?"

    "Yeah," Bill said, though absently. "Harry, you're a little more sensitive to
    this. Do you know how to find ley lines?"

    Ley lines? "On an alien planet?" he asked aloud.

    "Try it."

    Harry cast the spell into the soil, which created a magical radar designed to
    detect other magic. He leaned down and put his hand to the soil just in time to
    receive multiple sources of magic bouncing back. "Merlin's balls," he muttered. He
    looked up to see Bill grinning back. "The place is brimming with it. No wonder the
    Muggle Alliance scouts felt so uncomfortable here."

    "It feels a lot different than what we're used to, but there's no denying this
    world has magic," Bill said with a grin. "You picked a good one, Harry. The magic
    means we can tap into it for our wardstones."

    One of the Brazilians laughed. "That is perfect!" He spoke with only the slightest
    of accents. "We won't have to power them manually!"

    "Is the circle big enough, then?"

    "It's big enough for now," Bill said. "I'm thinking initially crop land in the
    middle, housing around the sides?"

    "Yeah," Harry agreed. He looked up in time to see Lady Sofia and Madame Rosmerta
    joining them from the ship.

    "What is happening?" the Brazilian demanded imperiously.

    "We're discussing the ward structure and layout," Harry said. "Charlie?"

    "Yeah, we're going. Come on, boys! Let's go hunting!"

    When the broom riders were away, Harry vanished some of the grass to expose the
    dark rich loam underneath. He drew a circle with one finger. "Charlie's marked out a
    circular area two miles in diameter. That gives us roughly three square miles of area
    to work with. So, we're thinking crops and pens for livestock in the middle, housing
    along the circumference of the wards."

    "And there's something else," Bill said. "Harry and I both detected Ley
    Lines."

    "What's that mean?" Rosmerta asked.

    "It means, Madame, this planet has magic," Lady Sofia said, at least limiting her
    contempt to her tone of voice rather than insults. "You are going to tie into it for
    your ward stones, then?"

    "Yes, ma'am," Bill said.

    The old witch considered this for a moment before turning to Rosmerta. "My school
    had a large agricultural component, in addition to various seeds. I propose allowing
    my students to handle the initial crops. We will plant small crops of all seeds we
    possess to see which thrive and which do not, under magically accelerated conditions.
    I propose you handle housing, Madame."

    "Right," Rosmerta said. Harry admired Rosmerta because the woman was practical
    enough to put her pride to one side when necessary. "We can make that work. Bill
    Weasley, you get your wards laid and have that rogue of a brother of yours mark out
    where you want things to go, and we'll get on it."

    "Yes, ma'am!"

    Even with magic, it didn't happen in a day. Creating ward stones was a chore in
    and of itself. It took another side trip by Charlie's group to the mountains to find
    suitable stone. They came back levitating a five ton block of granite that Bill and
    Harry carved with magic into five still significant stones. Both Lady Sofia and Teddy
    Lupin brought upper-level Ancient Rune students out of the ship under protective
    escort to watch and learn as the warders carved the warding runes over the stone.

    Unlike normal runes, they did not magically charge the stones themselves. Rather,
    the runes were arrayed to pull on the ambient magic of the world itself. When all
    five were done, Bill performed a compass spell to find north on the planet, and that
    is where they buried the first stone. Charlie and his team, meanwhile, hunted and
    stunned a dozen of the local, large-bodied reptilian herbivores while using
    noise-charms to scare the rest of the wildlife out of the selected zone. They were
    nearly done with the last wardstone when Avalon claimed its first victim.

    Harry was levitating a stone while the other warders prepared the hole where the
    last stone would go in a perfectly aligned pentagram around the circumference of the
    circle when he heard shouting from outside the ward lines. He gently lowered the
    stone and turned to see Charlie and his team flying toward them with three large,
    winged things right behind them. Charlie was holding one man in his arms,
    which slowed him significantly.

    Though he hated to use a spell created by Voldemort, in this case height was more
    important. While the warders stared in surprise, Harry cast the flight spell on
    himself and rose up into the air. "Get behind me!" he shouted.

    The desperate broom riders did just that. As soon as they were clear, Harry cast a
    wand-ward. It would not last more than an hour, but it was so strong the three
    creatures, which looked like scaled, winged Great Danes with velociraptor heads,
    slammed into the invisible wall at full speed.

    One of the creatures tumbled to the ground with a broken neck while the other two
    somehow recovered themselves enough to fly away cawing with loud, piercing shrieks at
    Harry. When he was sure they were gone, he landed near the creature, which had broken
    its neck in the impact.

    A few minutes later, Charlie joined him with blood covering his shirt. "Philip is
    gone," he said sadly. "Good man, for only knowing him a day or two. The beasties were
    hiding in some taller grass a mile or so outside the ward and moved fast. I mean,
    they were in the air faster than anything that size should have been able to take
    flight. Did you see their wings?"

    Though he hadn't considered it, Harry picked up one of the leather wings and
    unfolded it. "It's not big enough."

    "Exactly. Gravity here seems pretty close to Earth's, which means for something
    that big and strong to fly, it would need a lot bigger wings. I think it might be
    magical."

    Harry cast the spell, a basic diagnostic spell to tell magic from non-magic.
    Aurors used it to distinguish magicals from Muggles all the time, since wanted
    wizards often tried hiding among their Muggle brethren. The spell came back exactly
    as Charlie expected.

    "Well, if our livestock doesn't make it, at least we have potential potion and
    wand materials," Harry said. "Let's put this beastie in stasis and see if the potions
    people want to take a look. Did this Philip have family?"

    "A sister and a niece," Charlie said. "She lost her husband while trying to escape
    to Lady Sofia's school. And her only son."

    Harry nodded—nearly everyone on board the ship had lost someone. Clapping Charlie
    on the shoulder, he walked back and helped them plant the final ward stone. As soon
    as it was covered, Harry felt a faint tingle as the stones magically aligned
    themselves and began to pull on the planet's previously untapped ambient magic.

    "The wards are already charging," Bill said with a satisfied nod. "I'd say it'll
    be fully charged within a week. I'd say by tomorrow, it'll be strong enough to ward
    off animals and insects."

    "Then let's get some sleep," Harry said with a nod to the setting sun. On the
    opposite horizon, the planet's two small moons were rising. "We've got a long day
    ahead of us."

    "Right."

    

    sp
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    Chapter Eleven: Merry Band of Pirates

    "I have to give the woman this," Madam Rosmerta said the next morning. "She might
    be an utter cow and a bore, but she knows her magic."

    Harry could only nod as the Lady Sofia personally led a cadre of Brazilian
    students, staff and alumni in clearing a tract of land in the middle of the warded
    circle. With deft flicks of her wand, she caused the soil to break up and plough
    itself in fifty-square-foot sections, while students marked out various squares to
    plant different seed stocks.

    Meanwhile, another professor, (also Brazilian since the school was the only one
    that had not tied its wards into the life of its staff to survive) prepared pens to
    hold their surviving magical livestock.

    "How's housing going?" Harry asked.

    Rosmerta shrugged and nodded off in the distance where low earthen structures were
    already beginning to line the perimeter of the wards. "Three square miles is a tight
    fit for eighteen thousand people," she said. "But everyone knows it's only temporary.
    We met last night, the old cow and me, and we agreed that the first permanent
    buildings need to be a civic centre, which will double as a grain storage place, and
    the school. We did a rough count, and we have over five thousand kids under 17. Maybe
    close to six thousand."

    "Not surprising, really," Harry said softly.

    "We've also picked the rest of the Wizenmeet. You ever meet old Bartleby
    Scrivenshaft?"

    "The scrivener?"

    "Right. Sharp head for business, that man. Known him almost all my life—he's the
    one who really taught me how to balance my books. The rest of the Hogsmeade
    contingent knows him too, so he'll be the second Brit. The Brazilians picked two more
    of their people. And you're the third Brit."

    "Me?"

    "Why not?" Rosmerta said with a shrug. "We know you won't be around much, but you
    deserve a seat at the table. As much as I hate to admit it, I agreed to let old Sofia
    be the Prime Minister. It was easier than arguing with her."

    That Harry believed. The woman reminded him entirely too much of Dumbledore.
    "Well, if we're going to make a government, we should make it right. Where are Bill's
    people?"

    "Warding out the school," she said. "It's going to take years to build it, so
    short-term were going to build some temporary structures to house the students. If
    you don't mind, I could use your help with it."

    "Right, let's go."

    That night, Harry, Rosmerta, Lady Sofia, Bartleby Scrivenshaft, and the two
    Brazilians, Jose Carvalho and Adriana Melo, met inside the newly transfigured adobe
    structure. The temporary building would, until the new school was finished, house a
    projected student population of almost six thousand young witches and wizards.

    The moment they sat down at the conjured table, Lady Sofia began her agenda, which
    consisted of her telling the others what she wanted done. She wanted all able-bodied
    adults to finish the school building first. She wanted a new curriculum prepared in
    Portuguese with her native language to be the official language of the colony since
    most of the students spoke it, and…

    "Yeah, I'm going to have to say no," Harry said.

    Lady Sofia, like Dumbledore, blinked in surprise at the unusual occurrence of
    someone daring to interrupt her. "What did you say, young man?" The tone was of a
    teacher warning a student to keep their mouth shut.

    Harry grinned. "First off, Sofia, don't let my face fool you. I am forty five. I
    am the last Mage General of the ICW, and if I need to remind you, you're alive today
    because of me. I am not one of your students, and if it came down to it I could
    thrash you in a magical duel. I respect you for your knowledge and accomplishments,
    but only so far as you respect me for mine."

    The two other Brazilians actually looked more affronted than Lady Sofia did.

    "As for my objections, the curriculum needs to be in Galactic Basic. Every person
    in this colony, adult or child, needs to be able to speak it."

    "Why, Mr. Potter?" Scrivenshaft asked, although respectfully. Harry knew the Brits
    revered him, and was conscious not to try and take advantage of that fact.

    "We woke up one morning, and discovered we weren't alone in the galaxy," Harry
    told them. "Not only did we lose our naiveté, we lost our innocence as well. We
    discovered that our neighbours weren't just prats, but they were murdering, fascist
    pricks. We can't bury our heads in the sand and hope they go away. We need to be able
    to engage both enemies and allies, and become a part of the greater galaxy. Not right
    away, but eventually. And to do that, we must speak the lingua franca of the
    galaxy—that is, Galactic Basic."

    "Perhaps a language potion might work," Scrivenshaft muttered as he made a few
    notes on a conjured piece of parchment.

    "There are five chairs on my ship that are capable of transferring information
    directly into our minds," Harry said. "It is an example of how advanced the
    technology of the galaxy is. We know from our own experience that their war machines
    are beyond our comprehension. Well, their technology is advanced in other areas too.
    They had robots that can think on their own, and they have the technology to plant
    information right into our minds."

    The other members of the impromptu government shared startled looks. "Now, before
    you get too many ideas, I'm going to be looking for volunteers to man the ship. There
    was a price for my saving you, and that is joining the Alliance to overthrow the
    Empire that destroyed our world. Those volunteers will have priority on the chairs.
    But before we leave, we'll take all but one of the chairs and their power unit and
    leave them here. There is a language program in them, along with programs for basic
    technological concepts common throughout the galaxy."

    "That is…quite remarkable," Sofia allowed.

    Harry nodded at the acknowledgment. "Lady Sofia, if I remember correctly you were
    at the ICW Charter Convention of 2000, correct?"

    "Well, yes, I suppose I was at that. It was quite some time ago, though."

    "Good. The revised Charter of 2000 established the magical world government. I
    think, here and now, that we should abolish the idea of nation-states before they get
    started. We are not going to survive as Brazilians or British. The only way we can
    survive is as magicals, working together toward a common goal."

    "I do not think turning ones back on their heritage is the way to live!" Lady
    Sofia said.

    "With respect, Lady Sofia," the younger of the two Brazilians, Adriana Melo, said.
    "I think Senhor Potter is correct."

    "Merlin knows London is gone," Scrivenshaft said. "And if we all learn this new
    language, then really what is there to divide us?"

    "It's more than just nationality," Harry said. "Lady Sofia, you've mentioned
    repeatedly how successful the magical agricultural program was at your school, which
    I'm guessing includes livestock. There are only eighteen thousand of us left as the
    whole population. If we self-segregate, what are the odds of a strong, viable
    population in the future?"

    "I do not think we would die out, if that's what you're suggesting."

    "But we would not be as strong," the other Brazilian, Jose Carvalho admitted. If
    Harry recalled, the man was a professor of magical creatures and was one of Charlie's
    group when they did the initial searches. "I actually agree with Mr Potter in this
    regard. We should encourage all the children of the different schools to
    comingle."

    "And with one school, and one language, we will develop our own culture," Rosmerta
    said. "Why not make the Carnival an Avalon holiday? It's a new world, with a new
    calendar. We can name our own months, set our own holidays. Think about it, woman!
    We're on a new world, and there is no one else to tell us what to do."

    By the time Harry got back to the captain's quarters on the ship three hours
    later, he felt as if his mind had been wrung out like a sponge. The Hogwarts
    contingent had a Pensieve, and using his memories of the convention Harry helped the
    others recreate the Charter of Avalon, which was based on the ICW Charter of 2000. It
    created a core set of instructions to form the government, including a Wizenmeet that
    would increase in size as their population increased. It also established a judiciary
    and outlined specifically the powers of the Prime Minister as an executor of the
    Wizenmeet's laws.

    The next day Harry began recruiting volunteers for his crew. He was happy when
    Bill, Fleur and Charlie all volunteered, though it was not a surprise, really. Teddy
    tried to volunteer, but Harry took one look at Victoire's face and shook his head.
    "You're one of only a handful of people to complete Auror training," Harry said.
    "They're going to need you here to establish a law enforcement division. It's only a
    matter of time before those thousands of kids realize there aren't enough adults to
    keep them in line."

    Teddy didn't fight too hard, which in Harry's mind confirmed he'd made the right
    decision.

    Some of his recruits just made him shake his head. "Madam Malkin?"

    The elderly witch, formerly of Madam Malkin's Robes for All Occasions, smiled
    gaily at Harry. "Harry Potter, you remember me?"

    "How could I not? You made me stand in my skivvies first year to measure me for my
    formal robes."

    She pinched his cheek. "And it was a delight for the girls in the back for you to
    do so."

    "You know this is going to be a ship in battle, right?"

    She waved his concerns away. "Lad, I'll have you know old Minerva McGonagall and I
    were both members of the Harpies, a unit of witches that fought with Albus against
    Grindelwald's dark wizards. I may be old, but I'm not above a good fight if
    necessary. You don't worry about me, laddie."

    And in truth, though they might not have made the most energetic crew in the
    world, Harry saw a certain value in having his volunteers be older simply for the
    health of the colony. The younger people who were at or near child-bearing age were
    too important to the survival of wizard kind to risk in a possibly suicidal mission
    on a ship that could blow up at any time just because it was so old.

    So he welcomed the elder witches and wizards aboard along with those his own age.
    He had the neural interface chairs running constantly, shuttling his volunteers in
    and out as fast as he could. They ended up staying on Avalon for twelve days, during
    which he recruited almost three hundred witches and wizards. When he was done
    shuffling them through the neural interfaces, he and Bill levitated the heavy
    machinery into the temporary civic centre slash silo slash barn. The structure, made
    up of wood prepared by magic and glazed earthen transfiguration, was the only
    finished structure large enough to safely house the chairs and their power
    generator.

    "Teachers first," Harry said, something that Lady Sofia wholeheartedly agreed
    to.

    On the day he left, the colony had managed to harvest seven out of the twelve
    grain crops they planted through the use of magically accelerated growth. Of the
    grains, amaranth, barley, flax, spelt, and a relatively new strain of wheat that made
    the cultivators celebrate, since it was a highly productive and nutritious grain, all
    thrived. Most of the melons failed, but several legumes and vegetables thrived as
    well, including lentils.

    Aiding in the decision to depart for Harry was the fact that the local herbivores
    were entirely edible. In fact, they tasted a great deal like turkey. And with the
    knowledge that his people would be able to produce their own food, Harry decided it
    was time to uphold is part of the agreement with the Rebel Alliance.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry had a crew of three hundred witches and wizards for the Phoenix,
    some of whom were in their nineties. Granted, for magicals that was the equivalent of
    sixty, but it meant he did not have strong, spritely bodies running around the ship
    to keep it running at peak performance. Even if he did, the ship even when new
    required a crew of 700. The Phoenix was nowhere near peak operation. In fact
    it was a miracle it survived the landing on Avalon, much less taking off.

    But the witches and wizards were now trained in its operation thanks to direct
    neural interfaces and were doing their best to keep the old wreck running. The
    reports of what worked and what didn't were enough to make Harry's head spin. A lone
    TIE-fighter could have destroyed them with a single shot.

    Par for the course, Harry thought.

    Once he had a fairly good idea of the status of their ship, Harry used the secure
    gold command channel to contact the Alliance. In mere minutes, he was connected
    directly to General Vernan, the head of Alliance Intelligence.

    "Colonel Potter, a pleasure to finally speak to you," the holographic figure said.
    "I read Captain Talkar's reports of your journey when he and your loaner crew
    returned. It was good to learn you did experience at least some success in your
    rescue mission."

    "Sure, I managed to save just over eighteen thousand people out of a population of
    almost eight billion," Harry said dryly. "It was a great success."

    Vernan nodded but did not accept the rebuke. "It was eighteen thousand more people
    than survived Alderaan," he pointed out. "In this fight, success is relative. I know
    that does not ease your pain, but you must know others suffer as well. Regardless, I
    wished to discuss with you possible missions."

    "This ship is a death trap," Harry said. "It wouldn't survive any combat."

    Vernan nodded. "This I believe. However, one of the potential missions might help
    resolve your situation. Have you ever heard of a Type II Orbital Repair Yard?"

    "No, but it sounds promising," Harry said. "At least the 'repair' part."

    Holographic Vernan smiled. "I thought it might. I know from your debrief that you
    are intimately familiar with the Empire's propensity for slave labour. One of their
    favourite labour pools are Wookiees because of their inherent strength and technical
    savvy. We've recently learned that the Imperial Outpost on Arbentraal IV employs a
    workforce of almost four thousand Wookiee slaves on the orbital repair yard there.
    The station is guarded by a battalion of four hundred Stormtroopers, as well as a
    garrison on the surface. Intelligence suggests a squadron of at least one hundred TIE
    fighters."

    "Okay, I'm waiting for the part where I have a chance," Harry said.

    Vernan's shrug somehow reminded Harry of Alastor Moody. "You figured out a way for
    small squad of snubfighters to destroy the largest, most powerful space station ever
    built. You found a way to escape the Death Star with Princess Leia. With someone of
    your particular skill-set, I won't deign to tell you how to do anything. I merely
    wish to give you your targets, and leave the particulars to you."

    Harry thought about it a moment before nodding. "Right, send me what you
    have."

    The data came just moments later. When he received it, Harry called what he had
    labelled as his command crew together into the ripped up old conference room on the
    command deck of the ship, which at the moment was simply drifting on minimal power
    through empty space.

    Charlie Weasley, Bill and Fleur, and a Brazilian Auror named Maria De La Rosa sat
    around a conjured table while looking over the holographic summary of data. Harry was
    looking expectantly at Bill the curse-breaker or Maria the Auror to instantly come up
    with an idea, but it was Fleur who spoke first.

    "You have over three hundred magicals aboard," she said with an elegant, Gallic
    shrug. "Just cast a mass glamour over the ship. According to this, we are not so much
    larger than…what is it called…a Vindicator star destroyer, yes? So, let us
    be one of those seeking a refit."

    Bill sat up attentively. "You know, that's a pretty good idea."

    "These aren't idiot Muggles," Maria said with a shake of her head. Though she
    lacked Harry's immediate command experience, she'd served as an Auror for twenty-five
    years and had a good head. "They will have protocols to identify us. They have
    instantaneous communication across the galaxy and will no doubt check our
    identities."

    "We have one thing they don't, though," Charlie pointed out.

    "Magic," Harry agreed. "If we can get the ship into the dock, we can Apparate
    en mass to the command module on the dock. We don't even have to kill the
    crew; just put them all under the Imperius."

    Maria looked hard at Harry. "That is dark magic."

    "There are degrees I'm willing to take when dealing with the people who destroyed
    our world," Harry responded coldly. "The Imperius Curse is an
    Unforgiveable, but it's primarily an extension of Legilimency. It's not dark
    magic in that it will not stain your soul to use it. And if we target only the
    highest-ranking officers, we will only have to worry about keeping a handful under
    control."

    "What about these alien Sasquatches? The Wookiees?" Fleur asked.

    "They'll help us for a promise of freedom," Harry said. "They are not willing or
    happy slaves."

    He leaned forward and looked at the four other witches and wizards around the
    table. "These Imperials are as close to evil as we're going to get. Their raised on a
    diet of propaganda as vile as anything Voldemort could have done. And they are, at
    the end of the day, despoilers and destroyers. I've pledged this ship to the Alliance
    to defeat these bastards, and you've pledged yourselves to this ship. So, let's make
    this plan work."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Naturally there were two ships ahead of the Phoenix awaiting repairs. One
    was already in the dock, while the other maintained a similar orbit a few klicks
    away. So far, the old security code Vernan provided, and the glamour charms on their
    beat-up old ship, kept the fury of the Empire from descending on them.

    "So, what the hell is that?" Harry asked, pointing to the ship ahead of them.

    "Immobilizer 418 Interdictor Cruiser, according to the computer," a
    seventy-year-old former bookkeeper from Hogsmeade said. The oldest of Harry's
    volunteers manned the bridge just so they wouldn't have to run around the ship too
    much, which included Madam Malkin among them. "According to the computer, it has a
    standard crew of almost three thousand. But mainly it's used to yank enemy ships out
    of hyperspace."

    Harry blinked, and then looked around the bridge. Maria, Fleur and Charlie were
    all looking back with the same eager faces. "So, any way to figure out how many
    people are on board right now?"

    "We're all one big, Imperial family," Booker, as Harry internally named the man,
    said. "Most of their crew is on shore leave on the planet below. They have a skeleton
    crew of a hundred or so people awaiting repairs to their aft forward gravity well
    projector."

    "Do you think we could keep both ships?" Charlie asked.

    "We can't afford to be too greedy," De La Rosa said. "We don't have the crew for
    even this ship. If we stretch ourselves to try to repair the Phoenix and
    steal that thing, we will be asking for failure."

    "She's right," Harry decided. "This ship will not be combat worthy any time soon,
    and from what I understand the Alliance doesn't have the material or personnel to
    refit it anyway. Vernan may very well have realized that when he sent us here. But we
    have a means of travel the Imperials can't stop. I say we send one guided Portkey
    over with a beacon to lead others, and we take all but the bridge crew over and take
    that ship. We stay with both vessels until its repaired, then we offer the Wookiees a
    way out and ram the Phoenix into the shipyard."

    "It is a lot prettier than this piece of junk," Bill noted.

    "Okay, Fleur map out a Portkey route and make the Portkey for me—I trust your
    Arithmancy more than my own," Harry said. "Charlie, get the first squad together. No
    messing around on this—our shield charms probably won't stop blaster bolts, so we
    need the first group ready to use lethal magic without hesitation."

    "We'll do our best," Charlie said. "How will you signal us?"

    Harry tossed the man an Imperial credit chit. "Protean Charm. It'll vibrate twice
    to attack, once to hold the operation in case something goes wrong.

    Fleur, meantime, was drawing glowing symbols in the air with her wand while she
    quickly worked through a problem that would have taken Harry an hour. With a firm
    nod, she summoned a piece of loose metal from the junk pile in the far corner of the
    bridge and created the Portkey. "It's ready."

    Harry took the piece of metal and smiled. "Wait for my signal, and wish me
    luck."

    "You're the Master of Death," Dela Rosa said. "You don't need luck. Only
    mercy."

    Needless to say, the Brazilians were shaken by Harry's unofficial title. He gave
    the Auror a firm nod. "Noted. Portus."

    He felt the familiar hook in his navel but knew from experience that the trick to
    riding a Portkey was to go as boneless and relaxed as you could. The ride was
    disconcerting not just because of the distance travelling four-thousand kilometres
    between ships, but also doing so through empty vacuum. He felt the vacuum sucking at
    his lungs, but the magic of the Portkey blunted the full effects of decompression. He
    did notice that it got worse toward the end, though.

    He landed with a gasp, a flash of cold, and the cold, hard metal of a star
    destroyer's floor plating under his knee. He could feel ice crystals forming on his
    skin but with a wandless warming charm the crystals turned instantly to sweat.
    Moments after landing, he summoned his invisibility cloak and only then stood.

    He realized as he walked through the wide, colourless halls something that should
    have occurred to him. The Phoenix was relatively easy to get around in
    because it was largely hollow, designed to carry large numbers of ships, armaments
    and soldiers. This craft was not designed to carry large numbers of soldiers, and the
    layout was labyrinthine at best. And worse yet, the ship was huge. Even with his new
    appreciation of just how big 600 meters truly was, he felt lost and small on board
    the largely idle and empty craft.

    It finally took a computer terminal and an inquiry before Harry was able to find
    his way to the bridge. When he did, he discovered the bridge was locked off by two
    thick blast doors that required a very long security code that Harry could not even
    possibly guess at. He tried an Alahomora, and immediately set off an
    alarm.

    "Bugger," he whispered as two large repeater blaster cannons dropped from the roof
    on either side of the door. The guns began aggressively scanning the hall while Harry
    stood frozen in fear and hope. Just how good was the cloak against modern
    technology?

    Good enough.

    The door opened and an ensign stuck his head out to see what happened. With a
    clear line of sight ahead of him, Harry Apparated four meters forward and appeared,
    still invisible, on the command deck. A quick glance revealed a small crew of less
    than twenty people. The rest must have been elsewhere about the ship.

    Ghosting forward while the ensign reported what they thought must have been a
    computer glitch; Harry reached the captain and silently cast Legilimens. He
    easily sorted through the man's bored, wholly unprepared mind to pull out security
    codes and other essential information.

    The moment he pulled out of the captain's mind, he then cast the
    Imperius. The captain stiffened. "Ladies, gentlemen," the captain said
    loudly. "Since it appears we will be here for some time, please stand at attention.
    There is something I wish to discuss."

    The bridge crew, which appeared to be overwhelmingly male save for a token
    communications officer, fell into formation. With all of them gathered conveniently
    together, the area-wide stunning spell for crowd dispersal worked especially well.
    All twenty bridge crew dropped where they stood.

    With the sole remaining Imperial under his control, Harry activated the protean
    charm on his coin. Moments later, a squad of fifty witches and wizards appeared. All
    of them fell to the floor gasping and choking for air. They all appeared with a thin
    coating of ice. "Blimey, that sucked!" Charlie announced.

    De La Rosa gathered herself first and observed the situation. "Crowd stunner?"

    "Works nine times out of ten," Harry agreed. "There are approximately eighty other
    people spread through the ship. I've legillimised the captain and know who
    and where they are. I'm going to summon groups of five at a time to the bridge. The
    ship is scheduled to move forward in an hour and we need to have control of it by
    then."

    "Should we steal uniforms?" Fleur asked.

    "Yeah," Harry said. "Those of you who know Legilimency feel free to use it on your
    subject. It might be a way to learn a little more about the ship. The layout is a
    little different than the Phoenix. But one way or the other, this is now our
    ship."
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    Chapter Twelve: Choices

    With the very first group, Harry started feeling a sense of nausea in his stomach.
    The Imperials who entered did not wear the sharply tailored uniforms of Imperial
    naval officers. They wore dull-grey single-piece jumpsuits with notices of rank on
    their breast pockets. They entered nervously, with wide eyes constantly scanning for
    threats.

    They did not act like enlisted personnel about to meet their officers. They acted
    like victims fearing a terrible punishment. Worse yet, they were all kids. Most of
    the men had little need to worry about being clean shaven since only a handful had
    anything to shave. There was far more acne than facial hair. Most looked pale, then,
    and moved with the uncoordinated clumsiness of those who were not quite adults, but
    no longer children.

    Harry stunned them anyway. Group by group they came, like lambs to the slaughter.
    The oldest could not have been more than twenty, while some looked like they were
    sixteen if a day. Harry realized, with a growing sense of dread that they were
    conscripts.

    The final group, however, was different. Though they were dressed the same, they
    moved with a fluid grace that spoke of training and coordination. And they were
    armed.

    The moment they walked into the bridge and saw Harry's people, they scattered.
    Harry's area-wide stunner only caught two of the five, while the other three rolled
    away with blasters at the ready. Fleur cried out as a blaster bolt burned through her
    magical shield and hit her thigh. The shooter died when an enraged Bill vaulted over
    her and cast an Egyptian curse that boiled the man's blood in his veins. The
    Imperials' screams distracted the other two men long enough for Maria to summon their
    blasters.

    Harry bound them both, but did not stun them. Not yet. With a nod to Maria, he
    stalked toward the two captured men and brutally legillimised them both. He stepped
    back, shaking from the realization of how very close they had come to being
    destroyed.

    "What, Potter?" Maria asked, upon noticing his expression.

    "Imperial Security Bureau officers," he said. "Spies sent to make sure the
    conscripts toe the line on the ship. They had secret comlinks on them and were fully
    prepared to order strikes against the ship if they discovered the command crew had
    been compromised."

    The two still conscious ISB officers stared at Harry wide-eyed. One shouted, "Jedi
    scum!"

    Harry did not hesitate and killed them both using a cardiac curse that stopped
    their heart.

    "Kill the others in this group," Harry ordered without hesitation. "These men are
    dangerous, more dangerous than anyone else on the ship. We can't afford to let them
    ever get back to the Empire."

    Maria stared to protest, but before she could Bill cast the same heart-stopping
    curse on the two stunned men, who died in their sleep as a result. He then turned
    back to treating Fleur's wound.

    "We can't just go around killing people in cold blood!" De La Rosa said.

    "Dearie, you're not an Auror anymore. You're a soldier. It's your job to kill the
    enemy." Both Harry and De La Rosa turned in surprise as Madam Malkin left her station
    and walked to the dead men. "You saw how they moved. And I know for a fact that Miss
    Delacour's magical shield was as strong as you could ask. That gun burned right
    through it. If we didn't get these men down fast, we'd be hurting. We're at war, and
    they're the enemy."

    With that, the usually ebullient witch vanished the dead bodies, one after the
    other with, deliberate motions of her wand.

    "That's murder," De La Rosa insisted stubbornly.

    "That's survival," Malkin retorted. "The fact I'm old doesn't mean I know
    nothing. It means I've seen real war first hand. The first rule that our Colonel
    taught us is that if it comes down to a choice, make sure the other side dies
    first."

    With that, the old witch made her way back to her new station. "We have about
    thirty minutes left."

    Charlie, meanwhile, had joined Bill in treating Fleur's leg injury. The
    Imperius-controlled captain sat with a blank expression in the middle of the
    bridge, completely unaware of anything happening around him. Harry made his way into
    the conference room where the conscripts were laid out in their underwear. They did
    so to remove any obvious communication devices, but doing so brought home just how
    young they all were.

    Maria followed after him, still visibly upset. "Are we going to kill all these
    people too? Murder them in their sleep?"

    Behind her, Charlie followed since evidently Fleur was doing fine. "Why not? It's
    not like we have the food or resources to keep prisoners. We're taking their ship,
    just like they took our world from us. Bugger the lot of 'em!"

    "I won't be a party of murder on this scale!" De La Rosa said. "Even in war, that
    is not done!"

    Harry, thinking of Oliver Wood's daughter and all the others he had dressed as
    conscripts in their failed flight from Despayre, found himself leaning toward De La
    Rosa's position on the matter.

    Choice. The word echoed in Harry's mind with Ginny's voice, as if her
    spirit had assumed the role of his broken conscience. While the others argued, Harry
    stepped to the nearest girl who did not look any older than seventeen if a day.

    She sputtered awake with wide eyes at his Rennervate and glanced around
    the room at the bodies. Charlie and Maria both stopped arguing in surprise at having
    one of the prisoners suddenly awake.

    Terror virtually rolled off of her, likely not helped by the fact she wore nothing
    but a black sports bra and black grand-ma style panties that were likely
    Imperial issue. She saw Harry squatting down in front of her and struggled
    not to scream. "Please don't hurt me," she whimpered with tears in her eyes.

    "What's your name?" Harry asked, ignoring his crew while struggling to moderate
    his voice.

    "Attan," she whispered. "Attan Freddell, Shipman 3rd Class. It's my…it's my first
    cruise."

    "How old are you, Attan?" Harry asked.

    "I'm seventeen, sir," she managed to stutter.

    "Why did you join the Navy?"

    She blinked in surprise at the question. "I didn't…I mean, our village didn't meet
    the recruitment quota. My brother was the only income with mum and dad dead, and my
    sisters were too young. I was just another mouth to feed. If I went, they'd let Tan
    keep working and… please, Force, don't kill me."

    Switching to English, Harry said over his shoulder, "Still think we should kill
    them, Charlie?"

    "I don't get it," Charlie admitted.

    "They're all conscripts," Harry said grimly. "Pressganged. The Empire goes to a
    world and demands a number of conscripts, and they don't care how they get them.
    Attan here volunteered so her siblings would have a chance to live. I'm willing to
    bet the rest of them are the same."

    "Harry, that may be true," Charlie argued. "But we still don't have the resources
    to keep these people prisoner. What are we supposed to do?"

    "Portkey them to the planet," De La Rosa said. "When we have the ship secured and
    repaired, we Portkey them down. No one else has to die."

    "Or we could give them a choice," Harry said, switching back to Basic.

    Attan's wide eyes were panning back and forth as she tried to follow a
    conversation in a language she'd never heard before. At Harry's last statement, she
    paled. "Ch-choice, sir?" She looked down at herself and tears welled at her eyes.
    "I'll do whatever you want, sir. Just like those ISB guys. Just please, don't kill
    me."

    Harry could hear Charlie suck in an angry breath behind him. The dragon wrangler
    had been around enough to know exactly what Attan was saying.

    "You knew about the ISB officers?" Harry asked.

    The young woman paled further and stuttered a little before wordlessly nodding.
    "And they made you do favours for them, right?"

    Again a nod. "Me and the other girls," she finally said. "Lette said no first
    time. Captain had her flogged for insubordination or something. Conscripts don't get
    any rights. None of us said no after that. Are they all…are they dead?"

    "Sleeping, Attan, just like you were a second ago," Harry lied. He stood and
    walked back to Charlie and De La Rosa. "I have an idea about them. We give them the
    option of joining the Rebellion."

    Charlie stared. "And you think they're just going to say yes and be done with it?
    What if there are more spies?"

    "I'm a Legilimens too," Maria said. "Most Aurors are. We have at least four or
    more who can do surface scans on the ship. We get them in here, and we get through
    all of them in a hurry. Those who want to stay, we put to work. Those who don't, we
    stun until we can Portkey them back."

    Charlie looked back to Harry. "What do you think?"

    "I think the only thing worse than forcing children to fight in a war is murdering
    them for it," he said intently.

    Charlie, like Bill, knew exactly the depths of meaning to that statement. "You're
    right," he finally said. "It's a good plan. What can I do to help?"

    "Go get the others, Maria," Harry told De La Rosa. "Charlie, you stun those that
    want to return to the planet."

    With that, Harry walked back to the trembling, terrified Attan Freddell. "Attan,
    my name is Colonel Harry Potter with the Alliance to Restore the Republic. The
    Alliance has taken this ship. I am offering you a berth on the ship. If you accept,
    you'll be an enlisted soldier with the Alliance, and no one will ever ask
    you for favours like those ISB men again. Among my people, that is a terrible crime,
    and we won't tolerate it. What…"

    "YES!" she screamed. She then blanched pale white and stuttered. "I mean, sorry,
    Colonel, sir. But yes, yes I'd like to join. Sir."

    Harry did not even need to scan her. "Good choice, Shipman. Now, let's see where
    we put your uniform…"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Thirty-two of the conscripts wished to switch allegiance. Ten said they wanted to
    join the Alliance to begin with, but the Imperials got to them before they were able
    to reach an Alliance recruiter. The others simply had no allegiance either way—they
    never wanted to join any navy and were motivated purely by survival.

    Though Harry hated to admit it, he was relieved not because of the moral choice of
    allowing them to live, but because the conscripts were all from engineering. The
    Empire, much like the Russian navy, believed in limited roles and training for
    certain personnel. A communications officer would be lost in engineering, while an
    engineering specialist wouldn't even know how to aim one of the heavy laser cannons
    on the hulls of the ship. Partly this was due to the incredibly detailed nature of
    each specialist position; and this also led to the need for huge crews. It was an
    intentional philosophy of the Empire, and from what Harry could glean, from the
    Republic before it.

    Given the fact that only a handful of his crew could successfully perform the
    technomage spell, he was not about to turn down trained help in any position on the
    ship.

    The fact that they got through them all in twenty minutes was itself a miracle.
    The rest of the prisoners they kept stunned and wrapped in a conjured rope/Portkey
    that would take them to the surface as soon as they were ready to escape. The next
    part of the mission was ready to begin.

    They had the last converted, vetted conscript back to his station just as the ship
    currently in dock, a Carrack-class light cruiser, flew slowly and gracefully
    out of the U-shaped anchorage. When the repair yard signalled their new ship forward,
    the Imperiused captain responded with the appropriate codes, while Charlie
    Weasley personally handled the thruster controls using what information he gleaned
    from the neural interface for their old ship.

    "Merlin's balls, I'm not sure if I'm doing this right!" he hissed to Harry.

    The tension continued to rise until the repair yard signalled them.
    "Injunction, we have you in tractor beam range. Cut all engines."

    With a sigh of relief, Charley cut back the thrust and the docking station brought
    them gently into the yard. The old Phoenix followed behind, stopping five
    thousand klicks away as if awaiting their turn. With a nod to the rest, Harry said,
    "Maria, you're with me. Everyone else, stay put, and stay in character. I'll signal
    with my credit chit when I'm ready."

    Already, an army of droids and Wookiees in space suits were descending on the
    damaged gravity well projector like a swarm of gnats on the back of a large grey
    bull. Harry ignored them as Maria, dressed now as a lieutenant, walked beside the
    Imperiused captain toward the main airlock.

    Harry chose De La Rosa simply because she had a military carriage. Her Basic was
    good enough after a day in the neural interface to pass as a provincial member of the
    Empire, but it was her confidence and carriage Harry was hoping would fool the
    Imperials.

    The airlock opened to reveal a pair of Stormtroopers and a young, fresh-faced
    lieutenant. The young man snapped his heels and saluted sharply. "Captain Antrose, an
    honour."

    The captain returned the salute. "Glad to be aboard, Lieutenant. I shall see the
    commander, now."

    The lieutenant nodded, but said, "Unfortunately, Captain, Commander Sheddis is
    occupied by a member of the Inquisitorius. It's rather nerve-wracking as you
    might imagine. Instead, I was instructed to provide you refreshments and possibly a
    tour of the facility."

    That was not what Harry wanted. He desperately needed to get to the
    command centre. Of course, he had no idea what the Inquisitorius was, but he
    wasn't going to let that ruin things for him. He wanted his stolen ship fully
    functional, and he wanted this station out of commission and the Wookiees freed when
    they left.

    "Bad form, lieutenant," Captain Antrose said at Harry's mental prodding. "I don't
    mind waiting for the Inquisitorius, but Sheddis and I served together and I
    would be remiss not to pay my respects."

    "You served together, sir?" The lieutenant blinked in obvious surprise. "I…I
    wasn't aware of that. I thought Commander Sheddis has always primarily served about
    stations such as this. Very well, if you don't mind waiting I'll take you to the
    command deck. This way, please?"

    Though she could not possibly see him, Maria cast a wide-eyed glance at Harry as
    they started down the hall. The two Stormtroopers remained where they were by the
    airlock, while outside the army of slaves and droids had managed with the help of a
    massive gantry to lift the building-sized dome off the gravity well generator.

    "Sir," the lieutenant said after a few minutes of walking, "if I may, when did you
    and Commander Sheddis serve together?"

    "Imperio," Maria hissed. The young lieutenant stumbled before resuming
    walking without saying anything further.

    "Potter, this is a bad idea," the Brazilian Auror whispered. "We don't know what
    this Inquisitorius is, but it doesn't sound good. And I hate this
    curse!"

    "You cast it well enough. Besides, we can do this," Harry said. "Just stick to the
    plan. You have your Portkey, right?"

    The two each carried an emergency Portkey tied to their general health. The
    lieutenant, now blessedly silent, led them out of the docking arm and into the
    central spire of the station. This section of the yard bustled with technicians and
    Stormtroopers. Harry looked but could not find any Wookiees, but that actually made
    sense. Slaves were always kept out of the main administrative areas of any Imperial
    facility.

    The command deck when they reached it proved to be a long, low-ceilinged room
    lined with dozens of workstations, only a few of which were occupied at any one time.
    It might have been a cube-farm on Earth, since it had that utilitarian feel of a
    general workspace rather than a place of military readiness. Harry even spotted a few
    personal holos or the occasional plant in the various workstations, giving the feel
    of a place where people spent an inordinate amount of time in.

    Across the long, narrow room Harry saw a well-lit office cordoned off by
    transparent walls. An Imperial officer sat stiffly behind a desk looking up at a
    figure Harry was at the wrong angle to see. He could see just from his body language
    that this Sheddis was very uncomfortable.

    "We can wait here," the lieutenant said.

    Harry moved over to De La Rosa. "I count thirty-two people," he whispered.

    "Agreed."

    "I'm going to cast a Notice-me-not and repelling charm at the far end of the room
    away from the commander's office. Let me know if that Inquisitorius person
    comes out. Remember, these people have their own types of wizards. One of them
    survived my Fiendfyre."

    Harry drifted over to a stretch of empty cubes by the door and began casting
    Muggle-repelling and notice-me-not charms. He then took his credit chit and signalled
    the second team before stepping out of the way. Moments later the Portkey deposited
    twenty witches and wizards—all Brazilian—in the midst of an area the mainstream human
    Imperials could not see or even look at.

    One by one, the former Quidditch players, Aurors and one magical, former
    television star disillusioned themselves and spread out over the command centre.
    "Potter!" Maria hissed.

    Harry looked and saw a figure stepping out of Sheddis's office. The moment he
    emerged Harry realized they were in trouble. The man wore loose black slacks and a
    black blouse with a long, black, hooded robe over it all. With the hood pulled down,
    Harry could see the man was human, with his hair shaved on the sides and pulled back
    in a Mohawk tied at the back of his skull. His eyes, though, moved from one
    disillusioned witch and wizard to another without missing a beat. Either he could see
    through the magic, or somehow sensed them otherwise.

    Then his eyes moved to Harry and widened a split second before he lit a glowing
    red blade just like Vader's. "Now!" Harry shouted.

    The twenty volunteers began stunning the Imperials at their various stations fast
    enough to hopefully prevent any alarm, while Harry rushed forward toward the man with
    the red laser sword. If this creature was anything like Vader, then he would move
    faster than a werewolf and be stronger still. So, seconds before they met, Harry
    Apparated behind him and lashed out with a silent cardiac curse.

    The man somehow stopped, somersaulted, and batted the curse right back at Harry in
    one fluid, impossible motion. Harry managed to side-step his deflected curse and was
    only dimly aware of the sickly-purple magic striking Sheddis in the chest behind
    him.

    Maria, trying her best, cast a blasting curse at the man's back. He spun away from
    the curse as if somehow he knew it was coming, and with a wave of his hand somehow
    summoned her toward him. Desperately, Harry did the same thing, casting a silent
    accio at the Auror, managing to pull her sufficiently far to one side that
    the blade which would have taken her head instead took her left arm at the elbow. She
    gave one startled scream of pain before her Portkey whirled her away.

    In a bid to buy his strike team time, Harry rushed to engage the Inquisitor again.
    He conjured a swarm of wasps that the man easily blasted them away with a flick of
    his hand and a wall of kinetic power. "Show yourself, Magician," the Inquisitor said.
    "I can sense your presence like a star in the Force. You cannot hide from me. But I
    would see your face before you die."

    Magician. This man knew who Harry was. With no more reason not to, since
    it was apparent the cloak had finally met its match, Harry let himself appear before
    the Inquisitor. "Hi," he said with false cheer. "How's old Vader doing?"

    "Lord Vader has warned us about you," the man said as he rushed forward with
    terrifying speed.

    If Harry were any other man, he'd have panicked at the terrifying sight. But he
    was the Man Who Conquered, Auror Captain and Mage General. He was the Master of
    Death. So instead of panicking, he clamped down on the fear and reacted by instinct.
    He conjured ice all over the floor and then Apparated behind the startled Inquisitor.
    Despite the sudden shift of his footing, the Inquisitor proved too good to fall.
    Instead, he gathered his own considerable magic and banished himself into the air
    after Harry in his new location. Harry conjured a flight of arrows and banished them
    toward the man, who simply cut them away with casual flicks of his sword.

    The Inquisitor then struck with his own magic directly at Harry. A storm of blue
    lightning filled the room. Harry raised his shield and intercepted it, but it felt as
    if his Protego charm was being hit by a whole army of Reductos. The
    sheer power behind it pushed Harry back half a foot just from the kinetic energy
    transmitted through his magic.

    Before he even had time to recover, the red sword was flying toward his face.
    Harry banished his attacker, but somehow the Inquisitor deflected the kinetic energy
    back and sent Harry flying. He stumbled into a cube, stunned at the deflection of his
    magic, and barely managed to Apparate away again before the laser sword cut him in
    half.

    "We're clear!" one of the Brazilians shouted.

    "Then get the hell out of here!" Harry screamed. Since they all knew their
    destination, the Brazilians were able to Disapparate rather than Portkey,
    and disappeared with a series of pops. Harry, meanwhile, ran down toward the large
    row of windows that overlooked the ship currently being repaired. His plan—everything
    they were trying to accomplish—would fail if he couldn't find a way to deal with this
    space wizard.

    Despite what he had to do, he also knew the wizard definitely was a better
    fighter. For all Harry's years of experience and skill, he simply could not move as
    fast as this Inquisitor moved. And so he did what he did best. With waves of his hand
    and the knowledge that his team was away, Harry delved into magic he had not used in
    years.

    Desks transformed into beasts of all description. Lethal curses flew as fast as
    Harry could cast them, from blood boilers to killing curses, while the deck plates
    underneath the man transformed into patches of quicksand. It was a flurry of magic
    that would have made even Dumbledore and Voldemort back away.

    Despite the urgency of the situation, and the growing panic that threatened to
    overwhelm his best control, Harry couldn't help but admire the grace with which his
    enemy overcame the magic. The laser sword deflected Harry's curses like a bat popping
    away cricket balls, while he flowed like a zero-gravity ballerina around the various
    magical traps. When a magical beast got too close he lopped off its head with a wipe
    of the lethal sword. When Harry tried to summon or destroy the blade itself, the man
    defeated the summoning and moved so that the destructive curses never struck their
    intended target.

    And all the while he closed on Harry with dark, burning eyes and an aura of
    malevolent intent. He wondered if Vader would have been as deadly if not for the
    Fiendfyre. But Harry could not afford to use Fiendfyre, not unless he was willing to
    murder the Wookiees he had come to save. The Fiendfyre would burn right through the
    station walls and expose all within to the vacuum of space…

    "You cannot beat me," the man growled as he leaped forward like a pouncing tiger.
    "I am more powerful than you can possibly imagine. The Dark Side is with me, and
    when…"

    "Would you just shut the fuck up" Harry growled, a moment before he vanished one
    of the windows.

    The Inquisitor's eyes bulged in disbelief a second before the vacuum sucked him
    and the other unconscious Imperials into the deadly vacuum of space. Harry restored
    the vanished window ten seconds later and struggled to breathe as the room's air
    scrubbers filled in the vacuum. Magical exhaustion brought him to his knees as he
    continued gasping at the thin air.

    "Bugger me," he muttered.

    

    sp
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    Chapter Thirteen: Escaping The
    Station

    The air grew thicker, which allowed Harry to breathe deeply. As he did so, an
    array of hurts and bruises made themselves known. Ordinarily his magic would be
    healing everything at once, but as depleted as he was, everything was going slower
    than normal.

    With a groan at the effort, Harry pushed himself back to his feet and looked
    around to see what was left. Captain Antrose was gone, likely sucked through the
    window. Sheddis' body had been dragged by the vacuum from his office and now sprawled
    on the floor in the middle of the space. The young lieutenant, though, squatted down
    by a cubicle with an expression of terror. Though it took much more concentration
    than it should have, Harry renewed the Imperius curse on the lieutenant and
    ordered him to go to this station and look up the status of the repairs.

    "Repairs are moving quickly," the lieutenant reported dully. "The damage was
    minimal, and we had parts in place. The repair should be done within the hour."

    "Open a secure channel to the ship's bridge," Harry ordered.

    When the connection came online, Harry saw a worried Fleur looking at him over the
    two-dimensional monitor. "'Arry, are you alright?"

    "Yeah, had to fight a space wizard."

    One elegant blonde brow rose. "Is that why you look like shite?"

    "Yeah. You should see the other guy. He should be passing in front of your windows
    any second now. How's Maria?"

    "She's cursing you in Portuguese," Fleur said. "The ship has an amazing medical
    bay, though. The robot there is already taking care of her. She said to tell you how
    lucky you are that it was not her wand arm."

    Harry shuddered at the thought. "Thank Merlin. Repairs will be done in an hour.
    I'll be over as soon as I can. I may need some help, though. That space wizard was
    tough, I'm nearly tapped out, and that replenishing trick the friendly space wizard
    showed me requires time I don't have. I have a couple of Dispparations in me, and not
    much else."

    Fleur pursed her pretty lip. "If you need us, 'Arry, just send a signal."

    "Yeah, I will. We're almost there, Fleur."

    Because it required no active magic on his part, Harry summoned his cloak and
    disappeared from view. He would later claim to his crew it was because he knew the
    operation had gone wonky, but in truth it was just his normal paranoia. However, in
    this case the paranoia saved his life. Just seconds after going invisible, a squad of
    four Stormtroopers rushed into the command deck.

    "Hands up!" the Stormtroopers demanded.

    The lieutenant, still under Harry's control, was too slow to respond. "He's
    compromised, fire!" one of the troopers ordered. Despite being one of their own
    officers, the four Stormtroopers did just that, gunning the unfortunate lieutenant
    down without hesitation. Harry, shaking his head, moved as quietly as he could under
    the cloak toward the door.

    He slowed when he reached it, however, when he saw a grid of barely visible red
    lines criss-crossing the still-open passage. Behind it, he saw three e-web automated
    blaster cannons, almost fifty Stormtroopers kneeling with their weapons pointed at
    the door, and behind them more Stormtroopers at stiff attention with their weapons at
    the ready.

    "Room appears to be clear," one of the four Stormtroopers said. "Bring in the deep
    scanning crew. Remember, the rebel has a new type of cloaking device that can only be
    detected through resonance scanning."

    That was new. From his stolen memories of Lieutenant Holdig, Harry knew
    what resonance scanning was—sound waves at above-human perception would almost
    certainly detected him even with his cloak. The cloak hid him from sight and most
    perceptions human or electronic, but did not actually remove him from the physical
    dimension.

    He started to Apparate when he smelled something that made his magic tingle. With
    his depleted magic, it took some effort to cast a bubble-head charm, but he was glad
    he did. The deep scanning crew arrived wearing gas-masks. These imperials were
    smart.

    Still invisible, Harry walked to the corner by the door and placed his hand on the
    floor. It took sweat-inducing effort, but he managed to conjure a small, single spark
    of Fiendfyre. The spark would grow to consume the whole station, but only with time.
    Nothing but an absence of fuel would put it out. It did not even need air, the fire
    was so deadly. But with just a spark to start, he likely had half an hour before it
    became anything worth noticing.

    Harry Apparated out of the command deck and had to fight to keep from passing out
    with the effort. Where's Leia to help me when I need her? He thought to
    himself. Or old Kenobi, for that matter.

    If he had more magic, Harry would have tried to do something more direct to the
    platoon of Stormtroopers that surrounded the command station, but at that moment he
    could not risk it. A quick look out of a transparisteel window revealed the droids
    and slaves putting the dome back on their stolen ship. A quick repair job indeed.

    A search of the station's directory revealed the slave quarters were one deck
    down. Harry took the lift and emerged in a completely different world. Where the
    station above was brightly lit with little touches of home, the lower level looked
    and smelled like a dungeon, with cells filled with huge, stacked cots.

    Wookiees sat dejectedly in the rooms grunting to each other, while still more were
    coming in from the airlocks. Still invisible, Harry moved into the cell. Immediately
    the Wookiees began sniffing the air and growling warnings.

    There were security cameras in the cell, so Harry did not dare reveal himself.
    Instead, he whispered. "I am a friend. Do not let the Imperials know I'm here. Who is
    the elder here?"

    In Shyriwook, the Wookiee growled out, "Cell 6."

    "If I give you the opportunity, would you and your brethren escape?"

    "Only fools and madclaws seek enslavement," came the barked response. For
    a Wookiee, it dripped sarcasm.

    Harry snorted, and then walked out of the cell into the narrow corridor. He saw a
    human overseer in light grey with a hefty stun baton looking about with narrow eyes.
    He must have been either an extraordinarily brave man, or stupid.

    Or he has another weapon I can't see.

    Legilimency did not require a great deal of magic, so Harry did not hesitate to
    walk up to the man under his cloak and dive into his mind. He realized immediately
    that it was not bravery that allowed the man to walk so freely among creatures that
    could rip him limb-from-limb with ease. It was confidence. He had a dead-man switch
    tied to slave implants in every one of the Wookiees.

    There was a second switch in the control room as well that would allow the
    shipyard commander to, with the touch of a button, kill every Wookiee on the
    station.

    Reduced almost to school yard jinxes, Harry cast a petrificus on the
    overseer, followed by a low-level sleeping charm. Before the man could tip over,
    Harry caught him and propped him up against a support beam. He heard Wookiees
    sniffing and growling interrogatories at each other, and when he turned around he
    buried his nose in a mat of grey fur that kept going up and up.

    The creature growled dangerously and grabbed him by the shoulders despite being
    invisible. The ease with which he hoisted Harry into the air was disconcerting to say
    the least. "I'm a friend!" Harry gasped.

    "Show yourself!" the elder growled.

    "If I do, the Imperials will know I'm here and kill you all! I know about the
    implants in your heads. My name is Harry Potter with the Alliance to Restore the
    Republic. Before that, I was a friend to Shewtalla the Wookiee. We were both slaves
    on Despayre. I tried to save your people there but failed. I came to try again for
    her memory. That ship out there is mine, and I want to take you all with me when we
    leave."

    The great pepper-grey Wookiee put him down. "The white heads above will shoot
    us if we flee. If they do not, Sheddis will kill us with his bombs." The elder
    pointed this out with a series of grunts, growls and howls.

    "I can safely evacuate all of you to the ship," Harry said. "But I need the ship's
    repairs done first. How long until they're done?"

    "Twenty-minutes," the Elder said.

    "Okay, please listen. Soon there's going to be an alarm. I've planted a type of
    firebomb in the command centre that they will not be able to stop. They'll put you
    all in lockdown while they try. When that happens, my people will return with the
    means to transport you to the ship. It will be most effective if you group yourselves
    into ten each. How many Wookiees are there total?"

    "Fifteen hundred," the Elder said.

    Harry frowned. "I thought there were over four thousand."

    "There were." To human ears Shyriwook sounded like grunts, barks and
    growls. But once one learned the language, it was incredibly emotive. There was no
    doubt from the sadness and loss communicated in the Elder's growl that the others
    were all dead.

    "No more, then," Harry said. "Leave the overseer as he is. We'll return as soon as
    we can."

    The Elder nodded and released him. It took far more concentration and effort than
    normal, but Harry was able to Apparate to the bridge of his ship. And then his legs
    gave out.

    "Harry!" Blinking in an effort to focus eyes that, though corrected with Muggle
    surgery years ago, sometimes still seemed slow when tired, Harry saw Charlie and Bill
    leaning down on either side. "Is everyone here?" he asked.

    "Yeah, the away team said you were fighting some kind of dark lord!"

    "Yeah, he kicked my ass."

    "Did you win?" Charlie asked.

    "Of course, that's what I do. Help me up." With the two brothers' help, Harry sank
    into the captain's station chair by a holographic tactical array. "Does the station
    realize the ship is compromised?"

    "No, Fleur has the boarding party all paralyzed under her allure," Bill said with
    a smirk. "As far as the station is concerned, you must have snuck aboard without
    anyone the wiser. Supposedly they'll be done with repairs in about twenty minutes.
    But…"

    "But what?"

    "The planetary garrison has been alerted," Charlie said. "The ship's crew is being
    recalled. They have almost a thousand people planning on boarding this ship, and as
    pretty as Fleur is she can't subdue that many people with her allure alone. Once they
    get here, the gig is up."

    "Well, that's not the real problem," Harry said. "I lit a spark of Fiendfyre in
    the command station, and all the Wookiees have explosives in their heads."

    "Yeah, that's a problem," Bill muttered. "What is it with you and fire,
    Harry?"

    "I'll tell you, someday. It involves Dumbledore and a lake full of Inferi." He
    took a deep, shuddering breath. "Start making rope Portkeys. I want the away-team
    ready to Portkey to the Wookiee slave quarters as soon as possible. We'll need to
    bring the overseer too since he has a dead man switch with the Wookiees. I'll have to
    go first to lead them, then they can Apparate in on me."

    "You can barely stand," Bill noted.

    "Yeah, noticed that. Have any pepper-up potion?"

    Charlie snorted. "We haven't had pepper up potion since before the Imperials
    bombed the planet. We used up our supply in Britain during the first few days
    fighting."

    Harry sighed. "Yeah, I remember. I used quite a few myself."

    Now that he wasn't surrounded by people trying to kill him, Harry he tried to
    recall specifically how Obi-Wan helped him replenish his depleted magic after the
    Death Star, but though he could remember the feeling perfectly, he could not recall
    specifically how to achieve it.

    "Bugger. Get on the Portkeys, I'll work something out."

    The Brazilian away team, men and women in their forties and fifties, returned to
    the bridge. They were the youngest and fittest of his volunteers. He noticed how they
    looked at him with a lot more respect than just an hour ago. It was a look he grew
    accustomed to as Mage General when his people saw him in action. There was
    recognition in their eyes that yes, he actually did know what the hell he was doing,
    and that he was really good at it.

    "We're going to be rescuing space Sasquatches," he told them. "They are sentient,
    technologically savvy creatures. Though they cannot speak Basic, they can understand
    it perfectly. You can probably use a translation spell if you know it and that would
    also work. There are fifteen hundred, and we need to Portkey them all to this ship.
    And we have to do it fast. We have… Charlie?"

    "Fifteen minutes," Charlie said.

    "Fifteen minutes to get them all over here," Harry said. "After that, we have
    Fiendfyre and lots of angry Imperials to choose from when trying to pick which way we
    want to die. Any questions?"

    There were none. With an effort of will, Harry forced himself to stand and walk
    over to them. "How are the Portkeys coming?"

    "I've finished ten," Bill said. The strain of making the Portkeys showed in the
    red of his face.

    "We can help," some members of the away team said. Four of them knew how to make
    Portkeys as well, and together they had twenty done in minutes.

    "We can't wait," Harry said. "I'll take the first batch with me. Alvarez, come
    with me. Two more come over when you have at least twenty ready."

    He and Alvarez appeared with a loud, clumsy pop in the middle of the slave
    corridor. The Wookiees stood and backed away in surprise. Harry activated his cloak
    and Alverez quickly disillusioned herself. Harry quickly found the Elder Wookiee.

    "Do you have the first group ready?" he asked.

    "Behind you." Harry turned and saw a grouping of ten of the creatures.
    Once again he was reminded just how very big they were.

    Alvarez muttered a curse in Portuguese. "They are very big," she noted.

    "Yep. Elder, have twenty groups ready, they'll be going out very quickly, ten at a
    time. Alvarez, I need you to activate the Portkeys. I'm tapped out.'

    "Sim. Come, big ones. Time to go!"

    Still shrouded in her disillusionment charm, Alvarez took one of the
    twenty ropes and handed it over. "Each of you grab it, and do not let go. You will
    not like the ride, but it will take you safely to our ship. Do you understand?"

    At the chorus of growls, she put her wand to the rope and said,
    "Portus."

    The Elder grunted in shock when the ten Wookiees disappeared. "Next!" Harry
    called.

    As narrow as the corridor was, it was difficult for the Wookiees to move around
    freely. This, Harry thought, was the intent behind the architecture. Still, the next
    group quickly formed and was gone, followed by a third and fourth. Two more of his
    away team arrived with more Portkeys, and the Elder finally began to think they would
    make it.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Oh fuck me," Charlie muttered.

    Bill looked up in alarm at his brother's declaration and then followed his gaze to
    the command module that rose up from the centre of the large station, of which their
    berth was only one of six, though the others evidently were not functioning because
    of the lack of staff and available slaves.

    The inside of the module glowed with bright orange light so bright it was visible
    even from their distance and shone almost like a beacon. "Oh yeah, the Fiendfyre,"
    Bill muttered.

    A cloud of orange flame exploded out from the module, consuming it entirely in the
    maw of what actually looked like a demon. Most Fiendfyre took on the shape of
    animals, but in the vacuum of space the fire looked as if it were truly a product of
    hell. It did not burn as hot or as fast as it would within the atmosphere of a
    planet, but it still burned and began creeping down the module toward the station
    proper.

    "Will someone in the next group tell Harry his fire fetish is about to come back
    and burn him?" Bill said.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry knew the fire had matured when all the station alarms went off. "Well,
    figures," he muttered. Alverez was gone; having handed out all her Portkeys and the
    next group was as well. They returned for more while the third group handed out
    theirs. The Wookiees were moving as fast as they could, while Harry stayed near the
    Elder and the still-petrified overseer.

    "How are the repairs coming?"

    "Five minutes," the old Wookiee barked. "What is happening? Is this
    the fire bomb?"

    "Yep."

    The next group included forty Portkeys, and Charlie Weasley. "Harry, that fire
    is…"

    "Yeah, I know. Did you pull in more enchanters?"

    "Yeah." He then saw the Elder and his eyes widened. "Wow, you are beautiful. And
    they understand basic?"

    "I understand you just fine, red one," the Elder said.

    Charlie's eyes bulged even more, and to Harry's utter shock, he growled back.
    "I understand you. Teach me your tongue?"

    His perfect imitation shocked the Elder almost as much as it shocked Harry.
    Meanwhile, the Brazilians were wide-eyed as they virtually threw the Portkeys at each
    oncoming column of what seemed like an endless stream of Wookiees.

    "Can the Portkeys handle twenty at a time?" Harry asked.

    "As big as these Wookiees are?" Charlie said. "Not a chance. They're showing up
    coated in ice and it's not even a half-mile trip, that's how much their weight is
    straining the magic. We'll just have to keep at it until…"

    The whole station shook violently. "Well," Charlie said, paling. "Maybe we could
    fit twelve per Portkey."

    "Twelve!" Harry shouted. "Twelve per rope!"

    "How are you doing this, Unsighted One?"

    "Magic," Harry said. "We're wizards. Like Jedi, only more awesome."

    "Not to mention cocky," Charlie said. The next group arrived and the old one
    popped away. The Wookiees were running now and grunting in fear as a deep, terrible
    roar rumbled through the station arm that housed the slave section. The air began to
    grow hot, but more than the heat was a sense of impending doom that was as much an
    effect of the demonic fire as the heat was.

    "It seemed like a good idea at the time," Harry muttered.

    Charlie glared at him.

    "Last groups coming up!" Harry didn't recognize the voice, but he was very pleased
    to see an end at last to the line of Wookiees. "Last Portkey is for us!" Harry
    shouted.

    The last group of Wookiees disappeared, and the remaining Brazilian ran to join
    Harry, Charlie and the Elder. Before Charlie was able to activate the Portkey, the
    wall behind them glowed red for a moment before it suddenly bulged and melted away
    before a horrifically smiling ball of yellow-red flame.

    "Portus!" Charlie screamed.

    A second later, Harry stumbled against the Elder on the bridge of the star
    destroyer. The Elder roared his discontent with the travel method, which Harry
    secretly agreed with. It was a rough ride, even for a Portkey, which meant the people
    making it themselves were straining their magic to do so.

    He looked up in time to see Bill shouting at Booker and Madam Malkin, who were
    both manning the actually flight controllers. "Take us out, bugger the moorings!"
    Outside the bridge, it seemed as if all of space had come alive with billows of evil
    orange flame.

    "TIE fighters and assault shuttles are in-bound!" another of the older witches
    manning the bridge called.

    "We're about to die," Booker added dryly. "Just thought I'd get that out
    there."

    "Not if you move us you old coot!" Malkin shouted.

    The shipyard was built along a singular plane, and so rather than try to back out
    Malkin and Booker put the huge ship into a steep dive down and away from the station,
    toward the on-coming TIE-fighters and assault shuttles.

    Harry stood with the others, every hair on his body standing on end, as the
    Fiendfyre reached the arms of the berth where they were just moments before. The
    flame billowed out like arms reaching to embrace them in flame, but the ship had
    moved just far enough that the fire barely missed them. And without out any air to
    fuel it, the Fiendfyre could not shoot itself out like it might have on Earth.

    "Excellent," Harry said. "Now…"

    And that's when the TIE fighters and assault shuttles began to open fire on them.
    The ship rocked under the combined assault. Charlie ran passed them to the controls,
    where he replaced Booker.

    "Can we return fire?" Harry asked.

    "With what? We don't have anyone manning our guns!" Charlie shouted back.

    Elder roared, and as if on cue the Immobilizer's own quad laser cannons
    suddenly coughed to life, seemingly of their own volition. Charlie put the ship in a
    barrel roll as if he were riding a broom and not a 600 meter star destroyer, but in
    the process brought the ship's larger guns to bear on the incoming ships.

    A Wookiee's battle cry answered the Elder over the intercom. "Huh," Harry said.
    "Wookiees. Gotta love them."

    Not only did the Wookiees know how to repair Imperial equipment, they evidently
    knew how to use it. The first five fighters to cross their bow evaporated in brief
    plumes of fire as the interior atmospheres flamed out.

    The assault shuttles, which were large enough to hold hundreds of soldiers or even
    a few fighters, were harder to take down. The Wookiees remarkable aim, however, held
    the shuttles back while the stolen destroyer rolled again to skim the atmosphere on
    an escape vector.

    "Charlie, we need to get out of here!" Harry asked.

    "No, really? Cor blimey, Harry, you're as bad as Ron said you are sometimes,"
    Charlie muttered. "I'm entering a random jump. Don't want to lead them back home, do
    we?"

    Outside, the planetary horizon began to thin as the star destroyer literally
    bounced off the atmosphere before managing a path away from the planet. That's when
    the old Phoenix, following its pre-programmed routine, slammed into the
    burning shipyard. The explosion shattered the already dying structure and sent shards
    of flaming metal flying in every direction. One piece hit an assault shuttle and gave
    the Fiendfyre a new target, which it began to consume gleefully.

    Unfortunately, other pieces began to head down to the surface of the planet.
    "Bill, do we know how many people are down there?" Harry asked with a sick feeling in
    his stomach.

    "Arbentraal IV, according to the computer, was uninhabited except for the Imperial
    Compound and a large research facility on the far side of the planet," Bill said.

    Harry took a deep sigh of relief. "Good. Because when that Fiendfyre hits the
    ground, there won't be anything to stop it."

    And with that, Harry managed four steps toward his quarters before he passed out
    from magical exhaustion.

    

    (A/N: Yes, he really did pass out. Just like he did sometimes in the books when
    magically exhausted.)
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    Chapter Fourteen: Politics

    Although Harry never admitted it to anyone but Ginny and Hermione, when the
    Deathly Hallows returned, his dreams changed. Before the Empire scorched Earth into a
    snowball, he often dreamed about Cedric, or Tonks and Lupin. Even Sirius...

    He dreamed of talking to them; of telling them about his life and having them tell
    them about events from theirs. Most disconcerting was when he found evidence that
    what he dreamed actually happened. Though no Marauders lived to confirm the story,
    Dream Sirius told Harry of a time in his fourth year when he managed to convince the
    first year Slytherins that Herbology was actually held in Hagrid's midden field which
    he used to fertilize his pumpkins.

    When he later attended Minerva McGonagall's 95th birthday party and mentioned the
    odd dream, she laughed uproariously and confirmed that in fact it did happen. Though
    it would be disconcerting to most, in a way Harry found it comforting that he alone
    was able to carry a part of those he loved with him past their deaths in a way others
    could not.

    But after the Earth died, and he dreamed almost exclusively of Ginny and his kids,
    the dreams became so painful he woke up with tears in his eyes almost every morning.
    He dreamt of them now, laughing in the park across from Grimmauld Place. He and Ginny
    worked for six months straight to completely gut and refurbish the old house when
    they first found out she was pregnant with James. Those months were probably the
    happiest months in his life. It was before he really began to notice how he had not
    been aging like other people, and being just the two of them neither gave a second
    thought to eating out every night, or pub crawling with Muggles. And every night they
    would come home and make love and sink into a deep, restful sleep secure behind their
    wards and each other's arms.

    He dreamed of that happy young couple now. He stood on the sidewalk by the park,
    looking into the windows of the house at the shockingly young couple. He was
    nineteen, she only eighteen, and they were so deeply, profoundly in love it hurt to
    look at them. And yet it was a precious pain, and one he could never imagine going
    without.

    Suddenly the dream blurred and changed into something he'd never dreamed of
    before. He was in a sterile room of silvers, tans and whites. A table rested in the
    middle of the space, and on it lay a short, rounded body. The sheet that covered the
    body was soaked in blood from the waist down.

    Curious, the dream Harry lifted the sheet back to reveal a woman once beautiful in
    life, made less so in death. The face was swollen, like her belly, with a late
    pregnancy. The swelling had sunk with her passing, leaving her face mottled and
    misshapen. Her hair looked lank with sweat, and like in all his dreams he could smell
    the stench of blood, shit and sweat that the antiseptics in the room could not quite
    cover.

    Given who and what he was, it did not surprise Harry at all when the figure opened
    her eyes. "You were not her future," the woman said. "You changed everything."

    Harry nodded as if he understood, when he really didn't. "For the better?"

    "Only the Force knows," the woman said. "Her destiny was so heavy for such small
    shoulders. Her brother cannot be for her what she needs. Can you?"

    And suddenly Harry understood. He was talking to Leia's and Luke's mother. "I
    don't know," he admitted. "I'm not sure what she needs."

    "Until you do know, she will not be yours."

    He woke up then, but only because of the stinging slap to his cheek.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry's eyes popped open to see Maria De La Rosa standing over him while rubbing
    what looked like an artificial hand. "That was a stupid plan, Potter!" she growled.
    "It cost me my arm!"

    Harry had to blink several times to get the tears out of his eyes, though he
    couldn't tell if they were from his dreams or the slap. With effort, he sat up in the
    ship's fully automated med bay, where he and Maria were the only two living beings
    present. A nearby droid said, "Madam, it is unwise to strike a patient until your
    nerve-mapping is complete."

    "Shut up, montanha de merda!"

    "Mountain of shit?" Harry translated.

    "You, shut up. I'm not done with you yet."

    Harry shook his head and tested his magic. He wasn't up to normal levels, but he
    appeared to be better off than he was. "Yes, you are."

    "Who do you think…?"

    "I'm your commanding officer, De La Rosa, or did you forget that?" Harry snapped
    angrily.

    She stiffened. "This is a volunteer crew."

    "Volunteers in a time of war. From the day you volunteered, your arse was mine.
    You were an Auror, you know how it works. I'll give that one to you for free—you lost
    an arm, and I'm sorry. That guy almost had my head on three occasions, and I fucking
    beat Voldemort. But we did it—we got the ship, we saved the Wookiees, and we did a
    world of hurt on the people who killed our world. Most importantly, limbs aside, we
    didn't have any fatalities. That's a win and you know it!"

    She gripped the artificial hand. The Immobilizer medical bay did not have
    the resources for synthflesh, and so instead her new arm was covered in a clear
    polymer that left the complex servos of the arm exposed for all to see. It reminded
    Harry of the conjured quicksilver Voldemort used for Pettigrew years ago. Maria
    looked down and flexed her new fingers before making a fist.

    "I've been an Auror for twenty years," she admitted slowly, as if the words hurt.
    "And I've never been that scared before, except maybe when the Imps burned the world.
    Even then, once I made it to the school, I thought I'd make it because those were the
    strongest wards on Earth. But yesterday… meu Deus, I thought I was going to
    die."

    "Yesterday?" Harry cleared his throat. "So, I've been out all day?"

    "Yeah. Mr. Veela's been in charge. Bill."

    Harry snorted. "Mr. Veela?"

    "You think he wears the pants in that family?"

    At her incredulous look, Harry could only shake his head. "You see those scars he
    got?"

    "Yeah, so?"

    "Fenrir Greyback, the most notorious werewolf in Britain. Happened before they
    were even married. Know what? She didn't care. She's not the boss, and he's not
    either. They're partners, as perfect for each other as anyone I've ever met."
    Almost as perfect as Ginny and I were. "Come on, let's go see what the
    hell's going on. Are you just now getting out too?"

    "Yeah."

    "Then let's go. I need food, then a bath."

    The two of them wandered aimlessly through the ship until they found one of the
    new conscripts who, blushing furiously, led them to the mess hall.

    "It's like a Sasquatch convention," Maria muttered.

    Hundreds of Wookiees filled the space so thoroughly it was all the two humans
    could do to squeeze through to the food, which the ship's droids prepared. "Do you
    recognize any of this merda?" Maria asked.

    "I'm so hungry, I don't care." Harry took a tray and began piling food on. His
    magic might have been restored, but he had not had a meal in over a day and the
    hunger gnawed at him. He finally found a table with a pair of witches and one of the
    Brazilian away team members. He made his way over, and the three stood abruptly.

    "At ease," Harry said without a thought. "It seems crowded. Mind if we join
    you?"

    "No, please do," the man said. Harry sat and delved into his memories. "Mary,
    Samantha and Sabatian, right?"

    "You remembered!" the British witch, Samantha said.

    "I try," Harry said. "You've met Maria De La Rosa?"

    They all nodded while Harry ploughed into his food with abandon. Maria did not
    hesitate either. Finally, all fed, he listened to the happy roars from the Wookiees.
    Most were drinking what smelled like beer, and were singing songs from home.

    Some, though, looked and sounded angry as they recounted a litany of ills wholly
    as bad as what the magicals had suffered. Their home world, Kashyyyk, had been
    ravaged by the Empire almost as badly as Despayre, and their once great and numerous
    people were now on the brink of extinction.

    What worried Harry, though, was that the Wookiees he was listening to did not
    blame the Empire. He blamed humans in general. Moreover, he was looking right at the
    lone human table in the room.

    "That's trouble," he muttered. "Maria, the rest of you, head on out alright?
    Maria, go to the bridge."

    "Why?"

    "Those Wookiees are lumping us in with the same people that raped their
    world."

    Wide-eyed, Maria nodded and left the table with the other three on her heels. The
    angry Wookiee watched them go before locking eyes with Harry, who stared right
    back.

    Harry knew from his time on Despayre that direct eye-contact was something to be
    done carefully. In the wrong circumstances, it could be considered a challenge.
    That's how the Angry Wookiee took his stare now. With a roar, he jumped to his feet,
    grabbed the table, and threw it right over Harry's head.

    It was meant to be a show of strength and a warning. Harry magically caught the
    table and threw it right back, forcing the Wookiee to dodge out of the way. The other
    Wookiees saw what happened and most jumped to their feet, but did not interfere.

    The furious Wookiee charged Harry. Harry cast a mild stunner, but it bounced off
    the Wookiees fur as if it were a real Sasquatch or other magical creature. So, Harry
    did something else. He cast a powerful banisher that knocked the Wookiee clean off
    his feet and left him seeing stars in the middle of the floor.

    Only then did Harry stand and walk closer to the stunned Wookiee. "You hate
    humans," he said to the creature. "I see it in your eyes, and I understand why. I
    hate the humans that burned my world and killed almost eight billion of my people.
    But there is something you need to know right now. I'm not human. I am a mage. I may
    not be as strong as you, but I have magic that can turn you into a rock, or rip your
    soul from your body and use it for potions. I and my people want to be your friends.
    We saved you because it was the right thing to do. But don't ever think because we're
    small that we're weak. There aren't many of us left, but though we are few, we are
    mighty."

    The Wookiee stared up at him, and in a growl that for a human would by a cry of
    pain, said, "The ones that killed my mate and younglings looked like
    you!"

    Harry squatted down and looked the creature in the eyes. "So did the ones who
    killed my mate and my younglings. I had three kids. How many did you have?"

    "One," the Wookiee said. "Only ever one, at a time. It is the way of
    our bodies."

    Harry rested a hand on the Wookiees shoulder. "I am Harry Potter. I was a friend
    to Shewtalla the Wookiee on Despayre. She taught me of the pain your people suffered.
    I share your pain, because my people have suffered as well. I suffered. If you must
    fight, then fight with us against those who did harm. Don't harm my crew. Don't make
    me hurt you."

    He stood, and though it felt as if it might cost him his arm, Harry helped the
    much larger, heavier being to his feet. "I am Akallaah. I will not hurt any of
    your people, Harry Potter."

    "Thank you, Akallaah. Stay here and rest. I must return to the bridge. If you need
    anything, contact your Elder." With that, Harry Apparated directly to the bridge.

    His appearance interrupted an animated conversation between Maria, Charlie and the
    Elder Wookiee. The former dragon wrangler's face was alight with something
    approaching professional joy as he learned Shyriwook with a speed and skill only a
    wizard could hope for. The older Wookiee laughed with humorous barks as Charlie not
    only learned what their language meant, but actually learned to speak it as well.

    The Elder saw Harry and called out a greeting which Harry returned as best he
    could. Despite knowing the language, Harry's best attempt at hello came out as,
    "Help I am a hello yes."

    The Elder laughed uproariously at this while Harry grinned sheepishly. "Yeah,
    Harry, don't even try," Charlie said. "They understand Basic perfectly. I think they
    might be a touch magical, though. I'm learning their language pretty fast, and my
    polyglot tendencies only apply to magical creatures."

    "It might explain their long lives and technical expertise," Fleur theorized from
    her station.

    "And the fact their fur is immune to stunners, like a real Sasquatch," Harry said.
    "Had a bit of a tussle with a Wookiee named Akallaah."

    "Yes, Akallaah is poisoned by hate," the Elder said with a wise nod.
    "The Empire killed his mate and child. Newly bonded they were, and it was a
    blessing to produce a child after only one cycle. Do I need to speak with
    him?"

    "I think I handled it," Harry said. "Speaking of, though, are we en route to
    Avalon?"

    Charlie nodded. Harry looked back to the Elder and said, "Are you going to speak
    for your people when we arrive?"

    The old Wookiee grunted his agreement.

    "Good. I think for all our sakes when we land it would be best to draw up a formal
    treaty. My people have suffered as much as yours under the Empire and are hesitant to
    trust again. With a treaty, we can ensure you have lands available for as long as you
    need them, and will be ensured your rights and freedoms in our world."

    The Wookiee agreed, and then snorted in amusement when he saw long, pale arms
    reached around Harry and gave him a hug. Harry turned, surprised, to see Fleur
    smiling at him. "We were worried about you, 'Arry," she said. When not in danger or
    stress, her English was immaculate. "You look better. But you smell worse. Go
    shower."

    "Yeah, no arguments there. How long until Avalon?"

    "Two more days," Fleur said. "And if you have any more problems with the Wookiees,
    let me know."

    "This one is dangerous," the Elder said with a nod to Fleur, though
    without any hard feeling. Instead, he seemed amused.

    "They understand I am not like the rest," Fleur said. She gave a wistful smile.
    "The last of my kind, I suppose. It did not breed true with Victoire or
    Dominique."

    Harry took her hand and held it a moment, before smiling. "Now you really are one
    of a kind. I'm tired and dirty. Someone woke me up with a slap. I'm going to go
    shower and finish recuperating. Call if anything comes up."

    "We will, 'Arry."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    They were gone a total of five days. When Harry left, Lady Sofia's people were
    harvesting the first magically accelerated crops and Madame Rosmerta was supervising
    the construction of temporary housing for the colonists. They had almost a dozen of
    the herbivorous 'grass runners' in a transfigured pen and evidence that they were not
    only edible, but actually quite tasty, and they had the foundations of a future
    government in place.

    Harry had good feelings when he left.

    When he took the Portkey down to the planet's surface, leaving the newly
    rechristened Phoenix Redux in orbit, he found himself staring at fallow,
    blackened fields in the centre of the ward circle. In the distance, he could see
    crumbling housing. The school appeared mostly finished, if the ramshackle
    transfigured earthen buildings could be called a school. The civic centre was the
    only thing finished.

    "What the hell happened?"

    Someone must have noticed his arrival, because he heard a "Harry!" and turned just
    in time to receive a missile in the shape of Victoire Lupin neé Weasley in his arms.
    "Oh, Harry, you're finally back!"

    "Victoire, what happened?"

    "I'll tell you, but come see Teddy first, please!"

    Harry allowed himself to be pulled along, though he did reach into his pocket to
    grab the charmed credit chit and signal others to come down. The two went into the
    civic centre, which he saw immediately had been expanded enormously inside. Nor was
    the space wasted—every inch was crowded with angry, filthy, hungry looking
    people.

    It took Harry only a moment to notice that they were all British—he could not find
    any of the Brazilians. Before he could ask any more questions, they cleared a corner
    of conjured stone where a series of cots were laid out on the floor. Each cot was
    filled with an obviously cursed person. At the end, Harry was stunned to find both
    Rosmerta and Teddy Lupin.

    "Merlin's saggy nutsack, what happened?" Harry demanded.

    Teddy was at least conscious, though he sported a nasty-looking curse on the meaty
    part of his thigh. He sighed with relief when he saw Harry. "Hey, glad you're back.
    Did everything go okay?"

    "Teddy, what did Andy tell you about ignoring questions? What happened?"

    "Bloody war is what happened," Rosmerta snapped. Her shirt was pulled down so that
    her entire shoulder could be wrapped in a poultice. "The Brazilians are all holed up
    in that so called school. Merlin knows where those bloody Yanks and Aussies are."

    Harry knelt down between them. "I need the full story."

    "Either one of the Yanks or Aussies attacked a Brazilian girl," Teddy said. "We
    think it was one of the Aussies, personally, but we're not sure. The Brazilians
    blamed one of our kids, though. I did a Legilimency scan, so I know they had the
    wrong kid. When I refused to turn him over so the father could have his justice, it
    started a bloody riot. Lady Sofia and I agreed to keep our populations separated
    until we could calm the nerves. But yesterday, someone stole the stored crops and
    burned the fields. We're looking at a war."

    Harry shook his head. "There aren't enough of us alive to fight a war, what you're
    describing is racial suicide. Are you okay?"

    "Yeah, I'll heal."

    "How 'bout you, Rosie?"

    "My bloody shoulder hurts, but it'll heal. I've had worse."

    "Oh, don't listen to her," Victoire said with a forced smile. "She's been flashing
    her breasts at the boys for two days now."

    "Had to get the bandages on, now, didn't I?"

    "Hell, I'm sorry I missed that," Harry laughed, but like Victoire's efforts it
    felt forced. "Whole generations of Hogwarts students have been dreaming about
    that."

    Rosmerta snorted. "Hogwarts boys don't care who's they are, they just want to see
    'em."

    Harry walked back out of the building just as more of his crew appeared. Fleur and
    Bill arrived with Maria and Booker, whose real name was Tom Hemsworth. They looked
    around with the same alarm Harry felt.

    "Harry, what's going on?" Bill asked.

    "Stupidity," Harry growled. "Bill, Fleur, Teddy's been cursed. Victoire is holding
    up, but I bet it would make her feel better for her parents to be there. They're in
    the civic centre."

    Alarmed, the two made their way to their son in law. Harry, meanwhile, looked
    intently at Booker and Maria. "The Brits and Brazilians are on the verge of open
    fighting," Harry said. "Over something that an Aussie likely did. Do you think any of
    us will survive if we let this continue?"

    Maria shook her head. "No. I don't."

    "If I step in, I won't be working for the British or the Brazilians, but for our
    race. Stupid or not, can I count on you? Because I'm going to need Brazilians by my
    side to make anything work."

    Maria didn't hesitate a second. "I'm with you. Call the away team too. They'll be
    with us too."

    "Right. Lady Sofia first."

    The rest of the away team joined them, including the three Harry met in the mess
    hall for his first meal after awakening. He nodded to the twenty Brazilians as Maria
    quickly filled them in on what was happening and why even as they walked toward the
    school.

    Harry stopped at the edge of a wand-based ward. "Maria, you recognize this
    magic?"

    She performed a standard Auror scan and nodded. "It is Lady Sofia's. It is keyed
    only to those who had been in her school. It would not let you pass."

    "Yeah, see, that's not going to work." Though he was still recovering magically,
    Harry easily had twice the magic available that the headmistress did. She was a true
    expert in magic, but she was no Dumbledore in terms of sheer brute power. He raised
    both hands, and with a grunt pulled the ward down entirely.

    It didn't surprise him when wizards poured out of the front door with wands drawn,
    only to come up short at Maria's angry, Portuguese shouts to stand down. Seeing that
    Harry was backed by twenty one of their fellow Brazilians, the handful of angry,
    frightened wizards surprisingly complied.

    "Take me to Lady Sofia," Harry ordered.

    The primitive, transfigured buildings, like the Civic Centre, had been vastly
    expanded magically to allow for the thousands of Brazilians living there. Harry noted
    that, like the Brits, there were a disproportionate number of children among them.
    They looked as hungry and angry as the Brits did, but made no effort to stop him as
    he made his way through the various rooms until he reached Lady Sofia.

    He recognized Jose Carvalho and Adriana Melo from the Wizenmeet he tried to
    establish, but he did not recognize the furious Brazilian man with the thick
    moustache and five-day shadow on his face, nor the young girl they were gathered
    around.

    Lady Sofia's eyes blazed as she saw him enter. "You have no business here, Harry
    Potter."

    Harry dismissed her entirely and looked at Adriana Melo. "Is this the girl Teddy
    Lupin told me about?"

    "Leave her alone, Branquelo!" the angry father shouted.

    "This Branquelo saved your life, Tolo!" Maria snapped right
    back. "And your daughter's too."

    The other Wizenmeet member, Carvalho, said a few words to Harry's people he didn't
    bother to translate, but they shook their heads. Harry, meanwhile, leaned over and
    looked into the girl's wide, haunted eyes.

    The memory wasn't just at the forefront of her mind—it dominated her thoughts. She
    was caught in the middle of a riot of children, most of whom were obviously not
    Brazilians judging by their complexions and language. But there were a few British
    boys around, if Harry could judge from the memory.

    It sickened him to live through her assault, and he exited the memory as soon as
    he had the pertinent information on her attack her. The Legilimency was done
    so fast she did not even realize it. While her father and Lady Sofia exchanged
    insults, he conjured a teddy bear for her and imbued it with some calming charms.

    "This is Pietro," he told her. He could see from her eyes that she understood.
    "He's a guard bear. He can protect your dreams at night. When the bad dreams come,
    squeeze Pietro tight, and he'll protect you. Okay?"

    Wordlessly she nodded and accepted the conjured bear. He then stood and looked at
    the angry father. The man was flushed with blood at the tongue-lashing Maria just
    gave him. With him under control, he looked finally at Lady Sofia.

    "It is obvious you are not fit to be a leader to our people," Harry said.

    She stiffened. "How dare you! I am leading my people right now!"

    "No, you're leading Brazilians. That is less than half of our people. And that's
    why you're not fit to lead. You can't understand that there are no more Brazilians or
    British, Americans or Australians. There is just us, against this world and the
    Galaxy as a whole. And until you realize that, you will remain nothing but a
    school teacher."

    He turned to Melo. "Talk it over and pick a replacement for her. You have one
    hour, and then come to the Civic Centre. The Wizenmeet is going to convene
    again."

    Lady Sofia started spouting curses, but Adriana Melo merely nodded. "We'll be
    there."

    

    sp
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    Chapter Fifteen: Banging Heads Leads to
    Headaches

    Harry conjured a tent in front of the Civic Center to give as neutral a spot as
    possible. He was pleased to see Adriana Melo walking toward him. Jose Carvalho was
    not with her, nor was Lady Sofia. Instead, Harry was surprised to see one of his own
    away team, Sabatian Quiroga, walking beside the professor. Accompanying them was an
    older wizard Harry had not met yet.

    "Mr. Potter, I am Jorge DeVilla," the older man introduced himself.

    The name rang a bell, and a second later came the memory. With the memory, came a
    grim smile. "Lady Sofia's predecessor at the ICW."

    Jorge laughed, and it was a surprisingly free, happy sound. "Yes, the old girl
    beat me in the popular elections after my recall. That was quite a show you put on in
    there. I don't think anyone's talked to her like that since old Minister Bagnold
    called her a stuck-up cow."

    Behind Harry, the still bandaged Rosmerta snorted. "Aye, Bagnold had a mouth on
    her, she did. Rosmerta Christie."

    "Ah, the enchanting Madam Rosmerta. I've heard of you," Jorge said as he took her
    hand and kissed it. "And you must be Mr. Scrivenshaft."

    "I am," the equally old wizard said politely as the two shook hands.

    "Well, we have much to discuss," Jorge said. "I wish to first state categorically
    that I fully approve of the adoption of the ICW language in the Wizenmeet charter.
    Everything you did initially, Mr. Potter, worked exceedingly well."

    "Then what happened?"

    "You left," Jorge said with an elegant shrug. "New governments need strong leaders
    who are actually there to work. You are a born leader, I can see that. But like your
    mentor, Professor Dumbledore, you are being pulled in too many directions to be
    effective at all of them."

    This time it was Harry's turn to snort. "I can't argue with that. That was the
    whole point of establishing the Wizenmeet in the first place. I knew I was going to
    have to leave, otherwise I would have stayed and kept everything under martial law as
    Mage General until we were established enough to do without."

    "But you didn't," Jorge pointed out, though not unkindly. "I recall a conversation
    I had with your former Minister, Kingsley Shacklebolt. He told me that after you
    destroyed your Dark Lord, you could have used your fame to propel yourself into a
    position of great power. Instead, you became an auror recruit. You never once even
    considered taking power for yourself."

    Harry shrugged. "Having to bang other people's heads just gives me a headache.
    It's just too much trouble."

    Jorge laughed. "Yes, it truly is. Well, let's get to business, then."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry remembered that Jorge DeVilla was recalled from the ICW because of a scandal
    involving his son and a Muggle drug cartel. It was a huge scandal in the Brazilian
    ministry that ended both DeVilla's career and that of the Brazilian Minister for
    Magic. It was shortly after that when Lady Sofia swept into power on the tide of
    self-righteousness.

    The man was an old-school politician. Educated in both Magical and Muggle law, he
    spent his entire adult career working for the Brazilian Ministry for Magic. Harry
    never worked with him as Mage General since he was recalled before Harry's elevation,
    but knew from others that he was relatively honest as a politician. That is, he was
    sneaky and deceitful only when his job actually required him to be.

    Now, there was simply no need. "Given our past difficulties, I think it advisable
    that you, Madame Rosmerta, be the new Prime Minister," the man said. "Brazilians have
    difficulty saying no to a beautiful woman. They will be so enchanted by your lovely
    face that they won't hesitate to follow your sensible orders."

    "Flattery will only get you so far, Jorge," Rosmerta said, though Harry noticed
    she blushed slightly. "Very well. I had another idea, too. A speaker for the
    Wizenmeet. If I'm going to the executive branch, then the legislature will need
    someone to shepherd the discussion."

    "I agree," Jorge said.

    "Guess that's you, then," Harry said. "So, let's talk about how all this started.
    Why were those kids running around like a bunch of feral animals?"

    Rosmerta frowned. "Because they are, Harry. Those Americans and Aussiees—they're
    all orphans. They don't have a single adult from their own countries. Sofia tried to
    put her foot down and gave a few orders that they all had to go to school, but a few
    of the American kids protested. First day, half of the younger kids showed up. Second
    day, none of the Americans or Aussies did. By day three, they were raiding the grain
    silos and stealing food from around the whole colony. And day four…there was the
    assault."

    "The attacker was Australian," Harry said, more for the three Brazilians. "The
    girl could not distinguish between the British and Australian accents, and evidently
    her father has some bias against the Brits, so her attacker became British in her
    mind. Teddy probably scanned her too—it's what Aurors are trained to do in cases like
    this."

    "Yes, unfortunately the British were not the most popular people in South
    America," Jorge said. "However, as you have repeatedly pointed out, there is no more
    South America. We must move on. Can you find this boy?"

    "Yeah, that wouldn't be a problem. The problem is the situation itself. The boy is
    likely just a symptom. And I have an idea about that…."

    They talked for five hours, even through their breaks. Occasionally witches or
    wizards from the Civic Center or the school would come and listen, since they made no
    effort to keep the discussion secret or private.

    Nor was everything discussed concerning the students.

    Melo, for instance, excitedly told Harry about the discovery of several strains of
    magical plants and animals that did not surprise Harry at all, given the powerful ley
    lines of the planet. This led to a discussion of the Wookiees which even now were
    waiting in orbit to come down.

    "I think a treaty is a good idea," Rosmerta finally summed up the conversation.
    "Just like the Sentient Creatures Treaty your friend Mrs. Weasley pushed through. We
    aren't going to get near that forest on the mountain any time soon, and when we do,
    having friendlies there will help anyway. So, let's draw up a treaty and make sure
    right up front that they're happy with it."

    Jorge nodded, and as the new leader of the Brazilian faction Melo and Quiroga both
    agreed.

    "In the meantime, we need crops in the ground and people in shelters," Rosmerta
    said. "The Civic Center is starting to smell!"

    "The school is worse, I assure you," Jorge said. "This has been a productive
    meeting. Before we adjourn, however, I would like to bring up one more matter. It
    concerns you, Mr. Potter, and your position on this body. I could not help notice
    that despite your years you look seventeen. Eighteen at the most. Are the rumors of
    the Hallows true?"

    Harry nodded. "They returned to me despite my disposing of them."

    The old politician considered him with narrow eyes. "I had wondered. I'm not as
    versed in the legends as Lady Sofia, perhaps, but it is obvious you are not aging. I
    would like to propose to my fellows a revision of the charter regarding you. I
    honestly believe you should not be a voting member. Being Master of Death has, in a
    sense, removed you from the immediate experiences of the people. And yet your
    leadership and power cannot be denied, nor should we fail to take advantage of it. I
    propose that you be appointed as a permanent Consul. Though you would not have voting
    rights, you would have something more valuable—veto rights while you are on the
    planet. It is my experience that at times politicians become so mired in the minutia
    that we forget the point of what it is we do.

    "In the meantime, I would also recommend that you continue with your old role as
    Mage General of Avalon. In your hands we would place the defense of the world as a
    whole. You've already done more than any of us could do. The funding or authorization
    would come from us, but it would be foolish not to acknowledge the fact that you are
    already our military leader."

    It was rare to truly shock Harry. He was shocked now as he looked over the faces
    of his fellows. "There is no way you could have not planned this."

    "Actually, we discussed it right after you left before things went pear-shaped,"
    Bartleby said with a wry smile. "Well, Sofia did. And by discuss, I mean to say she
    ranted extensively against you being part of any government when you weren't going to
    be here. This is the first I've heard of the consul business, but I have to say it's
    a refreshingly good idea."

    Rosmerta pursed her lips. "You were never one to sit around and talk when
    something had to be done, Harry, and you know it."

    They were kicking him off the very body he helped create. They are doing what
    they think best, a familiar voice whispered in the back of his mind. How can
    you be a leader for a people you will hardly ever see?

    With a deep, calming breath, Harry forced himself to nod. "I understand why you
    would discuss something like this. I dumped you all here, gave a few orders and then
    walked away expecting you to all figure out what I wanted. And when I came back,
    things fell apart."

    "You cannot be an absentee leader, Mr. Potter," Jorge pointed out gently. "But I
    truly do believe the Consul position would be more suited to your personality and
    abilities. In ancient times, Roman Consuls held veto powers over even each other. You
    would only exercise the power while on the planet, but it is still an extraordinary
    power for someone who would not be elected or subject to dismissal."

    Harry ran a hand through his hair. "Actually, you should probably include
    something that does allow me to be dismissed, though make it hard, please. I'm not
    perfect, and I have no idea how long I'll live. I may make it to five hundred and go
    nuts. If that happens, there needs to be a legal means to remove me from my
    position."

    "Agreed," Jorge said. "Do you understand why I suggest this?"

    "Yeah, I do," Harry admitted, though slowly as the true weight of the suggestion
    continued to settle. "I'm not going to pretend I like it, but I understand it. And
    I'll respect the vote of the Wizenmeet. Make your amendments and I'll abstain, and
    abide by whatever you decide."

    Harry didn't hide his surprise when Rosmerta reached across the table and took his
    hand. "You're a good man, Harry Potter. And that's why I think you'll make a good
    Consul. You'll be able to thwack us on the nose if we ever lose our way. Now, let's
    go find something to eat. We have a long, hard day ahead."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    That evening, the Avalon Wizenmeet hosted the Elder and a group of younger
    Wookiees at a rather thin feast celebrating their arrival. They presented the treaty,
    which Charlie translated word for word not into Basic, but into Shyriwook. It sounded
    almost like Charlie was singing with his grunts, barks, roars and gutturals. When he
    finished, the Elder turned to his followers, raised his massive hairy arms and roared
    in approval.

    The other Wookiees roared their own approval, and with a flourish that belayed how
    small the quill was in his huge hand, the Elder signed his name in flowing Basic
    script. The Sentient Creatures Treaty of Avalon was signed, and the Wookiees on board
    his ship had a new home.

    The next day was just as busy as Rosmerta warned. It started with Charlie Weasley
    personally leading the Elder and fifteen-hundred other Wookiees on the cross-country
    hike toward their new lands. They carried on their backs all of the colony's captured
    herbivores, since with brooms the magicals were in a better position to replace their
    livestock than the Wookiees.

    The day just got busier when a contingent from the school led by Professor
    Carvalho placed minor wards around the fields and began planting seeds for those
    crops that thrived the first time. The witches and wizards conjured huge torrents of
    rain just on those fields while the professor herself placed the enchantments that
    would accelerate the growth to just a couple of days rather than weeks and
    months.

    Harry was shocked when he saw that not all of those working on the fields were
    Brazilian. "Dominique?" Harry asked.

    Bill Weasley's youngest daughter looked up from the group of thirteen-year-olds
    she was guiding in the planting of what Harry guessed was broccoli, and smiled
    prettily at Harry. "Uncle Harry!" She glided past the wide-eyed kids to give him a
    hug. "What are you doing here?" the seventeen-year-old witch said.

    "Touring the fields. The real question is what you are doing here?"

    "Miss Weasley here is our new lower-division rune mistress," Professor Carvalho
    said with a surprisingly kind smile on her otherwise judgmental face. "Her parents
    are well known in the field because of their curse-breaking experience, and evidently
    gave her a great deal of pointers. I personally affirmed her knowledge in the area,
    and I must say she has done an excellent job with the younger children. Given how
    many children we have versus how little staff, we are glad to have her. She
    volunteered to help enchant some fertility rune-stones."

    The attractive, red-haired young witch curtsied to Carvalho. "It's my pleasure to
    help, Professor. It's better to use the stones than sex magic, after all."

    It was hard for Harry, who changed Dominique's diapers when she was a baby, to
    hear her so casually mention the more traditional methods of fertility magic. "I'll
    take your word for it," Harry muttered.

    Dominique laughed. "You are such a prude, Uncle Harry. How is it do you think Mama
    and Papa Weasley had seven kids and bumper crops every year?"

    Harry wisely chose to flee.

    Aside from the crops, Rosmerta personally led a huge contingent of workers to
    finish, or in some cases, start anew the construction of housing. Their original plan
    of temporary housing remained in effect, though they were already making plans of
    more permanent housing once they ensured everyone would survive what their diviners
    predicted would be a cold, six-month long winter.

    While all this was happening, Harry could not help but notice the masses of kids
    which flowed away from Rosmerta's crew like a flock of fish in the sea. "The American
    and Australian kids," Fleur noted when she joined him and Maria later that afternoon.
    Bill remained helping his son in law finish warding what would be their holding cells
    for the fledgling law enforcement building.

    "And in the middle of that is a rapist," Harry muttered.

    "Only one, you think?" Maria said. "You've never seen the Favelas. When
    there is no authority, things like rape happen all the time. They are wild. We need
    to bring them under control. It is an issue for the Mage General, no?"

    "I've been thinking about it," Harry admitted. He looked at Fleur. "I know you and
    Bill joined my crew, but I was wondering if you might be willing to take on another
    role here."

    Fleur smiled—she truly was a beautiful woman. Though she was approaching fifty,
    she didn't look a day over thirty. "Harry, we were going to stay anyway. I am
    pregnant again."

    "Wow," Harry whispered. "Please tell me it didn't happen during any fertility
    rights. I think your youngest daughter has scarred me for life."

    Her laugh sounded like music. "Yes, so she said. No, we conceived after we landed
    here. I am still very early, but a Veela always knows these things. And it is good.
    We will need more children if our people are to grow strong. Now, tell me your idea,
    Mage General."

    "Well, it has something to do with an item listed in the ship's manifest."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Well after dark, numb from physical and mental exhaustion, Harry walked alone
    through the halls of the now mostly silent ship. The ship was being maintained by
    their volunteer former conscripts, a handful of Wookiees and a rotating crew of
    witches and wizards who were just there to make sure the ship didn't crack open or
    something equally ludicrous.

    He walked through the idle craft until he reached one of the many cargo holds.
    There he found a series of large crates, each the size of bus. "What I thought,"
    Harry muttered to himself. He touched an intercom button. "Booker, are you
    awake?"

    "At the moment," came the response.

    "I'm going to need five Wookiees and at least five magicals for some heavy
    lifting. Please send them down to the cargo hold."

    "Will do, boss."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    A whole Imperial-style complex popped up overnight in an open area on the edge of
    the Wards, just half a mile from the current school buildings, and a quarter mile
    away from the original outline of wards where they planned the permanent school
    building.

    The buildings themselves were trapezoidal in shape, and predominantly white and
    blue in color. The structures appeared to be two stories high and formed a large U
    shape around a pole glistening with solar panels. It provided almost a hundred
    thousand square feet of living space. Considering it would be housing almost three
    thousand students, it would still be crowded. Harry had no doubt expansion charms
    would be utilized liberally.

    At the urging of Rosmerta and Jorge, almost a third of the entire adult population
    agreed to Operation Chav Rescue. Before dawn on his third morning since returning to
    Avalon, Harry led the force of volunteers into those areas of the colony they had not
    finished building and raided the overnight shanties and huts for the kids. They
    quickly stunned and disarmed the sleeping children before apparating them to the
    Imperial barracks.

    Maria caught the last five trying to run toward the Wookiee forest, completely
    ignorant of the land dragon that had been stalking them. When at last they were all
    in, Harry gathered the volunteers from the community and opened the door. Already the
    semi-feral orphans looked ready to spill out until they found a wall of stern-looking
    adults blocking their path.

    "Go to the cafeteria," Harry ordered. "Now."

    "Who the fuck are…" The speaker, an American of sixteen, did not get another word
    out before Harry very intentionally slugged him in the jaw. The kid dropped with a
    cry and the other children backed away in fear.

    "Last warning, get your arses to the cafeteria now," Harry said again. He pointed
    at the fallen boy. "And take him with you."

    "Harry?" Maria asked. "Was that necessary?"

    Surprisingly, it was Jorge who answered. "Sadly, my dear, I believe it was so. As
    a father of unruly boys, I can tell you that if you do not establish authority early,
    you will never have it. Believe me, in this I know."

    Harry nodded grimly, and remembered a particularly vicious fight he and Albus had
    once when his second son was sixteen. "I didn't want to use magic on them," he
    admitted Maria quietly.

    The adults stepped into the Imperial barracks and found a long hall lined with
    what looked like cubicles. Each cube had a bed and desk that each folded down from
    the wall. Curtains hung in front of each cube, providing some privacy, though
    admittedly not much. It was more than Harry had in his dorms at school, though.
    Ahead, kids were running out of the barracks toward the cafeteria.

    "I'll go sweep the second level," Bill volunteered.

    "I'll go with you," Fleur said. "Perhaps if your scars do not scare them, I can
    use my allure on them."

    Bill grinned, and with his old werewolf scars, Harry had no doubt the allure would
    not be necessary. He quickly scanned the area with magic and found two hiders. "Both
    of you, come on out. We won't hurt you if you don't make us go after you."

    Hesitantly, two younger girls climbed out from under the beds. Like the other
    kids, both appeared to be filthy, with only the clothes on their backs. Their faces
    also looked sunken with hunger.

    "Go on, we won't hurt you," Maria said with a sad smile.

    The girls darted past.

    Barracks by barracks, the adults corralled all the kids into the cafeteria, which
    was now the largest structure on Avalon. Inside, almost three thousand angry, hungry
    kids milled about, or worse. Harry spotted five separate fist fights just where he
    was standing. Without hesitation he cast his patronus and watched as Prongs
    pranced through the crowd, stunning the fighters and leaving those terrified in
    silent awe.

    Conjuring a platform so the kids could see him, he walked up with the other adults
    behind him. "Eyes front!" Harry barked.

    "Who the hell are you?" one of the older Aussies yelled.

    "I'm Harry Potter, Mage General of Avalon. This is Jorge DeVilla, the Wizenmeet
    Speaker, and that is Rosmerta Christie, the Prime Minister. And we're here to clean
    up a mistake we've let go on too long!"

    "You don't have any authority of us!" An American boy shouted. "We never
    acknowledge this stupid government."

    "No, you didn't," Harry said. "You were too busy raping innocent girls and
    stealing food you didn't help grow. But that ends right now."

    That shut them up.

    Harry looked over them—they all looked semi-feral, with torn, dirtied clothes and
    a look of hungry desperation on their faces. They were as much victims as criminals,
    and they were lacking direction.

    "Here's how it's going to be," Harry said. "For the rest of today, you will form
    separate lines based on the first letter of your last name, and you are going to
    register for a barracks spot. Once you are registered, you will go and sit down until
    your den parents are ready for you. You will have den parents. They will
    switch off occasionally with other den parents, but there will be at least two adults
    per barracks at all times. You will listen to them and obey them, because the
    Wizenmeet has endowed them with the authority to act as your parents. That means they
    can spank you if they need, with a belt or a wand."

    It was an empty threat, Harry knew. Wizards rarely punished their children
    physically. "By order the Wizenmeet, school is compulsory. That means you will all be
    going back to school. Each of you will be fitted with a tracking charm, so there is
    no point in running away. Unless you just want to die. The five boys that Auror De La
    Rosa here brought in were about two minutes from being dragon food."

    The boys in question looked physically ill at the thought. Harry continued in his
    best command voice.

    "When you are not at school, you will maintain this facility and perform community
    service for the colony, to be determined by the Prime Minister, the Wizenmeet and the
    administrators of this facility. This also is not voluntary. In return, as wards of
    the colony, we will ensure you have clothes to wear and food to eat. We will protect
    you from each other and from yourselves, and educate you so that when you are adults,
    you will have a place in society. If you're good, chances are you'll even have some
    fun. If not, you won't. We will take care of you, all of you. Because that's what
    responsible adults do."

    Harry stepped down from the platform, and then held out a hand to gracefully help
    Rosmerta onto the platform. "Like Consul Potter said, I am Rosmerta Christie, and I
    am the Prime Minister of this colony. I look around at all of you, and I realize how
    hard this has been for you. We were so caught up in our own losses and fears that we
    forgot about you. All of you have lost your parents, and many of you have lost your
    friends or other family. I lost my daughter too. I'm not going to lie and tell you we
    can make everything alright, because we can't.

    "But what we can do is give you a place to live, and the tools you need to make
    your own life, and someday maybe make your own families. We might even be able to
    give a few hugs. You deserve a right to live and succeed, and that's why all of us
    have come today."

    She stepped down and Jorge took her place. "There are some of you who are legally
    of age," the elder wizard said. "If you are of age, then when you register you will
    be given an opportunity to serve the colony. We have recently named Charlie Weasley
    as the Wookiee Liaison. He and the Wookiees have formed a group we call Rangers to
    scout out new lands around his world. It can be dangerous, but it can be exciting
    too.

    "If you wish, you can apply to the school to be a professor's aide. There are far
    more students than staff available to teach them, and so any help there would be
    appreciated. If you wish, you may consider continuing your own education in
    self-study, or if a professor agrees with an apprenticeship.

    "And finally, you may consider applying for training as a peace officer. It's
    going to be hard, and you will be held to a higher standard than anyone else. But
    you'll also have a chance to start new traditions that will influence the future of
    law enforcement for the world."

    "What about Potter's space ship?" someone called.

    Harry stepped forward and shook his head. "No, and I'll tell you why. We could die
    at any moment out there. We're fighting a war bigger than anything any of us have
    seen before—a war in which whole worlds can die. You are young, and strong, and if
    you can get your act together, our people need you to survive. We need you to help
    build this community, to marry those you love and raise families. We need you to grow
    up and help our people be strong again. Until you do, there is no place for you on my
    ship."

    He stepped back and let the politicians take over. His job was done—he had the
    children gathered and in place. It was now up to the civilian adults to ensure that
    the project worked.

    As the children started to line up, Harry went to Teddy and pointed out one blonde
    boy in torn Australian robes. "That's our boy," Harry whispered. "Pick him up after
    registration."

    "Right."

    The children lined up, terrified, but also for some, Harry thought, hopeful as
    well. That small hope was all he could offer to them, really.

    

    sp

    sp

    Author's Note: Once again I just wish to stress just how much I
    appreciate Teufel1987, JR and Miles for beta reading yet another of my stories. As
    always, they make everything better.

  


  
    16. Like a Dark Lightning
  

  
    A/N: Chap 15 review responses are in my forums like normal.

    Fidelius Charm-there is a story out there, a very good one which unfortunately I
    cannot remember because I'm old and my brain is leaking more information than most
    kids under 20 have ever known, that postulated the Fidelius charm's limit was based
    not on the size of the object to be hidden, but by how many people knew about the
    item to be hidden. It was an excellent story, detailing incompetence of the Ministry.
    While I can remember neither the author nor title of the story, I believe that it
    inspired my discussion of the Fidelius here because it just made sense to me.

    

    Chapter Sixteen: Like A Dark
    Lightning

    The boy refused to look up when Teddy led him into the cramped, unfurnished
    administrator's office of the barracks. Fleur had already been in it, marking out
    where she would be placing furniture they had yet to build or conjure. Though Harry
    was not happy about losing her and Bill from his crew, he could not think of a better
    couple to be the head of the facility. And given the fact she was pregnant, he was
    glad not to have his former sister in law in the line of fire.

    As both the eldest child of a huge family, and a father himself, Bill had a
    presence about him that younger boys simply respected. The cool scars didn't hurt.
    And as a Veela, Fleur carried about her a beauty that could enthrall anyone. But more
    than that, she was one of the kindest, most loving souls Harry had ever known. They
    would make sure the other den parents toed the line, and would give the kids the love
    and direction they needed so desperately.

    Like most of the semi-feral kids, the boy smelled of stale sweat and the stench
    that came from being an unwashed boy. His hair, once blonde, was now a matted mess of
    brown. He wore the tattered remnants of Australian school robes. His cheeks, like
    most of the others, were sunken from recent hunger.

    "What's your name?" Harry asked in a cool voice.

    The boy mumbled something unintelligible. Harry, leaning over, grabbed his chin
    and jerked his face up. "Look at me, and say your name!"

    Instantly the boy began to sob. Huge, wracking quakes of tears erupted from his
    chest. "Toby Guerin, sir!" he coughed out between sobs.

    Harry did not hesitate a moment to slip into his mind. He saw memories of terror,
    nights spent alone, crying over the loss of his parents and two younger sisters. Of
    hunger and anger at the snooty Brazilian students who had more food and better places
    to live. And that girl sneering at him like he was trash, all of them treating
    him like trash. He'd show her; he'd show her she wasn't any better than he
    was.

    Harry broke off the connection and let the sobbing boy's head drop.

    "It's him," Harry said to Teddy. He took a deep breath, and then shook his head.
    "If I deal with it, we're setting a bad precedent. Military should not have
    jurisprudence over local crime."

    "I understand. We don't have a judiciary yet, though."

    "Then make one," Harry said with a shrug. "He's fifteen. It was a crime motivated
    by racism and fear. Think about it—there's not a single living Australian or American
    adult. And so from his perspective, everyone has power but him. And he's too young
    and too stupid to realize it has nothing to do with race or origin, and everything to
    do with who actually survived."

    He shook his head and stared down at the boy. "She wasn't sneering at you, Toby
    Guerin. Her name was Rosaria. She lost her mum just like you lost your parents. She
    was scared of you and your gang—that wasn't sneering, that was fear ...
    Congratulation, big man. You really showed her, didn't you?"

    Toby sobbed harder. Harry walked out of the office in disgust.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The first criminal trial of Avalon was tried by the Muggleborn son of an English
    barrister who read law before the attacks. The jury was comprised of two wizards and
    four witches. Since there was no question of guilt, the trial had no prosecutor nor
    defense. Nor did it even have a framework of law, since with the establishment of the
    Wizenmeet there was a question of what legal code to use.

    The jury heard Juan Delgado speak of his daughter's shame and pain from the
    assault, and how terrified and hurt she was. They then allowed Toby Guerin to make a
    shame-faced apology. Harry, attending as a witness only, could tell the boy was
    sincere enough, though he could not tell if he was sorry for raping the girl, or
    getting caught.

    The jury and judge sat in deliberation for almost two hours before they arrived at
    a verdict. The judge stood and said in a grave tone, "Toby Guerin, you stand guilty
    of the crime of rape. While discussing potential punishments, we could not help but
    take into consideration your circumstances, your age, and other mitigating factors.
    And yet neither can we merely dismiss the severity of this crime. This presents us
    with a difficult situation. The punishment we have arrived at is imperfect, but so
    are the circumstances we find ourselves in.

    "Toby Guerin, for your crimes, it is the decision of this body that you are to
    serve no less than fifteen years in service to the colony. This service will include
    time spent in service between attending classes. You will be fitted with additional
    tracking charms that will identify you as a rapist for the next fifteen years, and
    you will only be given access to your wand for your education, or if your labour
    requires it. You will not be permitted the ownership of land or personal items beyond
    the bare essentials for existence. You will be on the strictest of probation. And if,
    at the end of your fifteen years, you can come before a jury and convince them that
    you have learned your lesson and changed your ways, your sentence will end and you
    will be a free man. If not, your sentence will continue. If you violate the terms of
    this sentence, or in any way do harm to another person, we will not be nearly as
    merciful. Do you understand the sentence passed on you?"

    Mumbling, Toby said he did.

    The judge nodded. "You are remanded to the custody of the Auror Department which
    is charged with applying the appropriate tracking charms. You will report to the
    Auror Department every day after school for your assignments. If you do not abide by
    the terms of this sentence, we will explore more stringent options. This court stands
    adjourned."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    It took two more days before Harry found the time to connect with the Alliance.
    When he did so, the call routed directly to General Vernan. His opening statement was
    to congratulate Harry. "The destruction of the station and theft of an
    Immobilizer has made big waves. I'm not entirely sure how you managed to
    destroy the planetary garrison, but since it was uninhabited except by Imperial
    personnel it is not a political issue we need to tackle. I take it you have a new
    ship, then?"

    "The Phoenix was beyond reasonable repair," Harry said. "At least with
    the resources we had."

    "I agree," the General said. "Any injuries?"

    "One of my command staff lost her arm," Harry said. "I need you to send me files
    on the Inquisitorius and Vader, or anyone like them I might run into. We ran
    into one and he was good. He had powers like Vader did and came damned close to
    ruining the whole mission."

    "I'll send what we have," Vernan agreed. "I'll also include potential targets
    taking into account your new ship's capabilities."

    "Thank you."

    "Oh, and there is someone who wanted to speak to you. I'll transfer your signal
    now."

    Harry held his breath until she appeared in the holographic display. Even
    in the display, she looked different. Her long hair was now wrapped in a tight,
    coiled braid at the base of her skull. She wore loose-fitting slacks and a blouse
    that hugged her body without restricting movement.

    The smile when she saw him, though, was unchanged. "Hello, Harry."

    "Hello, Short stuff."

    She laughed, and the two settled in for a nice, long talk about Leia's training as
    a Jedi under Master Kenobi.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Vernan did not just send Harry files; he sent him digital recordings of Jedi in
    action over the centuries, and more impressive still, ancient archive recordings from
    the Great Sith War from centuries past. While a skeleton crew of Wookiees, their
    drafted conscripts and a few magicals kept the ship in orbit, Harry occupied his time
    by studying the enemy. Watching the Sith and Jedi in action, he felt the hair slowly
    begin to stand up on the back of his neck while in his chest a low fire of panic
    began to grow.

    The Brits managed to save a Pensieve from Hogwarts and were more than willing to
    let Harry borrow it. He pulled his memories not just of fighting the Inquisitor, but
    of his brief encounter with Vader.

    While Harry was not the most knowledgeable wizard in the world (Lady Sofia knew
    loads more about magic than Harry likely ever would), he was without any false
    modesty likely the most puissant dueling wizard alive. Even not taking into account
    his native power, the Deathly Hallows elevated his magical power to a level beyond
    that of ordinary witches and wizards. He knew, through harsh experience, that he was
    the best weapon his people possessed against the threats of the greater galaxy.

    For all his power and magic, he had serious doubts he would survive a prolonged
    encounter with an armed Jedi or Sith, much less two or more. They did not have magic,
    but this Force energy of theirs provided them a weapon possibly more
    powerful than anything Harry possessed—battle precognition. The Force-wielders did
    not just deflect blaster bolts through speed, but because the Force informed and
    directed their swords to be where the blaster-bolts would hit. It explained how the
    Inquisitor was able to deflect Harry's curses so easily. As fast as he was, a blaster
    rifle was still faster. He was willing to bet enough blasters would get through a
    Jedi or Sith's defences, but one-on-one he wouldn't want to bet on it. And if a
    blaster couldn't get through a Jedi's guard, magic wouldn't either.

    Between the space wizards themselves, their duels looked like well-rehearsed,
    choreographed dances- not because of intent, but because they each to an extent knew
    what their opponent was going to do. The art of the duel was not just in predicting
    your opponent's next action, but somehow turning it to your advantage or changing the
    choreography in a way not even the Force could predict.

    He'd defeated the Inquisitor in the end by manipulating his environment in a way
    outside of the Inquisitor's knowledge base, but if he'd not been in space, that
    option would not have been available. He temporarily defeated Vader with Fiendfyre,
    but that was quite literally a weapon of mass destruction that would eliminate
    friends as well as foes. The fact they were within mere inches of losing their new
    ship to his Fiendfyre was frightening proof of that.

    If he had to face a Force-user in an open field of battle, or inside a ship or
    confined space, he did not think he had much defence against those laser swords of
    theirs other than to flee. The fact that they had an astonishingly casual grasp of
    what Harry considered wandless magic made them even more formidable. But most
    frightening of all was that they could predict his location and attacks, while he
    could not with any accuracy predict theirs.

    The panic turned into cold certainty when he realized it was this very ability
    that allowed the Galactic Emperor to stop his plan at Despayre. Somehow, the old
    wizard was able to not only predict Harry's moves, but to negate them with
    contemptible ease.

    When he next opened the channel and was eventually passed to Vernan, he said,
    "Your intelligence says that the Inquisitorius has potentially hundreds of
    Dark Side Force users. How much confidence do you have in that data?"

    "We have high confidence," Vernan said with a straight face. "We have files on
    many of them already. Most are either fallen Jedi captured after the purges, or
    Padawans who finished their training in the Dark Side in order to survive.
    Technically there are only two true Sith—the Emperor and his Apprentice, Darth Vader.
    However, in reality the Inquisitorius are almost all Sith-trained and
    deadly."

    Harry nodded before he looked down at his notes. "General, I need an answer to
    this. Is our colony in danger of being discovered by the Emperor through the
    Force?"

    The other man's mask broke slightly when he widened his eyes. "Colonel, I honestly
    do not know. I will ask General Kenobi's opinion on the matter and either get back
    with you, or have him contact you on this channel."

    "Thank you, General."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The conscripts looked nervous when Harry walked into the room. It was early the
    next morning shipboard and he still had not heard from Kenobi, so he decided to work
    off his nervousness by dealing with the issue of the conscripted Imperials.

    He recognized Attan Friddell sitting at the front row of the thirty young people,
    as well as a few of the others that either he or his command staff vetted. They stood
    when he entered at military attention, having had at least that much drilled into
    them.

    "At ease," Harry said. "Have a seat."

    The conscripts all sat at once with one rush of chairs shifting against the floor.
    Harry sat himself and looked over the kids. The oldest was twenty-one. The youngest
    was actually Attan herself at seventeen. All of them sat stiffly and struggled with
    varying levels of success to control the fear they obviously felt.

    "You've all met your end of the bargain we made when we took this ship," Harry
    said. "None of you are in danger. I wanted to talk to you now about what you want to
    do next. My people have no interest in keeping you here against your will, and now
    that we have freed the Wookiees I have a committed, volunteer crew. So, that means
    you can either stay here, join the Rebel Alliance and probably serve elsewhere, or go
    home. If you stay, we'll ensure you have food and other essentials. If we ever figure
    out the pay side, we'll make sure your pay is backdated to your original start date,
    but I don't want to make promises on when that will happen. If you want to go home,
    we'll get you to the Alliance who will then assist you making your way home. But if
    you want to fight, the Alliance will take you on."

    "So you aren't going to kill us?" one young man with an unfortunate acne problem
    asked.

    Harry looked at the man carefully, then at the others, until finally he settled on
    Attan. "I may look young, but I had a daughter your age, Miss Friddell. I had two
    sons who were older; she was my youngest. My world did not have spaceflight, and in
    our ignorance we believed we were alone in the universe. But Grand Moff Tarkin burned
    through his labor pool too fast building the Death Star, and so sent star destroyers
    to plunder my world. I was a slave for almost a year with thousands of my fellows. I
    escaped, and when I returned to my world I found it bombarded. Almost seven billion
    people died because of the Empire, including my wife and children."

    The young audience stared at him, wide-eyed.

    "If I killed you, I wouldn't be any better than the monsters that murdered my
    children," Harry finished. "You served this ship, and as far as I'm concerned you've
    earned the right to decide your own fate. Think it over and let me know tomorrow what
    your preference is. Dismissed."

    They started to file out in silence, save for Friddell, who lingered. "Er,
    sir?"

    Harry looked, surprised to see her still there. "Yes, Miss Friddell?"

    "How come you look so young, if you had kids my age? I mean, you don't look any
    older than me."

    "Because the last time I died, Miss Friddell, death was so scared of me she vowed
    never to come for me again." Harry said it with a straight face.

    "Er, right. Thank you, sir." She turned and fled the room, leaving Harry to
    chuckle at her confused expression. He made his way casually back to his personal
    quarters, liberated from the now deceased Captain Antrose, and saw a pending com
    signal light blinking at him.

    Moving quickly, he activated the holocom and immediately a hologram of the
    venerable Obi-Wan Kenobi appeared. "Colonel Potter, it has been some time since we
    spoke. I trust you are well?"

    "General Jedi Master Sir, it's been a while indeed," Harry said with a wry smile.
    "Did General Vernan pass along my question?"

    "He did," the old Jedi said. Unfortunately to Harry, he did not sound particularly
    hopeful. "Harry, when the Jedi Order fell, those of us left alive had to not only
    flee into seclusion, but we also had to very carefully mask our Force presence
    because the Emperor was powerful enough to detect us in the Force from across the
    galaxy. For instance, I am training our young siblings in a world so rich with Force
    energy that our presence is masked."

    "And?" Harry prompted.

    "Colonel, I can feel your people from where I am," Kenobi said bluntly. "Even at
    the height of the Jedi Order, we had no more than ten thousand knights. Every one of
    your people shine like a Jedi in the Force, and such a collection has undoubtedly
    already come to the Emperor's attention. If he has failed to act, it is because he is
    planning something other than just your simple destruction. I shudder to think what
    an army of your people trained in the Dark Side of the Force could do. Whatever
    precautions your magic gives you, you must use them soon."

    That cold knot of fear had returned to the center of Harry's chest. "Alright, I
    have some ideas we can pursue. Now I have another question. You told me once I had
    the potential to learn the Force. I'm not sure I need all of it, but I do need to
    learn that precognition trick of yours. I…" Harry admitted having to admit this. "I
    need a Force teacher. Can you help me?"

    The fact Obi-wan appeared to have expected that very question not only irritated
    Harry to no end, but also confirmed his own arguments about his need to learn the
    Force. "I might have an idea or two, myself. I will get back to you. In the meantime,
    if you have a means of protecting your world, you should do so immediately."

    Twenty minutes later found Harry striding urgently through the narrow halls of the
    Civic Center, where the Wizenmeet members had established small work spaces for
    themselves. Jorge was there, writing something with Bartleby. The others were
    absent.

    "General Potter," the old Brazilian said with a smile. "What can I do for
    you?"

    "Do you know anything about Fidelius Charms?"

    "Why do you ask?"

    As soon as Harry told him, the two older wizards paled. Moments later they were
    marching determinedly toward the temporary school. They found Lady Sofia in her
    office with a Brazilian professor Harry did not know, and looked up in surprise at
    Harry's unannounced visit. The surprise turned to irritation. "Jorge? And Potter. Did
    they not teach knocking at Hogwarts?"

    "They did. Ten years as mage general of the ICW pretty much erased that," Harry
    said. "I became accustomed to entering a room and having everyone stand. Lady Sofia,
    have you ever heard of the Fidelius charm?"

    "Of course," Lady Sofia sniffed. "Albus consulted with me and Samantha Wade at
    Salem's when he first developed it in the seventies. Why?"

    "Because we need to put the whole planet under Fidelius or the Empire
    will attack us again." Harry explained about the powers of the Sith and Jedi, and how
    the Emperor was a terribly powerful wizard with an army of hundreds of millions at
    his beck and call. As he spoke, the headmistress looked more and more alarmed, until
    she looked as pale and shaken as Jorge and Bartleby.

    "Can we do it?" Jorge asked.

    "Nothing so large has ever been done before," Lady Sofia said. "The Arithmantic
    equation has no upper limit in terms of size—but the practical limit involves the
    number of those the secret would have to be removed from and the power available to
    create the charm. If the whole galaxy knows of this world, we cannot possibly hide it
    no matter how many wizards and witches we have."

    "Garden worlds like this are more precious than anything," Harry said. "Leia told
    me the Alliance located this world on its own as a potential base, which means it's
    unknown otherwise. Lady Sofia, I can't stress this enough. We must act now. The
    Emperor already knows where we are."

    The old witch nodded and stood up. "Yes, yes, Mr. Potter, I agree with you. We
    will need to coordinate this carefully, however. We will need a witch or wizard to
    cast the charm at cardinal points all over the planet. Professor Cunha, please gather
    the staff and begin making inquiries in the population. We need witches and wizards
    with a strong propensity for charms."

    She then turned her dark eyes on Harry. "Given who and what you are, Mestre da
    Morte, perhaps it would be best to house the secret in your soul. Assuming you
    have one."

    Her casual insult was so perfectly suited to the personality Harry had come to
    know that he did not even react. "Let's hope I do, otherwise we're all going to
    die."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    One hundred witches and wizards, including Teddy Lupin and the Weasleys, Apparated
    to various points around the planet. Harry, as the recipient of the secret, had to
    remain outside the affected area even if he was part of the casting. So, from the
    bridge of the ship with Wookiees and a few of his crew members watching, Harry used
    the ship's scanning suite to ensure everyone was where they needed to be.

    When he felt his credit chit begin to vibrate with the signal to begin, he began
    the spell at the same time as everyone else.

    It was unlike any magic Harry had ever felt before. Group casting like this was
    not a matter of everyone casting the same spell at once. Instead, it was a joining of
    magic into one unified intent that made each one of them a part of a much greater
    whole. The power of the magic filled Harry's soul in a way he never thought possible,
    and he had to fight an urge to shout with joy at the joining.

    Suddenly, like a fork of black lightning, an alien presence intruded into their
    casting. The joy of the joining began to splinter before a mental attack, one mind
    against many, with devastating power. The mind seemed to cackle with delight at the
    pain it caused. Harry knew then, with absolute certainty, that the Emperor had ships
    coming. His attack was meant to delay and disrupt their defenses. If he succeeded,
    they were all lost.

    No! Harry's raging defiance rang across the gestalt magic, taking on
    tsunami-like power itself as it reverberated through the minds of his fellow
    magicals. This is our world! This is our home!

    He lashed out not just with his mind, but the collected magic and intent of one
    hundred of his fellow witches and wizards in a bolt of mass mind magic that smashed
    into the Emperor's stabbing attack and blasted it back. They then, as one, finished
    the greatest Fidelius charm ever executed.

    The connection broke. Harry stumbled back and would have fallen if not for
    Akallaah the Wookiee, who was chosen by the Elder to speak for the other Wookiees who
    volunteered to serve on the ship. Others cried out in alarm or awe as before them,
    the entire planet began to fade from view.

    Harry, though, could still see it. He felt the secret sinking into his very magic,
    and it burned as it did so. Still, it was a small price to pay for safeguarding his
    people. He forced himself to stand with thanks to his newest officer. "Everybody
    listen. The magi race lives on the planet Avalon."

    The timing was good, because Booker shouted, "Captain, in-bound hyperspace waves.
    We have incoming."

    "Take us into the atmosphere," Harry ordered. "Don't land us, just take us
    in."

    Though the Phoenix Redux was huge by Earth measures, when the Imperial
    task force of five Imperial II-class star destroyers appeared in high orbit
    over the world, Harry felt suddenly vulnerable. At 600 meters, his impressive-enough
    ship was barely a third the length of just one of the behemoths floating over
    them.

    "Talk to me, Booker," Harry said.

    "Active, aggressive scans," the old wizard said. "But no action. Sir, I think the
    charm is working. I don't think they can see us."

    Harry nodded, but did not move or even breathe. They floated in the upper
    atmosphere of Avalon for five hours, waiting nervously as the task force aggressively
    scanned not just Avalon, but every world in the system. Finally, the ships began
    firing their massive, city-destroying turbolasers.

    The huge bolts of destructive energy, from Harry's perspective, disappeared on the
    outer edge of the exo-base of the atmosphere, and instantaneously reappeared on the
    opposite side of the planet to continue travelling through space. He knew from the
    Imperial's perspective they were simply shooting at empty space. That was the true
    indicator that the Fidelius charm had worked, for it truly was a pocket
    dimension.

    Finally the Imperial ships left, and only then did Harry allow himself to
    relax.

    "Land the ship," he said. "We won't be able to keep her in orbit any more. Maybe
    the Wookiees can figure out a long-term landing platform. For now, I need a
    rest."

    

    sp
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    17. Great Warriors and Other Oxymorons
  

  
    A/N: Thanks to everyone who reminded me that it the Fidelius being dependent on
    the number of people who knew the object to be hidden was Muggle Summer, Winter's
    Fall by Canoncansodoff. Review responses are in my forums like normal.

    

    Chapter Seventeen: Great Warriors, and other
    Oxymorons

    For all the titles, magical expertise and personality traits she once shared in
    common with Dumbledore, one thing the Lady Sofia Maria Consuego Ramirez did
    not have in common with the former Hogwarts headmaster was brute magical
    power.

    Though her technical knowledge and expertise was essential in casting the Fidelius
    Charm, and made her the obvious choice as the lead caster, the effort was already
    exhausting her before the Emperor attacked. Once the Emperor struck, though, the
    effort to repel him and finish the charm brought her to the brink of death. Her
    followers (since the woman had a cult of personality on par to Dumbledore's) carried
    her back to her office in the school, which also served as her permanent home. The
    small affair was littered with what personal effects she was able to take with her
    from her homeland. Given the workings of magic, that was far more than might
    otherwise have been available.

    Given their unpleasant exchanges since their very first meeting, Harry was loath
    to visit her. But given all that she very obviously sacrificed to save their people,
    he felt he had no choice. And so as Harry walked through the crowded halls of the
    make-shift school, he was intimately aware of every pair of eyes that watched his
    steps. Few of them felt openly hostile. In fact, quite a few were frightened; a few
    looked at him with awe. It reminded him a little of that long, terrifying walk to the
    sorting hat when he was eleven.

    "Mr. Potter," the old witch said when he entered.

    She lay propped up in her bed with a glass of coffee in her shaking hands. The
    difference in her appearance even after just a few hours startled him. The spell had
    visibly aged her, just like Neville and Luna but fortunately to a lesser extent. "I
    am afraid I owe you an apology."

    The admission made Harry paused in surprise. "An apology, Lady Sofia? For
    what?"

    "For misjudging you," she said. "Come sit, I'm too tired to look up."

    Harry conjured a chair by her bed. One of her granddaughters lingered in the room
    at a respectful distance. "You see, I have always thought poorly of you, since Albus
    died," the old witch said weakly. "He hung the moon and stars on your name, boy. But
    when he died, I assumed it was your fault."

    "I was sixteen and didn't know anything," Harry pointed out. "He was already dying
    of a curse from Riddle and ordered Snape to kill him as a way of securing Snape's
    position as a spy within Voldemort's organization."

    "So it's been written," Lady Sofia said. "And yet my prejudice remained. He spoke
    so highly of you, Mr. Potter, that I did not believe it could be true. For how could
    any mere mortal be as good as Albus made you out to be? Today, you showed me."

    "If I were that good, the thousands of people I failed to save on Despayre would
    still be alive."

    She studied his face intently, failing to acknowledge his bitter tone. "The Light
    does not always win, Mr. Potter," she said softly. "In fact, quite often it loses
    spectacularly. But what makes the Light better is that it never truly gives up. So
    long as any one of us has hope, the Light lives on. When that…monster attacked us
    during the charm, I gave up. We all did. I've never encountered an evil as profound
    as the mind that touched us. But you did not give up. Giving up never even occurred
    to you. Your hope surged through the whole world, and gave us the strength we needed
    to overcome him. You truly are as good as Albus said. And for ever doubting you, you
    have my profoundest apologies."

    A younger Harry would have argued or tried to deflect the apology. But after
    twenty-odd years as a husband, father, politician and soldier, Harry Potter knew the
    apology was as much for her pride as his own. This old witch was a profoundly proud
    woman, and though he personally did not like her, he recognized that for all she had
    done for the remainder of his people she deserved his acknowledgment. So he carefully
    took her hand, and said, "Thank you, Lady Sofia. I accept your apology, and I thank
    you for all you've done for our people. You've laid the seeds for a great society
    ahead of us. I got wizard kind here, but you've helped make them into a
    community."

    For all her pride, he noticed how her eyes moistened just a touch as she shook his
    hand. "So tell me, Mestre da Morte, what will you do next?"

    "I will fight our enemies to make us safe," he said simply.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    It seemed odd to look over a command staff that had no red hair. All the Weasleys
    were gone—Charlie as the Wookiee Liaison because of his linguistic abilities and his
    genuine love for the creatures, and Bill and Fleur as the lead administrators of the
    orphanage.

    There were other changes as well. His volunteers, who through an act of the
    Wizenmeet were now members in the Avalon navy, sported uniforms and official rankings
    befitting their various duties and stations. In truth, the uniforms were the standard
    Imperial uniforms in the ship's stores permanently charmed to a wine-coloured crimson
    rather than grey (wizards loved their colours). The mages on staff took a great deal
    of pleasure in fashioning bandoleers of the same colour for the Wookiees, complete
    with their own ranks.

    Akallaah accepted his with a delighted snort and rubbed a furry thumb over the
    lieutenant-commander insignia in surprise.

    Maria De La Rosa returned, and given her own experience and the fact that she
    backed him up against her own people on Avalon, Harry named her his commander and
    second officer. And though it amazed him to do so, he named Madam Malkin as his
    second lieutenant commander, and Booker his communications chief. He never thought in
    a million years he would command the woman who made his school robes as an officer on
    a spaceship.

    Though not fully crewed, he had enough people to keep the ship running optimally,
    and command staff to make sure everything was in order. "Commander, take us up,"
    Harry said.

    Maria smirked and said, "Con, take us up."

    "Aye, Aye, young lady," Booker said.

    "That's 'Commander', Booker."

    "Aye, Aye, Young Lady Commander," Booker said with a wink. The ship rose
    majestically over the circle of a colony that now had green, growing crops and newly
    built housing. Harry hoped to Merlin it would still be there when and if he got
    back.

    As soon as they broke orbit, Harry began scanning the tactical display for any
    ships or satellites in orbit. They immediately found three satellites, but they were
    in a solar orbit parallel with Avalon, rather than around Avalon itself.

    "Destroy them," Harry ordered.

    The ship's heavy laser cannons made short work of the surveillance satellites, and
    shortly after that they left the system on a short jump two systems away. Only then
    did Harry bother to initiate a holo transmission with Obi-Wan, which Harry took in
    his quarters.

    "Our intelligence suggests you were successful in protecting your new world," the
    old Jedi said.

    "What did you sense?"

    "A great flare of power in the Force, first of the Light, then of the Dark, and
    then a void filled only with whispers we could not locate."

    Harry filled the old Jedi in with what happened, and Obi-Wan nodded at the end.
    "That is truly remarkable, what you can do. The Alliance would benefit greatly from
    magic like that."

    "I doubt anyone would be interested in doing that again," Harry said. "It almost
    killed several people involved. And truthfully my people are still not very trusting.
    They were about to tear each other apart when I arrived. The only reason they
    accepted the Wookiees was because it turns out Wookiees have latent magic. That makes
    them similar to a magical species on Earth, and thus familiar."

    "I understand. Lest I forget, I have been pondering your other request, and I
    believe I may have found a teacher for you. Perhaps the greatest of the Jedi in the
    Order survived the purge and went into hiding until the right time. That time may be
    now. I'm going to transmit coordinates to you, but it will be up to you to find him.
    He is rather set in his ways."

    "Will he teach me?"

    "You'll have to convince him, I'm afraid. In truth, he was likely waiting for
    Luke. But somehow I survived. I would offer myself as your teacher, but I find myself
    suddenly with two talented, promising students. I cannot take on a third. Go to
    Dagobah, and find Yoda. He is the teacher you need."

    Harry saw the coordinates coming in. "I will. Thank you."

    "And now, lest I have one of my students chastise me, there is someone else who
    wishes to speak to you."

    He disappeared, and a moment later was replaced by Leia. "Guess what I did today?"
    she said with a mischievous glint in her eye and a happy smile on her lips.

    "You beat Luke at sparring?" Harry guessed. It had been a subject of their last
    call.

    Her face lit up. "Yes! First time, too!"

    They talked for another hour, and at the end of it Harry sat back with a contented
    smile. The smile slowly turned into a frown though as he thought of the beautiful
    woman, and her three doomed children, in the statue on Avalon.

    "I love you, Ginny," he said softly to the air.

    And I love you, something whispered back with her voice. It's okay to
    love her too. I promise.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Dagobah was possibly the greenest world Harry had ever seen. Although there were
    no major oceans, there were large lakes spread all over the surface of the world,
    save for the ice caps at the poles. There was absolutely no sign of civilization,
    however, nor any means of tracing a lone Jedi Master.

    Akallaah considered Harry's mission foolish. Maria said, "I'm not going to tell
    you it's stupid, because we all know that'll just make you more determined to do it.
    Just keep your Portkey handy."

    "Yes, ma'am," Harry said with a grin. He grabbed his broom, and a reserve Portkey
    to return him to the ship, and Portkeyed down to the surface.

    Naturally he landed in a bog and sank down to his hips in the midst of a thick,
    oppressive jungle. He poured magic into the broom and used it to lift him free, and
    in minutes was flying over the dense, unbroken canopy of trees. Fog hung over the
    surface as thick as London's worst and made it impossible to see.

    "Point me Yoda," Harry whispered. Though he did not have a wand any more, the
    magic created a line he could follow. Leaning over the broom, he sped forward at over
    two hundred klicks an hour; fast enough to avoid the swarms of insects and predatory
    birds that otherwise dominated the tops of the trees.

    When the line dipped for the first time under the canopy, Harry slowed and looked
    for a safe place to penetrate under the trees. The flight was very slow from there,
    until he finally reached a small clearing with a rounded hut in the middle of it
    barely large enough for Flitwick to fit inside. He brought the broom down, shrank and
    stored it in the pocket of his slacks, and looked around the clearing.

    "Master Yoda, are you here?"

    The old Jedi shambled out of his hut, and Harry's first thought was: "You're an
    elf!"

    As payment for blurting that out loud, he found himself levitating upside down.
    "Elf I am not," the ancient, elf-like creature said with blatant irritation. "And
    Jedi you are not, Harry Potter."

    "Right." Harry tried Apparating out of the invisible grip, and yet for all his own
    power he could not. It was an interesting experience being jinxed without magic. "Er,
    are you going to hold me up here all day?"

    "Considering it, I am," the odd green not-elf said. He shambled over to a log with
    his small walking stick, and sat down to consider Harry carefully. "Sent you, Obi-Wan
    did, eh?"

    "Yeah. He's already got two students."

    "Two?" The not-elf seemed surprised.

    "Yeah, the Skywalker twins. You know, the ones you two forcibly separated without
    authority to do so, and then lied to for nineteen years."

    "Know nothing of this, you do. For the greater good, it was."

    Harry couldn't help his derisive snort, and with a surge of all his magic finally
    broke through the hold the not-elf had him in and magically righted himself. "I know
    a lot more than you may think. I was born of prophecy as well, and I also had a
    meddling old wizard place me in an abusive home and lie to me, all for the greater
    good. The problem with always following the greater good is that it allows a lot of
    lesser evils; like separating twins who deserved to grow up knowing each other.
    Alderaan is dead because you allowed Leia to be raised there. Your Greater Good led
    to the death of a whole world."

    Harry felt a spike of irritation that the little not-elf did not react at all to
    his breaking through the telekinetic grip. He did, however, appear to be considering
    his words. "You think to judge me, do you? Nine hundred years, have I taught and led
    Jedi!"

    "Age does not equal wisdom, it just means you're old," Harry countered.

    "And wise, you think you are?"

    With a self-denigrating snort, Harry said, "Hell no. I'm an idiot. But I have a
    responsibility to my people that is more important than my pride. So, despite all I
    might have done, I realize there is more I have to do that I can't get done as I am.
    These Sith and Dark Jedi have skills that I don't know how to counter. The Emperor
    has already handed my ass to me once, and a lot of good, innocent people died. My
    Greater Good didn't do much better than yours."

    "Why are you here, then?"

    With a tired sigh, Harry walked right up to the aged Jedi master, and then sank
    down into the mud. "I'm here to ask for help," he said, the defeat in his voice
    obvious. "I survived Vader by using a dark weapon I can't use around others, and I
    beat an Inquisitor by guile and cheating. But in a straight up fight I don't think I
    could beat them, and if I can't beat them I can't defend the people who are counting
    on me. So, I'm here to ask you to help me learn."

    "You are no Jedi," Yoda said.

    "No, I'm a wizard. I'm the most powerful wizard my people have ever produced. I
    can do a lot of things, but I do not have this precognitive sense your people do. And
    without it, all the magic in the universe won't do me much good."

    "Insult me you do, and then ask for help? Not wise of you, eh?"

    "Like I said before, I'm an idiot."

    The Jedi narrowed his eyes. "Return tomorrow, an answer then will I have."

    "Right. Thank you for at least considering it." Harry activated his Portkey to
    return to his ship.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "General Potter, we need your ship," General Vernan said the evening after Harry's
    first audience with Yoda. It was interesting that he accepted Harry's
    Avalon-designated ranking so easily. "We've received intelligence of an Imperial
    supply convoy that could provide much-needed goods, medical supplies and material for
    the Alliance, but we need an interdictor to get them. I'm transmitting rendezvous
    coordinates to you know."

    Harry didn't bother hiding his irritation. "That's bad timing, Vernan. I'm
    courting an obstinate Jedi right now."

    Vernan raised one brow. "Be that as it may, General, you did accept your post and
    the responsibilities that came with it. Semi-autonomous, but not completely
    independent. You have an asset the Alliance desperately needs."

    "Right. Will we be responsible for any boarding actions?"

    "No, I don't believe so. The convoy is guarded only by a pair of light cruisers
    and we have our own capital ships to take them. That's why having an interdictor is
    so important to the plan. The Empire guards junction points in the hyperspace lanes
    to consolidate their ships. If we can yank them into normal space outside those
    junctions, we vastly increase our odds of success."

    "Fine. I'll hand the ship over to my second officer, Maria De La Rosa. She'll get
    the ship where it needs to go."

    "That's acceptable, General. Good luck with your courting."

    "Yeah, good luck with your mission. Try not to get my ship blown up."

    Vernan snorted and disconnected. In the silence of his quarters, Harry muttered,
    "Bugger me."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Fortunately they had a few wizard tents available. It was an ungodly mix or purple
    and lime-green stripes that only a teenaged Brazilian witch on charmed mushrooms
    could like, but it was fully functional. Grabbing a week's worth of the MREs in the
    ship's stores and the shrunken trunk he always carried, Harry Apparated to the
    clearing.

    Yoda was waiting for him on the very same log, and showed not a hint of surprise
    when he appeared with a loud pop because of the different barometric pressures of the
    ship and planet.

    "Going, your friends are?" Yoda said.

    "We're with the Alliance," Harry said. "They needed the ship."

    The Jedi's not elf-like ears rose slightly at that. "On your ship, do you not
    belong?"

    Harry sighed and sat back down in the mud. "No, Master General Not-Elf Yoda. I
    belong here."

    "Hit you with my stick, I will," the Jedi threatened.

    Harry grinned. "Is that a threat or a promise?"

    The ancient being shook his head. "Regret this, I certainly will. Nonetheless,
    train you in the Force I will."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry did not particularly care for running, but was not wholly unaccustomed to
    it. Most purebloods were dismayed to realize that physical conditioning was a
    required component of both Auror training and ICW enforcer training. In fact, the ICW
    contracted with the Swiss army and went through the same basic training as Swiss
    conscripts. It was not as intense as Special Forces training, but far more strenuous
    than any Auror training in the world.

    Of course, all that was gone. But what was important was that when Yoda ordered
    Harry to jog through the forest with the not-elf strapped to his back in a make-shift
    not-elf baby carriage, Harry didn't blink an eye. He knew just from the way the
    Inquisitor moved that Jedi and Sith both trained physically.

    Harry also knew that magic had an instinctive strengthening effect that allowed
    magicals to endure far more than Muggles. And when he passed that point and thought
    he was about to die, Yoda allowed him to stop. He just managed to put the elder Jedi
    master down before his knees buckled and he collapsed to the muddy ground.

    "Touched the Force before, you have," Yoda said. "Feel it in you. Remember, do
    you?"

    Harry's mind, addled with the utter, soul-sapping physical exhaustion of a twenty
    mile run, took a moment to recall. "Er, yeah, I think so. It was after we escaped the
    Death Star. I'd tapped my magic out and Obi-Wan helped me restore my core using the
    Force."

    "Do so now," Yoda ordered.

    Harry closed his eyes and tried to recall the feeling he had when he pulled magic
    from the air itself and poured it into his magical centre. Unfortunately, just like
    his last attempt, after thirty minutes of trying he finally said, "I'm sorry, Master
    Yoda, but I don't seem to be doing it right. Obi-Wan didn't show me how to start it;
    he only said I was doing it on my own after he started the process."

    "Know everything you do not, then, yes?"

    "Master, I know just enough to realize how much I don't know."

    Yoda chuckled and walked around to face Harry. It had been just one day, and
    already the two had fallen into a routine of ribbing and not-very-respectful verbal
    jousts.

    "Open yourself. Those mind-shields of yours; drop them you must. Feel the Force
    you cannot if nothing you can feel at all."

    That surprised Harry. With conscious effort, Harry let his Occlumency
    shields drop. Instantly he felt the little not-elf's mind in his. Unlike the dark
    lightning-strike of the Emperor, this touch was powerful, strong and almost
    crystalline. It was light, yes, but a cold and brittle light. With that firm
    guidance, Harry could feel what the not-elf did. It felt as if his magical core was
    being tipped like a cup in a stream, and suddenly he felt a new, foreign energy spill
    into him.

    Suddenly it stopped. Harry blinked and came back to himself. "Yourself, do it
    now," Yoda said.

    With a nod, Harry closed his eyes and tried to duplicate the feeling. It was such
    a foreign idea—manipulating his own magical core to open it to outside
    influences—that it took almost an hour of intense effort. But when at last he opened
    it, the Force began to flow into him again. It filled every muscle of his body,
    washing away the physical exhaustion and healing the minor injuries such running
    inevitably created.

    "Wow," he whispered.

    "Now ready to learn you are," Yoda declared.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The Phoenix Redux returned a week later. Harry did not need the charmed
    Imperial credit chit to know this. He felt them. The ship was filled with a
    constellation of bright spots in the Force that Yoda told him were his people. He
    realized then just how easy it must have been for Palpatine to find Avalon before the
    Fidelius charm, and how easy it would be for him to sense Harry's crew now.
    Harry wondered just what Palpatine must have been doing for those weeks the planet
    sat unprotected.

    It also meant the Emperor would know where the ship had been. This now included
    Yoda's refuge.

    "Dagobah has been compromised," Harry said aloud from his meditation spot in the
    middle of the clearing.

    "Know this I do," Yoda said with a grunt. "Go with you, I must."

    "I'm sorry."

    "Why? Love this place, I do not."

    "I thought Jedi didn't hate."

    "Not hate I said. Just no love." Yoda chuckled. "Pack my things, Wizardling."

    With a twirl of his fingers, all of Yoda's belongings poured out of his hut into a
    conjured bag Harry could carry easily without any charms. "Take me up, you must."

    Harry gathered Yoda in his arms like a baby, and then Apparated directly to the
    ship's bridge.

    Akallaa roared in surprise, but Maria just raised an eyebrow. "Hello, Potter.
    Who's the elf?"

    For this, she found herself levitating upside down. "Elf I am not," Yoda declared
    firmly.

    

    sp
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    Chapter Eighteen: Jedi In Love

    Harry gave a deep sigh of relief when the ship landed in a now
    magically-reinforced field south of the warded colony circle and saw fields of
    healthy-looking crops growing, a large warded pen on the edge of the colony
    containing dozens of the bipedal herbivores, and finished apartment homes in neat
    rows framing either side of the crops.

    Most encouraging of all was that the ward stones of the new school appeared to be
    in place, placed at the far corners that would make up a central keep and the
    dormitory towers. Magic fundamentally altered the nature of megalithic construction,
    because granite with the liberal use of runework did not just absorb and store magic
    well, but in fact served as a battery to fuel the intent of future castle
    construction. With the four corner ward stones down, the castle itself would be far
    easier to build going forward.

    An impromptu street market had appeared near the crops in the centre of the
    colony, with hastily transfigured carts clumped together haphazardly. The trade goods
    consisted mainly of Earth items, and most of the business was bartering. It was a
    start, though.

    When Harry made his way over to the Civic Centre, he was thrilled to see the
    neural interface chairs in use, with a queue of people waiting their turns. The
    operator waved at Harry, who waved back. He finally made his way into the expanded
    space reserved for the Wizenmeet, and found all the members, the Wookiee Elder and
    Charlie, and several community members talking about land distribution beyond the
    warding circle.

    Rather than interrupt, Harry conjured a chair just inside the door and sat to
    listen. He knew Rosmerta and Jorge both noticed, but most of the others in the room
    did not. It proved to be a surprisingly civil discussion since land was not in short
    supply. Rather, the concerns were on security and warding resources. Land dragon
    attacks were steadily increasing just because more people were venturing beyond the
    warding circle.

    The Elder, through Charlie, confirmed that the Wookiee colony was doing well and
    that they were more than happy to trade wood for grain since the Wookiees were not
    farmers. Grain was a much smaller part of their diet than meat, but they nonetheless
    appreciated bread when available.

    Charlie added on his own that, like the Sasquatch of Old Earth, Wookiees had an
    almost instinctive understanding of forest ecosystems. They would not over-harvest
    trees, so wood would not flow as fast as it might if they were logging
    indiscriminately, but as a result the forest would remain a resource for centuries
    on.

    Finally the meeting was adjourned and colony members got up to leave. Some started
    in surprise to see Harry there; he smiled and nodded greetings to them as they left.
    When they were gone, Harry walked to the table where the Wizenmeet members
    remained.

    "General Potter," Rosmerta said with a smirk. Harry knew she just loved calling
    him that. "Did you have a successful mission?"

    "Yes we did, on two accounts." He removed a few flimsiplasts and handed them over.
    "This is a list of supplies that represents our share of the booty received in a raid
    against the Empire. The big one is a water treatment plant. I estimate it'll take at
    least fifty people to levitate it, and that's with feather weight charms on it, but
    it is large enough to service a population of a million people easily. Conjured water
    is great in an emergency, but we all know long term consumption has its own
    problems."

    "What is 'bacta'?" Rosmerta asked as she looked through the list.

    "It's the galactic version of a panacea. It's a chemical made on only one planet
    in the galaxy, and has replaced almost all other medicinal treatments galaxy-wide,"
    Harry said. "It's the most effective non-magical healing agent I've ever seen, and
    the amount we have is worth a lot of money in the Empire. I'd recommend we keep some
    to analyse—perhaps we can use it in potions. But the rest we could probably sell or
    trade to the Alliance or their allies for other materials. For instance, if we wanted
    to introduce electronics we could use it in trade for power generators."

    The Elder voiced his support for that idea, which Counsellor Melo dutifully
    recorded. "This is good, General," Rosmerta said. "I don't understand half of what
    this is, but it's very good. What else?"

    "Housing for the conscripts," Harry said. "As you know, we have thirty Muggles who
    chose to stay with us. They're valuable crewmembers because of their training. They
    are also all young. I'd like to establish a barracks for them inside the compound,
    and resources to make sure they have food and clothing. If and when we have a
    currency, we'll owe them back pay."

    "Quite right," Jorge noted. "We can do that."

    "I also have a new…immigrant," Harry said. "During our first mission, where we
    obtained the new ship, I encountered a space wizard. They come in two types—Sith or
    Jedi. The attack you felt while we were casting the Fidelius came from a
    Sith. Dark Lords, you'd say. Jedi are, for lack of a better term, the Light Lords who
    have historically opposed them. I managed to win against the Sith I faced, but only
    by cheating and blowing him out into space. Otherwise, he would have taken my head
    off. So I went out to find a Jedi teacher. He's on the ship now. I'll transfigure up
    housing for him, but I wanted to let you know he was here, and would be training any
    who can learn the Jedi arts."

    The councilors absorbed this in silence, until Rosmerta said, "Harry, I've seen
    you fight. How could anyone possibly be that good?"

    "Their weapons can cut through anything," Harry said. "They have wandless magic
    that they are trained to use instinctively, and they have a real-time precognitive
    sense. They can predict when and where attacks will come, and that makes it really
    hard to get a curse on them."

    "And this teacher you found?" Jorge asked.

    "He's a 900-year-old Jedi Master, used to actually be the greatest of the Order
    before the Sith wiped them out. He'll probably not have many needs other than food
    and shelter. Just don't get in his way. He could probably level the whole colony if
    he had reason. And whatever you do, don't call him an elf."

    "Why would we?" Rosmerta asked.

    "Because he looks like a little green house-elf."

    Half an hour later, Harry discovered that the Wookiees adored Yoda.

    When the Elder saw the diminutive Jedi master for the first time, he stomped
    toward the creature with a happy roar of greeting.

    "Hello, Quagga," Yoda said. "Good to see you, it is!"

    "Quagga?" Harry asked.

    Charlie, a constant presence with the Wookiees now, shrugged. "That's his name.
    You never asked, remember? Kind of rude, but he just figured you were a little
    slow."

    "Slow, yes, yes," Yoda agreed with a cackle.

    It was a quick matter of transfiguring earth to form a simple barracks complex for
    the conscripts. He, Maria and the magical crew of the Redux managed it in
    just an hour. Harry insisted each get their own room, and ensured that some of the
    captured materials were given over to their individual comfort. Fortunately, this
    included cots and portable sonic shower stalls. They had to rig a solar power
    generator to help with the power cells, but after only a day the conscripts had their
    own home off the ship. Each of them was given lines of credit with local artisans to
    get essential supplies like clothes or toiletries, such as were available, anyway.
    And given the fact that the largest part of the population of Avalon consisted of
    teenagers, they fit in surprisingly well despite the lack of magic.

    There was one disappointment regarding Yoda's arrival for Harry, however. Harry
    had it in his mind that Yoda would be able to teach all of his fellow magicals how to
    use the Force. He had visions of an army of lightsaber wielding Jedi-Wizards riding
    herd over the Empire to exact revenge for their lost world.

    That hope was dashed when Yoda looked at Teddy Tonks and shook his head. "No,
    train this one I cannot."

    "Why?" Harry asked. "We all have magic, and if the Force can replenish my magical
    core, why can't it do the same with them?"

    "Closed, they all are," Yoda said.

    He stabbed Harry in the chest with his irritating stick and said, "This core, you
    call it. Jedi have it not. Jedi do not hold the Force within them, but become one
    with it. Different, you are. Forced open, yours was." The old Jedi's eyes narrowed as
    he considered Harry. "Died, you did," he said.

    Teddy coughed at that. "Well, looks like you won't be needing me after all." He
    then walked quickly away.

    Harry didn't even notice his godson's departure. He was too surprised by the
    Jedi's devastating insight. "Yes," he admitted. "Twice, in a way. Once as a child,
    and then later as a teenager. And then my magical core merged with some powerful
    artifacts called the Deathly Hallows that has changed my magic. I haven't aged since
    then."

    "Death, yes," Yoda nodded. "Like an old friend, Death hovers around you. A benign,
    peaceful darkness I sense in you. Not like anything I have seen before. This is why
    the Force you can touch. And why others of your kind cannot."

    They eventually made their way to the northern edge of the city that looked over a
    distant river valley. Given the obvious trauma of the flood plain, Harry and his crew
    wisely chose to build up and away from the violent river. As they approached the
    cliff, they passed by a few dwellings that were started before the troubles but left
    unfinished. Harry could only describe them hovels, which were 'finished' off with
    roughly hewn wood and unbaked mud-daub that would fall apart with the first heavy
    rain.

    A young man in worn, ragged clothes stepped out of the hovel with a distrusting
    expression. "I don't have anything left for you to take," he said angrily.

    A squib, Harry realized sadly. Judging by the hard expression, the young man
    wasn't having a good time of it, either.

    "I'm Harry Potter, I'm not going to steal from you," he said.

    The man visibly relaxed, though he didn't take his eyes off them. "What are you
    doing here?"

    "Touring the city," Harry said with a shrug. "Looking for a site for my friend's
    home. This is Master Yoda, a Jedi. Space wizard, you might say."

    Yoda hobbled forward toward the young Squib, and then abruptly reached up and
    stabbed him in the stomach with his stick. "Train this one, I can," the old Jedi
    said. "No core does he have. Nothing to stop the Force. More like him, are
    there?"

    "What's he talking about?" the Squib demanded.

    "You wouldn't believe me," Harry said with a grin. "What's your name?"

    "Tim. Tim Jacobs."

    "Tim, are there are other Squibs here?"

    "Just Carrie and Peter."

    At their names, two scared kids emerged. Harry guessed their ages at nine and ten
    respectively. Carrie was a beautiful girl with mocha-colored skin, while Pete was as
    pale as a sheet with a head of bright red hair. It was a different shade than the
    Weasleys. Yoda surveyed the two kids with a nod. "Yes," he cackled. "Yes, train them
    I will. Good to start young, the training is."

    "Mr. Potter, what is this elf talking about?" Tim demanded.

    A second later, staring at the now upside down Tim Jacobs, Yoda said, "Elf I am
    not. Master I am. And a Jedi will you be."

    "Congratulations, Mr. Jacobs," Harry said. "You're about to learn a completely
    alien way of magic that no other wizards or witches can learn. Except for me ... I'm
    special, after all. And now, so are you!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry built Yoda's home a hundred feet from the edge of the cliff. He charmed the
    soil itself into walls tall enough for a human of average height to move about
    comfortably, but only then. Instead of the traditional beamed roof, he finished it
    over with domes of more charmed soil similar to how Rosmerta's people were finishing
    the temporary housing. He then summoned a magical fire and glazed the walls into a
    hard, water-proof, glassy surface. A series of runes at the base ensured it would
    remain unbreakable for at least twenty years.

    Yoda did not bother to hide his glee that the entire process took less than an
    hour. He then began ordering Harry to conjure various bits of furniture for his
    comfort. The three confused Squibs followed them into the hut.

    When they were done, Yoda ordered the three young people to sit in the middle of
    the living room and walked around them. Harry noticed how Carrie shied into Pete's
    arms and wondered just how bad things had been for the Squibs. While he was pleased
    about many things Rosmerta and the Wizenmeet had done, being non-magical in a magical
    community was never easy.

    "So, wizards without magic you are," Yoda said when he settled down in a
    child-sized conjured chair Harry made. "Filled with anger, you are, Tim Jacobs. Let
    go this anger you must, if a Jedi you are to be."

    "I don't understand what a Jedi is," Jacobs said.

    "They're a type of wizard," Harry explained. "Instead of using magic from their
    core, they pull it from the ambient magical fields around them. A Jedi can't do
    transfiguration or charms, but they can move objects without a wand, make themselves
    physically stronger and faster than others, and have precognition. A Force-strong man
    took off an Auror's arm and came damned close to killing me, and I'm Harry
    Potter."

    "We'll be able to use magic?" Pete asked with wide eyes.

    "Strong in the Force you are," Yoda told her. "A good heart you have. A Jedi will
    you be."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    That night, the Prime Minister and other members of the Wizenmeet hosted Yoda for
    dinner. Quagga the Wookiee Elder joined them, making it the most diverse dinner Harry
    had ever been to. The fact that Quagga was almost seven hundred years old and Yoda
    was over 900 also meant it was the most life experience Harry had ever been exposed
    to.

    Even Lady Sofia joined them, though she had to walk with a cane and her
    granddaughter shadowed her every movement. Straining one's magical core at her age
    created a permanent condition that would stay with her until she died. She would
    never be able to use more than a quarter of her magic at any time before magical
    exhaustion set in.

    Fortunately, she was skilled enough that she could do more with what she had than
    most could do with the entirety of their core. The discussion soon grew into
    profoundly technical grounds as Lady Sofia brought her century of experience as an
    educator up against Yoda's nine centuries of experience as a Jedi.

    "It's true that ancient witches and wizards on Earth did not use foci for their
    power," Sofia said. "There are legends of Atlantis where the witch-kings used neither
    wand nor staff. They performed great feats of magic, according to legend, but nothing
    that we would identify as wand-specific magic."

    "The first foci were the Sumerian staffs," Adriana Melo said. "It is well
    documented that the En priest kings of ancient Sumer used staves to focus
    their power. Despite the myth that most magic originated in Egypt, in fact the first
    true post-Atlantean magical charms were developed in Ancient Sumer around 3,000 BC
    and did not migrate to Egypt until several hundred years later when the first magical
    Pharaohs gained power. The first Egyptian dynasty was completely magical, though I
    understand they bred themselves out of magic. Pureblood ideals taken to an extreme,
    if you will."

    "Is it possible that using staffs changed us?" Harry asked, genuinely curious.

    "Oh, it is a certainty," Melo said with an excited gleam in her eye. "Every aspect
    of magical civilization developed foci of some kind or another over the eons. From
    the totems of the Native American peoples to the phallic wands of the Ancient Norse,
    all witches and wizards eventually developed a means to focus their magic. The ICW
    Department of Mysteries even did a study about it when they discovered a tribe of
    magicals in the Amazon that did not have wands. They followed the tribe from when
    they were discovered in 1867 to 2008. They found that three generations after being
    introduced to wands the tribal children could no longer perform any type of
    intent-driven, wandless magic."

    Yoda listened in contemplative silence as he ate the occasional nut or berry. He
    seemed to thoroughly enjoy the buttery bread and nibbled on one roll on and off
    through the meal. When Mela finished speaking, he said, "An expression of the Force,
    your magic is. For almost forty thousand years, the Jedi and the Je'daii who were our
    ancestors, studied the Force. On many worlds, found we did primitive peoples using
    the Force as magic. Once contacted, learned the Force as Jedi they did. Why Earth was
    never found, I know not. Never have a people gone so long without guidance."

    "You make it sound as if we are wrong, Master Yoda," Lady Sofia said archly.

    The old Jedi merely chuckled. "Wrong? No. Different you are. A strange, new way of
    using the Force, have you found. Foolish would I be to say wrong. But changed you,
    your wands have. Harness the Force you cannot, because within you captured the Force
    you have. Those of you born without magic, though—those I will teach."

    "No more Squibs," Rosmerta said with a happy smile. "I've been trying to check in
    on those poor kids, but Squibs have always had a hard time. I'm happy to know you can
    teach them a different magic."

    "An evolutionary reversion," Yoda said. "What you call a squib is one born as you
    all were originally. Much potential do I sense in your people. Stay here I will, to
    train those I can. Until one with the Force I become."

    "You're welcome to do so, with our thanks," Rosmerta said.

    "Indeed," Lady Sofia said with that arch, high-born manner that irritated both
    Harry and Rosmerta. "It's so nice to have intelligent conversation."

    Yoda looked right at Harry. The little troll smirked. "Of this, no doubt do I
    have."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "So how is your training coming?" Leia asked two months later.

    The time had passed in a blur of missions and training, so much sometimes Harry
    had trouble keeping track of whether he was coming or going. At the moment they were
    returning to Avalon, which could not receive signals due to the Fidelius
    charm.

    "I'm ready to shove that stick up Yoda's tight little ass," Harry said.

    Leia laughed. "Obi-Wan said he remembered being hit with Yoda's stick when he was
    a kid."

    "Thing is, I'm not a kid." Harry laughed at himself and rubbed his latest bruise.
    "I shouldn't complain too much—I never thought I'd be learning an entirely new branch
    of magic at my age."

    "You sound like you're ancient," she said with a dismissive laugh.

    Harry smiled, but felt a pang of regret. "Leia, I'm forty five years old."

    Her laughter faded, but she didn't frown. "I know," she said at last. "It's easy
    to forget when I look at you, until I look into your eyes."

    "I just…sometimes I think whatever this is between us is a mistake," Harry said.
    "I may look young, but I'm old enough to be your father."

    "Maybe," Leia said. Her face had gone blank, but he could see the hurt in her
    eyes. "Should I stop calling, then?"

    Cursing himself, he said, "I'd really miss you if you did. I told you I'm an
    idiot, right?"

    "Maybe, but your Commander Maria mentions it to me every time I talk to her," Leia
    said. Her lips curled. "Besides, I haven't seen you in almost six months now. I'm not
    sure talking on the holonet counts as a 'thing'."

    Staring at her image, projected from across the stars, Harry admitted something
    openly for the first time to them both. "I would like to see you again, Leia."

    "That's too bad. Attachment is forbidden to Jedi."

    "Says an asexual little troll," Harry said.

    Leia laughed again, a free sound of delight. "I'll have to tell that to Obi-Wan.
    You should have seen Luke's face when Obi-Wan mentioned that to us. Luke's been
    getting close to a well-endowed Zeltron girl working at the base. It looked as if
    someone had shot his pet Massiff!"

    Harry rubbed the back of his neck. "Well, we're having a spate of pregnancies here
    and it prompted a long talk with Yoda about magic, the Force, and genetics."

    "And?"

    "We'll have to say we respectfully disagree. He's worried about love turning to
    hate and leading to the Dark Side of the Force. This is what Occlumency is for,
    really. My concern is that Force inheritance has a genetic component, and if you turn
    all the Jedi into sexless monks, you're weakening the pool of available future Jedi.
    You and Luke are living proof that Jedi kids are powerful."

    "Maybe," Leia said. "Obi-Wan was also afraid that the Jedi would become so
    insulated that only Jedi children would ever get trained. I told him the old Order
    was already insulated, since those from the galaxy they did train were taken as
    children anyway. He actually conceded the point."

    "Smart of him. I don't care how wise you think you are, it's never smart to argue
    with a politician."

    She stuck her tongue out. "It's my birthday in a few months, by the way."

    "Really? Hmmm, what should I get you?"

    "A lightsaber crystal?"

    "Er, okay. Where do I get one?"

    Leia laughed again; it was nice to see her able to after all she'd been through.
    "Well, Luke and I will be going to a planet called Adega in the Moddell sector for
    ours when we turn twenty. We've been practicing with Obi-Wan's and our father's old
    Jedi blades, but Obi-Wan feels we should have our own and he thinks we'll be ready
    then."

    "Hmmm, it would be pretty neat to own a laser sword," Harry said. "It'd be able to
    cut up vegetables for my soup a lot faster!"

    "Do you take anything seriously, Harry?"

    "You, maybe," Harry conceded. "And Quidditch. And maybe tea. I think I'd kill for
    a good cuppa. And don't get me started on treacle tart. Beyond that, not much. Can
    you send me coordinates and when you might go there? I'll check with the troll to see
    if there's a chance I can join you."

    "That would be nice," Leia said, no longer laughing. "I miss you, Harry. I'm sorry
    we didn't have long before this blasted war separated us. That last night, and the
    next morning…" She smiled wryly. "I've stayed up nights, wishing I'd stayed
    longer."

    "You and me both, Space Princess."

    She smiled at him, slipping unconsciously from a happy young woman to the elegant,
    strong-willed princess he met on the station. "I hope to see you soon, Harry. I must
    go now."

    "See you soon."

    The ship was currently a day out of Avalon after another week-long mission
    providing interdictor-support to Rebel raids. The missions were easier now that Harry
    and his crew placed the ship itself under the Fidelius. It made it difficult
    to communicate with the Alliance, until Akallaah rigged a hard-wired communications
    buoy they were able to drag behind them outside of the Fidelius field that
    allowed them to hook into the holo relay network.

    As the buoy was reeled back into the ship, now that his call was finished, Harry
    rubbed his face before looking around his empty quarters on the Phoenix
    Redux. He felt an intense pang of loneliness. "I do hope to see you soon," he
    whispered.

    

    sp
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    Chapter Nineteen: Never a Jedi

    Harry's command crew still didn't bother with Imperial-style discipline, even
    after months of operations. No one jumped to their feet when Harry entered the
    command deck of the Phoenix Redux four hours later, and he would have been
    shocked if they had. Instead he nodded to Maria and took a seat at the tactical
    console to sip his caf. It wasn't tea, nor really coffee, but was the closest
    equivalent to either he could find. They were, once again, returning home from a
    successful mission.

    Moments later, when they emerged from hyperspace, Booker shouted out, "Contact,
    dead ahead!"

    Harry surged from his seat to through the viewports. "Magnify that," Harry said of
    the glistening dot. The holo display that ran over the transparisteel viewports
    framed the object and expanded it until they could see the ship's size and shape
    clearly.

    "What the hell is that?" Harry asked. "And why is it shimmering like that?"

    The ship was a sphere, just 21 meters in length, and it shimmered with an odd
    field that made it difficult to detect against the background stars.

    Booker was already working on it. "According to the computer, that's a Skyblind
    Reconnaissance Ship. That is a cloak designed to keep it hidden from a planetary
    surface."

    "Can it detect us?"

    "I don't think so," Booker said. "It appears to be using passive scans only."

    "Take us in, but keep an eye on that thing," Harry said.

    They landed an hour later in the now dedicated space pad outside the warded
    circle. In the two months since they left, the foundation of the school was finished
    with the walls for the first tower going up in the north-eastern corner. Harry also
    noticed two complete homes with their own fenced-in-gardens on the eastern side of
    the circle. The homes appeared to be made of bricks and wood. They were not far from
    the newly installed water processing plant.

    Once he dismissed all but a maintenance crew, he made his report to the Wizenmeet
    including the latest list of claimed items. Already, booty from his various missions
    began permeating the colony. The older witches and wizards might not have known what
    to do, but the younger kids learned quickly, especially with the occasional Wookiee
    around to show them what the various devices did.

    When Harry finally made it to Yoda's house early that evening, he found the old
    Jedi Master sitting in another of Harry's conjured chairs while the three Padawans
    (Tim was only seventeen, so was a kid to Harry) ran around an impromptu obstacle
    course Yoda and a few volunteers from the town helped create. Even after only months,
    Harry was amazed at what the three could already do. Tim was somersaulting over
    eight-foot tall barriers without breaking stride, while the two younger kids were
    able to jump through the jungle-gym portion of the course like monkeys.

    What was surprising was the handful of older witches and wizards who watched the
    training with interest.

    "How long have they been here?" Harry asked with a nod to his fellow mages.

    "Not long," Yoda said. "Waiting for you, they have been. Not to speak, only to
    see. A symbol you are, for your people."

    "Since I was a baby."

    "Not smart, your kind are."

    Harry snorted. "Not always, no. Speaking of being stupid, Luke and Leia are going
    to be going to someplace called Adega to get their lightsaber crystals on their
    birthdays."

    Yoda nodded. "No longer safe is Ilum, so wise Obi-Wan's choice is. Go with them,
    you desire."

    "Yeah."

    The old Jedi looked intently up at Harry, before hitting his knee. "Sit, too tall
    you are."

    Harry grunted and sat down. "A full Jedi never will you be," Yoda said, though he
    did not sound particularly judgmental. "Like those three, you are not. A wizard
    first, you will always be. And yet, some of the skills of a Jedi you learn and wield.
    Of both worlds, you will in time be."

    "As long as I can defend my people, I'll be content," Harry said.

    "Hmmm." Now that Yoda had settled in, Harry noticed the creature was not nearly as
    active or talkative as he used to be. He seemed more at peace, though a little tired.
    "Leia, you wish to see."

    Harry closed his eyes in anticipation of the same argument they had gone through
    before. However, Yoda surprised him. "Strong in the Force are the children of Anakin
    Skywalker. What is it you hope for when look at Skywalker's daughter you do?"

    The question caught him off guard. He was expecting something cheesy like "Do you
    love her?" Instead, Yoda's question forced him to really look at what his
    expectations and hopes were, and the potential reality of whatever they might
    have.

    "I think of my sons, and my little girl Lily," Harry said softly. "Of my wife ...
    I think of the family I lost, and how it felt as if a part of me died with them. When
    I look at Leia, I think maybe I have a chance to build something new. I suppose that
    she's become my personal symbol of hope. I don't expect anything from her. But she
    has a strength I admire. Her own father tortured her on the station; she watched her
    whole world die. And somehow she still stands straight and strong. She's
    remarkable."

    "Then join them, you should," Yoda said. "I have set your feet on the path, but
    teach you more I cannot. Your own path must you seek. What I have left to teach would
    benefit a Jedi, not a wizard. Perhaps assist you more Obi-Wan can."

    "Do you think I could take on another Sith?"

    Yoda closed his eyes. "Even to Jedi, the Sith are dangerous. Better quipped now,
    you are. This much, give you I can."

    It was not an entirely surprising answer. He knew that Yoda wanted to concentrate
    on the three new potentials since they would be true Jedi. His own training, he'd
    noticed, was different. Yoda did not bother to teach him the various katas that he
    taught the younger kids. Nor did the old Jedi bother teaching Harry meditation. His
    Occlumency exercises were similar enough that there seemed little point. His magic
    healed him faster than any Jedi healing trance could, and his magic mimicked many of
    the Jedi Force-powers sufficiently that there was no need to learn them.

    Instead, he had Harry concentrate on simply accessing the Force and listening to
    it when it urged him in one direction or another. He taught Harry how to restore his
    magical core quickly, even while using his magic or physically exercising. He taught
    Harry how to maximize his own magic using the power of the Force.

    "Should I bring crystals back for your new students?"

    "A list I will provide. Shopping you will go when you are gone," Yoda said.

    "Nag, nag, nag," Harry muttered. Then he added, "Ouch" when Yoda hit his shoulder
    with his stick.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    That evening, Harry took the rare free time to visit his godson in the young man's
    new house. He was not entirely surprised to see that Victoire's youngest brother
    Louis lived with them as well, since Bill and Fleur had their hands full in the
    Orphanage.

    Since they recovered from the initial troubles, Teddy had recruited and was still
    in the process of training five new Aurors. The pleasant surprise, though, was that
    his young wife, the former Victoire Weasley, was expecting.

    "It's not that surprising," Victoire said with a pretty flush. "It seems everyone
    is pregnant!"

    Harry noticed the relatively bare walls and hastily conjured furniture in the
    house, but did not mind. Nor did the conjured silverware give him a second thought.
    There were no goblins to enchant family silverware. They knew Avalon had metal in its
    surface, but no one seemed particularly interested in mining it just yet. And given
    Galactic technology, he would much rather have them mine an asteroid than despoil the
    beauty of the world.

    So, eating with conjured silverware and drinking new wine from recently glazed
    clay cups, Harry spent the evening with the last remnant of his family. "Have you
    thought of names?" Harry asked.

    "Gideon and Fabian," Victoire said without blinking an eye. "They will be twins,
    the healer said." She patted her stomach, which barely showed a bulge yet.

    "They can tell this early?"

    "It's magic," Teddy said with a shrug that reminded Harry so much of his mum.
    "Predicting gender is one of the few things that Divination consistently gets right.
    Midwives practice it constantly. We'll have two strong, healthy boys."

    "We thought about naming one Harry," Victoire said with an adorable blush.

    "But then we heard that pretty much half the kids expected in the next year will
    be named Harry," Teddy said. "And half the girls will be named Ginny or Ginevra. Or
    worse yet, Harriet. You know the biography that Aunty Hermione wrote about you? It's
    one of the books that made it. Anyone who hadn't read it before now has."

    Harry laughed and sipped at the bitter wine. "Yeah, at least it was Hermione's
    version and not Rita Skeeter's. Hermione was…" He stopped sadly, thinking of his old
    friends.

    Victoire, sensing his pain, gently reached over the conjured table and took his
    hand. "We are your family now, Papa Harry."

    "Papa?"

    "You're the only dad I really knew," Teddy pointed out. He stared intently at
    Harry, hope shining out. "Rather than just be a godfather, I was hoping I could raise
    them to think of you as their Papa—their paternal grandfather."

    Harry tried fighting back the surge of emotion, but then figured that after all
    he'd been through; he deserved a good show of emotion. "I'd like that, Teddy," he
    admitted in a thicker voice than he'd dare show anyone else. "I loved James, Albus
    and Lily with all my heart, but you were always there too. You're my son in
    everything but name."

    Teddy sighed in relief. "Good. You know, Scrivenshaft has begun a new Domesday
    Book for the town. It's capturing a lot of information. The astrologers have already
    plotted out Avalon's solar year, so we've named landfall Day One and Year One.
    Everyone who survived has signed the book with a blood quill to establish new
    genealogies. Everyone is starting off brand new."

    "I guess I better sign, then," Harry said.

    "Yeah, since they reserved a space for you at the top of the first page," Victoire
    said.

    "I sort of insisted," Teddy added.

    "You know, your parents would have been so proud of you," Harry told the young
    Auror. "Especially your Mum. She was a great Auror, but just a happy person all
    around."

    Teddy's hair flashed red—the only sign of a latent Metamorphmagus talent that
    never truly developed. "Well, yeah, I guess she would be. And I have no doubt dad
    would have been impressed as well. After all, I managed to snag the prettiest girl on
    two worlds!"

    Louis, who remained silent through most of the meal, made a gagging sound.

    "Flirting will not get you out of doing the dishes, Teddy," Victoire said, though
    she smiled as she said it.

    "Make Louis do it."

    Louis grinned and then Disapparated. Teddy sighed. "Brat."

    "Now, what's this I hear about a space princess?" Victoire demanded.

    From their looks, Harry could see the two had been dying to ask all night. Having
    eaten their food and drunk their wine, Harry felt he owed them. And so he told them
    the story of how he met Leia. They continued talking well into the night and past two
    bottles of wine.

    Three days later, slightly hung over but otherwise in good spirits, Harry and the
    Phoenix Redux lifted off for their next mission.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Captain Anton Hespelt, a graduate with honours from the Corulag Academy, took his
    caf with a touch of sugar and cream. Any adjunct that could make it the way he liked
    on the second try was assured of a glowing recommendation when promotion time came
    around.

    Sadly, his latest adjunct's chances were looking slim. Nonetheless, Anton drank
    because even the finest of the Empire needed help occasionally to wake up during
    First Watch. Still, it was going to be a fine day for the Empire, and specifically
    for his ship, the Corulag's Fist.

    Beyond the viewports of his bridge, Hespelt could see the rest of his task force
    waiting in the dark recesses of space. One other Imperial II-class star
    destroyer, the Dominator, rested just two klicks off his port bow, while all
    around were six Dreadnaught-class heavy cruisers and one escort carrier with
    an entire flight of TIE-fighters.

    The whole taskforce had but one mission—to capture and destroy the
    Immobilizer stolen by the pirate captain Harry Potter.

    Every long arm of the Empire was on alert for sightings of the elusive Ghost, as
    he was sometimes nicknamed. He attacked with impunity targets that should have easily
    destroyed him, and yet won every engagement. The Emperor had even brought in his pet
    alien strategist, Thrawn, from the edge of the galaxy to spearhead the effort to find
    and destroy Potter and his ship.

    Though loyal to a fault to the Empire, Hespelt scoffed at the need for any alien
    strategist. He had his own plan—a trap Potter was sure to fall for. The Emperor
    personally approved the plan as well.

    The bait was a caravan of large, slow cargo vessels carrying not just medical
    supplies, armaments, star-fighter parts and shield components, but also a thousand
    recently captured Wookiee slaves. According to Intelligence, Potter had a soft spot
    for the lumbering beasts. They then transmitted the course of the caravan on recently
    compromised channels to ensure the Rebels knew when and where to attack.

    It was as perfect a trap as Hespelt could devise. It had to work, because the
    Emperor did not tolerate failure any better than Lord Vader did. It was to Hespelt's
    fortune that the recently recuperated Dark Lord was occupied by his own mission.

    The Captain was half-way through the abominable caf, pacing leisurely about his
    command deck to ensure his crew operated efficiently, when his commander climbed
    quickly out of the communications pit and snapped to attention. "Captain, the captain
    of the lead cargo vessel reports that they are under attack."

    "Excellent!" Hespelt said, before finishing his caf. "Commander, order the Task
    Force to make best speed to the cargo vessels and to open fire on any target of
    opportunity at will."

    "Yes, Captain!"

    In seconds, the task force bullied its way past the laws of physics and entered
    hyperspace, only to emerge from it moments later where it found the cargo caravan
    trapped in a series of obviously artificial gravity wells with a few measly Rebel
    X-wings pelting the various ships with ion cannons.

    "Where is the Immobilizer?" Hespelt demanded.

    "We're unable to locate it, captain!" the targeting officer said from his pit. "We
    detect the gravity wells holding the cargo vessels in place, but we cannot find the
    ship generating them. We've triangulated where the wells originate from, but there's
    nothing there!"

    "Impossible!" Hespelt said. He walked firmly down the stairs to the lower area
    where the targeting team worked frantically. Each gun on the Corulag's Fist
    had its own crew and targeting computer, but overall prioritization was handled from
    the bridge. Already he could see the other ships disgorging their complements of
    TIE-fighters, until the rebel fighters were outnumbered ten to one.

    But he could not see the Immobilizer at all. "Fire at the coordinates
    triangulated by the computer," the captain ordered.

    "Aye, sir." The order was given, and across the 1,600 meter length of the massive
    star destroyer, turbolaser cannons roared to life and showered space with a blaze of
    green death. The shower continued unabated right through the spot the computer
    insisted the gravity wells originated from.

    "Captain!"

    Hespelt looked up with growing exasperation. "Yes, Commander?"

    "Sir, the convoy reports that the Wookiees are gone! Somehow they just vanished
    right in midair from the cargo hold. It was even captured on the security feeds!"

    Hespelt rushed back to his tactical display console. "Show me!"

    A hologram of a cargo hold appeared with a thousand Wookiees cramped together like
    meat. Right before his eyes, they began to just pop out of existence, ten at a time
    in rapid succession, until in just minutes they were simply gone. "Impossible," the
    captain whispered.

    "Cargo ship one reports that all medical supplies and foodstuffs have disappeared
    from their holds," a lieutenant reported from further down the command deck.

    "Cargo ship three reports all holds have been emptied," yet another report came.
    "The captain does not know how."

    Captain Hespelt felt as if his world was crumbling around him. "How can this
    possibly…"

    The Escort Carrier exploded right outside their window. Hespelt jumped in
    shock—there were no shots fired, nor any other indicating of impending doom, but the
    flash of the explosion was so intense the reactive transparisteel viewports polarized
    to protect the eyes of those within.

    "What the bloody hell just happened?" he shouted as the bridge staff suddenly went
    from confused to terrified. The captain walked firmly toward communications when a
    second explosion rocked the ship so hard and so suddenly its inertial compensators
    were momentarily lagging. It caused the captain to fly sideways and fall flat on his
    rear before the compensators kicked in.

    When he recovered, he saw that one of his dreadnaughts to the starboard bow had
    exploded with sufficient force to buffet the Corulag's Fist with the
    shockwave. "Sir, one of the cargo ships is…"

    With a grunt at the effort and the bruise on his hip, Hespelt rushed back to his
    tactical console and saw for himself that one of the cargo ships appeared to be
    making a suicide-run at the Dominator. The cargo ship was frankly dwarfed by
    the star destroyer, but it accelerated to full sublight. Despite the
    Dominator's batteries firing at full, it was too little, too late to prevent
    the cargo ship from slamming into the com tower of the ship. Shields buckled under
    the sheer kinetic force of the impact.

    "Order all ships to fire on the cargo vessels!" Hespelt shouted. Frustration was
    gone, giving way to a cold fear and panic. The remaining task force vessels made
    quick work of the lightly armed cargo vessels, but there was still no sign of the
    damned rebels.

    Suddenly the alarms on his own ship went off. "Report!" he shouted.

    "Intruder in engineering deck 39," ship's security officer reported. "Humanoid,
    unable to get a good look. He appeared out of thin air with what looks lie…" The man,
    a thirty-year veteran of the Clone Wars, paled the colour of bone as he swivelled his
    chair to face Hespelt. "Captain, it's an assault concussion warhead. It's right next
    our hypermatter chamber."

    Panic turned to cold dread. "But how…?"

    The warhead exploded, releasing a three gigaton blast that ripped through the
    hypermatter chamber, which in turn initiated a release of the most powerful, exotic
    energies Imperial technology had access to. Being inside the formidable defences of
    the star destroyer, Hespelt and his crew died almost instantly. The resulting dual
    explosions vaporized the Corulag's Fist, two of the dreadnaughts around it,
    and finished off the limping Dominator.

    On board the Fidelius-charmed Phoenix Redux, Harry reappeared
    covered in frost from the inter-space Portkey and took a deep breath. Akallaah
    motioned to him to look through the port windows, and he did so just in time to see
    the Imperial task force die.

    "Damn, Potter," Maria whispered.

    Although Harry was happy for some of the things he'd learned from Yoda, the one
    thing he could have done without was sensing others through the Force. He felt them
    now as they died, tens of thousands of them all snuffed out at once as the taskforce
    died.

    "We have the Wookiees," Lieutenant Commander Malkin said. "Akallaah has already
    given them a message to sit tight."

    "This was a huge haul, Potter," Maria said. "We could have our own starfighters
    with all this stuff. And did you see the orbital mining platform?"

    Harry merely nodded. "Yeah, good job everyone. Let's get back home. I'm going to
    shower, then we'll debrief."

    He walked back to his quarters and shook his head as the weight of all the lives
    he took continued to push down on his shoulders.
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    Chapter Twenty: The Hand of the
    Empire

    "When do you think you'll be able to come?" Leia asked two days later, as the
    Phoenix Redux was making its way back to Avalon. "Obi-Wan said we're ready
    to go get our crystals at last."

    "I'll be on a shuttle the moment we land," Harry promised. The princess looked
    especially lovely today, with her hair down in artful loops that fell around her
    neck. Of course, from the neck down she could have been a boy for the thick,
    gender-neutralizing thermal uniform she wore. "What's the weather like on Hoth?"

    "Very funny." She stuck her tongue out. "I swear I almost had frostbite this
    morning climbing out of the shower. We have to use sonics because the water will
    freeze before it even reaches the faucet. We have meteor showers almost every day,
    and something has been killing our Tauntauns. But I can't imagine the Empire would
    ever come here."

    "That's the point, I guess," Harry said. "So, almost a year. We should have an
    anniversary or something."

    One of those eyebrows rose. "An anniversary for what? I don't think you've ever
    even taken me out to dinner."

    "There was that one time, on the Death Star."

    "You didn't pay, so it doesn't count."

    Harry chuckled. "I can't wait to see you."

    "I can't wait either. I have a surprise for you, though, when you come.
    You'll…"

    The signal ended seconds before the whole ship shuddered violently. A sudden shift
    in momentum shot Harry against the wall of his quarters with bone-breaking force. He
    landed on the floor and groaned at the feel of his clavicle grinding against itself.
    However, he could also feel his magic pooling to begin healing it. The red klaxons
    came on moments later as Harry rushed from his quarters onto the bridge.

    No one else on the bridge had fared any better than he did. "Who's not hurt?" he
    shouted at cancelling the klaxons.

    "I'm alright," Maria said. Akallaa also indicated he was unhurt. Unfortunately
    Booker and Malkin were both unconscious, as were most of the others.

    "What happened?" he asked.

    It took Maria a moment to regain her seat. Around them, the whole ship vibrated
    like a plucked string. "Gravity wells," she said. She added, "Look outside,
    Harry."

    Startled almost as much by the fact she used his given name as by her expression,
    Harry glanced out the narrow viewports of the single-level Immobilizer
    bridge and felt his insides go cold.

    He could see Avalon hanging in far the distance like a beautiful blue and green
    marble. But more immediately, he saw a dozen other Interdictor cruisers
    closing toward their position. "How?" he whispered.

    "They have us," Maria said. "Harry, the gravity is going to rip us apart! The hull
    is redlining."

    Harry did not generally swear. As a normal matter of business, he thought people
    who cursed constantly and without cause were at best stupid. Staring now at what was
    bearing down on him, he said, "Holy fuck. Maria, how far away from Avalon are
    we?"

    "Nearly one and a half million kilometres," she said. "Even by Portkey, it would
    be a five minute trip in open space!"

    While Portkeys provided some protection against the debilitating effects of the
    vacuum of space, the protection deteriorated at an exponential rate by the distance
    involved. A ship-to-ship jump of ten thousand kilometres was enough to tax most
    people. A five minute Portkey ride over millions of kilometres could easily be
    deadly, although bubblehead charms would help a little.

    "Make a Portkey," Harry ordered.

    Maria nodded grimly, conjured a rope and then enchanted it. Harry meanwhile
    summoned all the injured bridge crew members together toward her, levitating them as
    gently as he could in the violently shaking bridge. "I'll stay and save the rest," he
    said. "Go."

    Maria tapped the rope that now wrapped around all the injured personnel, but
    nothing happened. Her eyes widened even as a violent tremor made her loose her
    footing. "Embostelhada! It didn't work, Potter! Have the Empire made
    wards?"

    Harry tried Disapparating just to his quarters, and then groaned in pain as his
    magic rebounded within him. It didn't feel like a ward, though. Wards created defined
    barriers. This felt like the air itself was sucking at his magic.

    The com system came alive as someone outside of the ship hacked into their
    system.

    "I trust I have your attention?" The voice sounded calm, collected and
    overwhelmingly confident. "This is Grand Admiral Mitth'raw'nuruodo. You might know me
    by my Galactic Basic name Thrawn. While we still cannot see your vessel, you'll be
    interested to know that graviton particles exist simultaneously in all dimensions. We
    cannot see you, Harry Potter, but we can detect the gravitons of your gravity well
    generators. And as you have no doubt seen, our own gravity well generators can reach
    across that remarkable dimensional envelope of yours with ease. We are going to rip
    your vessel apart, Mr. Potter. You are all about to die."

    Gravitons. What little Harry knew about them was what he gleaned from the
    mind of Daroon Holdig a year ago, and Holdig did not know much. He knew the particles
    were what gravity well generators created and projected. And that was about it.

    But if they were being inundated by these particles, then it must also have been
    the gravitons that were blocking all their attempts to escape by magic.

    "Open a channel," Harry said.

    Akallaah roared his opinion of that. Maria just shrugged and opened the com.

    "Admiral Thrawn, this is Harry Potter," he said with forced calm. His mind raced
    with different possibilities. "If you cease your attacks, we will surrender."

    The response was a dry, sardonic laugh. "So you can teleport away, Mr. Potter?
    Just because we cannot replicate your talents does not mean we do not recognize them.
    We have been watching you very closely these past few months. No, I do not think we
    will cease our attack. However, if you make your ship visible and offer your complete
    surrender, we will lower the intensity of the attack long enough for your crew to be
    taken into custody. I am not a barbarian, Mr. Potter. I do not believe in killing
    unnecessarily, and there is much the Empire could learn from you."

    Harry bowed his head, shaking with rage. "We have three minutes before the ship
    goes," Maria whispered.

    "We can't escape if we're dead," Akallaah added.

    He looked up at Maria. Though they were close in age, she looked old enough to be
    his mother. "Do you agree?"

    "I do, Captain," she sombrely.

    "Akallaah?"

    "Yes."

    With a glance around the still mostly unconscious crew, Harry stepped to his
    second in command, who was also the secret keeper of the ship since he could not be
    secret keeper to both the planet and the ship. "It's going to hurt," he said
    softly.

    "Pain is an illusion," Maria lied.

    With the palm of his hand to her forehead, Harry pulled the secret of the ship's
    location and identity from her very soul, and doing so abruptly ended the
    Fidelius. Maria did not cry out, but she shook as she collapsed into the
    chair at the station she used to open the com moments before.

    "I can see your ship, Mr. Potter," Thrawn's voice echoed through the bridge.
    "Quite remarkable. Troop shuttles are en route. Any attempt to impede their boarding
    will be met with lethal consequences. You and your crew will be taken into custody. I
    must say I look forward to meeting you."

    The shaking of their hull eased. Instinctively, Harry tried to Apparate again, but
    there were still sufficient graviton particles in the area to block the attempt with
    a painful rebound. Through the windows he could see dozens of large shuttles
    approaching them.

    "Put me on ship wide," Harry said. At Maria's nod, he said, "Attention, this is
    General Potter. In order to save the ship and crew, we have surrendered to a superior
    Imperial force. All magicals are to either magically pack or destroy your belongings.
    If you have a chest, shrink it and attach it to your person with the strongest charms
    you can. I don't want a single magical artefact left in the open. All other crew and
    passengers; do not resist. We'll figure something out when we can."

    Akallaah reiterated the orders in Shyriwook to the freed, but now recaptured
    slaves, while Harry ran into his quarters. He didn't have much, but it was enough
    that he did not want anything to fall into the Empire's hands. When he returned to
    the bridge, he was happy to see Booker awake, though still groggy. Malkin hung
    protectively by the man's side.

    "Enemy ships have docked," Maria said. "The crew reports troopers are boarding in
    strength. Our people are standing down."

    Harry looked around at the shaken crew. "Whatever happens, it's been an honour. At
    the first opportunity, Portkey to Avalon if you can."

    Just minutes later, the lift onto the bridge opened and a group of ten
    Stormtroopers spilled out with their weapons at the ready. "Hands up! Drop all
    weapons!"

    Since most of Harry's elderly crew was already incapacitated, there was not much
    of a response until Akallaah raised his great, hairy arms and roared his assent.

    All ten troopers turned and fired as one gestalt unit. Ten red blaster rifle bolts
    slammed into the Wookiee, burning through fur and flesh alike as he stumbled backward
    until he fell dead to the floor.

    Enraged and without thinking, Harry stomped his foot and cast a blasting charm.
    The gravitons might have interfered with magical travel, but they did nothing to
    impede his magic otherwise. The blast struck the centre Stormtrooper, causing him to
    explode like a bomb. The other nine died instantly. Meanwhile, Harry rushed to the
    Wookiee's side.

    Akallaah, who lost his mate and son but found meaning again on his ship, was
    already dead. He stared up at the ceiling of the command deck with slightly dark
    eyes.

    "I'm disappointed in you, Captain Potter."

    Harry turned and faced his enemy for the first time. From a purely physical
    perspective, he could have been human. He was bipedal, with pentadactyl hands, two
    eyes, two ears and generally symmetrical features. He also had deep, dark blue skin
    and solid, almost insectoid-red eyes. He wore a crisp, shining white uniform with
    gold epaulets at the shoulders and his rank insignia on his chest. He glanced around
    the bridge with obvious interest before he walked over the bloody pulp of his own
    soldiers toward Harry. Behind him, dozens more Stormtroopers spilled into the
    bridge.

    "I've heard so much about the Emperor's Magician," Thrawn said as he looked
    without emotion on the tableau of Harry kneeling by his Wookiee officer. "Your rescue
    of Princess Leia of Alderaan and incapacitation of Darth Vader is something of a
    legend, even in the Empire. And yet here you are, threatening the lives of yourself
    and all those around you by disobeying an order and killing my men."

    "They murdered an officer of this ship," Harry snarled.

    "They put down a beast. An escaped slave," Thrawn said, as if it were the most
    reasonable thing in the world. "And because of that, three of your crew will be
    killed for every one of those men."

    He looked about the bridge and raised one brow. "Your crew appears to be
    somewhat…old. I find executions of the old distasteful. It shows a lack of respect.
    Don't worry, though, I'm sure we'll find more appropriate targets among your
    crew."

    "I could kill you where you stand," Harry snarled.

    "Of that, I have no doubt. It is a foolish man to deny the evidence of his own
    eyes. If you do so, all those under you will die the deaths of legends. Their deaths
    will last for weeks on end; maybe even years. I'm told the Emperor cloned the man who
    failed to ensure the Death Star had no weaknesses, and transferred his consciousness
    repeatedly so that he could kill him five times over."

    The Grand Admiral took a step closer. "I see rage in your face, Magician. I know
    your pride is telling you to fight to the last man. You could kill me, this is true.
    But is your pride more valuable than the lives of your crew?" The man spoke with an
    urbane, almost British cadence.

    Looking into those red eyes, and Harry had absolutely no doubt that Legilimency
    and even the Imperius would fail on this being. Those eyes projected a
    powerful, completely natural mental shield. "Admiral Thrawn," Harry said, though it
    hurt more than any words he had ever said before. "We surrender."

    "Of course you do," Thrawn said, as if it were the only possible outcome of the
    discussion. Perhaps it was at that. "Corporal?"

    A squad of Stormtroopers spread out among Harry's crew, and for the first time he
    noticed the collars they had hooked to their belts. He made no offer of resistance
    when one of the troopers snapped the collar on him. They did the same for the rest of
    the crew, even the injured ones.

    "An unfortunate necessity precipitated by your unique abilities," Thrawn
    explained. "If you attempt to teleport away, the collar will explode with sufficient
    force to remove your head. And your collar acts as a master to the rest. If you die,
    all of your people will die with you. It will also encourage you to do as I say
    quickly. Observe."

    Thrawn tapped a blinking square on the back of his hand. Suddenly Maria screamed
    and fell the floor as blue sparks shot from the collar into her neck. It lasted only
    a second, but when it was over Harry's XO gasped and wept from the pain.

    The Grand Admiral, meanwhile, watched Harry's face intently. Harry, recognizing
    within himself how close he was to losing control, sank himself deeply within his
    Occlumency until his emotions numbed just enough to be endured.

    "Better," Thrawn said with a nod. "You see, with the proper enticement, even you
    can control your more primitive instincts. Corporal, bring them, please."

    Harry glared but said nothing. When all the bridge crew were secured, the troopers
    dragged them to the lift in groups of ten. The Imperials left Akallaah there on the
    floor, like trash. When they reached the hangar level, they emerged into a hall lined
    with fifty more Stormtroopers, all carrying repeater rifles.

    Thrawn led the way as if on a triumphant march, while his captured slaves were
    dragged sullenly behind him. They emerged into the hangar deck, where hundreds of
    Stormtroopers were pushing the few X-wings the Alliance had granted them for their
    raids through the atmospheric shields to drift in open space.

    Harry saw his crew on their knees in the middle of the hanger, shock-collars on
    their necks and e-web placements all around them. What he did not see, however, were
    any of his Wookiee crewmembers.

    "What did you do with the Wookiees?" Harry asked.

    Thrawn did not turn around as he continued to lead them toward the other captives.
    "Unfortunately, Captain Potter, under Imperial law escaped slaves must be
    euthanized." Thrawn even managed to sound saddened by the fact. "It is a waste of
    resources, really, but I promise they died quickly. A painless gas in the hold of
    your recent liberations, and blasters for those parading as crew members. I find the
    bandoleers your people gave them rather humorous."

    On the far side of the hangar, he saw their conscripts up against a wall. Attan
    Friddell stood amongst them, weeping in terror. Thrawn also saw them, and said,
    "Corporal?"

    "Defected conscripts," the Stormtrooper said instantly. "Found them trying to hide
    in engineering."

    "There appear to be thirty."

    "Yes, sir."

    "How fortuitous," Thrawn said. "We get to both make an example of Captain Potter's
    indiscretion on the bridge while also doing a public service. Have them shot,
    Corporal." What Harry found almost as horrifying as the order was just how calm and
    reasonable Thrawn managed to sound while giving it.

    "They're just kids!" Harry shouted.

    "Another requirement of the law, Mr. Potter," Thrawn said. This time, he truly did
    sound saddened. "They were uniformed personnel who elected to serve a hostile force
    against the Empire."

    "We compelled them too!" Harry lied. "They had no choice."

    "Of course they did," Thrawn countered. "They could have died honourably, or
    refused your offer and returned to the surface with the rest of the crew you spared.
    Most of whom later died by your fire, I must inform you. They chose to join you
    instead. I promise, captain, if I spared them now, they would be thoroughly tortured
    on Coruscant before being killed. At least this way, I can give them a quick, clean
    death. This is not something I enjoy. But then again, you do owe me three deaths from
    your crew for each of those Stormtroopers you killed. Either way, their deaths are
    upon your head."

    Harry surged forward, on the verge of casting magic, when his collar went off.
    Having lived through Voldemort's Cruciatus curses Harry did not scream out.
    The agony of it did steal the strength from his knees, though, dropping him to the
    floor.

    "Please don't make me take further steps, Captain," Thrawn said with that
    maddening, reasonable calm. "It would be a shame if I had to kill the Emperor's
    prize."

    Attan was looking right at Harry, tears running down her cheeks, when the
    Stormtroopers opened fire. He watched her eyes widened and her mouth form a pained,
    gasping "O" as the first bolts slammed into her stomach, followed seconds later by
    three more to her chest. She was dead before she hit the ground, along with the
    twenty-nine other young people who Harry thought he was saving.

    "I do not debate the morality of the Empire," Thrawn said softly. "I read the
    files on you. I know that in the truest sense you are the aggrieved party. You were
    justified in your desire for revenge, and I know that the losses you've extracted
    from the Empire are just a fraction of the losses to your world."

    Thrawn turned and looked Harry in the eyes. "It is because you are the protagonist
    in your story, Captain, that I must be as cruel as I am. You are a hero to your
    people, and so they must be shown that against the might of the Empire, even their
    heroes will fail and die. I do not enjoy it, but I recognize the necessity of it. If
    nothing else, I trust you have learned the foolishness of challenging power so far
    beyond your own. Magic tricks alone will not be enough to save you."

    "There is a magic I will show you someday, Thrawn," Harry grated in a hoarse, torn
    voice from the shock collar.

    "Perhaps. But not today, Captain Potter." He turned to his trooper and said, "Get
    them aboard, Lieutenant."

    Harry let the Stormtroopers push him and the rest of his crew aboard the shuttle.
    The only survivors were the Avalon volunteers themselves. He couldn't even see the
    twenty two surviving Muggle pilots of their Starfighter squadron.

    He glanced once more at the pile of bodies left to lie against the far wall, and
    for one blurry moment thought he saw a flash of red hair amongst them. The troopers
    roughly shoved them onto the floor in the middle of the shuttle and formed a
    defensive circle around them. Harry watched the ramp, but Thrawn never boarded with
    them.

    Closing his eyes, Harry reached out with his senses as Master Yoda taught him.
    Though he'd spent the past few months fighting more than training, he did practice
    what he learned from the Jedi master every night. He reached out to all his
    companions and he recognized every one of them, all two hundred witches and wizards.
    The spacious shuttle held them and another two hundred attentive Stormtroopers, all
    with their weapons keyed right at them. The corporal now had control of the shock
    collars.

    Harry could feel when they left the artificial gravity field that held the
    Redux in thrall. Though he wasn't conscious of it while in it, the moment
    they left he felt as if a heavy, smothering blanket had been lifted off. With that
    interference to their magic gone, a whole realm of possibilities opened up. But there
    were still the choke-collars to deal with.

    Harry knew from his research that choke-collars were an effective means of
    detaining Jedi and Sith. Fortunately, Harry was neither. Sinking so deep into his
    Occlumency he scarcely felt human, Harry consciously reached out with his
    magic to every single collar all at once. It was the most difficult thing he'd ever
    done, not because of the amount of magic required, but because of the sheer
    concentration needed to visualize every collar at once. Without Yoda's Jedi mental
    cantrips to help, he doubted he could have done it at all.

    Once all the collars were tagged by magic, he unleashed a power no Jedi or Sith
    ever had: a simple, Third Year switching spell.

    Two hundred Stormtroopers found their helmets replaced by choke collars. Two
    hundred witches and wizards found their collars replaced by helmets. And because the
    collars were sensitized to the biometric readings of their prisoner, and those
    readings all changed at once, the collars all ignited at once.

    Two hundred shockingly loud cracks ripped up and down the ranks of
    Stormtroopers as the explosives liquefied their heads into a red gel against the
    inner walls of the ship. Harry vanished the helmet and the cuffs on his hands, and a
    moment later Apparated directly to the cockpit of the shuttle. Harry splayed out his
    hand and the four person bridge crew all vanished with an abrupt shout from the pilot
    before they reappeared a second later on the other side of the transparisteel canopy
    in open space.

    Harry sank down into the pilot's seat. A moment later, a grim-faced Maria joined
    them. He continued their original course toward the nearest Star Destroyer's docking
    bay. "We have nothing on this thing that can destroy that ship," she noted.

    "Yes we do," Harry growled. "I'll be back."

    He disappeared with a pop and appeared seconds later in the hangar of his former
    star destroyer. Stormtroopers and uniformed technicians stared in shock as Harry
    lifted both hands, and with a shout unleashed all the rage he felt in the form of
    demonic fire. Men and women screamed as a flame as large as a building emerged from
    Harry's hands in the shape of a dragon. With a roar, the Fiendfyre immediately began
    consuming everything around it.

    With a pop Harry returned to the shuttle seat. "Full throttle, gun it toward
    Avalon," he said. "As soon as we're skimming the atmosphere, I want everyone to
    Apparate down."

    "What about you?" Maria asked

    Harry snorted. "I have a date with a space princess." A second later he added,
    "Maria, I won't do anyone any good trapped on the planet. Out here, I might be able
    to make a difference."

    "What about us?"

    "I'm tired of getting my people killed," Harry told her bluntly.

    "Yeah, not your choice," she said. "Earth was our home too. The Empire killed our
    families just like yours. It's not your call to tell me whether I can fight them or
    not."

    With a sigh, he said, "Fine. At least go back and Portkey the wounded, and anyone
    else who wants to go."

    This she agreed to do with a nod. As she left, the space around them began to burn
    with torrents of turbolaser fire from Thrawn's taskforce. Harry activated the
    navicomputer and began calculating a hyperspace jump. Twice the whole shuttle jerked
    violently under impacts. Several blinking lights told him it was beginning to lose
    ray shield integrity.

    "Hurry up back there!"

    He heard a staccato cadence of Disapparition pops behind them. The old voice of
    Booker called out, "That's it, Captain. Get us out of here!"

    Maria ran back into the cockpit and took the co-pilot's seat. "Looks like we have
    a course. Punch it, Potter!"

    Gritting his teeth with a silent promise to make Thrawn pay, Harry shot the troop
    shuttle into hyperspace before the fleet of interdictor cruisers could capture the
    shuttle again.
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    Chapter Twenty-One: Debriefing Princess
    Leia

    With a sigh, Leia gave up on sleep and sat up in her bed. She glanced around her
    home for the last four months—a single room carved out of the rock-like ice. She
    slept in a self-contained cradle that provided relatively warmer and moistened air
    without melting the walls of her only slightly larger room. The medical droids and
    staff insisted it was essential that all personnel had at least some warm time in the
    otherwise freezing base, but that meant above 15 degrees. Warm compared to ice, but
    still cold.

    She'd been on Hoth for only four months, and she still wasn't used to the biting
    cold.

    Before coming here, she and Luke actually trained with Obi-Wan on a Force-rich
    world called Felucia. They hid during that time right under the nose of the imperial
    garrison while living in the ramshackle hut that once belonged to Jedi Master
    Shaak-Ti. "If it is enough to hide her, it will suffice for us," Obi-Wan told his two
    young Padawans.

    They spent six months there, training for hours each day. Obi-Wan drilled them
    both hard because, in his words, they had literally a lifetime of training to make up
    for. "Jedi training started in childhood," Obi-Wan said. "To start so late is
    problematic. But if anyone can do it, you two can."

    That said, Leia couldn't help but notice that Obi-Wan seemed to spend just a
    little more time with Luke than he did her. She couldn't deny that Luke was the
    stronger of the two in the Force, but when she let her guard down she couldn't help
    but be irked by it. When they sparred, Obi-Wan was teaching Luke more than her; she
    just picked things up because she was there. Though Luke might have had more natural
    talent with the Force, Leia suspected she was a touch smarter.

    Of course, the flip-side of Obi-Wan's partiality toward her brother was that he
    didn't seem as concerned about her personal life. For instance, she was fairly
    certain he knew that Leia regularly used her own counter-intelligence training to
    slice into the Imperial garrison's holo link to talk to Harry. Sometimes, those
    conversations were the only thing that got her through the long, gruelling days
    acting as her brother's sparring partner. When she spoke to Harry, she remembered
    that one night she spent with his arms around her. Though she was horribly
    embarrassed at the time, since then she had dreamed of it, and more.

    When they finally reached the point in their training when they could mask their
    Force-presences, Obi-Wan had them join the main Alliance base on Hoth to contribute
    more directly to the rebel cause. Leia never thought she would find herself missing
    Felucia, but compared to Hoth, Felucia was a paradise. Still, some nights when she
    lay shivering under her comforters, she dreamed of how warm her bed would have been
    if Harry were in it with her.

    A part of her wished her aunts were there to talk through her feelings with her,
    but of course they were with her real father when Alderaan was destroyed. Her
    childhood friend and confidant, Winter, was on an intelligence mission, so she didn't
    even have her to talk to. She considered some of the base personnel, but since she
    and Luke returned she noticed a gulf in how they acted around her that she'd never
    seen before.

    "You move like a Jedi now, Princess," General Rieekan said with the typical, blunt
    honesty she adored in the man. "They can't help but treat you as one."

    Jedi…

    She never wanted to be a Jedi. She'd read about the mystic warrior monks and heard
    her father tell tales about them, but she never had any desire to join their numbers.
    For all of her hatred of the Empire, she still did not trust the Jedi. After all, why
    should a religious order have had such profound influence upon the Republic?

    But now that she had sensed the Force; let it guide her mind and body, she
    understood a little more. The Force did not make anyone smart; it did not make silly
    men suddenly wise. But for those who had the potential for wisdom, the Force made
    truly wise. In the right hands, she could understand why so many Jedi had such
    influence over the years.

    She was a Jedi. In two days, she and Luke would travel to Adega to build their own
    lightsabers. Obi-Wan had them both practice disassembling and reassembling their
    birth-father's blade until they could do it in their sleep. With those blades,
    Obi-Wan said they would for all intents and purposes be Jedi knights. There were many
    traditions they did not know, but they were traditions designed to help the Jedi
    themselves deal with each other. In the absence of other Jedi, such traditions lost
    some importance.

    Shuddering in the intense cold outside of her sleeping cradle, she jumped into the
    heated sonic shower, and then quickly dressed in her thermal suit before the
    shivering grew too violent. Her toes were already growing numb by the time she
    finished dressing.

    It was perhaps an hour before First Watch, so most of the base was either still
    asleep or just waking up. She walked the narrow, ice-strewn halls with a flimsy of
    their latest requisition requests in one hand and a jumble of thoughts in her mind
    until she reached the cramped mess hall and saw her brother sitting with Wedge
    Antilles, his new best friend and second in command of his squadron. The Alliance
    wasted no time in putting their fledgling Jedi in a cockpit, and Leia had to admit
    Luke was an extraordinary pilot. The squadron's youngest pilot, Dax, sat next to the
    two slightly older men listening with a puppy-like expression.

    Luke saw her and waved at her, an invitation implicit in his face. In the past
    year, she had come to know her brother, and saw in him a quality of purity and
    goodness she had no illusions of possessing herself. Some of it was naiveté, she
    knew. Part of it was just that Luke was a genuinely good person. His presence in the
    Force was so pure it made her feel dirty somehow.

    Even when he was trying to figure out how to bed a Zeltron mechanic, he somehow
    remained pure. It just wasn't fair.

    She smiled her thanks at him but did not feel like being drawn into a discussion
    of how ill-suited their speeders were to the cold, which seemed to be all the pilots
    could talk about. Instead, she fetched some caf and a nausage wrapped in a pastry and
    sat down at her own table. She would have preferred fruit and yogurt, but a fatty
    diet was also a requirement to keep them healthy in the bitterly cold climes of
    Hoth.

    She was still lingering on the first item of the list—a request for more thermal
    women's underwear—when Obi-Wan sat down across from her ten minutes later. The Jedi
    Master was almost indistinguishable from the rest of the base personnel in his
    thermal uniform with his general insignia. In fact, Leia was somewhat surprised at
    how easily Obi-Wan blended in with the military. He only ever wore his Jedi robes
    when he was off duty or training them. Otherwise, he would wear an Alliance uniform
    or, occasionally, armour. He had even trimmed his hair and beard to give himself a
    more martial bearing.

    "Leia," he said with a polite nod.

    The General had fleshed out a great deal from when she first met him. The man she
    met on the Death Star was positively gaunt, which made him appear older than his
    years. In the year since he joined the Alliance, however, he appeared to be eating
    better and looked once again like a man in his fifties instead of one in his
    seventies. He had two of the nausage wraps, but drank a thick black tea rather than
    caf.

    The two ate in companionable silence for a few minutes before Obi-Wan said, "Do
    you wish to discuss it?"

    "Discuss what, General?"

    Another aspect of their relationship was that he was only a Master when in his
    robes. Otherwise, Obi-Wan was a general of the Alliance and more immediately a friend
    of her dead father's. Now, general or not, he stared at her with one elegantly raised
    brow.

    Leia smiled weakly in chagrin. "You felt it too?"

    "My dear, I dare say every Force-sensitive in the galaxy felt it. General Potter
    has quite the temper, and whatever happened last night had him projecting it quite
    strongly."

    Leia shuddered at the visions she had. "Something happened to his ship. It was
    destroyed."

    Ben nodded, accepting without question the fact that Leia's visions of Harry were
    clearer than his own, or Luke's. He had watched his young Padawan over the past year
    as she grew closer and closer emotionally with a man she only met in person for just
    a few days. "Is he alright?"

    "He's shielding, so I think so," Leia said. "He was so angry. You've taught us not
    to give into our anger; that it leads to the Dark Side. And yet…"

    "General Potter is not a Jedi," Obi-Wan pointed out. "He's learned some
    Jedi-skills, but being a Jedi is more than just knowing how to push things with your
    mind. It is a philosophy and a way of life. Harry is a remarkably powerful man, but
    he will never truly share the philosophy of the Jedi. More remarkable, though, is
    that he also shares none of the danger of the Dark Side we Jedi do. The Darkness
    cannot touch him for it is already a part of his being."

    Leia sipped her already cooled caf and nodded, recalling the conversations they'd
    had after Obi-Wan somehow communicated with Master Yoda through the Force. There was,
    intrinsic in Harry, a darkness that was not evil, but rather calming and restful. The
    ancient Jedi Master described it as a cloak of death that wrapped itself around Harry
    almost as a protective barrier. Though it allowed Harry to access the Force in ways
    others of his kind could not, it also acted as a filter for the Force and for Harry
    himself. Even in the midst of his deepest rages; even while using what he described
    as dark magic; somehow his soul remained untainted.

    This did not mean he did not feel, only that the feelings did not scar his soul.
    And he felt things so strongly, sometimes even during their holo calls Leia felt
    overwhelmed by him. "He's coming here," she said softly. "I'm going to see him again.
    It'll be the first time I've seen him since Yavin."

    Obi-Wan regarded her intently before smiling over his tea. "Well, I'm sure I could
    guess what Bail would say."

    Leia glared at the Jedi. "I'm twenty years old now, General, and a former sector
    senator. I'm certainly capable of making my own decisions."

    Obi-Wan nodded and finished his second nausage wrap. "Tell me, Leia, did you ever
    wonder why so many leaders in the Old Republic were so young? For instance, your
    mother served as a queen when she was only fourteen."

    "Of course," Leia said after a moment's contemplation. "You forget sometimes that
    I frankly had a better education than you did."

    Obi-Wan snorted into his caf. "Educate me, then."

    "It was a tradition that began with Empress Teta. She was only sixteen when she
    began the Unification Wars. Many of the great houses of the republic were descended
    from her, and it became a tradition in her honour to begin public service at a young
    age. Philosophically it was based on a belief that while the aged were essential for
    advice and careful thought, the hot blood of youth was necessary for anything to
    actually be accomplished."

    "Perhaps that was true," Obi-Wan conceded. "But despite what General Potter may
    tell you, with age and experience does come a certain wisdom—a knowledge of oneself
    that can only be gained with time and perspective. You are a grown woman, Leia, this
    much is true. You have repeatedly demonstrated acumen and poise in dangerous
    situations, and your growth as a Jedi has made me quite proud. But in matters of the
    heart you have led a profoundly sheltered existence. Did you even date boys on
    Alderaan?"

    "I'll have you know that I did date Raal Panteer of the house Panteer."

    "For how long?"

    Leia blushed. "A week."

    At least Obi-Wan had the grace not to laugh at her. "I simply don't want you to
    rush into anything, my dear."

    "So you've given up on no attachments?"

    He peered intently at her while cradling his caf. "I'll not lie and tell you the
    idea does not trouble me. However, I've been told that you and Luke have different
    destinies. I've not been privileged to know what your destiny is, my dear, so who am
    I to decide that General Potter is not a part of that destiny?"

    Leia opened her mouth to speak when the color faded from her cheeks. She stood;
    the flimsy fell forgotten from her fingers.

    Across the cramped cafeteria, Luke noticed her sudden distraction and called,
    "Everything alright, Leia?"

    She ignored him, and Obi-Wan, and left the cafeteria at a sprint. Alarmed, Luke
    wandered over to Ben and said, "What's wrong?"

    "I do believe General Potter has arrived at the base," Obi-Wan said.

    Luke looked confused for a moment before his eyes widened in recognition. "Oh.
    Well, I suppose it'll be good to see him. I was worried last night when I felt how
    angry he was. Should we go say hello?"

    "I suppose we should at that."

    Leia, long-past caring what her brother and teacher thought, ran pell-mell through
    the narrow icy walls of the rebel base until she emerged in the vast, cavernous space
    where they held most of their ships. They were already beginning the slow process of
    dismantling the base for a move, just as a normal precaution.

    She saw the shuttle as it flew in through the storm gates of the hangar. It was a
    white Imperial heavy assault shuttle, the kind that could hold hundreds of
    Stormtroopers or even small starfighters. The lower stabilizer fins retracted up
    toward the central fin as landing gear lowered and the ship hovered forward on its
    repulsor coils alone while being directed by one of the hangar staff toward a free
    berth.

    The shuttle itself would be very useful to the Alliance, Leia thought to herself
    as she walked quickly across the hangar floor. The craft finally came to a halt and
    almost immediately the boarding ramp behind the cockpit lowered down. She saw him,
    walking first down the ramp, as General Rieekan stepped forward to shake his hand. He
    looked no different than the day he saved her on the Death Star, but that actually
    worried her.

    His eyes were ringed so much they looked bruised, and his eyes carried a haunted
    look in them. But even so, he was here, now. Seeing him in person was far different
    than when she spoke to him over the holonet, however. Now that she had Force
    training, she could feel him. Even shrouded as he was, his power shone
    around him in the Force. He and Rieekan were speaking sombrely, likely about what
    happened that previous night, but as she approached his eyes went right to her.

    Leia felt something then in her chest—a hiccup—that she'd never felt before. And
    she felt it because of how he smiled at her. It was a tired, heart-broken smile, and
    yet it was for her and her alone.

    Princess, rebel, Jedi—suddenly none of it mattered as she ran to him, wrapped her
    arms around his neck, and kissed him for the very first time. Better yet, he kissed
    her back and held her just as tightly, and for that one moment they could have been
    on the golden shores of Chandrila and she would not have noticed…

    …Until Luke cleared his throat. "Um, General; that's my sister's face you're
    sucking off."

    Leia sighed as she backed away, and then laughed at the obvious flash of
    irritation on Harry's face. "Why, are you jealous?"

    Luke flushed bright red and stammered.

    Leia noticed others emerging from the shuttle. She recognized Harry's second in
    command, Mara De La Rosa, just from their many holonet conversations. Maria did not
    look much better than Harry. "Commander," she said with a smile. She noticed the
    woman had bloody stains on the lapels of her Alliance uniform as well. "Are you
    alright?"

    "As good as can be," the witch said with a shrug. The rest of Harry's crew
    emerged, and Leia stifled her worry at how few there were.

    "As I was saying before other matters came up," Rieekan said delicately, while
    very carefully avoiding looking at Leia's face, "we've scheduled a debrief for your
    team at 0900 hours. That should give you a few hours to settle in. I'm sorry for your
    losses, General, but at the same time I'm glad you made it, and happy to have you
    here."

    "Thank you, General," Harry said. He shook the man's hand before Rieekan left.

    He looked to Obi-Wan and said, "General Jedi Master Sir, good to see you. You've
    done miracles with Leia. I can feel her power in the Force. Luke's doing okay too, I
    guess."

    "Hey!" Luke sputtered, but Leia laughed at the jibe.

    "Let's get your people settled, Colonel," she said to Maria. "It looks like they
    could all use some caf and food."

    "Sleep more like," Booker said.

    Luke and Obi-Wan followed along as Leia led them through the icy caves. Worried,
    she looked back at Harry's group and said, "Are any of you cold? We can probably get
    a few shared thermal suits."

    De La Rosa waived the concern away. "Don't worry, Princess. We're all witches and
    wizards. We're layered in warming charms."

    And indeed, the older woman seemed to be giving off an unusual amount of heat.
    Finally they reached the end of the barracks corridor and the last three rooms
    remaining. "Maintenance has scheduled a tunneler for tomorrow," she said
    apologetically. "So it might be tight until then."

    "Nonsense," Booker said. "Is it just ice then?"

    Leia nodded, and then stood by and watched as four of the older wizards stepped up
    to the ice wall, raised their wands, and started transfiguring the ice into air. The
    sudden breeze that swept through the hall smelled stale as gasses caught in the ice
    eons ago were released. The speed with which the wizards moved through the ice was
    astounding. They continued the hall another hundred feet, and using the same spacing
    as the other chambers opened up a series of wholly new rooms in minutes that would
    have taken maintenance hours to do.

    Somehow, Leia got it in her head that Harry was unique in how he manipulated the
    Force. She knew theoretically that there was an entire race that called themselves
    mages, but the theoretical knowledge did not have near the emotional impact of
    watching real magic being performed by someone other than Harry.

    In just twenty minutes, they extended the hall by almost a hundred and fifty feet
    and added ten more rooms on either side. As if that was not astounding enough,
    several of them removed what looked like folded canvas tents from thin-air that
    assembled themselves in seconds. The tents were no more than two or three meters
    square, and yet the fifty-odd witches and wizards easily divided themselves up among
    the ten as if it were perfectly normal.

    In the space of twenty minutes, they were all out of sight.

    "How can they even fit in there?" Luke blurted.

    "Stick your head in and see," Harry said with a knowing grin.

    With a glance back at Obi-Wan, Luke did just that with the first tent and stuck
    his head in. A second alter he pulled back stuttering. "It's larger on the inside ...
    A lot larger!"

    Disbelieving, Leia stepped into the tent she saw the witches go into, and stopped
    just inside with a stunned expression. She was not standing in a cramped, two meter
    square tent. She was standing at the edge of a spacious, canvas-walled home with an
    interior hall that held at least four bedrooms, with what sounded like flushing
    toilets and showers, and most important, blessed heat!

    Maria emerged from one of the rooms with the vest of her uniform undone to reveal
    a white undershirt. "I was wondering if you'd come," the Commander said. Seeing her
    expression, Maria smirked. "It's a wizarding tent. The interior space was magically
    expanded. We used a lot of these on Avalon before they built regular houses. Come on,
    I'll show you around."

    "But what about…" Leia began.

    Maria stuck her head back out into the hall. "Potter, take the boys on a tour.
    We've having a girl talk!"

    "Merlin help us!" came the response. "I'll show them the other tents."

    The other witches all poured out of their respective rooms and came into the
    sitting area around Leia. She looked nervously at the expressions of the older women,
    but could not sense any hostility in the Force, just protectiveness and
    curiosity.

    "She's quite lovely, isn't she?" one of the older witches said.

    "Yes, but I'm rather surprised she doesn't have red hair," another added. "I
    thought all Potter men had a thing for redheads. Remember Dorea?"

    Not wanting to be rude, but neither wanting to be subjected to it, she asked
    Maria, "Girl talk?"

    "We've been mothering Harry for the past year," Maria said. "And the only time we
    see him smile is when he meets with his godson's family, or after he's talked to you.
    We can't help but be curious."

    "Only thing more nosy than an old woman is an old witch!" one of the other witches
    said.

    "But you don't look old at all!" Leia pointed out.

    The witch in question, who to Leia's eyes looked only forty, laughed gaily. "Oh,
    that's nice to say, sweetie! You remind me of my granddaughter. She had that same
    spark in her eyes. Poor dear, she and her family were in Diagon Ally when the Imps
    burned it." She sobered a little and gently touched Leia's shoulders. "I remember the
    first time little Harry Potter walked into my shop to get fitted for his school
    robes. I remember when he and little Ginny Weasley came in to be fitted for their
    wedding robes too. See?"

    She shoved a primitive sheet at Leia, but as she looked the princess was stunned
    to see the two-dimensional figures in fading colour both moving and waving happily.
    Oddly, the Harry in the photo looked older than now. The woman, though, was
    breath-taking. She had vibrant red hair done in a tasteful cascade of curls around
    her shoulders, and a full figure that made Leia somewhat self-conscious. "He looks
    older."

    "It was a glamour charm," Maria said. "He's kind of sensitive over the whole
    Master of Death thing."

    That startled Leia. "Master of Death?"

    So, they sat Leia down, pulled bottles of wine from out who-knew-where, and
    relayed the legend of Harry Potter to the princess. When they were done, the first
    thing Leia could think of as she looked down at the photo was of when he summoned
    those ghosts on the Death Star. "I saw her," she told the other witches. "They spoke
    to him, her and his children. By the Force, I never knew."

    "Legend has it that whoever had the Resurrection Stone could summon the spirits of
    the dead," Maria said. "As far as we know, he's the first to ever unify the Hallows.
    It's changed him. I've seen him heal from wounds that would have killed ordinary
    people. He was in London when the first turbolasers hit. It burned his back off,
    literally. It all healed back in a day and he led the fight against the Empire. He
    lost, but he still fought. For us, he's our prince, our Captain. He saved us on
    Earth, and he saved us from the Emperor when we did the Fidelius Charm. He
    even saved us from ourselves when our people almost started a civil war. He's an
    idiot sometimes, and he's not always going to win, but I'd follow him anywhere."

    "We all would," the witch who handed Leia the picture said. "He's more than just a
    leader to our people, he's a living legend. We all love him."

    "And we want to make sure he doesn't do anything too stupid," Maria added with a
    telling look at Leia.

    The lifetime of royal training made her lift her chin in challenge. "You don't
    think I'm good enough for him?"

    Maria laughed. "Gatinha, I think you may be the only one who is. Who can
    argue with a space princess who has a laser sword?"

    They finished the wine and talked completely through the debrief.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "I'm surprised Princess Leia is not here," General Rieekan said.

    Harry shrugged. "She got pulled into a gab session by a coven of witches. I'd say
    we just carry on without her."

    "From what I heard, I must say I agree," Obi-Wan said.

    The third member of the debriefing session was present by hologram only. General
    Vernan, head of Alliance Intelligence, was in fact Harry's most direct commanding
    officer. "You make it sound as if she's lost to us, General."

    "Probably until tomorrow," Harry confirmed. "I know for a fact that my XO had
    several bottles of wine saved up for the occasion of her first meeting with the
    princess. They've been talking by holonet for a year, after all."

    "Very well, General," Rieekan said. "In your own words, please describe the events
    leading up to the loss of the Immobilizer interdictor craft Phoenix
    Redux."

    Harry described their attack of the convoy and the subsequent destruction of the
    task force that attacked them. "I think it was a matter of traps within traps," Harry
    said. "The Empire had some blue-skinned, red-eyed Grand Admiral named Thrawn holding
    a blockade around Avalon. They used the convoy to lure us away and then set the
    blockade up when we were gone."

    "I'm sorry, General, I was under the impression that Avalon was protected under
    some form of inter-dimensional cloak," Rieekan said.

    "It is," Harry said. "And so was our ship. But this Thrawn was smart enough to
    figure out that something important was there. Because of the nature of the…cloak,
    this would have been information he would have had to deduce independently of any
    previous knowledge the Empire had. He relayed a series of interdictors across the
    system in a web, and we got caught."

    "It was an ingenious move," holographic Vernan said. "Though it's rarely used in
    an offensive capacity, it is well known that projecting a gravity well onto a gravity
    well generator creates a violent, sympathetic vibration that can easily rip a ship
    apart. It only worked, General, because your ship itself was an interdictor."

    "And that's what happened," Harry confirmed. "He captured us, then closed the web
    around us and started shaking the ship apart. Our species-specific means of
    transportation was somehow blocked by the graviton particles, which according to
    Thrawn are in all dimensions of space simultaneously."

    "Which is also true," Rieekan said. "That is why gravity wells work against
    hyperspace lanes in the first place. So what happened next?"

    "Given that our ship was stuck and we had no means of escape, I surrendered. It
    was my intent to try escaping later. That was a mistake. Thrawn had our former
    Imperial conscripts shot as traitors, gassed all the Wookiees both in my crew, and
    those I saved, and put explosive choke-collars on my original crew. Only then did he
    transport us off the ship in that shuttle."

    "How did you escape?" Obi-Wan asked.

    "I switched the collars with the helmets of the Stormtroopers around us. The
    collars went off, killing the troopers, and from there I gained control of the
    shuttle. We evacuated the injured from my crew, or those that no longer wished to
    serve following the destruction of the ship, and came here after several false
    hyperspace jumps, with the volunteers who wish to join the Alliance directly. I may
    have severely damaged or destroyed my old star destroyer in the process."

    Rieekan and Vernan both looked confused. "While that sounds very tidy, I'm not
    entirely sure how you could switch collars with helmets."

    "It's one of those things like our inter-dimensional cloak that you don't like
    talking about," Harry said to Rieekan. "Let's call it a Force thing to ease the
    conversation. The Force was essential in my pulling it off."

    Rieekan frowned, but eventually shrugged. "Good enough for me, General. General
    Vernan?"

    "We've heard a few whispers about Thrawn. He made a splash initially, but he was
    an outspoken opponent of the Death Star and that offended the Emperor. He was sent
    into the Unknown Regions. He is rumoured to be one of the most deadly tactical
    geniuses ever seen, and his actions here play that out. Somehow, he managed to find
    and neutralize an invisible ship filled with fighters capable of teleportation. We'll
    do additional research, but someone like Thrawn worries me far more than even Vader.
    Brute force we can deal with. Brute force paired with tactical genius is another
    story entirely."

    "Yeah, I'd have to agree with that," Harry said.

    "In the meantime, Gentlemen, I believe General Potter will be joining Commander
    Skywalker and Princess Leia on some Jedi business," Kenobi said.

    Rieekan raised a brow. "I wasn't under the impression you were a Jedi,
    General."

    "I'm not," Harry said with a casual shrug. "But those laser swords are just too
    awesome to pass up."
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    Chapter Twenty-Two: Staying Warm on
    Hoth

    When Harry got back to the tents, the sound of women's laughter could be heard up
    and down the corridor. More than a few Alliance personnel stood about in the narrow
    hall with suspicious smiles or confused expressions.

    "Excuse me, coming through. Excuse me," Harry said. With that didn't work, he
    charmed himself into looking like a troll and shouted, "Everybody
    move!"

    Terrified base personal scrambled out of the way, only to see a once again
    normal-looking Harry step through. He stepped at the tent entrance and called, "Are
    you decent?"

    "What if we said no?" came the response.

    "I'd probably come in faster."

    Accompanied by the laughter his quip prompted, Harry stepped into a tent that held
    all of the witches left in his squad, and a patently drunk Leia draped haphazardly
    over a couch guffawing at something. Maria, stone-cold sober, looked up at Harry and
    winked.

    "First time I've seen her in a year," Harry said, not bothering to hide his
    irritation, "and you get her drunk?"

    Madam Malkin fell off her chair laughing in delight.

    Leia managed to roll her head toward him cheeks flushed bright red, and the loops
    of her hair mostly undone. "Harry, you beautiful man! Men... Are there two of
    you?"

    Madam Malkin just fell over flat on the floor, laughing so hard she couldn't even
    sit up any more. With a sigh, Harry cast a feather-light charm and scooped the
    drunken princess up. "I will make sure Vernan puts you in the worst assignment in the
    galaxy," Harry told Maria.

    "It's still worth it," his XO said with one more wink. "Go put the princess to
    bed, Potter. I'm sure everyone will…"

    Harry dropped his cloak and silenced both himself and Leia. Maria stomped her
    feet. "That's no fair, Potter! Getting laughed at is half the fun!"

    He hit her with a clown charm, and then accompanied by Maria's shrieks, levitated
    her out into the hall where she started cursing virulently in Portuguese. The poor
    Alliance personnel had no idea what to make of the sight of the newcomer dressed up
    in a classic 20th Century Clown costume complete with wig, bulbous red nose and
    floppy red shoes.

    Harry, meanwhile, made a line-of-sight apparition past the main crowd. "Leia?" he
    asked, safe behind the silencing charm that prevented others from hearing them.

    "What, Harry?"

    "Where are your quarters?"

    "Officer's quarters are next corridor down, number 617B." She snuggled up to him,
    and then wrinkled her nose. "You smell bad."

    "It's been a while since I took a bath," he admitted.

    Despite his smell, she snuggled up against him. He felt a strange humming in the
    Force from her, but was more concerned with getting her back to her quarters without
    tripping. He finally found it, and with only a little prompting she put her fingers
    to the security reader.

    The entire cabin looked only somewhat larger than his cupboard under the stairs.
    He did like the insulated nest that was obviously her bed, though. With a
    disappointed sigh, he walked her to her bed and started to lay her down, but her arms
    remained firmly around his neck and pulled him down until she kissed him.

    He knelt down to keep from falling, but enjoyed the lingering, wine-flavoured
    kiss. When they parted, her cheeks were still red as she stared up at him with an
    intensity he had not seen since that wondrous night when Ginny stayed over with him
    for the very first time.

    "Don't go," Leia said. She did not whisper, but the sound was barely audible.

    "You're drunk, Leia."

    "Not anymore," she said, a tad smugly. "Jedi can control the chemicals in their
    blood stream."

    Harry hadn't made it that far in his training. "Really? That's neat."

    She pulled him down and sat up at the same time, wrapping her arms tighter around
    his neck while kissing him until their tongues clashed. "Stay," she said again.
    "Force, Harry. I've been waiting a year. Please stay."

    "Well, if you put it like that…."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    He was just as warm as she imagined. With his body pressed against hers so close
    there didn't seem an inch of skin that was not touching, and his arms tight around
    her stomach, he warmed her better than anything on Hoth.

    She lied to him a little about the wine. She still felt dizzy from the horrid
    swill the witches fed her. Being raised on the noble house of Organa, she was
    accustomed to the finest wines in the galaxy. The vinegar they fed to her was strong
    but so new as to almost be undrinkable. But she drank it anyway because in all her
    life she'd never had other women like that try so hard to make a connection with
    her.

    It felt exhilarating and more than a little frightening that these women cared so
    much for Harry that they felt it their duty to vet Leia as a potential
    girlfriend.

    Girlfriend…

    She pulled his arm up closer under her modest breasts, intimately aware of the
    brush of his fingers against them. Winter told her the first time usually wasn't that
    great. "You build up this huge fantasy where everything is perfect and feels
    incredible and then reality sets in," her childhood friend and confidant said. "Just
    don't go in expecting fireworks that first time, and you'll do fine."

    Only, there were fireworks. Maybe it was because Harry was older, but he seemed to
    know exactly what to do; where to touch ... Where to kiss… She was fairly certain he
    was using magic a couple of times, but she could not argue with the result. By the
    time they finished, she felt faint, wrung out and yet wholly and unimaginably
    satiated.

    And now he clung to her, keeping every part of her warm.

    The peace ended when Harry's arm and leg suddenly jerked, so hard it hurt.
    "Attan," he mumbled. It was a woman's name, which piqued her interest. But
    the way he said it wasn't that of a lover. It was a father losing his child.

    He jerked again, and she felt a surge of range and anger from him in the Force.
    Concerned, she turned in the sleeping cradle and said, "Harry?"

    Abruptly he woke, and for a brief moment she fully believed he was as old as he
    said he was. The haunted pain in his eyes was the same she saw in Obi-Wan's whenever
    he happened to speak of the old Jedi Order.

    "Are you okay?"

    He blinked a few times before leaning forward to kiss her. "Yeah, sorry... Weird
    dreams."

    "Maria told me what happened. Attan… was she one of your conscripts?"

    "Yeah. She was only a few years younger than my daughter, Lily. If I'd just let
    them all go with the others, they'd still be alive, just like Thrawn said."

    "This Thrawn was just trying to hurt you."

    "And he did," Harry admitted. "The best weapon is truth, and the man knows his
    weapons well. I didn't do a single thing truly wrong, and yet the sum total of my
    actions was thirty young people murdered, and a thousand Wookiees put down like
    dogs."

    Gently she cupped his cheek and studied his features. This close, she saw the
    faintest outline of an old scar on his forehead in the shape of a lightning bolt. She
    studied the dark lines of his brows and the pores on the tip of his nose, until
    finally she studied the intense green of his eyes. She realized that it looked so
    intense because there was a thin circle of black around them that seemed to call the
    colour out even more. It amazed her that this man was almost as old as her father,
    and yet looked younger than even she did.

    "Once, Luke convinced Obi-Wan to tell us about our birth father," she told him, so
    close she could smell her own breath flowing back from his cheek. "Obi-Wan said that
    he'd done everything he was supposed to do to raise a Padawan. He listened to the
    advice of the High Council in raising him. Anakin Skywalker rose up as a hero in the
    Clone Wars, and it seemed like Obi-Wan had done everything right. Except at the end,
    when Anakin became Darth Vader and slaughtered the Jedi. He blames himself, but I
    wonder just what else he could have done. You did what you did, Harry, because you
    are a good man fighting a good cause. You lost, that's true, but that doesn't make
    your decisions wrong. If you start to think like that, you'll never be able to go
    forward again."

    He regarded her intently, seeming to devour her features the same what she did
    his. "If you had a chance to do things over, what would you have done
    differently?"

    Grinning, Leia said, "I would have done this with you the first time I had a
    chance."

    "Well, we can always make up for lost time, I suppose."

    She melted into him, and he lifted himself to welcome her. Afterwards, with her
    resting on top of him and gasping for breath, she said, "Did you ask Ginny?"

    She felt him freeze for the barest second, before nodding. "I had to. I couldn't
    do this with the ghosts of my past holding me back. She knew that too. As much as I
    loved her, she loved me just as much. And that's why she…" He had to stop speaking as
    a lump formed in his throat.

    Gently, Leia leaned down and kissed him. "I don't care if I get old and you don't.
    I just want to have you for as long as I can."

    He held her half-draped over his body and ran a hand through her long, dark brown
    hair. "You will, Leia. You'll have me for as long as you want."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "I am fluent in over six million forms of communication," Leia's protocol droid
    announced pompously. "This is not a code used by the Alliance."

    Obi-Wan tapped a finger against his lower lip. "Should we go check it out?" Luke
    asked.

    "No, I feel the time for that has passed," the Jedi Master said. "Carlist, my
    friend, we need to accelerate the evacuation plans."

    "I concur," Rieekan said. He turned to the tech at the control board. "Give the
    evacuation order."

    "Yes, sir."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The alarms brought Harry instantly awake. In his arms, Leia tensed as she came
    awake too. "The evacuation alarm," she said softly.

    "Come on, let's take a shower," Harry said. "We don't know when we'll get another
    chance."

    What should have been a slow, luxurious post-coital shower turned into a hasty
    affair of mutual cleaning before both jumped into their respective uniforms. Harry
    paused just long enough to hit his uniform with a series of cleaning and warming
    charms before he said, "Okay, what's scheduled to go?"

    Leia pulled out a dozen large plastic tubs. "Everything. Even the shower and bed
    break down."

    "Right. Pack!"

    Leia felt a surge of the Force like nothing she felt before, and suddenly her room
    exploded as every item within it rose up and began flying toward the bins. In less
    than a minute, the whole room was scoured clean.

    "Wow," she whispered.

    "Where do we take your things?"

    "The bins are pre-labelled. We take them to the main hangar for loading."

    She watched as he manipulated the Force again, stacking all the bins and then
    securing them with what appeared to be a natural fiber rope. A moment later, they
    disappeared. She followed him into the corridor, and then the next one over where
    they saw his crew ambling about in confusion.

    "Listen up!" Harry shouted when he saw them. "Maria, you're still in charge.
    Primary objective is to help the people pack and then get out. Each cabin should have
    pre-labelled bins that need to get to the hangar. You are to evacuate the base and
    report to General Rieekan or General Vernan. I am going to be taking the assault
    shuttle for Jedi business, but there's a good chance we'll be returning to Avalon.
    So, what I need you to decide is whether you want to stay and fight with the
    Rebellion, possibly for the remainder of the war, or go home. If you decide you want
    to go home, get to the assault shuttle after you are done helping everyone pack. For
    now, packing spells and Portkeys, let's move!"

    The fifty-six wizards and witches all spread out and started packing individual
    rooms. Most cabins had several people in them in shared bunks, but even so the magic
    was intuitive enough to make sure everything went where it was supposed to go. The
    startled Alliance personnel could only stand by and watch as these strange newcomers
    took mere seconds to accomplish half an hour of packing each. Harry and Maria came
    behind them charming portkeys, since that magic was not something everyone could
    make, and in just minutes the entire corridor was packed.

    They moved onto the officer's corridor with the same efficacy, to the point where
    Rieekan's adjutant screamed about the general's things being stolen. Leia took it
    upon herself to calm the poor girl.

    The magi did not just stop with personal quarters, though. Once they had some
    familiarity with the base, they began Apparating around it packing things, or
    levitating heavy equipment, or just in general using their magic to make the
    evacuation go five times faster than it could have otherwise have gone. There was a
    chaos to their intervention that threw a kink into Rieekan's tightly organized
    evacuation plan, but not even the sputtering general could deny just how effective
    their help was.

    "Imperial ships have been detected in orbit," the Command Centre warned over the
    base intercom. "Drop ships are en route."

    Harry, who was port-keying whole star fighters into the beetle-shaped transports,
    looked over at Leia and said, "How long does that give us?"

    "If General Kenobi's plan works, at least an hour," she said.

    Harry raised one brow. "His plan?"

    Leia smirked. "Well, he couldn't get us a Fidelius charm, but he is a
    master at old-fashioned sleight-of-hand."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The massive, box-shaped drop ships released an attack force of nine All Terrain
    Armoured Transports. The quadruped, 22 meter high behemoths marched over the icy
    terrain with impunity, while assault shuttles disgorged thousands of Stormtroopers in
    snow-adapted armour. Their target was the power generator nestled in the rocky hill
    of an out-cropping rock at the center of a powerful deflector shield.

    The rebel defensive line immediately began a vigorous defence, confirming in Major
    General Maximilian Veers's mind that this was indeed the rebel base. Rebel speeders
    zipped around the heavily armoured walkers, pelting them ineffectively with laser
    cannons while the Imperials sat protected behind armour designed to withstand much
    more powerful cannons.

    The defensive trenches the foolish rebels dug provided minimal cover as they
    desperately fought to hold off the infantry, but with Veers's Walkers coming, they
    had no hope at all. "Target the power generator," Veers ordered.

    A pair of Taim and Back MS-1 fire-linked heavy laser cannons targeted the distant
    ridges of the power generator which maintained the planetary shield over the base,
    and with a pair of powerful energy blasts, the generator exploded with a spectacular
    white-hot flash of white.

    He dismissed the shockwave that ran under the ice of his walkers as part of the
    generators' end. Of course, this was a mistake. While Veers was a talented tactician,
    like many Imperials he tended to dismiss the environment as something to be overcome.
    With a fleet of star destroyers at his back, Walkers that were all but impervious and
    two thousand star fighters at his beck and call, Veers did not care to research the
    fact that any outcropping of rock on Hoth was in fact the tip of a mountain, since
    the whole planet was covered in a mile of ice.

    If he had known that, he might have had ComScan deepen their initial scan of the
    surface beyond the twenty feet of ice deemed safe for AT-AT travel. Obi-Wan Kenobi
    certainly did.

    The explosions that Veers assumed to be a shockwave from the destruction of the
    power generator was in fact a series of explosions across the bottom of the natural
    ice bridge that covered an underground lake formed by geothermal vents. The ice,
    which was still very thick, withstood the initial explosions. Additionally, AT-ATs
    were equipped with repulsor coils to reduce the behemoth's weight by half of
    that.

    Even half the weight of the 20 meter long, 22 meter high monster was
    significant.

    Within the safety of the AT-ATs cockpit Veers could not hear the spine-tingling
    snap of the cracks that caused snow to sift down between them. The troopers
    on the ground, however, paused almost as one despite being in the middle of a fierce
    battle. Behind their white armour, clones and conscripts alike looked up and saw the
    Rebels running away from their defence line, while the ice underneath their feet
    began to shake and vibrate with each pounding step of their walkers.

    "Make for the rocks!" one smarter than average officer shouted.

    It was too late.

    With a resounding roar, the ice bridge gave way.

    "What the devil!" Veers shouted as he felt his AT-AT falling out from underneath
    him. Behind him, the other eight Walkers also fell through the ice bridge, along with
    almost the entirety of Vader's 501st Legion, and the four Juggernaut heavy assault
    vehicles that were bringing up the rear of the attack force with additional troops.
    Veers shouted into his com at the Fleet, warning them, even as his vehicle dropped
    the hundred and twenty meters into the cold depths of the ice-melt.

    Veers would never know, given the fact that he broke his back in eight places when
    the AT-AT hit the surface of the under-ice lake, that, in fact, the true rebel base
    was on the other side of the planet without any shielding, and with an underground
    power generator invisible from orbit.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Kenobi's pretty smart," Harry admitted as they finished loading up the rest of
    the base. They left only minimal supplies behind—items so specialized to Hoth's
    climate there was no benefit or room to take them. Already the speeders were coming
    in and docking directly with the last transports in the hangar.

    The pilots ran toward their fighters. Harry, taking Leia's hand, Apparated her to
    his newly claimed Heavy Assault shuttle. "Call Luke and Obi-Wan, we'll go to Adega in
    this," Harry said.

    Leia nodded her agreement and tapped her wrist communicator. "Luke, Obi-Wan, we're
    going to use Harry's shuttle. Can you make it?"

    "I'm leading the escort, but I'll join you once we're away," Luke commed back.

    Obi-Wan, meanwhile, calmly climbed up the ramp with just a single bin of personal
    possessions in his arms. "Princess, it's good to see you safe."

    "You too, General,"

    Maria appeared with a pop. "Potter, the others have decided to stay and fight with
    the rebellion."

    "Good," Harry said. "As soon as we're back, we'll be joining you."

    With a wink at Leia, Maria stepped forward and hugged Harry. "Be safe. You might
    be an idiot, sometimes, but you're our idiot."

    "Actually, I'm her idiot now," Harry said with a thumb toward Leia.

    "You have been for a while. Just be safe. Good luck, Princess. Remember; if he
    gives you any trouble just slap the back of his head once or twice." With that, the
    former Auror spun and popped away.

    "Remarkable," Obi-Wan said of the magic.

    Harry, meanwhile, turned and ran toward the cockpit of the shuttle to start
    warming her up. Leia and Obi-Wan both made their way to the cockpit moments later as
    all the ships in the base began lining up for the evacuation. The ground began to
    shake as the Empire opened an orbital barrage against the false base miles away.

    "I hate to leave the ion cannons behind," Leia fretted. "It took a lot to get a
    hold of them."

    "They're far too large to move," Obi-Wan pointed out. "And we don't have any ships
    large enough to employ them regardless. If they save our lives today, they will have
    served their purpose."

    The control panel began to blink. "That's the signal, here we go," Harry said.

    Ahead, two X-wing fighters shot out of the hangar on either side of the first
    transport. Then the next set went, followed in quick succession by a third, fourth,
    fifth and sixth transport. Harry took the shuttle out right behind the last
    transport, flanked by the remainder of the X-wings and a whole squadron of
    Y-wings.

    The moment they cleared the hangar, the ships all pitched almost straight up and
    burned at full thrust at an angle away from the Imperial Fleet, which instead of
    assuming standard blockade formation clumped together for concentrated fire against a
    patch of snow and rock they thought was the rebel base.

    Despite the deception, the Imperials responded very quickly as three
    Imperial-II class star destroyers broke formation and began moving to stop
    the fleeing convoy. Only then did the ground-based v-150 Planet Defender ion cannon
    unleash the full fury of its power.

    Massive bolts of energy just sheering into the visible spectrum as violet light
    slammed into the first of the three star destroyers with devastating effectiveness.
    More shots quickly disabled the two other destroyers before the obscenely large
    Executor class star destroyer obliterated the cannon and the small squad its
    volunteer operators in a barrage that removed the last traces of the rebel base from
    Hoth.

    "I do believe Darth Vader is on that ship," Obi-Wan said.

    "Too bad we don't have time to say hello," Leia said sarcastically.

    The damage from the ion cannons was done. Harry couldn't help a happy
    whoop as they cleared the atmosphere sufficiently far enough away from the
    Imperials and their thousands of fighters that there was no danger of being caught.
    The rebel convoy immediately split apart the moment they cleared Hoth's gravity
    well.

    In fact, the formation looked a great deal like a peeling flower as each transport
    and its escorts peeled off of their original course, almost all at the same time, and
    shot into hyperspace. Harry did the same when his time came. Leia entered random
    coordinates for a short, misleading jump, and moments later the universe spun into a
    tunnel of blue as they escaped.

    "I think we probably pissed your dad off," Harry said to Leia.

    "Oh, of that I have no doubt," Obi-Wan said. "All in all, I must say that was a
    very successful evacuation. Rieekan is a good man, but sometimes he is unwilling to
    accept the realities of asymmetrical warfare. We cannot defeat the Empire in a set
    battle. So, instead we make them bleed when we run. Once I pointed that out to him,
    he made it happen very quickly."

    "Smart man," Harry agreed. "Alright, we're clear of the system. I'm dropping us
    out of hyperspace."

    They emerged into real space, and just a few minutes later were joined by a lone
    X-wing fighter. "Luke, don't dock your fighter yet," Harry said.

    "Right," came the response. "That thing is a lot bigger than I realized. It could
    hold all of Rogue Squadron!"

    "It is pretty big", Harry agreed. "I'll let you know when to dock in a minute." He
    turned and looked at Obi-Wan and Leia. "Well, we have no food stores," he said. "The
    ship had only a few emergency rations when we stole it. We're also running a little
    low on fuel, since it was not a maintenance priority. I also know for a fact that
    Yoda has three Padawans, at least one of whom is also ready for a lightsaber
    crystal.'

    "You're suggesting we go to Avalon?" Obi-Wan asked.

    "At first, yes. We go, pick up Tim or whomever else Yoda wants to come, and then
    we go looking for a place to stock up and refuel."

    Obi-Wan was looking through the ships navicomp. He apparently found what he wanted
    and grunted. "Adega is located in the outer reaches of the Moddell Sector. Hyperspace
    travel there is stop-and go because of the lack of a lane and gravitational
    anomalies. We're going to need fuel. But there is a mining world called Kuna's Tooth
    that might do nicely. It is sufficiently far enough away from the military outpost at
    Annaj that it is more a miner's town than an army one. We should be able to resupply
    there after we pick up our additional passengers."

    "Okay, next question. Do we have any money?" Harry asked.

    "That should not be a problem," Obi-Wan said.

    "The Alliance maintains several front companies to launder our funds," Leia
    explained. "They're legitimate corporations, so we should be able to access enough
    for what we need. Plus my father made sure our family assets were well-diversified
    all over the galaxy. Not even the Emperor would have been able to find all of our
    wealth."

    Harry nodded, grinned, and said, "Then Kuna's Tooth it is. And after that, Adega.
    I want that laser sword. But first, Avalon. And to get to Avalon, we need a Fidelius
    Charm. And for that, we need a secret keeper outside the charm. This is where Luke
    comes in."
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    Chapter Twenty Three: Ion Storm

    The interdictor cruisers were still there, spread in a torus-shaped pattern that
    followed roughly the orbital path of Avalon. It was a remarkable bit of intuition and
    created an effective blockade. Any hyperspace gravity wave approaching that blockade
    would be detected, yanked into normal space and captured by tractor beams in a
    trice.

    Harry, having learned his lesson, brought the shuttle out of hyperspace well
    outside of the blockade, decanting from hyperspace almost three hundred million miles
    from Avalon's coordinates. However, even removed from hyperspace they were still
    travelling at a third of the speed of light, depending on the odd properties of the
    sublight drive to eliminate the time distortion that would otherwise have
    occurred.

    Even though the shuttle was cloaked in a new Fidelius charm, he
    deactivated everything except life support. "Now, we wait. We should there in an hour
    or so."

    "General Potter…"

    "I'll make a deal with you. If you call me Harry, I'll call you Obi-Wan. The
    titles get old. I'm a general of about fifty people, after all."

    Obi-Wan pulled his beard and nodded, though there was an amused twinkle in his
    eyes. "Very well, Harry. I was curious as to what your plans were after we achieve
    your goal of a lightsaber?"

    Harry blinked at the Jedi, and then shrugged. "I thought that was obvious when I
    left my people with the Alliance. I mean to return and fight."

    "Perhaps I misspoke. Let us suppose that the Alliance is successful, and
    eventually we throw the Empire down. What then? Will Avalon remain under this cloak
    of yours? Will you? I ask because the Jedi have first and foremost been servants of
    the Republic. If Leia is to be a Jedi, then she will be a public figure. This is not
    even taking into account her political leanings to begin with."

    "In other words, she has no desire to be a housewife."

    Leia snorted. "I honestly hope the thought never occurred to you."

    Grinning, Harry ran a hand through his hair and shook his head. "Not even once.
    Someone told me not too long ago that until I knew what to be for you, I would never
    have you. My first responsibility is to ensure my people are safe. Once I've
    accomplished that, then it will be to you, Leia, fighting the good fight. I'll never
    be a Jedi, but then again I've also never been a recluse."

    Luke, who joined them in the cockpit after docking, looked from one to the other
    before turning red. He appeared to just then be figuring out what Obi-Wan knew the
    moment he saw the new couple. "Are you guys…together?"

    Leia put on her most aloof royal countenance and said, "And what business would
    that be of yours?"

    Luke stammered in response—he appeared to do that a great deal. Finally Leia took
    pity on him, leaned over and kissed his cheek. "It's okay, brother. We're happy."

    "Okay," Luke managed to get out.

    Harry was able to spot Avalon as a blue dot after ten minutes. It grew steadily as
    they approached through the blockade. "Okay, we're getting close," he said. "Listen
    and concentrate. The mage community is located on the world of Avalon."

    The three Jedi had heard enough about the charm to understand the mechanics, but
    when all three blinked and found a planet right in front of them that wasn't there
    moments before, it still shocked them.

    Despite the threat of the star destroyers in picket formation in the system, Harry
    had to bring the shuttle's drives back on to slow their re-entry. If he attempted to
    enter the atmosphere at a third the speed of light, the shuttle would simply
    vaporize.

    The moment the shuttle engines flared, several of the nearby star destroyers began
    to move toward them, preceded by the heavy fields of artificial gravity. Harry felt
    the gravitons like a blanket, but the ship was not running in hyperspace, and more
    important, was not an interdictor, and so was not affected.

    "The heat trail of the shuttle must extend beyond the cloaking field," Obi-Wan
    surmised. "That's how they are able to detect it. The Alliance could fit the shuttle
    with a heat-sink if necessary."

    "Will that help us right now?"

    "Not in the slightest."

    Harry grunted. The star destroyers began pelting local space not with turbolasers,
    but with ion cannon blasts. The blasts were nowhere near the shuttle, but Harry felt
    a chill when he saw how the blast interacted with Avalon itself. Rather than
    disappearing and reappearing on the opposite side of the planet like the turbolasers,
    the ion blasts actually passed physically through the planet. They did not actually
    strike the planet surface, and eventually passed on the far side. But to the view of
    the imperials, the cannon blasts hit a defined point in space and disappeared, only
    to reappear one planetary diameter later.

    "They've found a way to break through the Fidelius charm," Harry
    whispered in horror.

    "Not necessarily," Obi-Wan said. "At least, not in a manner that can help them.
    Ion weaponry is unique in that it does not interact with physical material. I could
    fire that planet-defender from Hoth at a brick, and it would perhaps scorch it from
    the initial heat of discharge, but nothing else. The destructive power of the weapon
    is in how it disrupts all power sources. It is possible that the frequency of the
    ionization in the weapons simply interacts in a different manner with your cloak. But
    as you can see, it does not actually strike anything."

    "If they can figure out where the planet is, they might be able to do more," Harry
    pointed out.

    "What does the Force tell you?"

    "That I'm hungry for bangers and mash," Harry snorted. Luke covered a laugh with
    his hand; Leia shook her head.

    "There is danger, yes, but it is not immediate," Obi-Wan said reasonably. "We
    shall simply have to be mindful of the Force and ourselves."

    They hit the atmosphere and entered the planetary Fidelius. Harry moved
    the shuttle into landing configuration as they approached the colony. Just since he
    was last there, houses and gardens had sprung up in the northwest quadrant of the
    initial warding circle, and there were now actual roads in concentric rings around
    the crops in the center of the compound.

    The ion blasts continued, and Harry was disconcerted to see pale streaks of blue
    light the size the Knight Bus passing through the planet around him without any
    seeming harm. After a few minutes, the barrage eased.

    "This is not going to make people happy," Harry muttered.

    When they were low enough to make out details, Harry saw with some satisfaction
    that the colony continued to improve in terms of facilities. There were now two
    concentric rings of roads, bisected by a third straight line running perfectly north
    to south, and another running east to west. Harry wasn't sure if it was Ley-line
    placement or Feng Shui, but he knew from experience that wizards loved cardinal
    points.

    A another new feature was a second ward ring a hundred feet north of the larger
    one, connected by a dirt path. The new ring was only a hundred meters in diameter,
    but it contained a strangely familiar looking stone hut and what Harry had to guess
    was an intricate obstacle course. "Yoda's been busy," he thought aloud.

    He brought the shuttle down between the two ward circles. "I'm fairly certain Yoda
    is there," Harry said to the others.

    "Yes, he is," Obi-Wan said with certainty.

    "Why don't you all go introduce yourselves? I need to go see the Wizenmeet and let
    them know what's happening. I imagine they're a bit panicked about now."

    "Very well," the old Jedi said.

    "Do you want me to come with you?" Leia asked in concern.

    "Always," Harry said with a wistful smile. "But I think it might be better for me
    to go alone. I am an official in the government here, and I owe them a report of what
    happened. I'll be back soon, I promise."

    With that, Harry disappeared with a pop and reappeared a second later in front of
    the Civic Center.

    Or what used to be the Civic Center. What started as a barn now appeared to be a
    four-story brick building in the neoclassical style with fluted columns and slate
    tile on the roof. The door swung open and a wide-eyed Teddy Lupin rushed out.

    "Oh thank Merlin!" Teddy said. "You'd better get inside. People are going nuts. Do
    you know what's happening?"

    Harry sighed. I hate it when I'm right. "Yeah. Let's go."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Are you nervous?" Luke asked, nervously.

    Leia tried not to laugh at her brother. "A little, but not too badly so."

    Obi-Wan said nothing as he walked ahead of them. He'd stripped his thermal uniform
    off on the shuttle and once more donned his Jedi robes as he led them toward the
    spacious training ground. The three could see people moving on the obstacles, and
    from the way they moved Leia could tell that they were Jedi.

    "I thought we were the last," she said.

    "Did Harry say anything about Yoda training anyone else?" Luke asked.

    "I imagine Harry was otherwise occupied," Obi-Wan said with much-appreciated tact,
    though Leia blushed anyway at Luke's glance.

    Crossing the ward line made their skin tingle as they felt the oddly arrayed Force
    energy that kept out any creatures that intended the occupants harm. The moment they
    entered, the three Padawans stumbled and went still.

    The eldest appeared to be close to their age, but the other two were kids, perhaps
    ten and eleven each. All three were dressed in tunics and trousers with thin braids
    in their hair. Padawan braids, Leia realized.

    "I see Master Yoda has chosen to continue all the traditions," Obi-Wan noted
    dryly.

    "Time to do so with these I had, yes?"

    The thin, high voice came from the domed hut at the back of the facility, but
    carried easily over the distance borne by the Force itself. The tiny Jedi Master
    emerged clutching his cane and moving slowly as they arrived. "Good to see you it is,
    Obi-Wan. Well you look."

    "And you, Master. May I present my Padawans, Luke Skywalker and his sister, Leia
    Skywalker Organa?"

    "Hmm."

    Leia felt more than just the Jedi's eyes on her. She felt a powerful, coldly
    brilliant mind touch hers. Instinctively she shied away from the touch because it
    reminded her so much of Vader's mental assaults.

    "Harm you I will not, Leia Skywalker Organa," Yoda said. "Hurt you, your father
    did. Unfortunate that he found you, it is."

    Leia bit down a retort. The issue of how the twins were raised was still a sore
    point, and she and Luke had spent more than one evening speculating how things would
    have been different if their birth father realized that they lived, and that for a
    time their mother had as well. Would he still have continued to serve Palpatine? She
    also knew from Obi-Wan that Yoda did not change, ever. The fact that he was training
    new Padawans as if he were back in the Jedi Temple and not a refugee in an alien
    society was eloquent evidence of that.

    "New Padawans I have found," Yoda said. "Born without magic, these three were. But
    the Force they have. All wizards born without magic, potential Jedi are."

    "Tim Jacobs," the eldest introduced himself with a nod. "This is Pete Whitehall,
    and the squirt is Carrie Ross."

    Leia smiled at the two children and noticed the unconscious way Carrie shied
    behind Peter. There was a haunted look in her eyes. "It's an honour to meet you,"
    Leia said.

    "Going to Adega you are?" Yoda asked.

    "Yes, Master," Obi-Wan said. "Though I've not had them long, I feel they are ready
    to make their own sabers. They are knights."

    "Hmmm, for me to say, that is, Obi-Wan. We shall see if knights they are."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The people of Avalon left the expanded Wizenmeet courtroom in a flurry of worried,
    excited whispers. Despite Harry's own very deep misgivings, he put on his most
    confident mask and assured everyone that the Imperials could not actually see or
    physically interact with the planet at all. Harry pointed this out by the fact that
    there were not hundreds of thousands of Stormtroopers sweeping through the colony, or
    mushroom clouds rising above the horizon.

    The fact that the ion blasts had ceased helped allay their immediate fears as
    well, but Harry knew everyone was still nervous. Once everyone was out, he turned to
    face the six members of the Wizenmeet, and the Prime Minister of the colony. Rosmerta
    had her lips pursed tight, an expression he remembered during some of the more
    difficult times she faced.

    One of the two newest members of the council smiled sadly at him. "You lied very
    well, 'Arry," Fleur Delacour said. "Perhaps now it is just us, you can tell us the
    truth?"

    "I thought we were buggered," Harry admitted tiredly. "The Emperor has taken a
    special interest in us for the same reason Master Yoda has. The galaxy has never seen
    people able to use the Force like us—as magic. And the fact there was a whole race of
    us has just made his interest more intense. I don't think he wants to kill us, not
    outright, but he does want to crack the Fidelius. I'm sure he's going to
    keep trying."

    "They've already done it once," Jorge pointed out. "I cannot express to you,
    General, the fear our people felt when your injured crew members returned without
    you. The idea that this Empire was able to find a ship within the Fidelius
    charm shook us all. It is only our faith in this charm which has allowed us to look
    forward as a people. That faith has been deeply shaken."

    Dejectedly, Harry nodded. "I know, Jorge. Merlin, I know. It shook my faith too.
    The bastards shot thirty kids just to make a point, not to mention slaughtering the
    Wookiees on board."

    At this, Quagga, the Wookiee Elder who sat on the Wizenmeet as an allied sentient,
    growled to express his deep rage and sadness at the loss. It made Harry feel even
    worse. "They shot Akallaah before my eyes," Harry told the Wookiee Councillor. "I
    killed the troopers who shot him, and the Imperial leader, Thrawn, said three of my
    people would die for every trooper I killed. Those conscripts were the ones he chose.
    I'm sorry I couldn't do more, my friend."

    Before the leaders of the colony, some he'd known for years and others he
    respected, Harry did not try to hide his rage and frustration. "The truth is that
    this Empire is vastly powerful, and there just aren't enough of us to fight it.
    Moreover, though we have magic, the technology of the greater galaxy is so fantastic
    and so advanced that we can't trust in magic alone like we have in the past."

    Quagga began a series of growls, grunts and howls that Harry understood perfectly,
    but the others would need to wait until the translation. Charlie, not being a
    politician, did not give a word-for-word translation. He captured the intent
    perfectly, though. "Quagga pointed out that throughout history there have been
    examples of technology enhanced by the Force. He said during the Clone Wars which led
    to the formation of the Empire, there was an Ion Cannon built that was augmented by
    Force Crystals, and that it was powerful enough that it could actually destroy
    physical matter, even whole planets."

    Harry's stomach clenched. "What happened to it?"

    Quagga's answer made him relax a little. Before Charlie could translate, Harry did
    so. "It was destroyed, along with its creator and all information related to it.
    Quagga just brought it up as an example. I think he's suggesting technomancy."

    "We've never had much luck with that," Councillor Melo said, a professor herself.
    "Magic disrupts electricity so badly that the only thing we could do was to try and
    recreate the entire processing using magic as the power source. But the chaotic
    nature of magic made some things untenable. The American Department of Magic and IBM
    formed a joint think-tank that worked for forty years to build a magical computer,
    and were never able to do it. No matter what program they tried to run, the output
    was always 42."

    Growls, grunts, snarls. "Quagga makes a good point," Harry said. "The Empire does
    not use simple electricity as we know it. . Think about it—I put the
    Fidelius charms on three space ships and a whole squadron of Y-wings so far.
    None of them showed any ill effects from a charm which, according to those who knew,
    forced my parents to do without any type of electronics during their seclusion."

    "Something to think about, anyway," Bartleby said. "We have several things here
    that our Wookiee friends have tinkered with. Maybe we can put our heads together, now
    that we're not in danger of starving to death."

    "I saw the fields," Harry said.

    "Magic is a wonderful thing when it works," Jorge said. "Councillor Carvalho's
    efforts have been very successful, which is good because winter is fast approaching.
    As things stand, we believe we have sufficient food stores to get through winter. Now
    that housing demands have eased somewhat, we are going to be building greenhouses for
    magical crops and more secure food storage areas. We hope to begin harvesting potions
    ingredients soon. This is good, because we are expecting three hundred new births in
    the coming months."

    The number staggered Harry. "So many?"

    "People were very happy to get here," Rosmerta said with a smirk.

    Harry sighed, thinking of his own kids. James had his eyes on one of Neville's
    daughters, he knew, back before they all died. Would Harry be a grandfather if the
    world had not ended? "The best hope we have is in helping the Rebellion," Harry
    finally said. "Just the fifty or so volunteers made a huge difference to them when
    they evacuated their base on Hoth. Their leadership knew there was no way they would
    win in a pitched battle, and so they bled the Empire dearly during the retreat. It
    was bloody well impressive, I'll tell you. I think in addition to whatever thoughts
    we could give to Quagga's idea of technomagery, we should also start training a
    militia. If I can get someone to help, I will. It might be a good outlet for some of
    the more hot-headed late teens we pulled from America and Australia."

    "How many?" Rosmerta asked. Harry could see her thoughts churning over numbers.
    Considering how small their population was, he understood her concerns.

    "No more than two hundred," Harry said. "I can write up some training guidelines
    and goals to help before I leave again."

    "Where will you go this time?" Fleur asked.

    "Well, you see, I arrived with three Jedi. Two of them need to make their laser
    swords, and it takes a special crystal. I'm going with them. Who knows, maybe I can
    find some of these Force crystals Quagga mentioned. One of the Jedi is also an
    Alliance General and a veteran of the Clone Wars. He can help me draft those training
    guidelines. When I return again, it'll be with weapons and trainers so that our
    people will be dangerous both with our weapons, and the weapons of our enemies."

    Eventually Rosmerta adjourned the meeting. The one thing he appreciated about the
    new prime minister was her utter hatred for meetings. This didn't mean that she
    avoided them; rather she ran them quickly, efficiently, and with a minimum of fuss so
    they could all get out as soon as possible.

    Fleur and Rosmerta then joined Harry in Apparating to Yoda's fledgling Jedi
    training area to meet the new arrivals officially. When they arrived, Harry was able
    to get his first look at a Jedi in action.

    Leia was sparring with Tim Jacobs. Her saber was a lighter blue than the one Tim
    used, but it was obvious the blades were of similar make and nature. What was amazing
    to Harry, though, was how they moved. Leia flowed like water, bending in
    ways he just couldn't wrap his mind around. She was so fast that at times she
    literally blurred with speed. Tim, Harry had seen, could also move fast. But as well
    as Yoda had done with Tim in the past few months, it was obvious that Obi-Wan had
    done more with Leia.

    Tim knew it, too. Eventually, Yoda had to acknowledge the fact as well. "Enough,"
    the Jedi master called. "Well you did, Padawan."

    Tim deactivated his blade, and then lifted both hands over his head to suck in
    more air. "Master Yoda says you've only been training a little longer than I have.
    How'd you get so good?"

    "A Skywalker she is," Yoda said before Leia could come up with a suitably polite
    response. "Powerful in the Force is the Skywalker line. Potter, a partner Luke needs.
    Let us see if deserving a lightsaber you are."

    Leia tossed her saber up and Harry summoned it to his hand as he walked onto the
    grounds. "You okay?"

    "Fine," she said. "Be good, he's grading us."

    Luke, meanwhile, took back the saber from Tim, since evidently there were only two
    working lightsabers on the planet. "Okay, this is my first real laser sword fight,"
    Harry said to the younger man. "Try not to cut my arm off or anything."

    "I'll try not to…"

    "Because believe me, it hurts like hell getting it magicked back on. You won't
    believe the crap I went through with Maria when I accidently sucked her arm out into
    space. We could have had it reattached and fully functioning in an hour. And…"

    Mid-word, Harry threw Luke off his feet with a banisher. He told himself he wasn't
    going to use any magic that could not be countered or simulated by the Force. But
    that didn't mean he wasn't going to fight like Alastor taught him all those years
    ago.

    Luke somersaulted mid-air and landed on his feet, his normally happy expression
    stricken with consternation at Harry's unexpected attack. He responded with a
    powerful blast of kinetic Force energy that would have knocked Harry clear of the
    circle entirely if he hadn't shielded.

    Okay, no low blows with a Skywalker. Luke blurred forward, sword spinning
    so fast Harry had no choice but to drop his Occlumency shields and let the
    Force pour in and take over. The problem as always was that Harry had difficulty
    surrendering entirely to the Force like Luke or Leia could. He knew it was a weakness
    of his being a wizard first and a Jedi second. Even so, he had to know if he could go
    toe-to-toe with a Force-strong duellist.

    The answer was yes, for about three minutes. And even during those three minutes,
    Harry knew of at least twelve occasions when Luke could have easily killed him but
    chose not to. Finally Yoda called, "Enough."

    Harry nodded and took a deep breath. "Skywalkers, indeed. You good, Luke?"

    Luke, no longer flustered over Harry's dirty start, grinned and shrugged.
    According to Leia, the boy absolutely adored dueling.

    "Now, Potter, do not hold back," Yoda said.

    Harry and Luke both blinked. "What?" Harry asked.

    "Asked, you did, if you could fight Sith. The Skywalkers are powerful, more than
    most Sith. If a challenge you seek, one you have. Fight Leia you cannot, such is
    obvious. So the brother you will duel. Hold no power back, save to permanently
    harm."

    Harry looked at his lover's brother. "Are you okay with that?"

    Rather than appear apprehensive, Luke looked curious and excited. "Just don't do
    anything you can't fix later."

    "No promises," Harry said, also grinning.

    

    sp

    sp

    Author's Note: Once again I just wish to stress just how much I
    appreciate Teufel1987, JR and Miles for beta reading yet another of my stories. As
    always, they make everything better.

  


  
    24. Home
  

  
    A/N: Chap 23 review responses are in my forums as normal. Thanks for reading!

    

    Chapter Twenty-Four: Home

    By the time the duel finished, almost forty minutes later, it had attracted a
    crowd of thousands of witches and wizards. The enterprising magi conjured stands to
    see better, while some hovered on precious brooms taken from Earth, until by the time
    Harry finally managed to separate Luke from his saber and bind him, the whole affair
    had taken on the atmosphere of a Quidditch match

    Harry's respect not just for Luke, but for Leia rose exponentially, because he
    knew Leia had beaten Luke at least three or four times in their duels. The young man
    was extraordinarily powerful in the Force, sharing a connection with it comparable to
    Harry's connection to his magic.

    What won the fight wasn't skill or power; it was Harry's experience. Harry knew
    for certainty that Luke would gain in that area over time. Trembling from exhaustion,
    Harry made his way over to the young Jedi and undid the binds before handing the
    saber back. "I'm glad you're on my side, Luke," he said.

    Luke, drenched in sweat and just as exhausted as Harry was, could only nod. "Yeah,
    me too. I didn't know you could do some of those things. How do you make the animals
    do what you want after you make them?"

    "It's in the intent of the creation itself," Harry said. "You know they're not
    real, they're just shaped to look like the real thing." He hefted the younger but
    older-looking man up to his feet and the two walked back to the others side by side.
    Harry noted that Tim and Yoda's other Padawans were staring in slack-jawed shock,
    while Leia was eyeing Harry in a way that made him slightly uncomfortable.

    "Were you holding back?" Luke asked.

    "Only on the lethal stuff," Harry told the young Jedi. "And frankly not even much
    there. Those transfigured animals could have killed you. You're just that damned
    good."

    Around them, witches and wizards applauded. At various points during the match,
    they were either cheering on Harry or the foreigner whose name they didn't know, but
    now that the duel was over they started to break up and make their way back to their
    homes.

    Fleur and Rosmerta remained behind, speaking softly to Obi-Wan. When they reached
    the gathering by Yoda's hut, the little green Jedi said, "Agree with Obi-Wan I do.
    Knights you and your sister are. Even among Jedi, remarkable it is how fast you have
    learned."

    "And what am I?" Harry said, slightly offended at being ignored, though not
    surprised.

    "Not a Jedi," came the snappish reply.

    Harry sighed to Leia. "See what I have to put up with?"

    Leia smirked. "Yes, I've been talking to Councillor Delacour about what you've had
    to put up with."

    That made Harry pause. "Oh?"

    "Don't worry, 'Arry, I said nothing bad," Fleur said. She then gave a frankly
    assessing look at Luke. "I like your young friend, here."

    Being eyed by a Veela was enough to make anyone blush, Jedi or not. Luke started
    to stammer, but Fleur laughed it away. "You will have to join us for dinner. Charlie
    found a large species of bird that I swear tastes just like chicken! He captured two
    dozen and clipped their wings, and already they are making eggs for us!"

    "So will we get to see your home, Harry?" Leia asked.

    Harry blinked, thought a moment, and then said, "You know, I don't actually have
    one. I've been living aboard ships since we landed, although I did stay with my
    godson once or twice."

    "Ignore him, ma cheré," Fleur said to Leia. "He has a very nice house. He has just
    not seen it yet. Really, 'Arry, after all you've done you think we would not build a
    home for you? It is spacious enough for all your guests. Come, I will show you."

    "Master Yoda?" Obi-Wan asked.

    "Tired, I am. Remain here I will. Padawans, meditation time it is. Come, come." He
    walked back into the dome.

    "It was great to meet you," Tim said. The two younger kids waved before all three
    disappeared.

    "Yoda feels they are not ready to leave the safety of the planet," Obi-Wan said as
    they began walking back to the larger colony. "They are powerful enough to get the
    Emperor's attention, but not yet trained enough to defend themselves."

    "Are Luke and Leia really that much more powerful?" Fleur asked, having tagged
    along.

    Strangely, though, it was Harry who answered. "Fleur, from what I understand,
    these two are like the Harry Potter of the greater galaxy."

    "What?" Luke asked.

    "'Arry means you are children of prophecy." Fleur explained. "Of destiny. 'Arry,
    here, he is the most powerful of us. He was always destined to be a hero and a
    champion, and Magic saw fit to give him the tools he needed. This Force of yours has
    done the same for you. You and your sister are very powerful, but the Destiny ahead
    of you requires you to be."

    "A remarkably Jedi-like philosophy," Obi-Wan said. They walked alone in silence
    for some time until they reached the newly crafted neighborhood that had risen up
    near the crops. The houses were not uniform, but as varied as the personalities of
    the magi who crafted them. Most were either brick or adobe construction with limited
    use of wood where necessary. Even so, they were surprisingly large.

    "Magic changes construction styles," Rosmerta noted, being the lead builder as
    well as Prime Minister. "We can magically create cement from local material that will
    last just as long as real concrete. With magic to reinforce it, these houses will
    likely last for centuries. There is yours, Harry."

    It was Potter Cottage; or enough like it as to not matter. The sight froze Harry
    in his tracks. "How…?"

    "The plan was in your autobiography, remember?" Fleur asked. "Hermione made sure
    to include it."

    "I never actually read the book," Harry admitted. "It just seemed weird reading
    about myself. And I trusted her—Hermione was there through it all anyway."

    They stepped into a mudroom with a newly fashioned storage bench just inside the
    door. The walls were an unadorned white plaster, and the furniture was sparse. The
    floor were stone tiles, sturdy and easy to clean and just asking for rugs. The large
    living area held only one wooden bench.

    "There are a few artisans at work now," Fleur said. "We are producing flax, so
    soon we will have workable linen. And the Wookiees have found a tree that produces
    huge piles of cotton—one tree produces as much as a hectare of cotton plants. They
    did not like it, but when Charlie told them we would use it to make clothes and
    fabric, they agreed to harvest it for us. It is now our second most common trade item
    with the Wookiees, beside wood."

    "I don't mean to insult, but it seems odd that your people would be so amiable
    toward Wookiees," Leia noted. "Especially considering your recent history."

    "The Wookiees are magical," Fleur said. "On our old world, there were many
    creatures with magic in them. Among them was one called a Sasquatch who was much like
    the Wookiees—shy, intelligent creatures whose fearsome appearance inspired fear all
    too often. Since they are magic, and remind us of home—and because they are genuinely
    kind creatures—we have formed a close friendship. I do worry about them. I have
    learned the Wookiees do not breed quickly. A female may only produce once child in a
    century. And so many of them have been killed…"

    With a sad smile, she continued showing them around the cottage. It was a wholly
    magical home, but considering the lack of resources Harry had to admit they did an
    amazing job. "Thank you for this, Fleur," Harry said when they finished in the first
    floor up the stairs. "This is more than I could have imagined."

    She hugged him, and said, ""Arry, you are family. You will always be family, and
    we will always love you. Now, you will come and have supper with us. Bill is
    cooking."

    "Bill?" Harry asked, amazed.

    "It appears he learned more from his Mama than he admitted," Fleur said. "I have
    tried for many years to cook, and his food is always better. It is not fair, but
    c'est la vie."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Watching Dominique Weasley flirt with a flustered Luke was the highlight of the
    evening, and one of the most adorable things Harry had seen in years. It was almost
    as fun as watching Hermione and Ron's daughter Rose flirting so blatantly with Draco
    Malfoy's only son, Scorpius. Watching the two families meet to discuss the engagement
    was like watching a war fought with words and expressions. Ron almost came to blows
    with Malfoy on three occasions, and it was only Astoria and Hermione that kept it
    from being an all-out disaster.

    Harry personally wanted to hate the boy, but how could he hate a kid who despised
    his own name so much he went by "Pius" instead? Scorpius was the Sirius of the Malfoy
    family, and loved Hermione's daughter to distraction.

    They never did have a chance to marry.

    "She's very pretty," Leia said. Despite being a royal born, even Leia was eyeing
    the youngest Weasley daughter with something approaching awe. With true porcelain
    skin, a disgustingly cute sprinkle of freckles across her nose, and rose-red hair,
    Dominique Weasley was truly the most astonishing combination of her father's coloring
    and her mother's beauty Harry could have imagined.

    And for all her flirting with an only slightly older Luke, the young Jedi was not
    averse to flirting back, albeit clumsily.

    The Weasleys lived at the state school. They used an array of expansion charms on
    the administrator's personal quarters and turned it into a spacious living suite. The
    Jedi were intrigued by Harry's use of a portable Imperial barracks as a school, but
    Bill was more than happy to explain the necessity of it. After all, almost a third of
    their population were under-age orphans.

    It was a large gathering, Leia noted. Bill and Fleur had all three of their
    children with them, and their eldest daughter's husband who Leia leaned was Harry's
    godson. Bill's brother was there as well. The Prime Minister joined them not as a
    politico, but as a family friend judging by the easy banter between them.

    Most of the evening, though, was spent with Obi-Wan and Rosmerta exchanging
    stories about their lives, and the events that occurred within them. Leia noticed the
    wistful smiles on the faces around her when Rosmerta mentioned certain names, and she
    began to sense that for all of the size of the gathering, it should have been much,
    much larger.

    Eventually, they broke up and Harry walked them back to his house. As they walked
    under a sky cast in a brilliant purple from a relatively close nebula, a creature
    made of sparkling fire shot into the sky with a numbing roar, only to explode into a
    firework display like nothing she'd ever seen before.

    "What is that?" Luke asked.

    Harry looked up, tears in his eyes, and said, "That's our way of thanking magic
    that we're alive. We're celebrating the fact we're still here."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Leia stretched luxuriantly the next morning and turned to find Harry starting
    intently at her, a small smile on his lips. "Good morning," he said as he leaned down
    and kissed her forehead.

    "I could get used to this," Leia said. "You don't even snore!"

    With a chuckle, Harry said, "That's because there's a charm for that. My best
    friend snored like a pair of kettledrums. His very smart wife, after putting up for
    it for five years, created a charm that stopped snoring."

    "How?"

    "No idea. She was a lot smarter than I was. I just know it works."

    She hugged him close. "I miss my family too," she admitted. "But this…this helps,
    Harry. Thank you."

    "We can't stay, as much as I'd love to," Harry said. "I had to come just to make
    sure everything was okay, and I'm afraid by coming I gave the Empire a clue to
    breaking the Fidelius. I'm not sure we can come back."

    "We'll come back," Leia said, and a sense of certainty filled her. "We will."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Despite Luke's faint blush, Obi-Wan had the tact to merely greet the two lovers
    with a "Good morning," and nothing more. Breakfast consisted of eggs—or rather, one
    very large egg with a shell so hard Harry had to use magic to crack it. However, once
    fried up in a conjured pan using salt gathered from an ocean not fifty miles away and
    herbs Charlie and the Wookiees found in the forest, it made for a delicious and
    filling breakfast, complete with toast and Imperial-stock caf.

    Harry magically sealed the house, keying it only for Fleur, Bill, or his godson,
    and the four of them split up—with the Jedi to pay their final respects to Yoda
    before leaving, and Harry to meet with the Wizenmeet one last time.

    He found Rosmerta speaking in quiet tones with Adriana Melo, but the rest of the
    chamber was empty. "What are you two talking about?" he asked as he walked in.

    Rosmerta started, and Harry knew in an instant they were talking about him.

    Fortunately, Rosmerta was practical enough to know they were caught. "Fine, we
    were gossiping about that space princess of yours," Rosmerta said.

    Harry waved her away. "Yeah, Maria already got to her."

    "She's good for you, Harry," Rosmerta said, no longer smiling. "Last night was the
    first time I think I've seen you happy since doomsday. I'm glad you let us meet
    her."

    With a shrug, Harry sank into one of the simple wooden chairs of the hemispherical
    desk. "Well, she is pretty amazing."

    "We also have a gift," Adriana said. She removed a hand-mirror from her
    professorial robes, since it was a school day and classes would be starting soon.
    "Lady Sofia was the only person left alive who knew how to enchant two-way mirrors,
    and she taught several of us how to do so. She can't do it herself anymore, but her
    mind is still very sharp."

    Harry took the mirror and saw Jorge looking back. "Ahh, it works!" the speaker of
    the Wizenmeet said. "We shall have to see if it works over a great distance!"

    "It should," Melo said. "Magic is not like light, at least not at its core.
    Sympathetic magic has been proven instantaneous, so distance should not matter. This
    way we can call you if we need assistance, and you can keep us updated as to what is
    happening abroad."

    "This is fantastic, thank you," Harry said. "I can't say for sure when we'll get
    back, but I will return. That much I promise. And I'll bring back our people who
    chose to remain to fight."

    "We know, lad," Rosmerta said. "You keep that space princess of yours safe."

    "Have you seen her with that laser sword?" Harry asked. "She's the one who's going
    to be keeping me safe."

    The two ladies laughed, and with that parting Harry took his leave and Apparated
    to the shuttle. He was in time to see the three Jedi making their way back to the
    shuttle as well. Harry noticed a wistful look in the older Jedi's eyes as he walked
    aboard, but said nothing. "The interdictors are going to be waiting for us," Harry
    noted.

    "Undoubtedly," Obi-Wan said. "Would you be offended if I suggested Luke
    pilot?"

    "Probably," Harry said. "It doesn't mean I won't agree to it. Luke?"

    If it were anyone else, Harry's pride might have kept him from doing it. But Luke
    was just the type of kid it was hard to dislike, no matter how much one tried. Luke
    even managed to be graceful as he sank into the pilot's seat. "Are you sure you don't
    mind?"

    "If this was a broomstick, you wouldn't have a chance," Harry assured him as he
    sank into the co-pilot's seat. "Spaceships are your thing. Hey, does this thing have
    any weapons?"

    "It is a fully armed Imperial assault shuttle," Obi-Wan said. "It houses four twin
    laser cannons—two at the fore and two at the port sides, with a hard-mounted forward
    turbo-laser cannon and a proton torpedo launchers."

    It took a moment of accessing another man's memories to determine what that meant.
    He whistled, and said, "This thing's pretty well armed for its size, isn't it?"

    "This shuttle is the size of a typical transport," the older man said. "It is not
    surprising that it is more heavily armed than many smaller shuttles. Are you thinking
    we may have to fight our way out? They cannot physically interact with this ship, and
    attacking them might reveal more than you intend."

    Harry shrugged. "I just like to keep my options open."

    Luke's hands slid over the shuttle controls as if he were born to it. In moments,
    they rose gracefully into the air and began the ascent. With the internal
    compensators, Harry barely felt a tingle in his stomach as Luke angled the shuttle up
    sharply and accelerated. "So, we go to Kuna's Teeth first for fuel, and then to
    Adega?"

    "Yes, I believe so. We have only two working lightsabers among five padawans and
    yourself, so this trip will not just be for you, but for Yoda's current and future
    students. "

    "Did Yoda tell you what type of crystals to get for his Padawans?"

    "No," Obi-Wan said as he tugged at his beard. "But I've a fair idea. Tell me,
    Harry, how accepting are your people of the Jedi?"

    "Really? Yoda came in and showed them that Squibs—one of the saddest aspects of
    our society—can have magic of their own. Plus he looks like a house elf, and since
    none of the house elves survived Earth, he reminds them a little of home. Why?"

    Solemnly, Obi-Wan said, "Master Yoda will not leave Avalon. Nor is it likely he
    will see the completion of his Padawans's training."

    Harry merely nodded. "He is declining quickly," Harry said.

    "He's dying?" Luke blinked in surprise. "But…but…he's nine-hundred years old! How
    can he die?"

    "I'd say nine hundred years was enough to kill almost anyone," Harry said. "I'm
    assuming he asked you to return to Avalon to take up the mantle?"

    Obi-Wan nodded. "Yes. While I am not old for a Jedi, I am not young either. And
    the Order will never survive without new blood."

    "If you want the Order to survive, you're going to have to change it," Harry said
    bluntly. "Yoda's mind felt like crystal. It was set and intransigent. He's no more
    capable of change than a rock. But the Order must change."

    "I know," Obi-Wan said with a smile to Harry. "And it will, my friend."

    "We're clearing the atmo," Luke noted.

    They turned and saw the thin blue line of Avalon's atmosphere fall behind,
    revealing the black of space, and the glint of sunlight off dozens of grey hulls. "Oh
    stars," Luke whispered.

    Harry lost count of the ships at forty, but knew there were at least twice that
    many. He did not see any of the massive star destroyers, but he saw plenty of
    interdictors, frigates, destroyers and smaller yet still deadly ships hanging in
    orbit. The moment they broke the gravity well and the protection of the planetary
    Fidelius charm, the ships began to swarm toward them, honing in on the ion
    trail of their exhaust.

    "There are grav wells all over the place," Luke said. "They're actually slowing us
    down."

    "I thought…never mind. Can they actually stop us?"

    "No," Luke said. "But they can force us to continue at full burn to escape, and
    they can keep us interdicted forever. Those ships can go as fast as we can."

    Harry growled in frustration as ships fell in around them, so large it seemed as
    if they were fully encapsulated in light-grey hulls. Once in a while a ship would
    fire an ion cannon to no effect, but though the Empire could not hit them, neither
    could they really escape. Without hyperdrive they would be essentially stuck in
    system. Even if they left, the Empire obviously had the resources to follow them even
    into deep space, switching ships until Harry and his people starved, or the shuttle
    ran out of fuel and power.

    "Thrawn is good," Harry muttered.

    "Indeed," Obi-Wan said. "But I think he has failed to take into account one
    thing."

    "Oh?"

    "We are Jedi. Luke, cut the thrusters. And then all of you, you too, Harry, reach
    for the Force and channel it to Luke. Luke, use the Force to propel the shuttle."

    "But how?"

    "You will know, Luke. The Force will be with you."

    Harry tried not to be jealous of how easily Leia slipped into the Force-trance and
    started funneling an obscene amount of Force power to her brother. Their link was
    deep, powerful, and instinctive. Twins, Harry forced himself to remember. He lowered
    his own Occlumency shields and dipped his magical core as Yoda taught, and
    then mentally projected it at Luke.

    The shuttle, buffeted by artificial gravity fields, had slowed so much it was in
    danger of being pulled back to the planet. Now, it surged sideways and artfully
    slipped between the hulls of two dreadnaughts without any type of traceable trail or
    exhaust. Luke continued sideways for another thousand kilometers before pulling the
    shuttle up sharply.

    The cluster of Imperial ships were slowing, likely using their best calculations
    to predict where the shuttle would be. The space around them was still heavily strewn
    with capital ships, but Luke closed his eyes, and using the Force alone, propelled
    the ship free of the intensive blockade.

    "Well done," Obi-Wan said.

    Luke blushed, but then sank forward a little with hunched shoulders. "That was
    hard."

    "Yeah, but we did it," Harry said. "Let's get the hell out of here."

    

    sp
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    Chapter Twenty-Five: Kuna's Tooth

    "This planet smells worse than it looks," Harry muttered. "Are you sure this is
    Kuna's Teeth and not Kuna's Arse?"

    "It's actually called Kuna's Tooth," Leia said as they walked out into the gloomy
    mist of an early evening on the rocky, sparse planet. It had an atmosphere of sorts,
    but it was sufficiently thin that they all wore oxygen masks.

    "It's a typical mining planet," Obi-Wan noted. "Those who come here do so for
    work, not for the lifestyle. Since we received food from your friends, our primary
    concern now is fuel. Of course, our ship being invisible now to all but us may
    complicate things, but I believe my contacts are still good. Do you wish to accompany
    me?"

    Harry, though, shook his head. "Not really. I want to check out the sights. You
    realize that this is only the fourth planet I've ever been on? Okay, fifth if you
    count Hoth, but I really don't. So I want to walk around a little."

    "Keep a low profile," the old Jedi warned. "There is a small but noticeable
    Imperial element here, and we are all wanted people."

    With a shrug, Harry cast glamour charms on the four of them. Obi-Wan was now a
    rather buff man with a long beard down to his waist that made him look like a mixture
    of Albus Dumbledore and Arnold Schwarzenegger. Luke had Leia's colouring, while Leia
    was now blonde. "There, all set. Let's go."

    After splitting up, Harry, Luke and Leia walked through Doestes High Port, which
    was the only official space port on the planet. It did not appear to be very busy,
    consisting of a small residential section of apartments, several rundown restaurants,
    a modest shopping district, and the massive warehouses that lined the space port
    itself.

    Harry walked with a bounce that Leia and Luke both noticed. "It feels strange," he
    finally admitted.

    "The planet pulls less Gs than standard," Luke responded with a shrug.

    "Oh, is that all?" Harry knew it was pointless to express how odd it felt to him,
    a man from a planet that did not even have space flight beyond the moon, to a boy
    raised with the reality of space flight.

    What Harry was really interested in, though, were the different sentient beings.
    There were more than he could count, coming in a dizzying array of shapes and sizes.
    It made him think of all those programs James would make them watch about whether
    there was life in the universe or not. That there were such vast amounts of life was
    stunning to the lonely man from a now dead Earth. Harry stared at one of the signs
    they passed and grinned. "We need to go there."

    "A liquor store?" Luke asked. "Why?"

    "If you need to ask, you wouldn't understand the answer," Harry assured him. "Come
    on. It's Leia's treat."

    "Why me?"

    "It's not like I have any space money."

    "This is a bad idea," Luke warned.

    "Of course it is!" Harry agreed. "Some of the most interesting times of my life
    came about because of bad ideas! You're almost family, now, Luke, so it would be
    remiss of me not to share those interesting times with you."

    "That doesn't make it sound any smarter," Luke noted.

    Leia just shook her head. "How bad could it be?"

    She found out shortly when they stepped through the particle-shielded doors and
    discovered that it was not just a liquor store, but a bar. In a town like this, there
    were no such things as zoning laws or restrictions.

    Grimy, tired-looking miners of a variety of different species all looked up at the
    three seemingly young humans who dared to enter such a hive of scum and villainy. "I
    like it!" Harry declared. "Let's get a drink!"

    Harry ignored the steady gazes of the bars patrons as he made his way to the
    counter. Luke and Leia both scanned the room for potential threats, then gave it up
    when they realized everyone was a potential threat.

    "So, what's good?" Harry asked the barkeep.

    "We don't sell kids' drinks," the Chagrian tender grunted.

    "That's good. Give me a shot of the strongest swill you have."

    The 'man' turned and glared at Harry, then at his companions. On an industrialized
    world with any semblance of a government, he would be concerned with serving alcohol
    to minors. Now, he appeared to be contemplating how much it would take to make them
    all pass out so he could rifle through their pockets. Finally shrugging, the man
    pulled down a large, smoky-brown bottle from the top of the shelf. Around the bar,
    chairs scraped against the floor as several miners stood and moved closer to
    watch.

    "Harry!" Leia hissed.

    Harry, though, merely watched as the bartender poured a measure of a thick, syrupy
    black liquor into the shot-glass. Subtly, Harry cast a diagnostic charm on the glass
    and had to raise an eye brow not just at the alcohol content, but at the other
    ingredients.

    He took it and tossed it down. His throat did not just burn, it blistered. His
    tongue started to swell and his stomach roiled painfully until his magic swept over
    where the poison went.

    "That tasted like the back side of a Hutt," he said. The Chagrian stared, clearly
    surprised, while some of the miners muttered. "Do you have anything that isn't
    poisonous to humans?"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Cloaked as he was in Harry's strange magic, it took some doing for Obi-Wan to
    convince Traelgar that he was in fact the same man who saved the Duros trader twenty
    years ago. It then took some more talking, and a hefty commission, to convince him to
    let Obi-Wan rent a fuel truck rather than just hire port authorities to handle
    it.

    Nonetheless, after obtaining what he needed, he flew the hover truck toward the
    outskirts of the small port town where the assault shuttle sat untouched and unseen
    by the residents, and in an hour had it fully fuelled and ready to go. With that
    complete, he started looking for his students and their wayward friend.

    If he were honest with himself, Obi-Wan did not approve of Leia's relationship
    with Harry Potter. This was, after all, the daughter of his Padawan and, all recent
    history aside, his best friend. In some ways, he felt as much like her grandfather as
    her mentor. And Harry was, simply put, dangerous. He soundly rejected Jedi philosophy
    because his power was so alien he was essentially removed from the risk of the Dark
    Side. However Leia was not, and theirs was a relationship that could easily sour.

    But he also knew that there was simply too much of her father for Obi-Wan to have
    any hope of dissuading her. It amused him that of the two, it was the one who looked
    like Padme who had Anakin's stubborn strength of will, while the one who looked so
    much like Anakin had Padme's utterly selfless nature.

    Yoda's growing weakness also concerned him. Throughout Obi-Wan's vigil on
    Tatooine, there was always the subconscious conviction that the venerable Jedi Master
    would be there when needed. To know that even Yoda was susceptible to the ravages of
    time left him feeling vulnerable in a way he had not felt since he and Anakin fought
    on Mustafar.

    He was so far along in his musings that he did not notice the singing until it was
    so loud the building shook. Startled and a little curious, since in his experience
    singing in port bars was generally not the norm, he peeked through the shielded
    doorway at a spectacle he would never have imagined.

    Luke Skywalker, Jedi Knight and hero of the Rebellion, was doing a strange line
    dance with a dozen other very large, grimy, stinky men and laughing while the rest
    sang a truly inappropriate song. Amazed, Obi-Wan entered further and saw more groups
    spread around singing the same song while Harry sat at the bar with a tumbler in his
    hand, a Deveronian passed out on one side and Leia on the other shaking her head in
    disbelief.

    With skill appropriate for his station, Obi-Wan threaded the floor of the
    establishment until he sidled up next to Leia. "I'm not for sale," she muttered
    without looking.

    "I'm sure I couldn't afford you regardless," Obi-Wan said.

    Harry blinked slightly blood-shot eyes over Leia's stooping head. "Ob…ob…Ben! Good
    to see you. Get this man a drink. That Arkanian brandy should do nicely. Oh, and I'll
    take three cases to go!"

    The burley Chagrian barkeep nodded with what passed as a smile, poured a measure
    of purple brandy to Obi-Wan, and then began boxing up several cases of similar
    fluid.

    "Leia?" Obi-Wan asked eloquently.

    "It was his idea," Leia said, hitching a thumb at her paramour. "He wanted a taste
    of the local life. He came in here drinking poison that would kill any normal human
    and drank three men under the table. If nothing else, they're all very happy."

    Under his breath, Harry added, "There are two Imperial spies in the room, and
    another's been hanging around the port. Our friend beside me also said there has been
    unusual fleet movement in this sector."

    Obi-Wan raised a brow, and then looked casually around the room as he sipped the
    admittedly excellent brandy. Though he was out of practice, it took only moments to
    identify the spies. "And you staged all this for the benefit of receiving this
    information?"

    "I know it's hard to believe with how young and pretty I am, but I ran a national
    police department for nigh on twenty years and an international military for ten,"
    Harry said. "Places like this are always the best sources of information. Now, we
    should head out."

    He stood, staggering a little, and said, "We have to go, friends!"

    Theatrical moans met the announcement. "But don't despair!" Harry continued. "The
    next five rounds are on me! And no, the lady still is not for sale!"

    A mixture of cheers and moans accompanied their exit, along with three boxes of
    blue ale. "That was really expensive," Leia groused.

    "You can afford it," Harry said with a dismissive wave. "Besides, this stuff is
    really good."

    "We're being followed," Luke said.

    Harry nodded. "I put tracking charms on them. I'm not too worried, though."

    "Why?"

    "Do you remember that really big guy that looked sort of like a fat elephant bird
    with four arms?"

    "You mean the Basilisk?" Luke asked.

    Something about the name of the species made Harry laugh. "Yeah, the 'Basilisk'. I
    told him the spies were carrying Rokna blue, enough to buy a space frigate."

    They had little time to wait before the night was interrupted by the sounds of
    heavy thuds, screams and finally blaster fire.

    "I'd Apparate us, but I need another hour to clear the alcohol out of my system,"
    Harry muttered. "We're pretty close, though. Did we get fuel?"

    "Yes, we did."

    "Good." Harry continued walking forward, with Leia by his side and Luke hanging
    back by Obi-Wan.

    It was the young man who spoke first. "I feel something," he said. "Something is
    wrong."

    "More agents?" Leia asked.

    Harry, though, came to a dead stop. "Oh bugger," he muttered.

    The sky above split open as a rain of green turbolaser bolts began to fall.
    Without hesitation, Harry spun around grabbed the three others before they
    disappeared with a pop. Moments later they appeared in the centre of the shuttle and
    Harry cried out as he backed up a step and fell to his knee.

    "Harry!"

    "I'm fine. It just hurt moving you all with that alcohol in my bloodstream. Luke,
    go! Get us out of here!"

    Luke, though, was already running. The ground heaved violently under them as the
    Empire pounded the space port without mercy.

    "Can the Fidelius survive physical damage?"

    The sound of something tearing underneath them gave an eloquent if not terrifying
    answer to Leia's question. "It's intent-driven," Harry said. "At least as I
    understand it. If the Empire throws a rock at us, it can't touch us. If a rock falls
    on its own, it will. The charm has its own physical law. If they blow up the planet,
    we won't survive, Fidelius charm or not!"

    Luke was nothing if not fast. The shuttle lifted off. Harry, his head throbbing
    from Apparating three passengers with alcohol still in his system, made his way
    forward with the others. Leia took the co-pilot's seat before he could. "Sit, I can
    fly too," she muttered.

    "I'll handle weapons," Obi-Wan whispered.

    "Any damage?" Harry asked.

    Luke looked out the window—the field where the port one rested was not a field of
    molten rock from the barrage. "One of the landing struts was damaged," he muttered.
    "It retracted, but we'll have to be easy on any future landings or it may snap."

    Harry had his Occlumency shields up—at the moment he had no desire to
    feel the Force at all. Leia, though, looked pale and trembled as her hands played
    over the controls with casual competency.

    "The Empire is as ruthless as it is efficient," Obi-Wan said. "Kuna's Tooth is not
    a major asset or a strategically important outpost. I wonder if they even bothered to
    evacuate their own garrison before they opened fire."

    As they broke through the atmosphere, Harry saw a monstrosity of a ship hovering
    over the horizon, flanked by five other much smaller Imperial-class star
    destroyers. "We must have really upset your daddy," Harry muttered. "He's on board
    that ship, isn't he?"

    "We can feel him," Luke breathed. There was an odd mix of fear and longing on his
    face, and Harry remembered his own feelings for his father, despite later finding out
    that James Potter was far from a perfect person.

    But in Luke's and Leia's case, their father was a homicidal despot. Not quite the
    same as a school bully who grew up into a decent man.

    "He can feel us," Leia warned.

    Indeed, the huge ship seemed to be turning in their direction and began to
    accelerate far faster than a ship that size should have been able to move.

    "Yeah, I might have mentioned that Sith can sense us through my magic this close
    even when I'm shielding," Harry noted. "But he still can't do anything more
    than…bugger. That's a grav well, isn't it?"

    Luke checked his sensors, while Obi-Wan spotted the interdictor that was coming
    quickly up on them. "We're not going to be able to pull that Force trick again,"
    Harry noted. "Vader can sense right where we are."

    "I'm open to suggestions," Obi-Wan said.

    "This thing is invisible and impervious to ordinary weapons," Harry said. "I say
    we fight. Take that interdictor out and then escape on full burn. This thing has a
    hard-mounted turbolaser cannon, right?"

    It was startling to see Luke switch instantly from fugitive to experienced fighter
    pilot. "He's right, this thing may handle like a pregnant bantha, but it's armed to
    the teeth." He pulled hard on the control stick. Outside, the star field spun as the
    ship reoriented itself to head right for the interdictor.

    The ship was a slightly different configuration than the Phoenix Redux,
    looking more like an older Venator class ship with two gravity-wells
    installed after market. Luke actually grinned. "These things are tin cans," he
    muttered. "Ben, can you switch over targeting control on the big gun?"

    A targeting reticle appeared in the very centre of the cockpit, glowing red.
    Additional information such as their speed, the target's speed and distance also
    appeared. Luke lined up the reticle with the first bulbous protrusion of the enemy
    gravity well generator and fired the turbolaser cannon.

    The interior of the assault shuttle actually darkened, and their speed dropped, as
    every erg of energy was siphoned into the powerful weapon. The enemy ship had ray
    shields and heavy armour, but nothing like the larger war ships that followed its
    initial design. The shields, designed to ward off laser cannons from enemy fighters,
    failed before the powerful blast of what would ordinarily be a capital ship heavy
    weapon.

    Luke followed immediately with a flurry of laser cannons, whose efficacy suddenly
    increased exponentially now that the ray shields had failed. The dome sparked and
    turned red before it exploded, blasting off both the dorsal and ventral domes so that
    it looked as if something had ripped through the enemy ship in a vertical line.

    Luke then demonstrated that ships in space did not have to follow the same rules
    as ships in atmosphere by cutting the forward thrusters, flipping the whole assault
    shuttle over the ventral line of the enemy ship, and repeating the whole procedure
    while flying backwards away from the interdictor.

    "Well now you're just showing off," Harry muttered.

    Luke grinned while Leia laughed. "There was a reason the Alliance was prepared to
    put him in a Starfighter the very day we arrived at the base," she said. "His scores
    were off their charts."

    Meanwhile, Luke flipped the assault shuttle again and put on full burn. "I'm
    setting a course back to Avalon," Luke said. "Ten minutes in, we'll change back to
    Adega."

    "Good thinking," Harry said. "And now, I'm going lie down. Correction, I'm going
    to go be sick, and then I'm going to lie down."

    Leia cast a worried glance, but Harry was already stumbling out of the cockpit
    until he reached the cramped fresher in his chosen room. The shuttle was designed to
    ferry Stormtroopers in large numbers, but also maintained a pair of cramped state
    rooms for VIPs or officers. After he emptied his stomach of the rest of the alcohol
    and the other mostly inedible bar foods, he washed his mouth out, used a breath
    freshening charm, and sank down into the narrow cot.

    He was not surprised when Leia came in a few minutes later and sat down beside
    him. "Are you ill?" she asked softly.

    "I'm a very powerful wizard," Harry said, "but there are limits to what I can do.
    There's an exponential increase in the amount of magic required to side-Apparate a
    person. Most wizards can't do more than one at a time. Two is stretching it and a
    strain even for me. Three was borderline dangerous."

    "You probably saved our lives, though."

    "Yeah, totally worth the headache," Harry smiled.

    With her own gentle smile, Leia leaned over and placed the tips of her fingers
    over his eyebrows. With the touch came a trickle of energy that seeped into his head
    like a cool wash of water, dousing the worse of the pain. It was not a sudden rush of
    relief, but rather a slow, steady healing. It was more than anything Harry could do
    himself, especially since it was his magic that was hurt and not his body. His
    healing magic could heal everything but itself.

    "You're amazing," he breathed up at her. "You're simply amazing."

    "I try," she said with a shrug.

    "You know I love you, right?" he asked.

    Her cheeks reddened, but the light in her eyes changed and seemed almost to
    shimmer. "I wondered," she whispered. "Sometimes you project this sense of
    independence, like you don't need anyone. I know you enjoy being with me, but…"

    Harry sat up and kissed her, hard. When at last they parted, Harry looked her in
    the eyes and let his shields drop. So close, it was impossible for someone as strong
    in the Force as Leia not to feel the surge of emotion in Harry's mind.

    Her expression vacillated between confusion at the sudden rush of feeling, to
    surprise at how intense it was, to finally a single tear in the corner of one eye.
    "Why didn't you show me before?" she whispered.

    "When I was a teenager, I had my mind raped repeatedly." It surprised Harry how
    easy it was to admit something he'd never admitted to anyone else save Ginny. "First
    by the man who wanted to murder me, then by a man tasked to save me. As soon as I
    learned the magic to shield my mind, I raised that shield and I don't let it drop
    often. I think that's why I can never truly be a Jedi like you. With that shield up,
    I can't really feel the Force, but it takes an act of will for me to ever drop
    it."

    Leia moved to straddle him on the couch just so she could sit straight and face
    him. "So…it was like what Vader did to me."

    "Yeah, pretty similar. Difference is, Leia, you're so strong you don't need those
    shields. And that is amazing to me. You're amazing. And even if I don't say it or
    share it with you, I do love you. I think I fell in love with you the first time I
    saw you on the Death Star, and saw how strong you really were."

    "And I fell in love with you, Harry, when I woke up that next morning and realized
    you were willing to give me comfort and ask nothing in return. I realized that I
    could trust you with everything I was, and you wouldn't betray me."

    Harry grinned, and then gently kissed her again. "So, we love each other. What do
    you think we should do next?"

    "Well, it's going to be an hour before we reach Adega," she noted wryly.

    "And I know some good locking and silencing charms."
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    Chapter Twenty-Six: Cold Adega Nights

    "Do you think Earth will look like that someday?"

    Harry sat in the co-pilot's seat, with Leia standing behind him, when Luke brought
    the assault shuttle out of hyperspace on the edge of the planet's gravity well. The
    world they saw had everything it needed to have been a garden paradise. Vast oceans
    glittered with reflected light from its mild white-yellow star, while continents gave
    an even weight to the landmass.

    According to the shuttle's sensors, the world even had a healthy magnetic field
    generated by its iron core.

    And yet, Harry could see no signs of life save for a few tinges of green along
    some of the coasts. What he did see were huge plains of almost flat land with the
    tell-tale hemispheres of black sand dunes on one side of the largest equatorial
    continent, while the other side was lined with tall, ragged mountains. Everywhere he
    saw signs of its geologic trauma—massive craters gouged through again and again as if
    by giant claws.

    "Records are sparse for the era," Obi-Wan noted from behind Luke. "The planet was
    a ball of ice during the Great Sith Wars, but some of the older Jedi archive entries
    hint that it was destroyed during the Hundred Years Darkness seven thousand years
    ago. There has been speculation that Darkness saw the birth of the Sith order. It's
    only been in the last few centuries that the ice has receded."

    When the ice receded from Earth's surface, Harry wondered if the world of his
    birth would look like this.

    He wondered if he would still be alive to see it.

    "Where should we land?" Luke asked.

    "The western mountain range," Obi-Wan said. "Follow your instincts, you'll know
    where."

    Whereas Harry would have needed explicit coordinates and a computer guiding him
    in, Luke-too-damned-good-to-be-real merely nodded and set a course by line of sight
    alone for the black and red mountains.

    "You've been here before?" Harry asked their old Jedi.

    Obi-Wan nodded. "We came, my old master and I, when I was younger than Luke and
    Leia here. My old master was a strong proponent of the Living Force, and he brought
    me to Adega to feel for myself how even the Force can bleed when life is not
    cherished. I dare say none of you will find the experience pleasant."

    "Ghosts?" Harry asked.

    Leia scoffed, until Obi-Wan nodded sombrely. "For lack of a better word, yes. The
    world held a large Jedi library and temple, and a community of several million grew
    up around it, as often happened in the older days of the Order, back before
    attachments were forbidden."

    "Master, surely you don't…" Leia began.

    "Ghosts are real," Harry said softly. "I've not only seen them, but I've spoken to
    them, even as a child. The history teacher in my school had been dead for over two
    hundred years and still taught the class. Not only that, but he was fully sentient
    and could respond to questions posed to him. For all I know, the ghosts are still
    there, under all the ice."

    Leia shuddered and absently he took her hand. Meanwhile, Luke brought them to the
    mountain ranges. Closer now, Harry looked out and saw a line of jagged peaks more in
    the shape of a giant saw than what he thought of as mountains. "There's no place to
    land in the mountains," Luke noted absently.

    "I dare say not, those mountains are mere thousands of years old. Still babies in
    geologic time, really. Perhaps you should bring us to the foothills there."

    Luke seemed to understand where Obi-Wan meant, since the older man did not point.
    Nonetheless, Luke banked the shuttle sharply to put them into position to land. With
    the internal compensators, Harry barely felt the manoeuvre at all. In minutes they
    came to a complete stop within a stone's throw of the first black, ragged rise of
    rock.

    "Oxygen is at only twelve percent," Luke noted. "Mostly nitrogen and carbon
    dioxide. We'll need breathing masks."

    While a Bubblehead charm could do the same thing, Harry took a mask anyway. Having
    no idea what they would encounter; he didn't want to have to expend magic or thought
    on being able to breathe. Though the masks were small, they used a chemical reaction
    so far beyond Harry's or even Earth's sciences as to be magic in and of themselves to
    take carbon dioxide from the atmosphere and split it into usable oxygen and
    disposable carbon. The masks were widely used because carbon dioxide and carbon
    monoxide were common among terrestrial planetary atmospheres, and the masks could
    last for days on a canister the size of Harry's thumb.

    They each carried a pack since it was possible their trip would take days, and
    left the ship.

    They stepped out into a furnace-a blazing heat that struck them like physical
    blows. "Merlin's blue balls, you want us to climb in this?" Harry muttered. He
    immediately snapped off over-powered cooling charms on the four of them.

    Leia sighed. "Thanks. How long will it last?"

    "Ordinarily a day—in this, maybe an hour if we're lucky."

    Surveying the mountain, Harry finally shook his head and said, "I can scout ahead.
    Leia, want to stay or come?"

    "Come on what?" she asked.

    He grinned, reached into the pocket of his baby-blue Avalon defence force uniform,
    and removed a six-foot-long broom with foot and hand bars. Leia matched his grin. "So
    it was really a broom in your pocket?"

    "No, I was happy to see you too."

    Luke made a gagging sound.

    "Fascinating, but what exactly are you going to do with that?" Obi-Wan asked,
    almost desperate to redirect the two.

    "Watch and learn," Harry said as he mounted. "Leia?"

    "If this is a joke, I'm going to hit you," Leia said lightly as she climbed on
    behind him.

    "Hold on tight."

    "Why? What…Haaaarrrrryyyyy!"

    He couldn't help the happy grin as she grabbed onto him for her very life as the
    two shot into the sky borne on magic alone. After she settled, she yelled over the
    wind, "This is Amazing!"

    "I try," he shouted back. "You should see a Quidditch game next time we're back on
    Avalon!"

    Once the first surge of adrenaline calmed, Harry was able to start seriously
    looking at the mountain. "What are we looking for?"

    "A cave, I think," Leia said.

    Below, jagged black rock rose up in blade-like fan formations that would have made
    climbing nigh impossible. Still, he scanned them as best he could, but given half of
    his attention was on flying he wasn't surprised that Leia was the one who spotted it.
    He felt her hand on his right arm and then saw where she pointed silently.

    With a nod, he redirected them toward the area she noticed. At first, he couldn't
    see anything, but once he got closer he saw it. It wasn't so much a cave as it was a
    hole in one peak. But from it he could spot a very narrow foot path that led down. He
    followed the path back down to the base of the mountain until they arrived at the
    valley just a hundred feet from where Luke's instincts led him to land.

    "Your brother's just too damned good."

    "You haven't played Sabbac with him," she said with a gentle laugh. "Or Bombarde,
    or Rancor's Maze, or any other game that requires strategy. He's a brilliant Jedi, an
    incredible pilot, and one of the most generous and nice people you will ever meet,
    but he can't win a strategy game to save his life, and for someone as sensitive to
    the Force as he is, he is terrible at games of chance."

    "That's because I don't cheat," Luke said archly as he joined them. "And I'm not
    that good, Harry."

    "You sure have good hearing."

    "You were still talking loud because of the wind," Leia pointed out.

    "Fairly screaming, in fact," Obi-Wan said with a wry smile.

    "Shut it, you. I have every right to my own petty jealousies and insecurities,
    thank you very much."

    "Says a potentially immortal sorcerer who can call the dead," Luke said. For once,
    he nailed the sarcasm.

    "Even awesome people have doubts," Harry shrugged. "So, there's your path."

    "Yes, we had noticed," Obi-Wan said. "That was, in fact, why we were standing
    here."

    Harry looked from one man to the other. "Shut up," he said, before storing his
    broom. With another sigh, he looked up the path. "Right, let's go then."

    The cooling charms wore off not even a third of the way up. Harry reapplied them
    as fast as he could, and yet his uniform was still soaking by the time he got the
    next charm up. He conjured glasses and then water for all of them, drinking his
    own.

    "Is this safe to drink?" Luke asked suspiciously.

    "Conjured water is permanent, so yes," Harry said. "It's one of the only permanent
    conjurations in magic, since technically it's just condensing water from the air." He
    conjured some more and drank.

    By the time they reached the mouth of the cave, they'd gone through three cooling
    charms and Harry had to resort to dropping his mental shields and drawing on the
    Force to replenish his flagging muscles. When he did so, he felt a bone-deep sense of
    pain emanating from all around. "Whoa!" he said.

    Leia, having sensed his mind the moment he dropped his Occlumency, nodded. "I
    know. We felt it before we even landed. The Force cries out from the memory of the
    death here."

    Once he was sure he wouldn't pass out and embarrass himself in front of Leia's
    brother, Harry slapped his shields back in place and they continued until they
    reached the cave, which like he saw from above was more of a hole where ordinarily
    would have been a razor-sharp ridge of rocky death. He cast a Lumos down the
    cave and stared in surprise. "Hand holds? Really?"

    "As I said, my old Master brought me here before," Obi-Wan said. "And I'm fairly
    certain his master before brought him as well. While it is not commonly visited by
    Jedi, it is a fairly unique experience that certain Jedi masters thought an important
    lesson for their Padawans. It is safe, for the most part."

    "Yeah, it's that qualifier at the end which bothers me," Harry said. Still, with a
    shrug he started down the ladder that was built into the surprisingly sheer rock.
    Halfway down he saw something that should not have been there—a slightly tilted
    horizontal line. "Is this a join?"

    "Yes, we're entering what was left of the great library of Adega," Obi-Wan said
    from above.

    They continued climbing down almost sixty feet in a cramped chimney that was
    smooth on one side, but rough and sharp on the other, until they arrived at a small
    pocket of clear space on the bottom. The only light came from Harry's magic, though
    he knew the others carried glowrods. By the brilliant white of the witch light, Harry
    stared in dismay at the only way forward.

    "You want me to crawl through that?" he asked of the round opening not even three
    feet high and barely that wide. "Seriously? I'm not sure I want a lightsaber that
    much, thank you."

    "Are you scared?" Luke asked, laughing.

    "You want to live your life as a Kowakian monkey-lizard?" Harry snapped back.

    "Do you even know what a Kowakian monkey-lizard is?" Leia asked with feigned
    calm.

    "No, but it sounds pretty awesome. Know where I can get one? We can go right now,
    really…" She took his hand.

    "I'll go first," she offered.

    "While staring at your ass is also pretty awesome, I'm not sure it's worth
    crawling through a death-hole," Harry said.

    Gently she stepped to him and placed her hands on both his cheeks; suddenly he
    could feel the Force through her touch. "It'll be okay," she whispered.
    "Promise."

    "I do not like caves," Harry said with all seriousness. "You try growing up in a
    cupboard, and then face an army of undead zombies in a cave, and see if you like
    tiny, dark enclosed spaces."

    "But it's okay, because I'm going to be with you," Leia said. "And you love me,
    remember?"

    "Yeah."

    She leaned forward more and whispered, "Open your shields, Harry. Link with me,
    and we will be together."

    Looking into those big almond eyes of hers, Harry found it impossible to resist
    and let his shields drop. Immediately she swept into his consciousness like a white
    cloud of happy. With one last kiss, she knelt down by the cave mouth,
    activated her glow-rod, and started forward. Even when he could see nothing but the
    light from her glowrod, he could feel her in his mind as if she were kissing him.

    He turned to Luke and said, "Not a word."

    Surprisingly, he nodded. "I understand. She's waiting for you."

    With a bitter sigh, Harry climbed into the cave after Leia. "So tell me about this
    cupboard," Leia said casually from up ahead.

    "Small, dirty, spiders. Smelled like unwashed boy and vomit."

    "Why?"

    "Let's say my aunt and uncle did not ask for me, did not want me, and most
    definitely were glad to see me gone."

    "I was raised by my aunt and uncle too," Luke noted from behind. "Aunt Beru was
    always nice, but Uncle Owen was a real hardass."

    "Did your brother just say a naughty word?" Harry asked Leia.

    "Yeah, and he drinks beer and stares at girl's chests sometimes when he's supposed
    to look them in the eye, too," Leia said.

    "She wanted me to look!" Luke said with a defensive whine.

    "And what makes you think that?" Leia asked archly.

    "Maybe it was the lack of a brassier and a neckline that ended at her belly
    button?!"

    Harry tried to picture that. "I don't know, I'd probably look at that too. Was she
    cute?"

    "She was a Zeltron," Leia noted. "They live to have sex. They're empaths and feed
    on good emotions from others."

    Harry considered that for a moment. "That sounds a lot like a Veela. You remember
    Fleur, the one whose daughter had Luke blushing so much? She has an allure that can
    turn men into putty."

    "She is quite lovely."

    "No, I mean she has an actual manifestation of magic that can reduce men to putty.
    The Veela were magical hybrids. If you get her mad enough she sprouts feathers, claws
    and can throw fireballs at you without a wand. Bill told me it happened the day after
    their honeymoon. He said the make-up sex after that was the stuff of legends."

    Suddenly, without another word said, they emerged from the narrow passage into a
    cavern lost in the gloom. Strangely, though, he saw flickers of a pale blue light
    shimmering at odd spots like some bioluminescence, only from the planet itself. With
    their link still in place through the Force, he felt Leia's satisfaction and sent a
    small pulse of thanks, and then gently raised his shields again.

    He loved her, but it just left him feeling too naked and vulnerable to leave his
    mental shields down. Though she had a brief frown, Leia seemed to understand.

    The cavern was easily a mile across and seemed to dominate the base of the
    mountain over them. "So, any idea how this place survived?" Harry asked as they
    wandered through a dimly lit footpath toward the massive stone edifice that was once
    the Jedi library at Adega.

    "Only speculation," Obi-Wan said. "My master's master felt it was the will of the
    Force itself. I always suspected they had a primitive planetary shield, or possibly
    used the Force itself as a shield. I could not say for sure, though."

    Harry nodded and continued forward toward the library. Around it, the rock rose up
    in harsh, blackened waves as if the temple sank into the heart of a volcano and
    somehow survived. "Is there anything left in the library?"

    "No, more's the pity," Obi-Wan said. "Believe me, we've looked."

    They reached a relatively flat surface in front of the library edifice itself.
    With his foot Harry cleaned off a thick coating of dust to reveal a flagstone. "Hold
    on," he warned them. With a wave, he began a banishing chain that blew the black sand
    clear until he could see the stones below.

    Though rubbed faint by time and wear, Harry could make out the rough outline of
    the flame and sword of the Jedi. "A good a place to make camp as any," he said.

    "I quite agree," Obi-Wan said. He and Luke began pulling their small tents from
    their pack. He glanced at Leia with a wink before removing what at first appeared to
    be an equally small tent, but one which assembled itself at a wave of his hand.

    "Join me?' he asked.

    Leia smiled brilliantly and took his hand as they stepped into a tent which at
    first glance had maybe five square feet of space. Inside, they emerged in a
    comfortable living area complete with couches and sofas. A dining room table and
    chairs sat near the magical kitchen, while two flaps led to two separate
    kitchens.

    "I love magic," Leia whispered.

    "It does come in handy. Now, let's see what we have to eat."

    "Are you really going to let Luke and Ben sleep out in their little tents?"

    "I was."

    Leia rolled her eyes and then left the tent to call out an invitation to the
    others. She stepped back in and stared at the now sheepish Harry. "Fine," he
    muttered. "It was the polite thing to do. But I'm not sharing a room with your
    brother."

    At least this time she giggled, but then took his hand. "Are you okay, Harry?
    You've been acting on edge since Avalon."

    Harry shrugged. "I'm worried. The Empire did what we thought was impossible—they
    found Avalon in spite of a planet-wide Fidelius charm. It's only a matter of
    time before they figure out a way to either break the charm or just destroy the world
    entirely."

    Luke and Ben came in just then, and Luke looked around wide-eyed. "Wow," he
    breathed. "Why can't the Force do this?" he asked to Obi-Wan.

    "Why can magic not guide your actions or grant wisdom?" Obi-Wan responded. "They
    are different aspects of power from divergent traditions. However, in this case I
    would be glad for a bed to sleep in. I'm not as young as I once was."

    "I am," Harry joked. "I'll get the wards set, just to be safe. There's food in the
    kitchen."

    It took only a few minutes to set the wards. By the time he came in, he found
    three Jedi staring in confusion at the magical appliances of his kitchen. "So how
    many Jedi does it take to make dinner?" he asked.

    "None, evidently," Obi-Wan said.

    Harry snorted. "Fine, get out of the way, I'll make dinner."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry woke abruptly, his eyes snapping open onto the dark fabric of their tent.
    The only source of light was the feeble flicker of Gubraithian flame at the mouth of
    the tent. Unconsciously he felt for the wards, but nothing with ill-intent seemed
    near.

    Gently he turned and stared down at the incredible woman curled up beside him. It
    took him many years of marriage to be able to sleep while touching something. It was
    hard for Ginny, who wanted to snuggle all the time, to understand that he could not
    sleep while in contact with another person. Time eased those old fears, though, until
    now having Leia half-draped over him like a blanket against the cold night was a
    relief rather than a burden.

    That old familiar pull in his chest assured him that yes, he did love this
    remarkable woman. And that he was incredibly lucky she loved him. He thought of
    Ginny, and of his children, smiling as he did so. It wasn't as hard as it used to be.
    He thought of the day Albus started school, while Lily whined about being home alone
    just like her mother did when she was little.

    He thought of how beautiful Ginny looked when she saw the ring he purchased for
    her. Or the first time she put James to her breast. It was a moment of such deep,
    brutal beauty it left Harry teary-eyed and speechless.

    "I miss you, Ginny," he whispered aloud. "I always will. But I love her. Thank you
    for letting me love her."

    Though she didn't wake, Leia pulled on him as if to bring herself even closer. And
    it was at that exact moment that Harry realized what had woken him.

    There was another ward nearby—a protective ward that had almost the exact same
    feeling as Hogwarts did, or even the Avalon colony. There were witches and wizards on
    Adega!

    

    sp

    sp
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    Chapter Twenty-Seven: Dark Jedi

    Harry wasn't sure himself why he didn't tell the others about the wards. Given his
    own power and the fact Luke gave him all he wanted and more in a duel, he didn't
    think any witches or wizards would present too much of a threat for any of the Jedi.
    He knew Leia was an able fighter too, after all.

    But more than that, a small, selfish part of Harry simply did not want to share.
    If there were other witches and wizards alive, he wanted to find them first, rather
    than the Jedi. It was only right, since he was first and foremost a wizard.

    Besides, from what Obi-Wan was saying, the day was going to be spent mostly apart.
    The cavern was rife with Adega crystals, and it was a solitary process to find the
    right one. It reminded Harry a great deal of how wizards or witches were paired with
    their first wands. So, the three Jedi gathered spare breather cylinders, since even
    in the cavern the air was thin, and an extra glow-rod, while Harry watched with a
    pensive expression.

    Before they split up, Leia came and took his hand. "Are you alright?"

    "Fine," he said, and then forced a smile. "I guess the ghosts are getting to
    me."

    With a nod, Leia gave him one long, considerate stare. "Harry, you realize don't
    you, that you'll have to open yourself to the Force to find your crystal?"

    "I figured," he admitted reluctantly.

    He loved how she had to stand on her tip-toes to kiss him. "It'll be okay. We'll
    meet back here when we're done. We all have comlinks on."

    Before she left, he pulled her back and hugged her tightly. "Be safe," he said,
    before kissing her.

    He watched as the two younger Jedi began trekking into the cave. Obi-Wan remained
    behind, sitting on a chair he carried out of the tent. The Gubraithian Fire burned at
    his back, casting gentle blue light around the cavern. "Are they going to find their
    crystals?"

    "Oh, without a doubt," Obi-Wan said. "I've never met two young Jedi more attuned
    to the Force than those two."

    "Would you say Luke is more powerful?"

    Obi-Wan shrugged. "Power is a matter of perspective. For instance, my old Padawan
    had a much stronger connection to the Force than I ever did, and so in terms of brute
    power was much more a warrior than I was. And yet, in our final duel, it was I who
    won. Although I admit, with the loss of the Jedi Order around me, it most definitely
    did not feel like a victory."

    Despite the old man's sometimes tenuous relationship with the truth and his more
    than passing resemblance to Dumbledore, Harry found he liked Obi-Wan. But looking at
    him now, he had the same feeling he had his second year at Hogwarts, when he
    discovered for the first time how many secrets Dumbledore was keeping from him. With
    a shrug, he turned and walked away from the camp into the gloom of the shadowy
    cavern.

    He saw his first ghost not ten minutes in; it was formless, as some of the most
    ancient spirits tended to be. It flickered on the edge of his vision before
    flittering in front of him. It came with the classic breath of truly cold air that
    accompanied the dead, and with it he felt a deep sense of familiarity.

    The Master of Death knew the dead as his own.

    Finally, he stopped and sat down in the darkness to prepare himself. With a few
    deep breaths, he let his Occlumency barriers drop and then purposely opened
    his magical core in a way his fellow witches and wizards could not.

    The screaming of a million voices crushed into his mind, so hard and so fast Harry
    cried out from it. Within the cavern, the crushing of spirits was exponentially worse
    than anything on the sun-blasted surface. Not since that terrible day in Ministry of
    Magic, when Voldemort fully invaded, had he felt such terrible pain in his mind.

    With the crush of voices came memories not his own…

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Leia knelt down before the mound of out-thrust crystals and stared with awed
    fascination at one in particular that was glowing for her with a brilliant, electric
    mauve colour that pulsed in time to the beating of her heart.

    Ben had explained that a well-matched lightsaber crystal was one attuned with an
    individual's own Force signature. She realized on an intellectual level that what she
    was witnessing was a crystal reflecting her own Force power back at her. But
    emotionally, what she witnessed was a living extension of her own self.

    Without hesitation she reached out and the moment she touched the crystal she was
    sure. It came away with hardly any effort. She wondered if Luke or Harry were having
    luck with their own when she felt Harry in the Force, blazing brilliantly in a way
    not even Luke did. She could sense the darkness within him, but the darkness, oddly
    enough, just made the light shine all the brighter.

    And an instant later, the light of his Force presence went utterly black and his
    mental cry of pain rang through the Force like a clarion bell. "Harry!" she blurted.
    A heartbeat after, she went flying down the side of the debris pile with a speed only
    a Jedi could match.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry stood on the edge of the Fonts of Enlightenment, the vast
    promenade that faced the great Jedi Library of Adega. The fountains themselves shot
    skyward a hundred feet before crashing back down in a constant, soothing roar. The
    fountains, a hundred of them that framed the promenade, created a wall of white noise
    that separated the city that arose around them from the serenity within the library
    itself.

    However, the serenity the fountains should have granted was noticeably absent
    as hundreds of Jedi families gathered together around a large, beetle-shaped
    shuttle.

    They were families, Harry noted. Men and women, mostly humanoid if not human,
    stood holding each other with children by their sides, watching and listening as the
    passengers in the shuttle stepped outside and onto an elevated platform.

    There were three speakers that emerged-two women of indeterminate age and a
    human male. One of the women had black hair and bone-white skin, while the other was
    a stunning figure with classically porcelain skin and red hair that reminded Harry a
    great deal of Ginny from the distance. All wore robes of red and black that reminded
    Harry distantly of wizarding robes.

    When the man spoke, Harry felt a sense of shock as his voice boomed out over
    the whole promenade as if he were using a Sonorus charm. "My fellow
    Jedi, we have returned from our pilgrimage to Ossus. At your behest, we three
    petitioned the council to be heard. The answer was heresy."

    Having grown accustomed to the seemingly implacable nature of Obi-Wan and
    Yoda, Harry was surprised at the outrage and anger than rippled through the crowds.
    Cries of dismay echoed among the splashing of the fountains. One of the two females,
    who had a strange bone-white colour to the many exposed stretches of her skin, raised
    her arms.

    "Hear me!"

    Like her male colleague, her voice boomed out over the crowds. "The Jedi
    Council fears that which they do not understand. Since our ancestors left Tython, we
    have studied the whole of the Force, Ashla and Bogan alike! And
    through the study of the Force we have unlocked the secrets of life itself! Our
    alchemy has created new creatures who have never existed before. My own daughter
    bears wings through the transformative power of the Force. But our work reminds the
    old ones of the Council of the dark days of the Great Schism. They name us Dark. They
    name us Fallen."

    Again, angry shouts and yells echoed across promenade, accompanied by shouts
    of "What to do? What to do?"

    "Know this," the woman shouted. "They called for the destruction of every
    living thing we have created or made better with the Force. They called them
    abominations. They called my daughter an abomination, and said the attachment I felt
    for her was a wound in the Force. They wish to kill my little girl!"

    At the woman's motion, a girl stepped onto the platform, and Harry felt his
    stomach knot, because he'd seen girls like this one before. A pair of bird-like wings
    sprouted from her large shoulders, and her upper body was covered in a fine down of
    feathers. And though she was still young, her beauty was almost palpable.

    The girl was a transformed Veela.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Leia found him a few hundred meters from the camp, flat on his back and as still
    as death. More concerning still were the flickers of blue hovering around him. The
    Force boiled about the area with such power it felt as if he were a Nexus in the
    Force itself.

    She rushed to his side. "Harry!" she called. She felt his heartbeat still going
    strong, but she could not feel his Force presence at all. It felt as if somehow he
    were not even in his body. "Harry, wake up!"

    "Leia." It was not Harry's voice. She looked up and saw Obi-Wan slowly climbing
    up.

    "Master, I can't wake him."

    Obi-Wan knelt slowly down on the opposite side of the wizard and gently reached
    down to touch his eyes. "That is because he is not here."

    "Where is he?"

    "He is riding the Force, I suspect," Obi-Wan said. "We wondered, Yoda and I, if he
    would respond to being here. Come, we will take him back to the tent so that he can
    be comfortable."

    Even as Leia levitated her lover, she stared hard at Obi-Wan. "What do you mean,
    you wondered?"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    There were centaurs, though they looked different than the ones Harry
    knew—more human, somehow. The male centaurs were as bare as the females, and were all
    much smaller as well than the centaurs Harry had known. He realized the bodies were
    not actually those of horses, but of some smaller, similar creature. Moreover, these
    centaurs were Jedi. They carried their larger, slightly bulkier lightsabers and power
    packs where their narrow human hips melded into the quadruped body.

    Nearby, Harry saw a pair of extremely large humans—perhaps a little taller
    than Hagrid but smaller than true giants.

    And then there were the Veela—a grouping of stunningly beautiful, angelic
    girls with wings, feathered shoulders and an allure that was almost palpable. They
    stood on the promenade near the western ring of fountains, nervously watching as the
    three speakers from before approached with four newcomers.

    The newcomers wore oddly militaristic uniforms. Greaves and chest-plates were
    accentuated by brown robes of a similar but older cut than the modern Jedi robes,
    with tall, slightly bulbous helmets of silver. Their armour was gold, and highly
    detailed with motifs and arcane runes in a language that looked startlingly similar
    to ancient Atlantean.

    The four newcomers walked with stony expressions, hands behind their backs.
    Their lightsabers, like those of the rest, were connected to power packs at their
    hips by a long cable. The three speakers from before looked positively barbaric next
    to the newcomers, with half-kilts at the waists and bare torsos that accentuated the
    beauty of the females, and the strength of the man.

    "As you can see," the woman was saying, "there is no darkness in these beings.
    They were born of our own children and the Force. With the Force, we have made our
    children stronger, faster, and more beautiful. The Centaurs can run for days on end,
    while the giants are as strong as any ten men even without the force. Even their skin
    has been hardened against Force-swords and laser weapons. And of course, our
    daughters can fly and use the Force naturally to render enemies helpless just by
    their presence. And'aia, show the masters your fire."

    The stunning little girl from before raised a hand, and within her fingers a
    ball of fire gathered from the air itself. She threw it like a baseball, but it
    travelled as fast as a blaster bolt.

    "Search the Force," the woman said, begging. "You know these beings are not
    abominations. They are our children, and are beloved of all here. We do not wish
    conflict with the Council, truly we do not. We are not the Legions of Lettow who seek
    strength in the darkness of the Bogan. But we beg of you, do not ask us to
    destroy our own children. It is too much."

    "Tell me, XoXaan," one of the Jedi said to the white-skinned woman. "Did your
    daughter ask to be subjected to your…changes?"

    The woman name XoXaan lifted her chin. "Of course not, Master. She was unborn
    when the changes were wrought. It would be truly an act of darkness to change the
    nature of a being already born and alive, since to do so would cause untold
    pain."

    "So," another of the Jedi said, "all these…beings were changed while yet
    unborn?"

    "Yes," XoXaan said.

    "Is it not the height of hubris to shape life beyond its intended form before
    that life even has opportunity to give assent?" the first Jedi asked
    pointedly.

    "Ask them now, Masters," the man said. "Ask them if they suffer or regret
    their form."

    "Corduna Pall, you of all Jedi should know the futility in such an act," the
    fourth of the Jedi asked. He was not human, but rather a Duros. "They are now what
    they are, and know no other way of being. How can they know whether they would prefer
    their Force-intended forms, or these twisted obscenities you have forced upon them,
    without being given chance to know both?"

    The man's eyes narrowed. "Regardless of their form, it is their nature which I
    speak of. These are not creations of darkness."

    "And yet a darkness was used in their creation," the first, human Jedi said.
    "They are abomination." He stopped walking and the other Jedi master stopped as well,
    staring at the proto-Veela. "If truly you seek to stay within the liturgy of the
    Jedi, then you still stop all work with this…transfiguration of the flesh. As for the
    disposition of those already created…we will return to Ossus to meditate. Know,
    however, that often to accede to the Will of the Force is to learn to let go that
    which you fear most to lose."

    "Is that the Will of the Force, or the Will of the Council?" XoXaan
    asked.

    "They are, in this instance, the same," the head Jedi master said coolly. "We
    will return now."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Leia, Master Kenobi, I found my…what's wrong?" Luke ran into the tent clutching a
    sapphire crystal, only to come up short when he saw Leia sitting worriedly beside the
    couch that held a prone, motionless Harry Potter.

    "You didn't feel it?" Leia asked.

    Luke blinked as if slapped, such was the worry and fear he felt in his sister's
    words. "I'm sorry, but no. I'm…I'm not linked as closely to him as you are. And the
    crystal…my crystal…kind of drowned everything out."

    "Don't worry, Luke," Obi-Wan said as he emerged from the kitchen carrying tea.
    That much he could do. He handed a cup to Leia and sat himself on a chair near the
    couch. "I suspect Mr. Potter has unintentionally entered a Force trance. Physically
    he is fine."

    "But why can't I feel him?" Leia asked with an anguish Luke hadn't seen since
    Alderaan.

    "Because he is not here, in this time," Obi-wan explained.

    "Where would he be?"

    "That, my dear, is the question." Obi-Wan sipped his tea and regarded his Padawan
    intently. "I have hesitated to mention this to you, but do you understand that Mr.
    Potter is not like you or I?"

    "He's a wizard, yes, I know."

    "No, Leia. His friends on Avalon are wizards and witches. Mr. Potter is something
    more. You've heard his story, his talk of what his people called the Deathly Hallows.
    A wand that grants brutal power and makes a wizard nigh unbeatable save by treachery;
    a ring that can summon the souls of the dead; and finally a cloak of invisibility so
    powerful it can hide a soul from death itself. And when used together, they made the
    user a master of death. But the term, I think, is misleading. For Harry is not so
    much death's master as its slave. Death is a gift, for none of us were meant to live
    forever. It is a natural and good thing, though I admit it comes too early for too
    many. But Leia, Harry there is only fifteen years younger than I am and looks younger
    than you. His healing abilities are phenomenal. It is possible that he is truly
    immortal, or if not, then extraordinarily long-lived."

    Leia always knew that Harry was older than she was—they talked about it often
    enough. But looking at Obi-Wan's white hair and beard, and the weathered lines of his
    face, it was a startling comparison. "I know," she said softly.

    "Do you? What will you do when you are eighty, and Harry still looks like a
    teenager?"

    Leia's lower lip trembled. "You don't want me seeing him. You don't approve of
    us."

    "It is not my place to approve or not," Obi-Wan said, though it was obvious he
    disapproved anyway. "I merely wish you to be cognizant of the implications in what
    Harry is. I believe he is a good person, Leia. But he is not human, not any more.
    Perhaps he will discover during his journeys what he is. But you need to know that
    there is a very good chance that, while you will end in time, he will not."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The skies bristled with the hulking ships of the Republic and Orthodox Jedi
    fleets. Xoxaan and Corduna Pall, and hundreds of other Jedi, stood in concentric
    circles around three lorry-sized white crystals floating of their own accord in the
    centre of the promenade.

    The assembled Jedi chanted in unison, channelling unbelievable power through
    the three large crystals. Around them, thousands of other Jedi watched in fascination
    while sending their own power to those doing the chanting. By the very focus of their
    words, the chanting Jedi created rune patterns on the crystal that look vaguely
    familiar to Harry, at least in their intent if not their form.

    The Jedi were creating ward stones.

    As they all chanted, three figures step forward from the inner circle of Jedi.
    They included XoXaan, Corduna Pall, and the third woman Harry did not know, who was
    perhaps the most beautiful of all. She reminded Harry of home with her porcelain skin
    and bright, flame-red hair. They stepped forward until each of them stood between one
    of the three massive crystals and the rings of chanting Jedi around them. The
    chanters increased the rhythm of their chanting, and to this increased tempo the
    three Jedi reached up and out. With their left hand they touched the crystal in front
    of them, while with their right they reached out to the one beside, until the three
    formed a taut circle around the three closely aligned crystals.

    Suddenly the white crystals surged with red magic. The three Jedi in the
    center screamed so loudly for a time they drowned out the chanting of those around
    them. Red steaks of lightning sparked through each of the three as they convulsed
    with power no human body was ever meant to channel.

    Suddenly it was over. From each of the three great ward stones came a single
    shard that floated to each of the three that now collapsed on the ground. When the
    shards were delivered, the now blood-red ward crystals shot up and away to the three
    corners of the temple, creating a visible dome of protective energy that expanded as
    the crystals flewt, until the whole of the library and temple was covered. Almost
    immediately, the sky caught fire as the fleet above rained down not turbolaser
    blasts, but asteroids. The fleet was using mass drivers because this was a time well
    before such technology as turbolasers, but the barrage was no less deadly for the
    lack of the newer weapons.

    Stones as large as buildings impacted the world at near relativistic speed and
    unleashed explosions that ripped apart the sky and the ground below. One fiery
    asteroid impacted the ward dome itself. The assembled Jedi screamed in terror, but
    the asteroid shattered on the unbelievable power of the ward. The laws of physics,
    however, remained. The whole library grounds and promenade sank into the earth by a
    dozen feet from the sheer kinetic energy of the blow, while elsewhere around the once
    rich and fertile planet the crust cracked and broke under the onslaught.

    Then all Harry could see was darkness.

    From the darkness came a single pulse of red light, a flicker of warmth in the
    cold that grew steadily brighter as it approached Harry's perception. Until, at the
    last, he stood looking at Lily Potter.

    "Mother?"He whispered, too shocked to even find his full voice.

    "I am not your mother, Harry Potter," the woman said, and he could see now
    that her cheeks were set higher than his mother's, her eyes brown instead of green.
    It was the third Jedi he saw. "Though you carry my legacy in your blood. I am Hekate,
    and with my husband Corduna and our dear friend XoXaan, we saved our people from the
    hypocrisy of the Jedi Order. All it cost was our mortality."

    The darkness in the distance lit up like a stage in a theatre, and Harry saw
    the temple again framed by a wall of red-hot lava kept at bay only by the wards. In
    the centre of the promenade rested two large ships.

    "Our world was shattered beyond repair, and so a choice was made," Hekate
    explained. She spoke with a calm, heavy gravitas as she pointed. "Xoxaan chose to
    fight the Orthodoxy, as did my husband and son Arjuna Pall and many others."

    The white-skinned woman, untouched by age, gathered a force of angry men and
    women who climbed aboard the shuttle. With them came some of the giants, centaurs,
    and many of the feathered, winged Veela.

    "But others chose to save what remained of our people." Into the second
    shuttle walked the children and mothers of the Jedi sect, with even more of the
    Veela, a few centaurs and a handful of the Hagrid-sized giants. And last, her hand on
    the shoulder of a grandson with a shock of black hair, walked the proto-witch named
    Hekate.

    "They're going to Earth," Harry realized, speaking softly. "And their ship is
    going to crash land in the Atlantic Ocean, a few hundred miles west of the Straits of
    Gibraltar."

    He turned and looked at the woman who could have been his mother's sister.
    "You were the first magicals on Earth."

    She nodded and held out her hand. Three red crystals hovered above her palm, a
    shard of each of the great ward stones of Adega he saw earlier. "We carried with us
    these holy relics of our first and last great act of magic on this world, while our
    brethren went forth to fight a war we had no hope of ever winning. I was chosen to be
    the keeper of the Adega wards so that someday we might return. But my brethren and
    family lost themselves to the fight and became that which the Jedi always accused us
    of being. I and our children went instead to a primitive world that knew of the Force
    only in passing, and knew nothing at all, of the greater galaxy. And on this world we
    made our home."

    The darkness beyond them lit up again, and Harry saw Veela running free in the
    forests of what would one-day be Bulgaria, enticing hapless travellers to their beds
    before slaughtering and eating them. Giants grew bigger and stronger as they absorbed
    the ambient magic of Earth's unusually powerful ley lines, while the Centaurs went
    apart to seek meaning in the stars.

    All the time, Hekate stayed with her descendants even if from a distance, in
    turn worshipped or reviled as a deity to be feared or loved, unending as always,
    until finally she came across three of her own descendants many eons later. She saw
    within them destinies that would shape the world for centuries to come.

    Harry watched, as if in the audience of a play, as Hekate, wishing to end her
    curse of immortality in a way that would not damn another soul to eternity of life,
    tore her own magic apart by removing the three shards of Adega ward stones from her
    body, where they had lodged to become a part of her very magic. She shaped the shards
    into objects the primitive wizards could understand—a cloak, a stone and a wand. And
    the Peverell brothers took them gladly, thinking it was death itself they spoke with,
    rather than their ancient ancestor.

    What the brothers never knew was how Hekate walked away broken in magic and
    frail in body, and all too mortal. She died mere days later, content to become one
    with the Force at long last.

    "Why me?" Harry whispered.

    "Better you than your children," Hekate said without pity. "Better you than
    your friends. Who else would you have chosen in your stead? Because only you were
    strong enough to carry the burden again. Just like my world, yours was condemned by
    fate and the Force. And just like my world, only by the sacrifice of the most
    powerful could any of your people hope to live."

    Drawn to this ancient, powerful figure, Harry said, "Were you happy?"

    "There were times," she allowed with a sad smile. "Cherish your brief moments,
    Harry Potter. They will be few, but all the precious for that rarity. But they will
    sustain you on the long journey of your life."

    Harry smiled at her, his heart surging. "You know, I really only came for a
    lightsaber."

    "Lightsabers are for Jedi," Hekate said, for the first time allowing the hint
    of a smile to grace her striking features. "You, Harry Potter, are a wizard. Take
    what you have learned here, child. Use it to protect your own people, my
    progeny."

    And just like that, Harry opened his eyes to see Leia propped on the edge of the
    couch where he lay, holding his hands and looking worriedly down at him. "Hey, Short
    Stuff," he whispered with a smile as his heart surged at the sight of her. "Miss
    me?"

    

    sp
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    Chapter Twenty-Eight: Déjà vu Miss
    Me?

    Given the late hour reported by their chronometers, the three Jedi and Harry
    elected to stay a second evening in the cavern. Harry for his part agreed because he
    was physically and emotionally exhausted from his vision of the colony's past; the
    others because their quest for their crystals took hours and hours and left them numb
    with their own exhaustion.

    Harry didn't tell the obviously curious Obi-Wan what he saw, only that he had a
    vision of the ghosts of the old Jedi library and temple. They ate a simple dinner of
    Imperial ration packs since Harry wasn't up to cooking, and the others lacked the
    wands necessary to make the tent's magical appliances actually work.

    They sought their beds in separate rooms, though Harry had to smile when Leia
    joined him without hesitation. It wasn't something either of them even thought about
    any more—they belonged together.

    "So what was it like, when you found your crystal?" he asked her when they were
    finally under the covers of his bed.

    Leia sighed as she snuggled next to him, cleaving closely to his body. "It was
    like finding a part of me I didn't even know existed. When I found it, I felt
    complete, somehow."

    Harry nodded and held her close; a minute later she poked him in the chest.

    "What?"

    "Are you really going to make me ask?" she demanded.

    With a sigh, Harry said, "The Jedi here were not victims of Sith, or the Dark
    Jedi, or whatever. They were slaughtered by the Jedi Order itself because they were
    different."

    Leia propped her head up on her hand to look at him better. "What do you
    mean?"

    "From what I understand, the early Jedi were philosophers. They studied and tried
    to learn from the Force. But at some point, Jedi theories and belief became a
    religious liturgy—an orthodoxy. And once a belief stops being based on observation
    and reason and instead become based on religious fervor, it becomes inflexible and
    intolerant. The Adega Jedi were experimenting with facets of the Force that the
    Orthodox Jedi disapproved of. And, I'll admit, some of it was wrong. They were using
    the Force to alter their own children."

    "By the stars, into what?"

    Examining this incredible woman, Harry said, "On my world, there were dozens of
    magical creatures. You've seen a few of the surviving stock we have—hippogriffs and
    what have you. But there were also sentient magical beings like Fleur—Veela,
    centaurs, goblins and giants. Beings that had many human traits, but were magically
    imbued into something else. According to the vision I saw, those beings were created
    here, on Adega."

    "What…"

    "The magical races of Earth are the descendants of the fugitives who chose to flee
    Adega instead of fight," Harry said. "The first true witch was born here, on Adega.
    Her name was Hekate, which I suppose was the origin of the witch-goddess of my own
    people. And the Deathly Hallows I carry—they are the keys to the ward stones that
    protected the Adega Jedi library and temple when the Jedi fleet bombed the world into
    ash. Those ward crystals are still here, and because I have the key I'm going to be
    able to use them. I'm going to be able to reactivate them and take them with me back
    to Avalon, where we can use them to protect the children of their creators once more.
    So, instead of a lightsaber crystal, I'll be getting ward stones of unbelievable
    power. A fair trade, all in all."

    "It's so hard to believe that Jedi would do that to other Jedi, though," Leia
    whispered.

    "Is it? What did Obi-Wan tell you about Anakin and your mother?"

    "That they kept the marriage secret." Leia thought of her own answer and nodded.
    "Yes, I understand. If the Jedi had accepted his marriage and helped protect her,
    there was a chance Anakin would never have fallen."

    "Yoda is a powerful Jedi master, but his mind feels like crystal. Brilliant,
    definitely light, but hard and unyielding. It is impossible for him to accept new
    ideas. He does not approve of us, but he and Obi-Wan are both convinced the future
    lies with Luke. They've essentially written you off as a Jedi because of me. In fact,
    back on Yavin he seemed to be suggesting I try to get you to run off with me. Would
    have simplified his training with Luke, I bet."

    "Harry, I don't believe that. Obi-Wan has trained me as much as Luke."

    "But which of you carries Anakin's lightsaber?"

    "Harry…"

    "Leia, when I was a little boy, a powerful old wizard saw the scar on my forehead,
    and, with a prophecy in mind, decided that I was the only one who could defeat the
    wizard who killed my parents. My entire life was designed to create a martyr who
    would have both the courage to sacrifice, and the lack of self-worth to think the
    sacrifice worth it. I'll give this to Obi-Wan—at least he's teaching Luke to fight.
    But you should know that he had no intention of telling you who your parents were. It
    was Luke's instinctive recognition of you, and me telling him it wasn't his secret to
    keep, that you were brought into the fold. But at the end of the day, it was Luke
    Obi-Wan chose to stay close to on Tattooine. That's because, at the end of the day,
    he and Yoda believe it is Luke who will face your father."

    "And you got all this from Yoda's mind?"

    "No, I got all this because the same damn thing happened to me."

    "So, where does that leave me?"

    Harry leaned over and kissed her freely. "It leaves you free to live how you want,
    to be the greatest Jedi ever, or to be the president of the Federation or Alliance or
    whatever you want to call it. It means the future is yours. I just hope you let me be
    a part of it."

    "Well, you did help get me my crystal, so I'm not sure what good you are to me
    now," she said with a grin. "But if I think of something, I'll let you know."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    It was still there when they went searching the next morning.

    Harry stood at the crest of a pile of scree that had fallen from the edge of the
    cavern over the past seven thousand years, his breather straining with the cloud of
    pumice dust in the air, and stared at the ward crystal.

    With absent waves of his hand, he cast a series of banishing and cleansing spells
    that made the air breathable for the three Jedi who came up the dangerously unstable
    slope behind him. But he had only eyes for the ten-foot tall crystal. When he first
    uncovered it, the crystal looked to be a dusty, dull shade of red. But just like
    Leia's and Luke's lightsaber crystal, the ward crystal began to pulse with the
    beating of Harry's heart the closer he climbed, somehow sensing that he carried a
    part of the crystal within his own magic.

    "I don't think that would make a good lightsaber crystal," Luke noted.

    Harry was so far gone in his fascination with the ward he could not tell if the
    young Jedi was being sarcastic or literal. Given that Harry's stated goal on the trip
    was to obtain a lightsaber crystal, perhaps he was trying to be helpful.

    "Lightsabers are for Jedi," he echoed absently as he carefully scrambled down into
    the pit he dug with his magic. The crystal continued to blink with its own brilliant
    light. Somehow knowing it was necessary, Harry lightly cut his palm, and when his
    hand was coated in blood he placed it against the crystal.

    He felt the drain immediately, as if a siphon suddenly sucked every erg of magic
    he possessed from his core. He gasped and collapsed to his knees, but did not break
    contact since beside him the blinking light suddenly shone a solid, near-blinding
    red. The crystal pinged like a giant bell that echoed through the
    cavern.

    "Harry!" Leia cried in alarm.

    "It's okay, it's recharging and attuning itself to me." Harry shouted as if trying
    to be heard over a storm, though it was a sound only he could hear. He had no choice
    but to open himself to the Force. As the energy began pouring back into his body, the
    crystal pulled it out again just as quickly, until Harry's body became nothing but a
    conduit for the powerful crystal.

    In the farthest corners of the dim cavern, two echoing red stars suddenly burned
    free of their debris, illuminating the whole space.

    "Force," Luke whispered. "Ben, can you feel it?"

    Harry certainly could—the energy pulsing through him began to burn like Fiendfyre,
    flowing faster than his magic core could process. He was channeling energy originally
    intended for three others each as powerful as he was, and he realized with a shock
    that, Master of Death or not, it was killing him.

    It was at that point that Leia pulled her own Harry Potter—something at once
    astoundingly brave, utterly selfless, and completely and uncharacteristically stupid.
    She jumped to his side and jammed her hand against the crystal, cutting her palm on
    it and initiating another power channel, while at the same time grabbing his hand, as
    if somehow she had shared his vision of the Adegan Jedi.

    Then she too screamed as the power began to flow from the wounded Force of the
    planet into the crystal through her body as well as his. Just reducing the load by
    half allowed Harry's core to begin processing the power flow better. With the power
    and the very essence of life pouring around them, Harry could not see with his
    eyes.

    He saw with Power. He saw the power ripping through Leia's body with the same
    fierce intensity that it did with Xoxaan, Hekate and Corduna Pall seven thousand
    years ago. And just like then, he saw her body respond in an effort to save itself.
    Her very soul began to build a buffer within her body, a field that absorbed and
    processed the raw, destructive power that poured into it in a way that protected her
    flesh and her life, but still allowed the power to flow back out.

    He realized with a numbing shock completely outside the agony of his own
    channeling that the ward stones were doing to Leia exactly what they did to Hekate,
    the penultimate mother of Earth's magical races. It was turning Leia into a
    witch.

    The flow finally began to slow. The stone they selected was pulling power not just
    for itself, but for the entire ancient ward matrix. Even so, all three of the
    crystals were finally nearly empowered. With the reduction in the flow of power, he
    became aware of Leia's agonized gasping and the hard, crushing grip of her hand in
    his.

    He felt new shards from the other two crystals flying toward them, completing a
    new key to the ward scheme that complemented Harry's own. Though he could not see it,
    he knew the first shard key was already within Leia. The other two metaphysical
    shards plunged into her chest like non-corporeal bullets, wracking her body with
    spasms as they sank into that newly formed Force-buffer that Harry's people called a
    magical core.

    Abruptly, it was done. The Force stopped flowing, and in its stead only magic
    remained. Leia moaned and collapsed on top of him, but he was too exhausted and
    injured to do more than cushion her fall as he fell too. Luke and Obi-Wan scrambled
    closer, but Harry managed to hold them off.

    "Don't touch us just yet," Harry said tiredly. "We're probably charged up enough
    to kill you."

    "What happened?" Obi-Wan demanded.

    "Leia saved my life," Harry said. "The wards needed three to activate, I wasn't
    enough. The two of us were, if just barely. She's now as keyed into these ward stones
    as I am."

    He didn't mention her new magical core—Kenobi had his secrets, Harry felt no need
    to share all of theirs. For in his mind, Harry had no doubt at all that Leia and he
    were a single unit now. More than a unit...

    "Harry?" Leia whispered. Her voice was as hoarse as it was after her Death Star
    torture sessions.

    "We did it," he whispered. He hugged her close in trembling arms. "Thank you,
    Leia. You did it. You saved me. You probably just saved our people."

    She was too exhausted to pick out the choice of pronoun.

    Obi-Wan, however, did notice.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Luke kept looking at the ten-foot tall, brilliantly glowing red ward stone that
    floated down behind them like an obedient dog. Harry and Leia walked hand in hand,
    shoulders slumped with exhaustion, uncaring. Harry could feel the other two stones
    approaching them at the same pace—the structure of the ward matrix required that the
    stones maintain a fixed shape and distance. When powered, if one moved inward, the
    others moved in at the same time to maintain the general triangular matrix shape.

    No one spoke, for which Harry was intensely grateful. His whole body thrummed with
    pain, and he knew Leia was hurting even more than he did. Moreover, she would not be
    able to figure out why she hurt because she did not grow up with a magical core, so
    she had no idea how to identify what she felt as magical exhaustion.

    He gripped her hand, and she gripped his, and they walked back through the vast
    black emptiness of the cavern to the small point of light that was their tent
    followed by the floating embodiment of a planet's soul.

    Luke hung back more and more from them, his hands held flat at his side as if he
    was trying to feel something under them. Harry and Leia couldn't afford the energy to
    wait, though Obi-Wan lingered between them. All Harry knew as that the tent was
    ahead, and with it a bath and food.

    When finally they reached the tent, the two other ward stones hovered just twenty
    feet away, glowing so brilliantly they seemed to illuminate the whole cavern. The one
    that followed them stopped as well as Harry and Leia tiredly walked into the
    tent.

    Neither hesitated to step into the bath which was instantly filled with hot water.
    Harry helped Leia peel back her slightly singed clothes while she helped him from his
    battered uniform, and the two slipped into the water with barely enough energy to
    wash the accumulated pumice dust from their skin and hair.

    Once that was done, they collapsed into bed without a word, food forgotten, and
    were sound asleep seconds later.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "The planet is dead," Luke said softly as he and Obi-Wan arrived at the tent just
    as Harry and Leia were finishing their bath. "They drained the Force energy from the
    whole world."

    Obi-Wan nodded as he pulled his beard with more force than necessary. "During the
    Great Sith Wars, the Jedi Council learned that the first Sith Emperor had essentially
    made himself immortal by draining the life energy of an entire world in a similar
    fashion," Obi-Wan said.

    The implications hit Luke like a rock. "Are you saying what happened was of the
    Dark Side?"

    "My young friend, the taking of energy from one being to another is one of the
    basic tenants of the Dark Side of the Force. From what I learned while there, the
    Avalon Colony uses wards they buried in the ground that take the life energy of the
    planet itself to create protective barriers. Harry's people think nothing of this—it
    is perfectly normal to them. But the Force must be in balance. You cannot take
    without replacing."

    "Harry doesn't feel dark, though."

    Obi-Wan simply nodded. "No, and neither do his people. But think about what their
    magic does, Luke. They can create matter from nothingness. And yet instead of helping
    the normal people of their world like the Jedi did, they instead hid away from them
    and never shared their abilities for the betterment of the greater race. They delved
    into powers the Force itself screams against. And have you considered what it means
    that Harry was able to tune himself into one of the greatest crimes ever committed by
    Dark Jedi?"

    "Master?"

    Obi-Wan sighed and regarded the tent where Anakin's daughter was even now sleeping
    with the subject of their discussion. "Though it was known only by the High Council,
    the fact is that the Jedi on Adega formed a Dark Cult and were destroyed by the Jedi
    Order. It was Jedi born and trained right here that later formed the Sith Empire.
    They were using the Force to pervert life itself, committing crimes so heinous the
    old Order called them sins. Yoda and I suspected, when we first encountered Harry and
    his people, that they were not a separate race that developed magic, but the product
    of the Dark experiments done here which warped their ability to use the Force. After
    all, the same thing happened on Dathomir.

    "It was when Harry discussed Veela that we knew for sure, for those creatures were
    created right here and were recorded in the archives of the Jedi temple. The witches
    and wizards of Earth are the perverted offspring of the Adegan's Dark Jedi—the same
    people who also founded the Sith Order."

    Luke's blue eyes bulged in horror. "What can we do, Master?"

    "For now? Nothing. We can do nothing until the Jedi Order is strong again. But we
    must remember who and what these witches and wizards are. We can never forget."

    Luke nodded, subdued and frightened by the lesson.

    In the tent, Harry stirred, his dreams disturbed by memories of genocide long
    past.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry felt eyes on him. Blinking blearily, he turned his head and saw Leia staring
    at him, her lips parted and her hair a fright. She wore no cosmetics and her eyes
    were caked from sleep and days spent in a cavern filled with pumice dust. Within the
    tent she did not need her breather, but she looked exhausted even after a long day
    and night of sleep.

    She looked so beautiful he felt a pulling ache in his chest just looking at
    her.

    "I'm different," she said softly. Her sonorous voice sent a chill down his back.
    Whatever thoughts he had the previous day of not telling her fell out a window. Of
    course this brilliant woman, trained in the Force, would detect her own magical
    core.

    Wordlessly, he nodded.

    "Is this…is this what happened to that woman you told me about?"

    "They were prepared to give their lives to power the wards," Harry said softly.
    "Do you remember the friends I told you about on Earth, the ones that stayed behind?
    They keyed their magic—their very souls—into the wards to give them the power to
    protect the school. The three Jedi I saw did the same. Each of them was gifted a
    shard from the crystals, but the two that decided to fight gave them to the third—a
    woman named Hekate. On my world, she was regarded as the patron goddess of witches
    and magic. It's because she herself was the mother of witchcraft and wizardry."

    "What I feel? It's magic, isn't it?"

    "You have a magical core now," Harry said. "Ordinarily you'd get a wand, but the
    ward keys act as wands, at least mine do. You could learn magic just like I do
    it."

    He watched as her mind processed his words, and the whole eternity of implications
    within them. Slowly she reached up a hand and rubbed his cheek. "I'm like you now,"
    she finally said.

    "Yes."

    Her kiss was fierce and hungry, and he barely had time to register it before she
    swung a leg over and mounted him, loving him with a ferocity that left them both
    sweating and boneless. Finally, collapsed on his chest, she spoke in a deep, throaty
    voice. "What are your intentions regarding me, Mr. Potter?"

    "Well, I feel compelled to do the honorable thing, Princess Leia," he said. "But
    I'm not sure your biological father will give me permission for your hand. We didn't
    get along well during our first meeting."

    Leia's laugh billowed out of control, a hysterical release of pain, desire, hope
    and sadness. By the time she gathered herself, there were tears in her eyes and a
    smile on her red, swollen lips. "Would you?"

    "I am, right now," Harry said. "I have the biggest damn engagement stones in the
    universe right outside. Marry me, Leia."

    Leia laughed again before resting her head on his chest. "Oh Harry, oh stars
    above, I love you. After Alderaan, I didn't think I could love again. But I do. Yes.
    A thousand times yes."

    They showered again, and after Harry cast cleansing charms they dressed and packed
    their things for the return. When they left their room, they found Obi-Wan meditating
    in the living area. "Good morning," he said simply.

    Leia's cheeks pinked, and Harry understood why. Whether the old Jedi heard
    anything they did or not, he and Luke almost certainly felt it through the Force.
    After all, Harry might have known Occlumency, but Leia did not.

    Fortunately, Obi-Wan was tactful if nothing else. "Your brother reminded me that
    Master Yoda asked for additional crystals for his students, and so he has gone out to
    seek additional crystals."

    "Oh, that's a good idea," Leia said. "I'll join him."

    She fled the tent, leaving two men who were not so far apart in years, if not in
    appearance. "Are you recovered, then?" Obi-Wan asked.

    Harry snorted and went into the kitchen for a ration kit. "Recovered enough," he
    said, when he returned with the meal. He sat on the couch and began to ravenously
    devour the processed food. Even as he ate, though, he regarded the old Jedi. "So,
    have you and Luke been having fun talking about us behind our backs?"

    "Why would we do that?" Obi-Wan asked with one elegantly raised brow.

    Harry snorted again and put aside the now empty meal. "You knew about this place,
    didn't you? It's real history. You heard of a lady named Xoxaan?"

    "If memory serves, she was the Marchioness of the Dark Jedi's Black Legion and one
    of eleven Dark Jedi exiled from the Republic following the Hundred Year's Darkness.
    Later history would show those eleven made their way to Korriban and founded the Sith
    Empire. History records that she, personally, murdered over forty Jedi knights."

    "They murdered her daughter," Harry said with a shrug. "The Jedi started the fight
    because they were intolerant."

    Harry noted the older man's back stiffen. "When it comes to the Dark Side of the
    Force, Mr. Potter, there can be no tolerance."

    "The problem comes with who defines what's dark and light, doesn't it?" Harry
    said. "Sometimes the line isn't so easy to draw. I'll admit what the Jedi on Adega
    were doing was wrong. That type of experimentation was as illegal and vile in the
    magical world as the Jedi found it back then. But we did not try to slaughter the
    products of the experimentation. It might have been an imperfect balance, but
    eventually magicals learned to live with the sentient species around us."

    "They were twisting the Force to warp their own children into monstrous shapes,"
    Obi-Wan said. He spoke with tight enunciation.

    "Yes: Veela, centaurs and giants. I saw them, what they designed. They were
    looking for ways to make more effective fighters to fulfill the role of peacekeepers.
    As I said, it was wrong. I'm not going to justify what they did. What I condemn is
    the Jedi's heavy-handed response to it. Xoxaan begged the Jedi delegates to spare the
    children already born. She promised they would stop, because they did not want
    conflict. Know what the Jedi Council said? They told this mother that it was the will
    of the Force that they learn to let go that which they feared most to lose."

    Harry could see the words impact Obi-Wan like a blow, and in that instant he knew.
    "And that's what Yoda told Anakin, when he came to seek counsel, isn't it?"

    "How could you know that?" Obi-Wan demanded.

    "I spent almost a year training with the hypocritical little troll. He told me all
    about Anakin Skywalker. Those were Yoda's exact words. And how did that work
    out?"

    "You don't understand…"

    "I understand that in your arrogance, in your close-minded faith in yourselves and
    your own orthodoxy, the Jedi pushed yet another brilliant, talented Jedi into
    darkness the same way your predecessors did to Xoxaan, Carduna and Arjuna Pall, and
    my ancestor Hekate."

    The words were out, and Harry could see Obi-Wan's mind working with the same speed
    and brilliance as Leia's. "Is that what you saw?"

    "It's what I felt. The Deathly Hallows are the key to those ward stones. That's
    why I was able to activate them. The Jedi who could not bear to fight their brethren
    fled, while Xoxaan and the others fought to cover their retreat. And it should be
    noted, Obi-Wan—Xoxaan only began to fight after the Jedi destroyed Adega. It
    was the Jedi Council itself who started the Hundred Years Darkness."

    "You cannot know that, Mr. Potter," Obi-Wan said. "Your entire perception is based
    on a limited point of view."

    "The dead cannot lie, Kenobi," Harry said. "Not when in my presence. I saw it
    happen. I saw the Jedi Council members condemn the children of Adega in front of
    their faces. You can't argue point of view there, old man. Not this time." Harry took
    a deep breath to calm down. "My people welcomed you into our arms. Tell me now, and
    know that I am scanning you for the truth. Do you and Yoda consider my people Dark
    Siders?"

    With as much pride and nobility as the Jedi could muster, Obi-Wan said, "We fear
    that is a possibility, yes."

    Harry sighed and stared intently at the old man. "And you've shared that fear with
    Luke, of course. Turning siblings against each other—what a quaint old Jedi
    tradition. Get up, we're leaving."

    Harry spun and left the tent while fighting with every ounce of control he had not
    to lose his temper. He waited only long enough for Obi-Wan to clear the tent with his
    back before summoning the rest of their belongings out and then packing the tent up.
    Luke and Leia were just returning, each with a back of crystals slung over their
    shoulders.

    "We're leaving?" Luke asked in surprise.

    "Yeah, I've had enough," Harry said. Ignoring the others, he stepped to the ward
    stone and placed a hand on it. Since it was fully powered he didn't have to worry
    about it pulling anything. Within the stone he felt a strange, alien presence—a
    sentience at once wildly alien and yet familiar. He envisioned the interior of the
    assault shuttle as if he were about to Apparate, and with that silent communication
    all three stones suddenly disappeared.

    "What happened?" Luke asked, startled.

    "They teleported themselves to the shuttle," Leia said.

    "How do you know?" Luke asked.

    "I felt them," she said with a pretty little blush.

    "Come on," Harry said brusquely. To take the edge of his tone, he held out a hand
    for Leia. Though questioning his suddenly dark mood, she took the hand in hers and
    they started back up the long stone path.

    Given how quickly a wonderful morning went to hell, and given their track record,
    it should not have surprised Harry at all when they found Darth Vader at the top of
    the tunnel waiting for them. But it did.

    Harry, first out, only had time to shout an alarmed warning before he felt himself
    in a powerful Force-grip that pulled him up from the cavern mouth. He tried to
    Apparate, but felt again the now familiar dampening effect of gravitons interfering
    with his magic, and so had no way avoid the slashing red saber.

    It moved so fast…he hit the hard, jagged black rock of the peak with a wizard
    bounce and looked down in shock to find both legs and one arm simply gone, only
    burned stubs to give any indication he once had limbs. In the distance, Leia screamed
    his name even as she shot out of the cavern mouth. She had no lightsaber, but she
    wielded the Force. Luke emerged behind and he did have a saber. And behind them came
    Obi-Wan.

    But Harry didn't care. "Bugger me," he muttered as the pain finally hit, along
    with the realization he had literally been dismembered.

    

    sp
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    Chapter Twenty-Nine: Family Reunion

    It should have hurt more. The thought kept pounding its way through Harry
    Potter's mind as he stared at the cauterized stumps that were his legs and left arm.
    He felt a deep throbbing, but the pain came from his knees, calves and elbow, and
    that just didn't make sense at all.

    Just a dozen feet away, three Jedi were engaged in a life-or-death struggle
    against Darth Vader, but all Harry could think of was why it didn't hurt as badly to
    be dismembered as he thought it would, and why the pain he felt was for limbs that
    weren't there.

    Gradually, though, Occlumency and training began to break through the shock.
    Though he had never lost a limb in duty before, his friend Ron had. And Harry watched
    as the medic in their unit deftly reattached it, since it was lost not through dark
    magic, but due to a conjured blade.

    Accio arm. Being one of the first pieces of advanced magic he learned
    outside of the Patronus, Harry normally didn't even have to think about the
    incantation. However, he recognized the signs of shock within himself and so did
    everything he could to simplify matters.

    His severed arm came flying over the edge of the ragged peak, torn and bloodied
    from its fall but otherwise intact. He slowed its approach with simple levitation
    until, with his remaining arm, he grabbed it. He had to shiver—the dead flesh felt
    cool already, cool and rubbery. Blood was beginning to seep from the cauterized end,
    just as it was from his stub.

    Realizing what he was about to do would hurt, Harry conjured a mouth piece, put it
    in and bit down, and then shoved the severed limb against the stub. He had only a
    second to cast the knitting charm before his sight narrowed to a small pinpoint of
    light surrounded by darkness.

    Fortunately (or unfortunately), he did not entirely pass out. The pinpoint
    expanded back into his full field of vision, albeit one tinted red and blurry at the
    edges with involuntary tears. He looked and saw the charm already working—the first
    time he felt something directly from the reattached arm he bent over gasping in
    agony.

    And he had to do it two more times.

    On the ridge nearby, Obi-Wan was down and Leia was wielding his saber, pairing
    with Luke with perfect timing as only twins could accomplish. It was enough to at
    least hold the individually superior Vader at bay.

    "Accio legs," Harry gasped aloud.

    They came—two legs with tattered, severed pant legs attached to each. Before he
    began the procedure, he jammed a forefinger into the stub of his right leg just
    inches from his groin and cast his most powerful numbing charm. He did the same for
    the other stub, and only then attached each leg. He made damned sure he was placing
    the right leg on his right thigh and left on his left—he did not want to have to do
    this again.

    When the knitting charms were cast, he removed the numbing charm, since only by
    doing so would the knitting charm actually work. This time, when his vision dimmed,
    not even a pinpoint was left.

    And yet, oblivion was once again brief. Harry blinked back awake just moments
    later, gasping in agony from the reattachment of his limbs, to see Vader tossing Leia
    to one side as if she were a doll while simultaneously holding Luke at bay with his
    saber and Force-blasting Obi-Wan in the face. Through the haze of his own pain, Harry
    felt certain that if he had not caught Vader by surprise and had his disapparition
    available, the Dark Lord would have killed him on the Death Star.

    As powerful as Luke was in the Force, Vader was a hurricane of rage and power. It
    did not take a genius to see how this fight was going to end. Despite it all, Kenobi
    kept his mouth shut, because he wouldn't want to give any secrets away.

    A surge of disgust warred momentarily with the pain, and when Harry could breathe
    again, he called out, "Anakin Skywalker! Meet your son."

    His call was just in time. The blade which was about to cleave Luke's head from
    his shoulders shifted a fraction of an inch and instead took the boy's hand off at
    the wrist. Luke screamed in pain and backed away as his hand and now inactive saber
    fell.

    Vader spun to Harry, blade at the ready. "What foolishness is this?!"

    "Look at them, you idiot!" Harry shouted.

    Behind them, Obi-Wan shouted, "Harry, no!"

    "Shut up, you self-righteous hypocrite!" Harry shouted right back. To the
    rock-still Vader, Harry said, "You had her just inches from your face, torturing her
    every day. Didn't you recognize her, Anakin? Didn't you see any of her mother in the
    colour of her eyes, or her hair? I've seen pictures—they could have been sisters,
    instead of mother and daughter. Did turning evil make you stupid and blind as well,
    not to recognize your own daughter? Doesn't the Force tell you it was your own son
    you just mutilated?"

    Vader took a step toward Harry, his blade poised to strike. "What poison is
    this?"

    "Your emperor lied to you, Vader," Harry said, having to fight not to gasp from
    the pain of his own limbs. "She was still alive, with your unborn twins inside. It's
    all there, in R2-D2's holographic memory banks. But you don't need that—look at her.
    Look at Luke! Open yourself to the Force and you will know they are your
    children."

    "You have gone too far, Harry Potter!" Obi-Wan rose to his full height, his anger
    burning in his eyes. "You profess to love Leia, but you have betrayed her! You've
    betrayed us all!"

    Vader moved so fast that, if at that moment he had struck at Harry, the wizard
    would have died instantly. He pivoted on his heel and with a roar sent his saber
    flying like a pinwheel through the air so fast all Harry could perceive as a flash of
    light and the Doppler-hum of the sword through the air.

    It did not imbed itself clean through the older Jedi. It sliced his torso open in
    a two-foot long gash from his right shoulder into his chest. The saber continued
    behind him, looping on its own in a parabolic arc until it returned to Vader's
    grip.

    "Ben!" Luke screamed in anguish. Nearby, a stunned Leia drunkenly tried to climb
    to her feet, but Harry could see a bruise the size of Vader's fist on her temple. Any
    other person would have died from the blow; even with the Force and the beginnings of
    magic, she could only stumble weakly to Harry's side.

    Vader, saber still in hand, walked to Obi-Wan, who somehow was still on his knees
    and staring in shock. "Is it true, old man?" Vader snarled. "Are they my
    children?"

    "Her last words were that there was good in you," Obi-Wan gasped, before he
    toppled over dead to the ground.

    Leia collapsed to Harry's side. "Why did you tell him?" she whispered weakly. "Oh
    Harry, why did you tell him?"

    There were too many thoughts for Harry to articulate as a virtual flood of
    Stormtroopers arrived at the peak, weapons at the ready. With frightening casualness,
    Vader summoned both Luke's and Obi-Wans swords and hooked them to his belt. "Bind the
    boy's wounds and take him to the shuttle," Vader ordered. "He is a Jedi—be on
    guard."

    "Yes, m'lord," one of the troopers said. Luke, stunned as much by the turn of
    events as his wound, made no effort to resist as the troopers carried him off. Harry,
    though, silently summoned the boy's hand.

    Vader, showing power and instincts of a true warrior, snatched the flying hand out
    of the air. "No," he said. He tossed the hand over the edge of the cliff again. "Some
    lessons must be remembered."

    Harry sighed in disappointment. "Believe me, I'm going to remember this. You have
    no idea how much it hurts to put limbs on again."

    "So, you are not as quick-tongued as before," Vader said dangerously.

    "Yeah, well, in my defence I didn't know I was insulting Leia's grandmother, did
    I?"

    Leia, fighting not to pass out, said, "If you hurt him, I will kill you. With the
    Force as my witness, I will kill you."

    "He's not going to kill me, Leia," Harry assured her as he rested a hand on her
    back and fed magic into her. He could feel the ward keys healing her just like they
    did him. "He didn't even know about you and Luke—he was here for me. Right,
    Vader?"

    More troopers surrounded them. "Stand up," Vader ordered.

    Harry, though, shook his head with a disgusted laugh. "You just cut off both my
    legs, and she's concussed. You've won—I'm not trying to resist. I just really can't
    stand up right now."

    "You've reattached them," Vader noted coldly.

    "And in an hour or two, I'll even be able to use them," Harry said. "Maybe. But
    not right now." He sighed and held Leia closely.

    "What are you to my daughter?"

    "He's my fiancé," Leia hissed. "But after this stunt, I'm not sure any more."

    "That is for the best," Vader said.

    Harry never saw the blue stun bolts, only Leia's alarmed cry and then
    darkness.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry woke to the mind-numbing mechanical hiss of Darth Vader's respirator. With
    awareness came pain from his legs, though it was heartening in the sense that the
    pain now came from his feet, and his left hand, rather than the joining points. That
    meant his magic was bringing the severed limbs back to life.

    He tried wiggling his toes, but the impulse didn't make it past his ankles. "So,"
    Harry said in a dry, parched throat. "Is it too late to apologize for the jokes about
    your mum?"

    "Still flippant?" Vader asked without a trace of amusement.

    "It's a coping mechanism," Harry said with a shrug. He could feel the gravitons in
    the air and knew magical transport was out. He blinked back tears of pain and
    examined the room—it looked almost identical to the Death Star brig cells. Sighing
    bitterly, Harry said, "I hate this place. No offense."

    "None taken," Vader said, dark amusement audible. Because of course how else
    would a Dark Lord be amused, but darkly?

    "So, I know fathers have dreamed for years of getting their daughter's boyfriends
    in their clutches. I know I did when my daughter first started dating. So what will
    we have today? More torture? Dis-membership? Mind-rape? I can tell you, the last was
    real popular with your daughter."

    Vader said nothing as he walked around the table where Harry was tied down. He
    made a point of reaching out and touching the thick scar where his leg was re-joined.
    "At the height of the Jedi Order, healers could never reattach limbs with the Force
    alone. Always additional surgery was required, and only then if the reattachment was
    done within twenty-four hours."

    "Healing magic is more powerful and versatile than the Force," Harry said. "We
    could probably heal you, for that matter."

    "If I remove your head, would you grow another?"

    "No, I'm fairly sure that would kill me," Harry said. He swallowed without
    moisture. "I'm not un-killable, Vader. I came after you because Tarkin slaughtered my
    family and destroyed my world. Seven billion humans were murdered because he had bad
    human resource policies. I deserved my revenge."

    "As did I."

    Obi-Wan. The name hung in the air like an awkward, pregnant pause. With a sigh,
    Harry said, "I'm not going to defend what Obi-Wan did to you—any more than you could
    defend what you did to your children. He'd just condemned my entire people as Dark
    Siders and wrote Leia off because of me. I wasn't a fan. But there is a question you
    need to ask yourself—would they have been better off with you? As servants to the
    Emperor, raised to destroy and replace you when they were of age, would they be what
    you and your wife hoped they would be? Isn't that the Sith rule—only one master, and
    one apprentice? Would you have had to kill the weaker of the two?"

    Vader continued walking slowly around the table, examining Harry as he did so. "If
    that was their destiny." It sounded like a hollow, rote answer. "Perhaps you can ask
    the Emperor himself when you see him. We should arrive at Coruscant in two days'
    time. He is most interested in meeting with you."

    "If I may, can I ask how you found us?"

    "Every Force-sensitive in the Galaxy felt you drain the Force from Adega," Vader
    said. "The Emperor foretold that you would seek crystals, and so I had fleets at both
    Adega and Ilium. But I suspected my old master would bring you to Adega."

    Somehow, Harry wasn't surprised. He was just angry at himself for not setting any
    wards at the mouth of the cavern. "Vader—please. Do what you want with me, but please
    let them go. I won't resist, I won't try to escape, but please let them go. I'm
    begging you, please let your children live."

    Harry was expecting scoffing or dismissal. Instead, the armoured dark lord lowered
    his head. "You cannot imagine the power of the Dark Side. I must obey my
    master. But you will understand soon enough, Harry Potter."

    With that, Vader left. Harry leaned back and waited for the torture droids to
    come. Instead, he was shocked when a perfectly ordinary-looking man in the white robe
    of an imperial surgeon stepped into the room. "Good morning," the man said, as if
    Harry were not tied down naked to an exam room. "My name is Captain Kornell Divini.
    I'm senior ship's surgeon and have been assigned to examine you. Please note that any
    action against me will be met with severe repercussions, both to yourself and your
    friends. We are being monitored and anything outside of the ordinary will result
    in…"

    Something in the wall pinged, and a voice from a hidden speaker said: "We're
    clear, Divini."

    The surgeon sighed. "Will result in me getting killed."

    Harry stared, admittedly confused, as the surgeon unlocked his arms and legs.
    "What's going on here?"

    The door opened, and Harry stared at a face he thought he would not ever see
    again. "Maria?

    Maria De la Rosa smirked as she straightened the lapels of an Imperial colonel's
    uniform. "In the flesh, Potter. Speaking of, very nice."

    Harry didn't have the energy to blush at her seeing him naked. "I try not to brag.
    How did you get aboard?"

    "I've been aboard for nine months," Divini said. "The commander here boarded
    yesterday when I let the Alliance know they had you. I'm not sure how, yet."

    "They've managed to create mobile graviton generators," Dela Rosa said. "They
    don't keep the entire ship bathed in it, or they wouldn't be able to go to
    hyperspace. We used Divini's signal to get me close enough to Portkey when the ship
    stopped at a scheduled rendezvous point. Can you walk?"

    Harry cursed, even as he conjured clothes for himself. "No. Vader cut off my legs
    and arm, and the knitting charm isn't done yet."

    "Least you got them back," Maria said.

    "Yeah, sorry 'bout that. Point is I can't walk."

    "That complicates things," Divini said. "We can't try to ship him out as a
    body—all bodies are scanned for life signs, and then incinerated. It's a closed
    process, no chance of escape."

    "Trust me, Doc, it's okay," Maria said. She removed a glass vial from her uniform
    pocket.

    Harry, having a decades-long familiarity with the potion, stared in shock. "How in
    the hell did you get a hold of Polyjuice Potion?"

    "Booker had a potion kit," she said. "We have enough for three doses, and Malkin
    used one to get us in here."

    "What's she Polyjuiced as?"

    "Some big-busted blonde floozy. That old witch is loco, Potter. She's flashed her
    tits half the marines in the prison brig. For all I know, she's having an orgy right
    now."

    "She's a hundred-year-old witch in a young body, what would you do?" Harry said.
    He took the vial without question and downed the disgusting potion in one gulp.

    His body instantly changed to that of an unremarkable marine with solid, working
    legs.

    Divini just stared. "That was impossible."

    "Welcome to magic, Doc," Maria said. "Potter, we have a Portkey that will take us
    to a shuttle waiting at the next coordination point. Dr Divini will be coming with
    us."

    "I will?" the surgeon asked.

    "General Vernan's orders—you've been in long enough. There have been a few ISB
    inquiries on where you were between your escape from the Death Star and your return
    to duty. No point in taking unnecessary risks."

    Harry, though, snapped his fingers. "Divini! You treated Leia too, didn't you? On
    the Death Star. Memah Roothes mentioned you."

    "And she mentioned you to me," the surgeon said. "She managed to get off the
    station, with a few others of us. She talked about you, and the Princess."

    "Where are they?" Harry asked. "Luke and Leia, I mean?"

    "We have them," DelaRosa assured him. "They aren't happy with you, Potter. I mean,
    they really aren't happy with you."

    "Yeah, I know."

    Harry conjured a replica of himself on the table and animated it just enough to
    make it look as if it were sleeping. After that, they left the cell together, with
    Harry Polyjuiced as an Imperial marine complete with a conjured uniform and helmet.
    In the brig, the two lone marines were engaged in patently unprofessional behaviour
    with a flushed, giggling young blonde woman with a ridiculously large chest.

    "Captain!" she gasped with wide, alarmed eyes.

    The two guards disengaged, desperately fighting to right their uniforms. Behind
    them, the Polyjuiced Malkin flashed her huge, borrowed breasts at Harry with a wink
    before righting the warrant officer's uniform she wore.

    "Are we done, Gentlemen?" Divini asked archly.

    "Yes, sir," one of the blushing guards said.

    "Right. I'm done in cell 22-456A. Per Lord Vader's orders, make sure the graviton
    generator remains on at all times. The rest of you, come on. We have more patients to
    see."

    The marines remained at attention as Divini, Maria, Harry and the mercilessly
    grinning Madam Malkin left the room. "I like this body," Malkin whispered gaily.
    "Your little princess is quite put out with you, Harry. Consider blondes for a
    change?"

    "Madam Malkin, I can honestly say you are too much woman for me to handle." Harry
    shrugged to Malkin's utter delight and laughter.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    They went not to a store room or a hangar. No, the four of them walked right into
    the nearest command mode of the Imperial Security Bureau. The ISB acted much like the
    Muggle Secret police in communist countries on Earth, ensuring the appearance of
    morale and loyalty was maintained. And at that moment, Booker and five other witches
    and wizards from the Phoenix Redux had the whole ISB staff under the
    Imperius.

    "Whose idea was this?" Harry asked.

    "Mine," Maria said proudly. "Vernan told us that nobody liked the ISB, and so
    where better to hole up than someplace nobody ever visits?"

    "Malkin, you lovely lass, how are you?" Booker said with an appreciative glance at
    Malkin's oversized bust.

    "Would you like to see, Tom?" the lusty old witch said, a second before she
    flashed him.

    "Ye gods, woman, put those things away before you blind me!" Book shouted with all
    due dramatics.

    As much as Harry enjoyed looking at breasts, he was much more interested in the
    six-foot high cylindrical object in the far corner of the command area. "Maria,
    what's that?"

    "A proton torpedo," she said. "We're going to set it off about a second after we
    leave. That should slow Vader and the ship down."

    Harry shook his head before grinning. "Vernan again?"

    "Well, we mentioned a need to get on board, and he seemed to think it was a target
    of opportunity. We wanted to bring something really big, that could vape the whole
    ship, but there was a worry that Portkeying a nuke would set it off."

    "Yeah, I could see that being a problem," Harry admitted. He then pulled the
    startled woman into a hug. "It's good to see you again, Maria. What happened after
    Hoth?"

    They parted and settled down as Maria told him about her adventures with the merry
    old band of witches and wizards that survived the Phoenix Redux. The
    youngest of them joined Fleet Intelligence as a Special Forces unit. "We've managed
    to take out an Imperial garrison," she finished proudly. "What about you?"

    "Went home, talked, ate, went to Adega, talked to dead people, found possible
    planet-saving ward stones from our ancestors, got my arm and legs cut off, and I
    think Leia broke up with me."

    Maria looked over his shoulder at the stony-faced Princess, who heard every word.
    "I don't know, Potter, she might be worth fighting for."

    "Yeah, I didn't say I broke up with her. We're going to have a talk when and if we
    get back to Avalon, but it's not going to be pretty."

    Around them, space itself seemed to shift forward just on the edge of their
    perception. "We've dropped out of hyperspace," Booker reported. "And there's our
    signal. All right, people, let's get out the Portkey."

    The Portkey was a length of rope almost identical to what they used in rescuing
    the Wookiees from the shipyard. Though they were not happy, Luke and Leia each
    grabbed a length. "Okay, this is really going to suck," Maria warned them. "Everyone,
    you need to take a deep breath and hold it on my mark."

    She turned and flicked her wand—the torpedo began to blink. "Three, two, one, hold
    your breath!" And with that, she activated the Portkey.

    Ten seconds later, the torpedo exploded.

    When they arrived at their waiting shuttle, every one of them was coated in ice
    and shivering from the magical passage through space. Harry rushed forward and looked
    out the cockpit where the explosion was at that very moment bisecting the aft
    starboard quarter of the ship.

    "Commander De La Rosa, you are brilliant," Harry said through chattering teeth.
    "Now, let's go back to Adega."

    "Vernan wants you with the fleet."

    "Bugger him," Harry said. "There are seven-thousand-year-old blood ward stones on
    Adega that could save Avalon. We go there first. Then we join up with the
    Alliance."

    "General," Leia began, referring Harry to his official Avalon rank coldly. "Our
    orders are clear."

    Maria, though, shrugged. "Sorry, princess. Look around—we're Potter's people
    first. Don't worry, though, we'll get you back in no time."

    Leia glared, arms crossed over her chest. Luke did not openly glare, but Harry
    could feel animosity from the young Jedi.

    They'd just have to live with it.

    

    sp
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    Chapter Thirty: Deciding Destiny

    The rebel shuttle was not large at all—there were no state rooms, and the cramped
    fresher unit was in constant use from the fifteen people on the ship. There was a
    confused and worried-looking Divini, the pouting Skywalker twins, Harry himself, and
    the eleven youngest members of Harry's old crew.

    After the first rush of remembrances were done with, they settled in for the
    ten-hour trip back to Adega. Not long into the voyage, Madam Malkin reverted to her
    old, stooped form. She looked down to her drooped chest with a wistful sigh. "Oh
    well."

    Harry, too, reverted to form. Fortunately he was sitting when he did so, since he
    still didn't have feeling in his feet yet. Old Malkin noticed his discomfort. "What's
    wrong, lad? Other than your little lover's quarrel?"

    The others around the ship chuckled, which made Leia look even angrier. Confined
    spaces were a bad place to hold onto a grudge.

    "Re-membership charm," he said. "Both legs and my arm."

    While Maria knew, to the others that was a surprise. "Merlin's saggy balls, man,
    what happened?" Booker demanded.

    "Darth Vader," Harry said. "He's like Voldemort, Delesteros and Grindelwald
    distilled into black armour with a laser sword. He killed Kenobi."

    "Because of you!" Leia blurted.

    "I don't think so," Harry answered coolly.

    "You told him about us!" Leia continued, unable to keep it inside any longer. She
    stood, flushed with anger and teary-eyed. "You risked our lives and let him kill
    Obi-Wan, for what, Harry? Why? What did Obi-Wan possible do to you?"

    "He condemned you for being a witch," Harry said coldly.

    Leia blinked, while around the ship other witches turned and stared, dumb-founded.
    "Obi-Wan knew exactly what we were going to find on Adega," Harry continued. "He and
    Yoda both knew. Remember what I told you? Adega was where my kind was created, Leia.
    I spoke to the spirit of Hekate herself."

    Harry noticed but did not comment on the startled expressions and the way some of
    the Brazilians crossed themselves. He continued. "Kenobi condemned my entire race as
    Dark Siders. And because you are now like us, because those crystals forced you to
    develop a magical core, he condemned you too. He and Yoda both. The Jedi started the
    Hundred Years Darkness! They slaughtered the Adegan Jedi because they thought our
    very existence was evil."

    "What's this about, Harry?" Maria asked.

    "Our past," he said, without looking away from Leia. "But that's not why I told
    Vader, Leia. Vader already hated Obi-Wan—don't you remember what he said on the Death
    Star, about expecting to die by Vader's hand? When Vader pulled me out of that cave
    he could have done a lot more than just cut off my legs and arm. He wanted me alive
    because I was the Emperor's prize. Thrawn confirmed it before—the Emperor wants to
    capture and study me. But you…to Vader, you, Luke and Obi-Wan were just three more
    dead Jedi. Don't you understand? He was about to take Luke's head off, until I told
    him. I didn't risk your lives, I saved you. And goddamn it I will not apologize for
    that!"

    He didn't mean for his rant to escalate into shouting, but as often happened once
    he started he found he could not stop until all the frustration was out. When at last
    he fell quiet, the only sound was the hum of the engines. Harry panted as if he'd run
    a marathon.

    "So what now?" Leia asked, her face still set in her stubborn mode.

    "Now, you and Luke have to decide what the Jedi stand for," Harry said. "But right
    now, I'm tired, and my feet hurt, and…never mind. Just never mind."

    He got up, and clutching the seats to provide some balance, managed to stumble to
    the back where he could lay down on the back bench seating.

    Maria, though, flicked her wand at Leia and whistled. "You do have a core now,"
    she said, feeling the results of the spell directly. "What the hell happened to you
    on that planet?"

    "I'm not sure myself," Leia said. "Excuse me."

    She stepped past the commander and two other of Harry's people and continued to
    the back of the shuttle. "You're pouting," she said.

    "You should talk, little miss pouty-pants."

    Leia stared, incredulously. "Really? That's your response?"

    "Always worked on my daughter," he said, looking straight up at the roof of the
    shuttle. "She would be eighteen today."

    Shaken by how empty he sounded, Leia sat on the edge of the bench near his knees.
    "What you said about Obi-Wan and Yoda…"

    "I'm sure Yoda started it," Harry said. "He was on the Jedi High Council for
    centuries, he would know the history. I told you the Adegans did some bad things, but
    the Jedi committed genocide in response. And Yoda fully supported that decision, even
    though he is sheltering with the descendants of those very same Jedi he
    condemns."

    Harry noted her shiver. "On the star destroyer, Vader just came and stared at me,"
    she said, and neither needed to say who she meant. "He didn't say a word, didn't try
    to torture me for information or anything. He just stared at me."

    "Leia," Harry said. "I know this is hard. I'm sorry that we didn't have a chance
    to talk it over first. But you have to know I never would have said anything if I
    didn't think your life was on the line. I do love you, very much. And though it pains
    me to say it, I like Luke too. I'll understand if it was too much for you, but I just
    can't be sorry for doing it…"

    He had to stop when she leaned over and kissed him. "Nerfherder," she
    muttered.

    "Midget."

    With a sigh and an exasperated shake of her head, Leia lifted his feet, sat down,
    and then placed them back on her lap. Without hesitation, she took off his conjured
    boots and began massaging his feet. With the contact came Force energy, and despite
    himself the touch was so soothing he was asleep in minutes.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The assault shuttle was right where they left it on Adega. The Empire would never
    have been able to find it, but nonetheless Harry gave a sigh of relief upon spotting
    it. They brought the shuttle down next to the Fidelius-charmed assault
    shuttle, which everyone could now see thanks to a slip of conjured parchment that
    read, "Harry Potter flies the Assault Shuttle Escape Velocity."

    The first time Maria saw the ward stones, she fell to her knees and exclaimed,
    "Ai meu Jesus Cristinho!" she gasped. "Potter, what the hell are these
    things?"

    "The first ward stones ever made," Harry said softly. "A thousand years before the
    Mesopotamians built their first ziggurats, two thousand years before the Egyptians
    built their pyramids, the Jedi of this world faced extinction from their fellow Jedi
    for delving into the Force. I had a vision, Maria. I saw the first Veela to ever
    live—she was born on this world, where those mountains are now. I saw the first
    centaurs and giants, created by early Jedi here. And when they created these stones,
    the Force protected them by creating a buffer in their bodies to handle the power. So
    the first true witches and wizards were created. Some went to fight the Jedi who
    destroyed this world and were twisted by the war into Sith, but the rest fled. They
    fled to Earth and founded Atlantis. This is our history, Maria. You and I—our
    ancestors came from this world. And these wards are our inheritance."

    "You were right to come back," the commander said, eyes still wide from the sheer
    power the wards gave off. "Yeah, about that…I should have a charmed mirror in the
    shuttle. Take it with you, that way we can have an open line of communication."

    "Good idea." She darted back into the assault shuttle.

    After the commander was gone, Leia said, "Harry, our lightsaber crystals, could
    you…?"

    Harry nodded and Apparated to the mouth of the cave. Two summoning charms
    retrieved the bags of crystals, and two more charms summoned the crystals Luke and
    Leia had both found for themselves. Vader never bothered to collect them, and why
    would he?

    By the time he Apparated back to the Assault shuttle, Maria was already walking
    back to her own shuttle. Harry looked at Luke and Leia. Luke schooled his expression,
    but Leia looked pensive. "You can go either way," he told the two. "But I think it
    would be wise to return with me to Avalon. Yoda probably felt Obi-Wan die, but I'm
    sure he'll want to reinforce to you, Luke, how evil your sister is now that she has a
    magical core."

    "Harry, please stop," Leia said.

    Luke, though, shook his head. "None of you are evil, Harry. Well, mostly not. But
    I agree; we should head back to Avalon. You'll have to fly, though. I'm good, but not
    good enough to get us there one handed."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Once again, it was a simple matter of coasting without power into the Avalon
    system, past the blockade of ships that remained on station. They hit the atmosphere
    and powered back up, but by that time it was too late for the Empire to do
    anything.

    In the shuttle were Harry and the Skywalker twins. Divini returned to the Alliance
    with Maria and the others. Leia sat in the co-pilot's seat, while Luke sat where his
    sister ordinarily would behind her. The moment they entered the Fidelius
    charm, both twins stiffened. "Something happened," Luke said.

    With that ominous warning, Harry was expecting fires burning. Instead, he found a
    colony shrouded in a thick blanket of snow, with a few obvious exceptions where
    someone used snow-clearing charms. There were also wisps of smoke rising up from
    several of the homes, giving the colony an Old World look to it. It didn't look
    foreboding at all.

    He brought the assault shuttle down in its usual spot between Yoda's impromptu
    academy and the main colony. To his surprise, Luke and Leia were already moving
    before they even finished the landing cycle. He followed behind at a more sedentary
    pace, given his recent healing.

    The air felt crisply cold, but also clean. He knew the wisps of smoke were from
    charmed flames that could make a single log last for days. It was not quite endless
    fire, but it made wood-burning fireplaces much more efficient, which in times past
    meant quite a lot. The setting was so cosy Harry had to fight back a sudden spike of
    anguish that Ginny wasn't there beside him, holding his hand. Or, more like, throwing
    snowballs at him.

    Shaking off the melancholy, he continued into Yoda's hut and saw the problem.

    The troll was dead.

    Seeing the empty bed came as a shock. He was fully prepared to give Yoda a piece
    of his mind, but now, with the absence of the Jedi Master, Harry found himself
    suddenly at a loss.

    Yoda's youngest Padawans, Carrie and Peter, were both sitting at the foot of his
    pallet. Carrie wept silently as she leaned on Peter's shoulder. Tim Jacobs stood
    nearby, watching as Luke knelt down beside the pallet. Seeing Harry, the young squib
    made his way over and said, "Sir, can we talk outside?"

    Harry nodded and the two stepped back out into the brisk cold. When they were
    alone, Tim said, "Sir, did you and Master Yoda have a fight before you left?"

    Knowing what the young man was getting at, Harry sighed. "What was he telling
    you?"

    "That we have to be on guard. That magicals were tainted by the Dark Side of the
    Force and that we would have to be strong to resist. It came out of nowhere. But,
    well…none of us were treated well, being squibs and all. I'm afraid Peter was eating
    up every word."

    "Yoda had a theory about where we came from; he received confirmation of that
    theory just as Master Kenobi died, so he was probably a little shaken. But no, we're
    not tainted by the dark side. We're just people, and sometimes people just plain
    suck. Having magic does not change that for most. Dark magic doesn't make people
    evil—evil people just like using dark magic."

    Tim thought about it a moment before nodding. "I see what you mean, and I think I
    agree. I'll keep an eye out on Peter."

    "What about Carrie?"

    Tim shrugged. "She usually follows Peter's lead."

    "Come on."

    Back inside, Leia was speaking gently to the distraught Carrie, holding the girl
    in her arms while Luke spoke quietly to Peter. Harry conjured a chair and regarded
    the five Jedi closely. "Tim, Peter, Carrie, I think for tonight you should stay with
    me in my house. Luke, you and Leia are also of course welcome to stay. I'll contact
    Councillor Delacour regarding some meals."

    "This is the Jedi Compound," Peter said with just the hint of challenge. "This is
    where we belong."

    "You are also children of this colony," Harry said, a hint of his Dad voice rising
    in answer. "That means it is our job to protect you. I don't know what Yoda might
    have thought, but when we allowed him to train you, that did not mean we were giving
    you away."

    "You didn't care about us, we're just squibs!"

    Harry noticed the way Carrie pulled away from Leia to be closer to Peter. "You
    saved her, didn't you?"

    The question caught the young man by surprise. "What do you mean?"

    Harry nodded toward the young girl. "You saved Carrie. You've protected her since
    Armageddon. You aren't a squib, Peter. You're a hero. You put her needs above your
    own, just like Tim there put your needs above his. Just like Carrie stands by you, to
    support and help you. Magicals aren't perfect, and there isn't one person in this
    colony that didn't lose at least someone. You lost your parents, siblings, maybe. I
    lost my wife, my sons, and my little girl. But you survived. Maybe not happier, but
    stronger. You're stronger than you were—you have the Force now. You'll never be
    'just' anything. You're Peter Whitehall, Jedi Padawan, a child of Avalon. And I want
    you to spend the night at my house because no child, Jedi or wizard, should have to
    spend the night in a home that has seen death."

    In the end, they all trekked back to Harry's house. It did not surprise him at all
    to find Fleur waiting for him with Rosmerta. "He passed away this morning and simply
    faded away," Fleur noted sadly as she looked at the three dejected Padawans. "We were
    going to bring them a meal, but it is better this way, no?"

    Harry was never more grateful to Fleur than he was that night as she played
    hostess for him and the young Jedi. She laughed and smiled, using her natural beauty
    and allure to, if not lift their spirits, at least lessen their gloom. And when they
    were done, Harry told them all of his vision from Adega, including the creation of
    magical sentient creatures.

    They listened, enraptured, as they learned the true history of witches and wizards
    on Earth. It was Fleur who broke the silence when he was done. "For many years, Veela
    were hunted and killed. The Veela covens always hated wizards for doing it, but when
    you looked back at how the Veela lived, it was difficult to judge either. The Veela
    did what they did to live, and the wizards did what they did to protect themselves
    from the Veela. But eventually we learned co-existence. We lived in peace with the
    wizards. We married them, and loved them." She looked at Luke. "Our races were
    enemies thousands of years ago, but this does not mean we must continue to be so. We
    have changed, all of us."

    Harry didn't even realize he was holding his breath until he had to take one. It
    did not surprise him, though. He knew that with Obi-Wan's death and Leia's new
    magical core, Luke truly was the future of the Jedi Order. His ideas and biases could
    build or destroy relations between the Jedi and magical race for eons to come.

    "You drained the Force entirely from Adega, Harry," Luke said. "You killed that
    world."

    "It was already a dead world," Harry answered. "Besides, it wasn't really me. It
    was the wards my ancestors created. Despite all that, it was the Jedi who killed the
    planet. Now, those ward stones might very well be the key to saving Avalon."

    "Maybe. Obi-Wan felt that magic was a dark side because it drained the Force for
    its power. He used the wards here as proof of that."

    Fleur scoffed. "Wards do not drain magic of the area. They redirect it, like a
    river. When my husband tapped into the planet's Ley Lines, he did not just pull. The
    ward stones create a magical valve that draws the power through the runes, which
    shape it in the desired way, before returning the magic to the lines. If wards truly
    drained magic, then Earth would have been drained of all magic centuries ago."

    "Obi-Wan was wise in the Force," Harry said. "But when it came to magic he was an
    idiot. We're not Dark Siders, Luke. But I will tell you right now—we will not permit
    enemies to live among us, not after what happened to our world. The Jedi are in a
    real sense our brothers. Tim, Carrie and Peter are proof that we have similar
    beginnings. If you come back to us as brethren, we will welcome you. But if you truly
    believe what Obi-Wan and Yoda thought at the end, then you will need to leave."

    "I'm not sure what to believe, Harry," Luke said. "But I do owe it to you to be
    sure. I would like to meditate on the matter."

    "Yeah, okay," Harry said. "I can respect that."

    They broke up for the night. Harry went to his room and waited with a sense of
    nervousness until Leia came and stood in his doorway. She saw him waiting and stepped
    in, before closing the door behind her. "Harry…"

    "I love you," he said before she could say anything else. "That hasn't
    changed."

    She reached up, and very deliberately undid her tattered clothes and let them fall
    to the floor. The sight of her pulled a shuddering breath from Harry's lips. "You are
    so beautiful," he whispered as she came to him. "So beautiful."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Lady Sofia hobbled about on her cane, supported by her granddaughter and a dozen
    overlapping warming charms, as she studied the three glowing ward crystals. "They are
    keyed to you and your princess," she noted to Harry, with Leia by his side.

    "How can you tell?" Leia asked.

    "At my age, you can almost taste magic," the old witch said. The Fidelius
    charm experience did not just bring the former headmistress to the brink of death, it
    also changed her outlook on a great many things. Gone was the self-assured arrogance
    that drove Rosmerta to the edge of an Unforgiveable. What remained was a witch with
    half the power, but with a much more open mind. "Meu Deus, the power of
    these things. I've never seen the like. If you pooled all the power that saved all
    the schools back on Earth, they would still only be a fraction of the power these
    crystals contain."

    "Could we use them to protect Avalon?" Harry asked.

    "Undoubtedly," Lady Sofia said. "But to do what? Raise a barrier? Yes, it would be
    unbreakable, but it would not cover the whole planet. These Imperial beasts could
    destroy the world out from under our feet. Summon monsters to defeat them? Yes, but
    could we control what we summoned? No, we would need any magic channelled through
    these stones to be simple—both in intent and execution. Until we understand them
    better, anything else could be horribly dangerous."

    Rosmerta, who had joined them along with Jorge De Villa, shrugged. "What about a
    straightforward displacement spell?"

    Harry blinked as the idea hit him like a brick. Lady Sofia nodded. "Yes, something
    like that might work. If we limited the displacement to perhaps one or two thousand
    feet or so, we could conceivably cover hundreds of millions of kilometres in a single
    wave, since the magical dynamics of displacement are so basic."

    "I don't understand what that means," Leia said.

    "Imagine every crewman on a five-hundred foot wide ship suddenly transported two
    kilometres to the left," Harry said.

    Of course, Leia understood immediately as her eyes widened. "That would be
    murder."

    "That would be almost two hundred empty ships," Harry countered. "Empty ships the
    Alliance could use."

    He could tell Leia was conflicted by the idea. However, Jorge DaVille said, "My
    friends, there is a solution for that as well. Could we not just add an intent matrix
    to the wave? Most active ward schemes have intent-driven outcomes, after all."

    "What would that mean?" Leia asked.

    Lady Sofia, who had come to a stop with a distant look of concentration, nodded.
    "Yes. Yes, that could work. Again, we would want it to be simple. A "Do No Harm"
    intent matrix. The wave would spare anyone who would be unwilling to take a life or
    to attack the colony, while anyone who would be willing to attack, or even to follow
    an order to do so, would be displaced."

    Leia's jaw dropped. "You could do something like that?"

    "No, meu Princessa. You would. You and your man." Lady Sofia nodded to
    Harry. "You are now both the keepers of these wards. You are both the Masters of
    Death."

    Harry noted how Leia shivered at the title. "You know it's just a superstitious
    title. You didn't receive a wand, cloak or resurrection stone. You just received the
    shards directly."

    "So…what would we do?" Leia asked.

    "You let us handle the Arithmancy," Lady Sofia said. "We will create the framework
    of the magic, and then you will follow the spell we give you."

    "In the meantime," Harry said, "I have a mirror call to make."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Vernan looked different in the mirror. Partially it was because his face was
    closer than Harry had ever seen. For instance, he had a mole beside his nose that
    Harry could never see in the holograms.

    "General Potter," he said coolly. "You were ordered to return to the fleet with
    Commander Skywalker and Councillor Organa. Is there a reason you're not here?"

    "Maria didn't tell you?"

    "She told me you simply refused."

    "There you go," Harry said with a tight grin. "Vernan, for a second, pull the
    stick out of your ass and listen carefully. During our trip to Adega I managed to
    obtain very powerful magical artefacts that the Avalon government believes can be
    used to eliminate the blockade entirely, while preserving the ships themselves."

    One bushy brow rose almost into Vernan's hairline. "Repeat that?"

    "You heard me. We can use these artefacts to actually remove the crews from the
    ships themselves. At Councillor Organa's behest we'll be adding a component to the
    weapon to only target those individuals actually capable of doing harm, but at the
    end of the day that will leave almost the entire blockade fleet drifting and empty.
    If an Alliance task force were sitting in space outside the system, it would be a
    great opportunity to double your fleet strength."

    Harry could see the man's thoughts burning new trails of possibility. "Is this a
    weapon you could apply anywhere?"

    "No, I don't think so," Harry said. In truth, he wasn't willing to remove the ward
    crystals from Avalon, and the Wizenmeet would undoubtedly agree. "It can only be used
    in defence of Avalon. And the ships technically would belong to the Avalon government
    by right of salvage and conquest. On the other hand, we would be more than willing to
    lease the ships out to the Alliance for very reasonable terms."

    Vernan's eyes narrowed. "Lease?"

    "My first responsibility is to my people, Vernan," Harry said without a
    hint of shame. "It's a rebel Alliance, after all, not a unified government.
    I must do what I can to protect and advance Avalon's needs. The lease agreement would
    be very advantageous, no worries there, but we would expect some type of
    compensation. Talk it over with the High Council. Oh, and one other question for
    you."

    "What?"

    "Is Rahm Kota still alive?"

    The name seemed to surprise Vernan. "He's formally retired from active duty,
    following the death of his last Padawan," Vernan said. "Why?"

    "We need an old, wise Jedi. We don't have any, but I understand Kota at least is
    old. That might be enough."

    Vernan snorted. "I'll pass on the word and see what he says. The Alliance High
    Council may want to talk to your government about the terms of the lease."

    "I am Mage General of Avalon," Harry said without false pride. "I've been charged
    by our Wizenmeet Government with her protection and welfare. I have full authority to
    negotiate any terms. And Leia will be helping me."

    "Leia is a Councillor of the Alliance, General."

    "She's one of us now too, General, as well as being a Jedi Knight. Don't worry;
    she'll be the perfect voice to keep us all honest. Let me know what they say."
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    Chapter Thirty-One: The Quick and the
    Dead

    Leia dreamed in lucid colour.

    In her dream, she heard the sounds of heavy boots on a hard, unrelenting floor and
    the swish of an armour-weave cloak hanging heavily against the air. Darth Vader moved
    through the halls of power on Imperial Centre like a great black destroyer amidst the
    many skiffs of inferiors and courtiers.

    Eyes watched him—eyes at once fearful, envious and hostile. He was not well loved
    by the court, nor did he love being there. He was, first and foremost, a military
    man. His master's political games tested his patience beyond tolerance.

    However, today was not a day for political games. He stopped before the Emperor's
    personal audience chamber, faced by two crimson guards that he himself helped train.
    It would be such an easy matter for him to kill them as they barred his passage, but
    he knew doing so would carry a terrible price. They, like Vader himself, lived solely
    to execute his master's will.

    After waiting in unmoving silence for almost an hour, the Imperial Guards raised
    their Force pikes from his passage. He strolled forward and the door opened.

    The Emperor sat in his throne, while behind him a vast transparisteel canopy
    revealed the many-splendored glory of Imperial Centre. The sun was just then setting,
    casting the throne room in brilliant hues of red and orange, while cloaking the
    emperor in silhouette and shadow. It was, Vader knew, the old man's intent and the
    reason why he was delayed outside, so that the colour and shadow was to the Emperor's
    liking. It was little things like that which made the Emperor both so powerful, and
    so profoundly petty.

    He stopped at ten paces and knelt down on one knee. He barely felt the floor
    through his aging prosthetics.

    "Lord Vader," the Emperor said. "I received reports that you were injured. Are you
    well, now?"

    "I am recovered, My Master," Vader lied. The explosion of a proton torpedo inside
    the considerable armour of the Executor caused a devastating amount of
    damage, killing over two-thousand of Vader's crew and injuring the Dark Lord himself
    severely.

    "Have you ascertained what happened?"

    Vader lowered his helmet. "There was a spy aboard the ship—a Dr Divini, who
    previously served on the Death Star. I learned only after the fact that the ISB,
    Imperial Intelligence and the Inquisitorius were all investigating him for possible
    treason and ties to the Alliance, but none of the agencies communicated with each
    other or me about their suspicions. I have since discussed the matter with their
    various former commanders. Additionally, I believe one of the magician's kind
    transported onto the ship during our scheduled stop, and it was this same method by
    which they escaped. The graviton generator proposed by Grand Admiral Thrawn worked,
    but was not sufficient in and of itself to prevent treachery from within."

    "In other words, you failed."

    There was no arguing, nor blame to shift. "Yes, My Master."

    "And yet I sense you are angry at me, Lord Vader."

    Head still bowed, Vader said, "You told me she died. You told me I killed
    her."

    The Emperor leaned forward, his yellow-orange eyes blazing like spotlights. "You
    think differently, Lord Vader?"

    "The children of Anakin Skywalker live. Obi-Wan was training them both. The Force
    is strong with them."

    "And so the final treachery of the Jedi is revealed," the Emperor said grimly. "I
    kept nothing from you, my old friend. Master Yoda must have clouded both our visions
    from the truth. Do you not think I would have told you, if it meant having the
    children of Anakin Skywalker join our Empire?"

    Vader said nothing, head bowed.

    "And now you wish to seek them out."

    "Yes, My Master. They could be powerful allies if turned."

    "Perhaps," the Emperor said. "Which of the two was stronger?"

    "The boy, My Master. The girl had good form and a strong connection to the Force,
    but the boy blazed."

    "Then he shall be the one you seek to turn," the Emperor said. "Kill the
    girl."

    Vader went very still. "Master?"

    "There can be only one master, and one apprentice. The most ancient Rule of the
    Sith will not be broken. I am old; I know I shan't live forever. It is the way of the
    Sith that only the strongest are chosen. So, take the boy, eliminate the girl, and we
    shall show the son of Skywalker the true power of the Force."

    And you shall suffer your punishment for questioning me. It was not said
    aloud, but neither man needed to hear the words to know their truth. "It shall be
    done, My Master."

    "Go, then. Attend to your duties and injuries."

    "Yes, My Master."

    Vader stood, ignoring the pain that thrummed through his spine at the effort to do
    so, and left the private audience chamber. He walked without stopping, ignoring the
    still fawning or hostile courtiers, until he reached the transport that would take
    him back to his ship.

    Once there, he ignored his command staff and everyone else until he came to his
    quarters. He climbed into his meditation chamber and listened as the air hissed with
    oxygen. Only then did the helmet come off to reveal the scarred, pale face of what
    used to be.

    Blue eyes ringed in orange glistened in the privacy of the chamber. He simply sat
    and stared into the distance, with unshed tears in his eyes.

    The dream, however, did not end. In his throne room, alone, the Emperor sat upon
    his swivelling seat and stared seemingly right at her, orange eyes alit with an inner
    glow. "We both know the truth, child, do we not?" the Emperor said, somehow speaking
    to her through her dream. "Luke Skywalker may be the greater Jedi, but you, child,
    are no longer just a Jedi. Soon, child, you will belong to me. Lord Vader will fail
    in his task, as he always does. But you, child, you will be mine."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Leia woke suddenly with tears in her own eyes. For a moment, the sterile white of
    the meditation chamber overlaid the dark interior of Harry's bedroom, until it too
    faded away. Instead of her scarred, broken father, she saw Harry sleeping with a
    slight frown on his face.

    "Would you ever turn to the Dark Side to try and protect those you love?" she
    whispered.

    "No, he wouldn't."

    Leia looked up and almost screamed when she saw another woman standing on the
    opposite side of the bed, near Harry. She was a taller woman, with red hair that hung
    down about her shoulders. Her face was long and oval and streaked with freckles. From
    the wrinkles at her eyes and neck, Leia guessed the woman was in her forties, and yet
    she was still very beautiful. However, she also appeared faded, somehow, as if she
    were only half there or like an older-style hologram.

    "Are you…are you Ginny?"

    The shade nodded. "You called me."

    "Me, but I…"

    "You're like he is, now," Ginny said softly. "I wanted to be like him too, so
    much. I wanted to live the rest of eternity by his side. He was the only man I ever
    truly loved or desired. He was my best friend, my greatest cheerleader and best
    partner. I'm glad I died; I couldn't stand to lose him first."

    Leia looked back down at the sleeping, frowning Harry. "I don't know what to do,"
    Leia admitted, for the first time both to herself and to the world at large. "Am I a
    Jedi? Am I a witch? With Obi-Wan gone, who will teach future Jedi? Luke is more
    powerful, but he does not know any more than I do. The Alliance needs me as well. And
    my biological father is…"

    "The dead have no advice to give you," Ginny said. "We see only our past, not the
    future. It is because of the past that I know Harry will never become a monster, any
    more than he could ever love one. If you ever doubt yourself, my sister, then rest
    assured he will never doubt you."

    "Thank you," Leia breathed. "I'll take good care of him. I promise."

    "I know."

    The ghost of Harry's dead wife faded, and only then did Harry stir. "What? What
    did you say?"

    "Nothing, Harry," Leia whispered gently. "Go back to sleep."

    "It's cold," he noted in that drowsy tone of a man not truly awake.

    Smiling, she pulled his arms around her body as she curled into him, luxuriating
    in the male warmth of him. "I'll keep you warm, love," she said.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    On a lonely mountain top near the equator of Avalon five hours later, Harry and
    Leia appeared in the air and floated gently down until they landed with barely a flex
    of the knees. She was clad in tan pants and a heavy sweater, over which she wore her
    old Hoth thermal jacket. Harry wore similar clothes, since despite being near the
    equator the mountain was tall enough to be capped in snow.

    The air tasted thin and painfully brisk; both of them quickly pulled the breathers
    from around their necks to cover their mouths. Moments later, the clumping of three
    giant ward crystals appeared with a pop of displaced air over the mountain top.

    Though Leia did not know the mechanics of it, through the Force she could feel
    when Harry harnessed the power of the crystals to strengthen his own spell casting.
    The feel of his magic in the Force went from a scalpel to a laser cannon. She managed
    not to squeak when he levitated her off the rounded stone of the peak. Nor did she
    make a sound when he literally shaved the peek itself flat, removing tons of stone to
    create a flat surface roughly the size of his own home.

    Though she knew he was working through the crystals, it was still astounding to
    watch as he broke apart the mountain cap and through magical energies that defied
    explanation, shaped the now free-floating stone into pillars which he used to form a
    perfect circle on the now flat top of the mountain, a circle capped with large,
    shaped stones. He then formed a depression in the centre of the circle, vanishing the
    rock until it was two feet deep and twelve feet in diameter.

    Using his bare hands as a guide, he brought the floating crystals into the
    depression, which did little more than frame the lower quarter of them. When he was
    done, he sank to one knee and took a deep breath. "Damn, that's tiring."

    "You just made a temple in ten minutes," Leia pointed out. "I know that would tire
    me out."

    Harry chuckled a little. "I'm not done. Down there, you think?"

    He pointed to a lower point on the mountain that formed a secondary peak along a
    narrow ridge that climbed sharply to the temple proper. "Can I help this time?" Leia
    asked.

    He nodded and held out a hand. "Sense what I do," he said. "This was a spell that
    helped the Dark Lord Voldemort terrify my country. It also revolutionized the Keeper
    position in Quidditch."

    With their hands joined, she had a momentary sense of disorientation before she
    found herself in his mind, feeling the huge core of power within his chest as if it
    were her own. She saw how his mind pulled on that power and shaped it with words and
    intent in his mind, even if he did not speak them aloud.

    Then the power filled them both. At their will, they lifted off the peak and flew
    through the biting air, hand-in-hand, toward the secondary peak. "Amazing!" she
    called, grinning despite herself.

    Harry nodded back, smiling himself with delight. "Okay, same thing."

    This time, she sensed how he mentally reached back for the blazing power of the
    ward stones and funnelled some of that energy through his magical pathways. Because
    of her hand in his, and her mind linked with his, she did the same. However, she let
    his mind shape the power since she did not know the spells herself.

    Instead of cutting the top of the secondary peak off, Harry shaped the stone using
    permanent transfiguration much like the colony did to make their emergency housing,
    only Harry did so on a grander scale. The rock shaped itself into a large square
    building, and at his guidance it rounded into a dome at the top, leaving several
    narrow windows to let in light.

    He then cast more power at the ridge between the two magically created structures,
    and the magic shaped the stone there into stairs with stone rails. Inside the new
    domed structure, he once again banished a depression in the middle of the floor, but
    instead of crystals he conjured a massive blue flame.

    Only then did he end their flying spells.

    She was still holding his hand and so could feel through the touch his
    exhaustion—she was tired herself. However, she led him to a corner that was out of
    the way of the breeze. He conjured a loveseat to keep them off the warmth-stealing
    ground and both sat down.

    Once they rested a moment, Harry dug the parchment out of his pocket. The
    parchment was filled with strange combinations of numbers and sigils she could not
    recognize. "Is this what they taught at that school of yours?"

    "The basics, yeah, but only the smart ones learned it," Harry said. "I didn't
    start to learn anything until I was a grown man. But this—this is the work of a
    master arithmancer. Most of this is completely beyond me, but I do understand what it
    does. Arithmancy once was just another divination method, but over the centuries it
    became the mathematical expression of magic itself, or at least as much as we can
    understand magic. When we want magic to do a specific function, we have to develop a
    set of instructions not for our magic, but for our minds which will shape the magic.
    And that's what this does."

    "Do you think I could learn it?"

    Harry regarded her intently for a moment before grinning. "Yeah, probably a lot
    faster than I did."

    The buzzing of a mirror interrupted their conversation. Harry pulled the mirror
    from his coat pocket and saw the face of General Vernan. "General Potter."

    "General Vernan."

    "Someone would like to have a word with you and Princess Leia," the General
    said.

    A moment later, a new face occupied the mirror—a woman in her late forties with
    almond-brown hair and gentle features. "Mon Mothma!" Leia said.

    "Hello, Leia," the head of the Rebel Alliance said in an archly cultured voice.
    "And General Potter. I wanted to talk to you both to see when I would get my best
    assistant back."

    Leia chuckled under her breath—she always did like Mon. "It's been very hectic,
    lately. You know that Master Yoda passed away, leaving three Padawans in need of
    training. And…and some things have changed as well, personally."

    The wise old woman merely nodded. "So I've guessed. I do hope to see you soon,
    Leia. If for no other reason than I miss having you to talk to. So, business, I
    suppose. General Potter, the Alliance High Command has reviewed the Avalon
    Government's offer and agrees to your terms. In anticipation of this decision,
    General Vernan has been mustering personnel and transports. It has always been an
    issue that we have far, far more volunteers than hardware. They should be just beyond
    the blockade within two hours."

    "Good, because we're almost ready," Harry said. "Is Commander De La Rosa with
    them?"

    "She is."

    "Excellent."

    "When you are done, General, we would like to ask you, Commander Skywalker and
    Princess Leia to return to the fleet. There are important matters we need to
    discuss."

    "We'll do it," Harry promised.

    "Thank you. We will talk soon."

    When the connection ended, Harry took a deep breath and looked at Leia. "Are you
    ready?"

    "Not even remotely," she said, smiling. Harry stood, took her hand, and with a
    mere thought the two were back at the bitterly cold, newly crafted ward temple. The
    war crystals continued to float there, indifferent to time or cold.

    She felt it the moment he allowed his mental barriers to drop, because with the
    opening she could feel emotions flowing through their Force bond. Not being a Jedi,
    he never learned how to modulate emotional signals. He only had an 'On' and 'Off'
    setting. Now he was on, and the intensity of his feelings when he looked at her made
    her blush.

    "I'll shape the ritual, but I'll need your power and ward keys joined with
    mine."

    There was nothing to say. She smiled and took his hand in her own. They then both
    faced the crystal as Harry began to move and chant with Leia by his side. In many
    ways, it felt like a dance as he swirled her about. But it was a dance that had to be
    so carefully choreographed they practiced it for three straight days, until she could
    almost do it in her sleep.

    As they moved, Harry's fingers traced patterns in the air that left blazing
    trails, circling them in a wall of written magic around the crystal wards. It was at
    once terrifying and magnificent, and left her in awe for what his people could do.
    Yoda and Obi-Wan were wrong to condemn any people capable of such feats of magic.

    What she was witnessing was magical code—instructions for what they wanted the
    ward stones to do. It was as intricate and incredible as anything she had seen in
    droid brain structuring, and she began to understand why Lady Sofia insisted on
    simplicity. The walls of magic grew higher with code—she couldn't imagine what
    something complex would look like.

    All the while, she felt Harry pulling on her own power—her magic. She couldn't
    deny any more the feeling in the centre of her chest that did not exist before Adega.
    Now, it burned hot with the touch of his power, filling her almost as much as if they
    were making love. In fact, she couldn't deny the sensual arousal from the pulling of
    her magic by the man she loved.

    And still they danced, until after almost an hour and a half, they finished it.
    Harry stopped, and Leia curled into his side, as the two observed the cylinder of
    magic code that now rose higher even than the ward crystals. Carefully, they each
    lowered themselves onto their stomachs against the freezing stone and scooted under
    the lowest edge of the floating magical construct to keep from touching it, and then
    backed out of the walls of magic.

    He then pulled out not the mirror he used to talk to the Alliance, but a second
    hand-mirror. "Lady Sofia, are you there?"

    The old witch's answer was immediate. "Show me," she said.

    And so Harry showed her, moving the mirror carefully over every single inch of the
    twelve-foot high cylinder of magic, even levitating himself where he needed to.
    Several times he stopped and went back at Lady Sofia's insistence, only to continue
    forward again. Only when he was done showing her every single symbol did the witch
    said, "It is done. You did well."

    "Thank you, your work was invaluable. How long will it take to enact?"

    "Not long. Make sure you are at least one hundred feet below where you begin the
    procedure."

    "Already done."

    "Very well. Good luck, Mr. Potter. To all of us."

    The mirror became just a mirror again and Harry placed it in his pocket. He then
    turned to Leia, and to her intense pleasure kissed her. But more than that, he kept
    his barriers down so she could feel the heat radiating from him—the intensity of need
    and desire and utter love that left her gasping. She did not even have to
    speak her agreement before they two popped back to their stone home, casting warming
    charms and conjuring a bed, and christened the new mountain top in the name of
    Potter.

    While the two made love, the cylinder began to contract toward the crystals, each
    symbol blending into the other until the cylinder became a solid surface of flaming
    magic. The moment it touched the ward crystals, the three crystals themselves
    exploded outward in a ball of pure white magic that shot out from the top of the
    mountain in a perfect sphere moving faster than light itself.

    The magic washed over Harry as he strained and moaned with completion, and filled
    Leia as much as Harry's seed did. The magic passed through the colony of Avalon not
    even one second later despite it being on the opposite side of the planet, and made
    every magical and Force-sensitive pause in wonder.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The first ship to be hit was the ISS Ostinger, an
    Interdictor-class star destroyer that had seen ten years of service with the
    Empire. Built on the hull of an Imperial-I destroyer, the ship was easily a
    thousand meters longer than the more well-known, task-specific
    Immobilizer-418 cruiser. Despite losing half of its turbolaser, ion cannon
    and tractor beam placements to make room for the gravity well projectors, the
    Ostinger remained a star destroyer, with all the lethality that implied.

    Second shift duty officer Lieutenant Commander Holas Chitter stifled a yawn as he
    walked across the command deck, looking down at his crew as they continued the
    agonizingly boring task of watching a planet they could not see. Despite the boredom
    of the assignment, everyone knew it was dangerous. Admiral Thrawn himself assured
    them of it, and having lost ships trying to guard the invisible planet, they knew it
    was an active area.

    "Commander, sir, look!"

    Chitter turned to where the ensign pointed, and felt his stomach clench as he saw
    a ball of white light expanding quickly toward them. "What is it?"

    "It's not showing up on sensors at all, sir!" another crewman reported in a panic.
    "It's like it's not there!"

    Before he could speak, the white ball had expanded to their ship. Holas Chitter,
    aged thirty-nine from Corulag, son of Dant and Eleba Chitter, brother to Leban,
    husband to Aladele and father of Ditta, Chorl and Filit, felt something grab him from
    his navel and jerk him into motion.

    A split second later, he was surrounded by a cold so profound it burned his skin
    and boiled his blood. His chest and limbs ballooned out from embolism as bubbles
    formed throughout his body. He had fourteen seconds of absolute horror and
    indescribable agony before he passed out, and seventy-five seconds later he died. His
    death occurred so fast, and in such a shocking fashion, that he never saw the
    thirty-two thousand other officers, enlisted personnel and specialists who manned his
    ship as they also died in the empty vacuum of space.

    Nor did he see the hundreds of thousands of personnel who were likewise shunted
    out of their ships by the wave of magic, one after the other. The blockade fleet
    consisted at that time of ninety-two ships, primary interdictors and immobilizers,
    with several frigates, carriers and heavy cruisers acting as support and offensive
    ships. In all, they had fleet personnel of almost a million people.

    Only fifteen thousand survived, mostly conscripts or a few rebel sympathizers,
    spread out amongst every ship and saved solely by their desire not to harm
    Avalon.

    The magic finally reached its apex at the edge of the star system and faded, just
    as the rebel transports arrived to take possession of their new fleet.

    

    sp
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    Chapter Thirty-Two: Brief Stars

    Because Commander De La Rosa knew the secret of Avalon's Fidelius, even
    if she could not share it herself, she was able to pilot the Alliance shuttle to the
    colony. Harry and Leia waited for them outside the colony wardline, between the
    wizard and Jedi campuses where their own assault shuttle rested.

    The Rebel shuttle was half the size of Harry's assault shuttle, but even so was
    still easily as large as a DC-10 from Earth—if not in length, then in general bulk
    and weight. Like most Imperial Shuttles, which is how the rebel ship started its
    life, this one had a tri-fin configuration, with the two lower fins rising up on
    either side as the craft landed.

    The ramp lowered to reveal not just De la Rosa, but Harry's entire Phoenix Crew,
    safe and home for the first time in months. She paused just a few feet from where
    Harry waited, took one look at him and Leia, and grinned. "Where's the ring?"

    "I'm working on it," Harry said with a happy smile.

    Their next guest, though, surprised Leia. The man was most definitely not a
    wizard. He wore traditional Jedi robes, but his were black over brown, as opposed to
    brown over white or tan. He shaved his head save for a single knot of white hair held
    in place with a single tie. However, what marked him were his eyes—pure silver
    pierced by small black sensors. The eyes were synthetic. Moreover, one of his hands
    was equally synthetic, and he didn't bother with synthflesh to hide the fact. He
    moved with an odd gait that made Leia suspect he had at least one artificial leg as
    well.

    The old Jedi walked past De La Rosa, leaned over to Leia, and sniffed. "You're not
    a Jedi anymore," he said, jerking an artificial thumb at De La Rosa. "You're one of
    her kind."

    "I can still wield the Force, Master Kota, just like Harry," Leia said, having
    known the man for years.

    "So can your man, but I'm not training him either," Rahm Kota, Jedi Master and
    retired general, said with a nod to Harry. He spoke in a harsh, uncompromising tone,
    but Leia knew he meant no harm. He simply never compromised. "It's a shame, you were
    shaping up to be a fine Jedi. Obi-Wan never did know what to do with you. Good man,
    but he had narrow vision sometimes."

    He stretched and popped his back. "I sense the others. Where's your brother?"

    "This way, Master Kota," Leia said.

    She paused when his hand touched her shoulder. In a surprisingly gentle tone, Kota
    said, "I'm not your master, Leia. You've moved into realms of power I cannot and will
    not follow. And frankly you've known me too long anyway. I might not have been there
    to hold you when Bail passed into the Force, but I promise yours weren't the only
    tears. He was a great man, and a dear friend."

    Leia's lip trembled a moment before she embraced the beaten-up old warrior. "Thank
    you, Rahm. Come, I'll introduce you."

    Luke was already standing outside of Yoda's home when they arrived. He was dressed
    not in Jedi robes, but the same Alliance casual uniform as he wore on Adega.
    Nonetheless, he bowed from the waist. "Master Kota, I'm Luke Skywalker."

    Kota stood intently looking at Luke, then back to Leia, then finally to Luke
    again. "You've got your father's looks and power, boy. But that heart is entirely
    Padme Naberrie. She was a good woman; I still haven't figured out why she married
    your father."

    "Sometimes good girls like bad boys," Harry speculated.

    Leia hit his arm, but Kota didn't take it as a joke. "You're probably right. Look
    at the Princess and you. You have death and darkness wrapped around you like a cloak.
    Of course, she does too, now. She didn't back when I saw her last."

    Luke looked alarmed at this, but before he could say anything the three younger
    Padawans stepped outside. Tim stiffened when he saw Kota. Peter put a protective arm
    around Carrie, but none spoke. Kota hobbled his way to them, studying them each
    intently with his artificial eyes before nodding. "Yes, the Force is with them," he
    said. "This is a good place for me to finish my life. You, Skywalker, Master Yoda
    filled your head with traditional order values, correct? No attachment, no love, no
    marriage. No kids. No emotions, no reality. Witches like these people are all of the
    Dark Side, right?"

    "Yes, Master Kota."

    "It's all Bantha poodoo. Yoda's race were asexual—they reproduced through budding
    and then adopted genders only to fit in with the predominantly bi-gendered galaxy. He
    had a personal grudge against romance in the Order because he felt it got in the way
    of training. Never mind what bonded Jedi could do together. He's dead, and the whole
    damned Council is dead, and now it's just me, and you. You could beat me in a fight—I
    can see that just looking at you. But I have ten holocrons from the most powerful
    Jedi in history—four of whom were married and had kids—and forty years' experience on
    you as a Jedi knight and master."

    Kota paced between Luke and the younger students. "Potter asked me here because he
    suspects there will be more Force-potentials born here. Given the way this whole
    place is lit up in the Force, I believe it. The question you have to ask yourself,
    Luke Skywalker, is what place you wish to have in it. Do you feel you are qualified
    to teach these Padawans?"

    Leia didn't realize she was holding her breath as she waited for Luke to think
    things over. She released her breath, though, when she saw his shoulders slump. For
    some, it might be a sign of defeat, but on Luke it was a relaxation. "No, Master,"
    Luke said at last. "I know I'm not—I've only had a little over a year of training,
    and most of that was centred on being able to fight Lord Vader. I'm not ashamed to
    say I'm glad you're here."

    Kota took Luke's shoulder in hand. "That's because, while you may have you
    father's power, in matters of the heart, mind and soul, you are truly your mother's
    son. You are a Jedi Knight, and you will make a fine master. Have no doubt that you
    will have a Padawan to train when you are ready, and will be a fine man to lead the
    order into its future. But until then, I'll be here. I have a good twenty years left,
    if I'm not too stupid."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    That night, the Wizenmeet hosted Kota for dinner. Leia watched with equal parts
    amusement and alarm as the old Jedi charmed Rosmerta. He listened intently as Harry
    shared what he knew of the true origins of magical life on Earth, and merely nodded
    over a cup of new wine.

    "You're not the only group to start like that," Kota said in that gravelly voice.
    The tone sounded less abrupt, Leia noticed, after Kota had a few glasses of wine.
    "The Fallanasi were an ancient offshoot from Tython, back when the Jedi were just
    scholars and not an organized order. The Witches of Dathomir are a more recent
    example of divergent Force traditions, and some of the power they express is not too
    dissimilar to yours. The problem with the Jedi was that the Order was old—eons old.
    We had so much history dragging at our heels it was difficult for the Order to see
    forward. While it made my soul bleed to feel my brethren die, historically the Jedi
    have always been stronger in the generations following a purge, when we were able to
    look forward. It keeps us balanced."

    "So you don't think all witches and wizards are evil?" Rosmerta asked with one
    arched brow.

    "Only you, dear lady, and I'm not sure that's a bad thing," Kota said.

    Leia didn't bother to hide her laugh; Rosmerta didn't even bat an eye. "So what do
    you plan to teach your Padawans?"

    "That the Jedi are not omniscient, that we're not omnipotent. That we're not the
    source of all wisdom, and that humility is more important than abstinence or
    isolation. The Jedi were never meant to be rulers, we were meant to be scholars of
    the Force and protectors of the people. Nothing more, nothing less."

    "A remarkably wise outlook, Master Kota," Speaker DeVilla said. "Quite different
    than Master Yoda."

    Kota shrugged. "Yoda was almost a thousand years old. Palpatine rose up like a
    snake right under his nose, and he never knew until it was too late. I respect the
    old gnome—he had a knowledge of the Force I will never in my life equal. But he was
    perhaps the most blind of us all, precisely because he had so much history he forgot
    how to look forward. I'm just a man—I've won battles, and lost them. I lost my arm,
    my leg and my eyes, and none of that felt worse than losing my own Padawans or
    friends. Yoda believed that good would always triumph. I believe from bitter
    experience that good only triumphs when good men actually try and sacrifice for a
    greater goal."

    "Yoda said there was no try," Luke blurted.

    "Precisely," Kota said with a surprisingly sober nod.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Leia found Harry on the porch that night. Clad only in a silky sleeping gown—a
    gift from Councillor Weasley—she sat beside him and absorbed his warming charm
    against the Avalon winter.

    Before she could say anything, Harry pointed to a brief flurry of flares, barely
    visible. "What?" Leia asked.

    "Bodies," Harry said. He did not sound particularly upset or angry, simply sombre,
    as if he knew what was happening was horrible, but unavoidable. "During the day, no
    one noticed. Not all of them will be pulled into Avalon after all—those ships further
    out will eventually fall into the sun. But there are probably a quarter-million
    bodies in decaying orbits. Lady Sofia speculated the bodies were so infused with the
    magic from the wards that they were able to interact with the planet's atmosphere and
    gravity despite the Fidelius. I killed them."

    "Harry, you didn't…." Leia began.

    Harry silenced her with a kiss. "I know I didn't do it alone, but I did do it. And
    they deserve to be acknowledged, Leia. Enemies or not, I killed them, and I won't
    just ignore or dismiss that fact. They deserve respect, if nothing else."

    Eventually, Leia agreed and sat with him, watching as brief stars flared across
    the sky.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The price the Alliance paid for its new fleet, to put in metaphorical terms, was
    not the fish, but the fishing net and the lessons to use it. Avalon did not have the
    population to support even one of the Imperial ships they recently emptied, but given
    the fact that somehow ion weaponry could interact with matter even under a
    Fidelius—as could artificially generated gravitons—there was a general
    feeling of fear that it would only be a matter of time before the Empire developed a
    way to destroy them.

    Everyone on the Wizenmeet agreed that as a people the Mages (a new term to
    distinguish them as a people from, say, Jedi or baseline humans) could no longer
    afford to survive on magic alone. And so, instead of ships, the people of Avalon
    demanded the means to build and expand their own infrastructure.

    They still had the five neural interface chairs Harry initially brought to the
    colony. What the Alliance provided were basic educational programs. It turned out
    that some types of information was more easily transferred than others. Written and
    verbal languages and basic mathematics were easily imparted, but that was a transfer
    of rules only. The user still had to be able to use the rules with their own mental
    prowess.

    Engineering programs, for instance, utterly failed on young children who didn't
    have the capacity to make the mental calculations of an adult. And so the Alliance
    provided a suite of programs most educational institutions across the galaxy used for
    their young, along with five more neural interface chairs and a fusion generator
    powerful enough to provide for the whole of the planet Earth at its height, not to
    say the small colony. Children were given the equivalent of the first six years of
    their education in a matter of minutes, and that's where the true gift came in.

    Though Harry did not see them on the shuttle that brought his people back, along
    with Rahm Kota the Alliance packed ten general education protocol droids, each able
    to provide a broad-level of education as advanced as post-graduate level work in
    almost every conceivable area of science, mathematics or engineering.

    The second gift was equally important, if not subtle. The ship itself looked
    grotesque—a large flying brick with insect-like mandibles that landed two days after
    Kota. It was roughly twice the size of the assault shuttle as it rumbled down to the
    surface, but having used the neural interface with the ship's operational manual,
    Harry knew it was perhaps the most important thing the Alliance could provide.

    It was a mining droid. The ship could latch onto an asteroid or meteor and
    literally eat it, using the exotic fission and fusion reactors within its core to
    reorganize the matter into various materials just like the massive droids on Despayre
    did. It was not even a third of the size of those droids, but then again Avalon was
    not going to be building any Death Stars any time soon either. However, the Avalon
    System had a large and robust Ort Cloud with more than enough raw materials to allow
    for a significant mining operation without having to plunder the natural resources of
    their magic-rich world.

    And best of all, the Alliance provided blue prints on how to make their own mining
    droids with the materials the first ship could produce. The future seemed
    unlimited.

    If they could just survive the war.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Luke piloted the Fidelius-charmed assault shuttle, of course. Harry no
    longer bothered to feel jealous about the younger man's superior flying skills, even
    using a temporarily conjured quicksilver hand that would have to be replaced as soon
    as they reached the Alliance. Instead, he studied the Jedi surreptitiously, while
    Leia spoke to Maria and the small unit of witches and wizards who volunteered to
    replace the older ones that had come home at the back.

    Harry had mixed feelings when he saw that Toby Guerin, the only convicted felon on
    Avalon, was among them. If Harry remembered correctly, the boy would have just turned
    seventeen which made him of legal age. Bill, Fleur and even Rosmerta assured Harry
    that the Wizenmeet had reviewed the boy's request to fight and approved it, with
    certain conditions. He wore a magical tracer that would ensure any Mage could find
    him, and having volunteered, he was now committed to serve the entirety of his
    service in a military function.

    Not surprisingly, it was Maria De La Rosa who challenged his presence. "Why are
    you here, Guerin?" she snapped in her best Auror voice.

    "What other good am I?" he asked. He spoke with both despair and genuine
    curiosity. "Mr. Weasley said I was a decent enough fighter, and maybe out here I
    can…do something better than clean out rubbish bins. I mean, maybe I can save someone
    or do some real good."

    Thus, the young wizard joined forty-nine other witches and wizards aboard the
    assault shuttle as they flew to rendezvous with the Alliance fleet. They left the
    smaller Rebel shuttle on the planet just in case Kota or the young Padawans needed to
    leave. Luke's X-wing remained in the cargo hold of the Assault Shuttle, along with
    Harry's stolen Blastboat.

    They emerged at the rendezvous point and Harry whistled at the amassed fleet. The
    former Imperial fleet of Avalon was already there, assembled with dozens upon dozens
    of Mon-Calamari heavy cruisers, dreadnaughts, Imperial -style star
    destroyers and frigates. It was the largest assembly of ships Harry had ever
    seen.

    Luke talked their way into the docking bay of Home One with a flight
    controller made nervous by an invisible ship. It was Harry's first time on the mobile
    command headquarters of the Rebel Alliance. When they walked down the ramp, he was
    surprised to see an older woman with auburn, almost red hair waiting for them. She
    was flanked by General Madine and Admiral Ackbar, both of whom he recognized from
    their holographic conversations.

    "Leia, I'm so glad you could make it," Mon Mothma said with a genuine, though
    muted smile. She hugged the younger woman, but then stepped back and looked at her
    closely. "You've changed," she said, sounding slightly accusatory.

    "She is a Mage now," Harry said.

    Mon Mothma blinked once before looking from Leia to Harry. "Yes, I suppose I can
    see that. It is a pleasure to finally meet you in person, General Potter." He
    accepted her hand graciously. Her grip was so light it felt as if she were just
    barely caressing his fingers. "Your contributions to this endeavour cannot be
    understated."

    "Glad to help."

    "Those ships will be a great help," Admiral Ackbar said in a voice that sounded
    like a heavy smoker with pneumonia. "I am as of yet unsure how you managed to attain
    them, however."

    "We magically removed all the crew with intent to do us harm off their ships and
    into open space," Harry said.

    The three officials of the Alliance stilled at that news. "All of them?"
    Mon-Mothma whispered.

    "Their bodies still streak like stars in our sky," Harry confirmed sombrely. "It
    is something we hope we never have to do again. But we will never again allow our
    world to be destroyed like Earth was."

    "What sort of…" Ackbar began.

    Madine, however, spoke over Ackbar. "Could this weapon be adapted for use on other
    targets outside of your home system?"

    "No," Harry and Leia both said. Harry further clarified. "The device is an ancient
    artefact of my ancestors. It is keyed only to me, and now Leia, and cannot leave the
    world where it is anchored. We have anchored it to Avalon. We will never allow it to
    be used as a weapon of mass destruction."

    Ackbar actually sighed in relief, while Madine looked irritated. Mothma merely
    smiled. "Well, it is time, come. We were waiting for you to arrive to do our
    briefing. Commander Skywalker, it is good to see you as well."

    "Thank you, Mon," Luke said.

    It was not a long walk—the main briefing room was located on the same level as the
    primary hangar bay of the ship. Harry scanned the crowds of officers and command
    staff for familiar faces and almost stumbled when he saw Captain Han Solo sitting
    next to an attractive woman with shoulder-length red hair dressed in green
    fatigues.

    "There's a familiar face," Harry noted.

    "He joined shortly after Hoth," Leia said. "He was recruited by Commander Bria
    Tharen there because of help he provided that saved her from a disaster on Toprawa.
    They're quite the item, I hear."

    "She looks tough."

    "She's a Special Forces Infiltrator," Leia said. "She is tough."

    Luke separated from Harry and his sister to sit with his fellow pilots, all of
    whom jumped up to shake his hand in glad greeting. More than a few gave the odd
    silver appendage strange looks, but no one spoke of it. No one gave the same
    consideration to Harry, but then again he had always been an independent faction. He
    noticed, however, his people stayed right behind him as he sat with Leia at his
    side.

    Finally, after everyone settled down, Mon Mothma took to the centre of the
    circular briefing room. "My friends, events have come together in a way we never
    thought possible, leading to an opportunity we cannot ignore. With the new additions
    to our fleet courtesy of our allies, the Mages of Avalon, and with critical errors
    made by the Emperor itself, the time has come to strike."

    At a wave of her hand, the room darkened while a hologram appeared. "Data brought
    to us by the Bothan spy network has finally revealed the exact location of the
    Emperor's new Battle Station. We believe construction began even before the first of
    its kind was destroyed. We also know that the weapon systems of this Death Star are
    not yet operational. Most importantly, however, we have learned that the Emperor
    himself is personally overseeing the final state of construction onsite. He is there,
    away from the safety of Coruscant for the first time in many years. It is a target we
    cannot, and will not, ignore. Too many of our friends among the Bothans died to bring
    us this information for us not to seize this opportunity. Admiral Ackbar?"

    "You can see here, the Death Star orbiting the forest moon of Endor," Ackbar
    continued. Harry fought an urge to offer the creature a cough potion. "Although the
    weapon systems on this battle station are not yet operational, the Death Star does
    have a strong defence mechanism. It is protected by an energy shield, which is
    generated from the nearby forest moon of Endor. The shield is planetary in both scale
    and energy and would be able to withstand almost any bombardment. Additionally, we
    have learned that the Death Star has a network of artificial gravity wells built
    around the entire structure. We will discuss the reasons for this momentarily. In
    order to even attack the structure, the shield must be deactivated. Once the shield
    is down, our cruisers will create a perimeter, while the fighters fly into the
    superstructure and attempt to knock out the main reactor."

    As he spoke, the holographic animation depicted their projected battle plan.

    "Damn," Harry whispered. Behind him, he could hear De La Rosa echoing his
    thoughts.

    Ackbar looked directly at Harry. "General Potter, I am told the inclusion of the
    gravity wells may have something to do with Mage attack tactics?"

    "Yes," Harry admitted. "It can be used to block our teleportation techniques.
    Ordinarily, my team would be able to teleport onto the station with a bevy of weapons
    and do damage where you needed us to. That won't work this time."

    Several of the other command staff stared in disbelief at Harry's casual use of
    something that was deemed scientifically impossible eons ago. Harry, though,
    continued. "However, we have other tools we can use. It's not as secure as we once
    believed, but we can encapsulate several ships in dimensional envelopes that would
    make them all but untouchable during battle. You could park one off the Death Star
    and just unload assault concussion missiles into the superstructure until it comes
    apart. Another possibility is to do the same thing with a ship loaded to the brim
    with whatever you can pack into it to make it blow. Slave it and send it into the
    middle of the Death Star, then we remove it from the dimensional pocket and blow
    it."

    "You're sure this is something you can do?" Madine asked with an intense
    stare.

    "With my team to assist, absolutely," Harry said.

    "You bring up the reason why we delayed this briefing until your arrival," Madine
    said. "During the last Death Star attack, you provided this service to several Y-wing
    fighter-bombers. Can you do this for capital ships?"

    "By myself, no," Harry said. "But with my team, yes, we can."

    "Then it sounds like we have a great deal of work to do," Madine said with an
    eager gleam in his eyes.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    That night, after a marathon eight-hour planning session, Harry and Leia left Luke
    so he could go get a new hand, went on a tour of the ship. Both were aware of the
    many eyes that followed their progress, but neither sensed any hostility. More often
    than not they received smiles or nods of respect. Though Harry's face may not have
    been well known, word of his exploits with the Phoenix Redux made the
    rounds, especially when Maria and his former crew members joined the Alliance on a
    full-time basis during his round of Jedi-training and the staff of the Alliance got a
    chance to know mages personally.

    Leia's fame was at once more subtle and yet more endearing. He knew from their
    many conversations that she joined formally the moment she came of age, but
    informally was involved as early as sixteen. He knew Bail Organa was one of the
    founding members of the Alliance, and that word had come out that Leia was also the
    biological daughter of Senator Padme Amidala Naberrie of Naboo.

    People liked her. Some people liked her a lot.

    The missile came out of nowhere and pulled Leia away from Harry before he could
    react. When he did, he let his hand fall because it was not an attacker that had Leia
    wrapped up, but a friend. "Leia!"

    "Winter!"

    The two young women hugged tightly while smiling and laughing. Finally, they
    parted and Harry got his first look at Winter.

    The woman looked striking with her naturally white hair and icy blue eyes. She had
    a lovely face—even more so than Leia, if he were honest with himself, but she did not
    have the spark of determined strength the princess had. "And you must be Harry
    Potter," she said. Her tone sounded challenging, but Harry accepted her hand
    firmly.

    "And you must be Winter. It's a pleasure to finally meet you in person."

    "Likewise," Winter said. "As it's been almost a year since we've spoken, would you
    mind too much if I stole her away for a few hours?"

    Harry shrugged. "She goes where she wills. If I'm lucky, she'll go with me
    sometimes."

    "Smart answer," Winter said approvingly. She and Leia disappeared as fast as
    Winter first appeared, leaving Harry alone in the middle of Home One. He hadn't gone
    two steps toward his assigned quarters when he found himself standing in front of
    Luke Skywalker, now with two hands. The right looked slightly paler than the left,
    but the artificial hand was otherwise perfect.

    "Commander," he said.

    Luke looked unsmiling at him, and said, "Darth Vader is going to be at Endor, I
    feel it. And I'm going to confront him."

    Bugger me.

    

    sp

    sp
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    Chapter Thirty-Three: The Protector

    Leia and Winter walked through the corridors of Home One after spending
    the entire night talking, until both passed out from exhaustion and the emotional
    release of grieving. Leia had a chance to grieve over Alderaan and the loss of her
    family with Harry's help. Winter, who was also an adopted daughter of Bail Organa,
    never had that opportunity until now.

    So, after sending a brief com to Harry to let him know she was needed elsewhere,
    she simply settled into Winter's cramped quarters with a bottle of Alderaanian wine
    and iced fruit cream and shared with a woman who was, for all intents and purposes,
    her sister.

    The next morning, after breakfast, the two went looking for Harry and were
    directed to an empty store room on the ship's 10th deck. When they arrived, both had
    to stop just inside to take in exactly what they were seeing.

    Groups of ten mages were teleporting across the length of the room, going from one
    marked X to another. The moment they reappeared, they spun around and cast a red
    light with their wands at the next group that came up behind them, before immediately
    Apparating to the back of the line to repeat the process, while the next group took
    their turn.

    The group being shot at summoned glowing blue shields that absorbed the red
    lights.

    "Good. Good. Guerin, aim! Tannis, you can you do better than that." Maria De La
    Rosa walked up and down the side of the practice floor shouting like a drill
    sergeant, while Harry occasionally pulled someone aside after their round of the
    drill to speak to them.

    "Alright, line up!" De La Rosa shouted. "Time for shielding practice!"

    A universal groan rose form the lined up mages.

    "None of that," Harry said, speaking just loud enough to be heard. "Blaster bolts
    are a helluva lot stronger than stunners. Your first course of action is not to be
    hit, but if you're without cover, then you need to know just how much magic it'll
    take to block one, and what you can't block. Guerin, get up here."

    Beside Leia, Winter said, "They appear to be picking on him. He looks young."

    Leia, having heard his story, said coolly, "He raped a girl on Avalon. They
    allowed him to join this squad as part of his sentence."

    Winter stiffened and nodded.

    The boy, still the youngest in the team and one of the youngest in the whole
    Alliance, stepped to a spot before a thick, conjured wall that served as protection
    for the ship itself. Maria swished her wand, and a rifle came flying from a supply
    bag against the far wall not far from where the two Alderaanian women stood. Maria
    noticed them but did not pause.

    "This is a BlasTech E-11 blaster rifle," Maria shouted. " Stormtroopers are born
    suckling this for milk. It can alternate between semi- and fully automatic, has pulse
    fire settings, and has an extendible stock for shoulder firing. Guerin, raise your
    best shield, but cast it one foot to your right."

    "Protego!" the teen said. Some spells he still needed to enunciate aloud,
    though Leia knew most adults did not have to verbally say the spells.

    De La Rosa extended the stock, put the rifle to her shoulder, and fired. Guerin
    cried out as his magical shield cracked. Winter, though, pointed to the wall behind
    him. "Nothing got through," she whispered. "How are they generating those
    shields?"

    "Same as their teleporting," Leia said. "Magic."

    "Again," De La Rosa said. "Give it everything. Blocking one shot might be the
    difference between living and dying!"

    Guerin repeated the drill. His shield did not crack the second time, but he
    visibly slumped when his turn was over and he went to the back of the line. Several
    could not block the blaster bolt at all, no matter how hard they tried. Rather than
    yell at them, Maria simply sent them back to the line. Harry, meanwhile, walked
    across the room to greet the two observers.

    "Did you have a good night?" he asked.

    "We did," Leia said. "This was the first time we've been together since…well, you
    understand."

    "I do."

    Winter, meanwhile, continued to watch the shielding practice in astonishment.
    "This 'magic' of yours is amazing," she said.

    "I'm sure you'll get to see plenty as soon as we get Leia trained," Harry said.
    "Speaking of, I'm glad you're here. I want you to learn to Apparate by yourself."

    Leia stared wide-eyed. "Don't you have to learn magic first?"

    "Apparition is a magical skill, but it's not dependent on knowing magic first.
    It's a matter of concentration and desire. And in your case, I think you'll learn it
    in a day. In fact, I have a bet with De La Rosa you'll Apparate within an hour."

    "Oh, and why is that?"

    "We're going to cheat." Harry winked at her and then stepped to her side and put
    an arm around her waist. She then felt his mental barriers drop as his presence
    flooded into hers. "Can you feel?" he said softly, almost whispering.

    Leia, not trusting herself to speak, merely nodded. Winter, meanwhile, smirked as
    she saw the tell-tale signs of a woman head-over-heels in love. The smirk disappeared
    when Harry and Leia did, only for them to appear on the opposite side of the bay, ten
    meters away.

    They popped back a split second later. "Did you feel that?" Harry asked. "Did you
    feel how my magic moved?"

    Leia nodded, this time with brows furrowed in concentration. "I don't understand
    how you did it, though."

    "Magic is, by nature, chaotic," Harry explained. "We use words and thoughts to
    give it form, but the most powerful agent of magic is desire. With Apparition, we
    desire to be somewhere else. We don't strictly define the method of
    how, merely define the parameters of what and where. I
    want to be there, and if I push enough concentration and magic into that desire…"

    He popped to the opposite side of the room back to Winter's side. "…then magic
    will do the rest."

    Leia closed her eyes, exulting in the feel of his presence in the Force. It was
    easy to desire to be by his side—the desire was a powerful, tangible thing for her,
    made even more powerful when they finally came together and made love for the first
    time on Hoth. She closed her eyes and reached out to him in the Force and let his
    Force presence bathe her soul, while thinking of how much she wanted him.

    She felt the unfamiliar surge of power within her chest. It ebbed a moment after
    it grew, but she concentrated on her desire to be with Harry as if were a physical
    need. She could feel his body pressing against hers, his lips on her neck right
    behind her ear. She wanted that so much!

    The surge came again, and this time she let go of her inhibitions and fears and
    let it sweep over her. With a thunderous crack and a squeezing feeling, she suddenly
    felt arms around her waist and those lips she loved so much on her neck. "You did
    it!" he exulted

    "Vixe Maria!" De La Rosa shouted from the other side of the room. "She
    did not just Apparate on her first try!"

    All training had come to a halt, and Leia realized with chagrin that everyone had
    been watching. Beside her, Harry laughed. "She sure did, and you owe me a garden when
    we get home!"

    "But…but…nobody does it the first time!" Maria said in utter disbelieve. "That's
    like an eleven-year-old learning to pilot a starship the first time in the seat."

    "Like my father did?" Leia asked, unable to help a self-satisfied smirk. "The
    first time he sat in a Naboo Starfighter he managed to destroy a droid control ship
    in a blockade that was invading my mother's home world. He was only a child."

    "Sounds like a plot point of a child's movie," Harry noted. "Do you think you can
    do it again?"

    "I may need you to be my target again," Leia admitted.

    With a wink, Harry Apparated to Maria's side. Knowing what the magic felt like, it
    was easier this time for Leia's desire to shape it, and in half the time as the
    first, she Apparated to Harry's side. She then concentrated on Winter and did it a
    third.

    "Porra," Maria cursed. "Fine, you get your garden. How'd she do it?"

    "I think it was her Jedi training," Harry said. "She's still a fully trained Jedi
    Knight, after all, which means she has a finer awareness of her own body and mind
    than a typical mage. She came into her magic after the fact. The opposite of me,
    really. Plus, she's just that good."

    "It's a good skill to have," Maria admitted. She turned to the others. "Okay, good
    work. Dismissed. Go eat lots of fatty foods and then hit the bunks. We're scheduled
    to perform the Fidelius charm on the heavy cruiser tomorrow morning, and
    it's going to take at least twenty of us to do it."

    Leia grabbed Harry's hand. "You heard her, let's go." She rushed him out of the
    bay, ignoring a smirking Winter.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Luke stood waiting for them at the ramp of the assault shuttle three days later,
    which must have appeared odd to the rest of the bay personnel that could not see it
    under the Fidelius charm. Leia, like Harry and the rest of his team, wore a
    mottled green camouflage uniform provided by the Alliance, and augmented by Harry's
    own people with an assortment of cooling and silencing charms, as well as impervious
    charms cast with enough power to ensure they would last a day.

    Luke wore black, though he did make the allowance of a tabard of the same
    camouflage material.

    Leia smiled at her twin. "I'm glad you're coming," she said.

    Luke's answering smile appeared strained. "Wouldn't miss it," he said. "Do you
    have the primary weapon ready?"

    "Yep," Harry said. "Solomon is the secret keeper. He and De La Rosa will be on
    board a modified command shuttle that will control the weapon. When he has the ship
    positioned, De La Rosa will remove the secret from him and that will cause the ship
    to revert to normal space. We can then set off the explosives right by the core, and
    boom. We're done."

    Luke shook his head. "A plan so simple it's amazing anyone thought of it at all.
    Are we ready to go?"

    "Yep." They climbed into the shuttle, with Luke and Leia joining him in the
    cockpit. The sergeant Maria put in charge in her absence was another of her Brazilian
    Aurors, a man named Marcelinho Schmidt who sheepishly admitted upon their first
    meeting that his grandfather was a post-war German immigrant. Schmidt ordered the ten
    five-man units that would make up the strike team assigned to destroy the shield
    generator into their seats on the shuttle.

    There was a real question of whether a Fidelius-charmed vessel could pass
    through an energy shield. Energy shields on the scale of what protected the Death
    Star shared similar power signatures to ion cannon technology. Rather than risk their
    only weapon exploding on contact with a shield, Harry convinced the High Command to
    take the shield out to make sure their lone bullet found its mark unimpeded. Harry
    considered himself an expert briefing the High Command; Leia and the rest, though,
    considered him to be a part of the Council going forward. It was clear within a few
    minutes that, despite his young appearance, Harry was an experienced and capable
    leader with a good grasp on the abilities of both himself and his people.

    Luke took the pilot's seat, and in moments the shuttle was cleared and on its way.
    They were not ten minutes into the flight when Leia said, "Luke, you look
    troubled."

    "I meditated last night," the young Jedi admitted. "I felt…a foreboding in the
    Force. I could not see anything definite, as if everything was being intentionally
    clouded from my sight. But I feel troubled. Did you feel anything when you meditated
    last night?"

    Leia blushed.

    "I see," Luke said with a wry smile. "It may just be me. Regardless, we should be
    on our guard."

    "That much I agree on," Harry said.

    An hour later, the swirling blue tunnel of hyperspace abruptly jerked back into
    real space to reveal the forest moon of Endor. The planet increased in size as they
    approached still at a fraction of the speed of light, though Luke was continually
    slowing them down. As they approached, they could see the Death Star itself.

    The entire northern hemisphere that housed the superweapon was complete, but
    almost a quarter of the lower hemisphere appeared unfinished, with girders and
    superstructure open to the vacuum of space. What really caught their attention,
    though, was the Imperial Fleet that maintained a picket position around the
    planet.

    "I'm counting four hundred ships," Leia said quietly with a glance down at her
    tactical display. "Star Destroyers, mostly. The Executor is there, though I
    can't believe they've repaired all the damage yet. I'm also detecting dozens of
    Interdictors—the whole area around the planet is covered in mass shadows.
    And there's one Executor-sized ship the computer doesn't recognize."

    "It's a hit-and-run mission," Harry said. "The fleet is only going to engage long
    enough to get the weapon in the Death Star, and then we'll break off and escape. We
    never planned on engaging people magically in space. Plus, I have to imagine blowing
    the station will take out at least some of those ships."

    "You're right," Leia said. She then paled noticeable. "I…Luke, the Force, is
    that…?"

    "Yes. Vader is here."

    Harry remembered what Luke had said two nights ago. "Well, before we get it into
    our heads to do anything stupid, let's get the mission done first, right?"

    "What do you mean?" Leia asked.

    "I need to face him," Luke said, not even bothering to try and lie. "I need to
    know for sure if there's anything left there that our mother once loved. But Harry's
    right, the mission comes first."

    Leia stared hard at her brother, before finally nodding. "Mission first. But
    then…do you want me to be with you, Luke? Together?"

    "I don't know," Luke admitted. "I'm going to follow where the Force wills. If
    you're meant to be with me, you will be."

    Harry tried not to roll his eyes, because he knew damned well within Jedi
    teachings Luke was absolutely right. And the fact that the Jedi had precognitive
    abilities that Harry, even with his training, could barely duplicate, put a damper on
    his scepticism.

    "I'm inserting us over the southern pole," Luke said. "It's the weakest point in
    their picket and the point where we are least likely to be detected on re-entry.
    Vader undoubtedly knows we're here."

    "Of course," Harry said. "They've been one step ahead since they destroyed Earth.
    We're going to win anyway. Leia, what's our time?"

    "The Fleet will be entering hyperspace in just under an hour. Transit time for the
    entire fleet will be one hour thirty minutes, which leaves us two and a half hours to
    secure the compound and destroy the generator."

    "The mission times are tight," Luke said. "We'll have to get in close to the
    facility to save time walking."

    "Walking?" Harry said with a tight grin. "Who said we're walking? Apparition isn't
    the only means of magical transportation we have. Twenty klicks out should be
    sufficient and give us enough cover."

    Luke and Leia exchanged a look. "Brooms?" Luke guessed.

    "You'll love it, trust me," Harry said.

    From their experience in piloting a Fidelius-charmed ship into Avalon,
    they knew that the charm itself did not prevent or hide the plasma that resulted from
    an object hitting the atmosphere of a planet at several thousand miles a minute. That
    was why Luke aimed the shuttle toward the southern pole of the planet.

    Endor, being the moon of a radioactively powerful gas giant, produced powerful and
    breath-taking auroras as its strong magnetic field interacted with the particles
    released from the gas giant also named Endor.

    Harry had to give it to his friend—Luke knew what he was doing. The flare of their
    re-entry was just one more light in a sea of brilliance that was enough to make even
    the best ship scanners hazy. With 'nary a bump, they slid into the atmosphere of the
    forest moon, while the skies above the continued to dance in a scintillating array of
    colour.

    "I'm not jealous," Harry said aloud. "Just for the record, I'm not jealous of your
    brother's flying at all."

    Luke grinned but was too Jedi to answer. Leia, though, patted his cheek and said,
    "Don't worry, Harry, you still have many other qualities you can be proud of."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    As a little girl growing up in a palace on Alderaan, Leia never actually saw a
    real broom. She saw icons of brooms in the insignia of the Royal Alderaanian
    Janitorial Guild building, but pictures only. She knew the theory of a broom, of
    course. A primitive would hold the handle attached to a bundle of straw or some other
    stiff, fibrous material and use it to sweep away dust from their home. She could
    never understand how one went from sweeping dust with a broom to riding one, and
    making a sport of it as well.

    "It's a part of our history, I suppose," was the best answer Harry could give.

    Still, the brooms that the Mage unit displayed were not uniform by any measure.
    They differed in length, shape and configuration. A handful that looked similar, but
    even brooms by the same company with the same name often had minor differences just
    due to the nature of hand-crafting as opposed to factory production. "There was no
    automation in the magical world," Harry finally told her when he couldn't stand her
    indignation any longer. "Each broom is crafted and charmed by hand to fit the
    individual components best. It's not like we have a droid that can apply braking
    charms. So, every broom will be a bit different. They work, though." With that, he
    hung a necklace around her head. She lifted and looked at the small stone with the
    odd symbol on it.

    "A Notice-me-not charmed necklace," Harry explained. He put on his own, before
    throwing one to Luke. "In large group movements, Disillusionment charms can
    do more harm than good since we can't see each other. You can imagine the dangers of
    friendly fire in that case. With these, people just won't notice us. Droids will see
    us, sensors will see us, but the people manning the consoles just won't notice or
    care. And since we're all keyed into the same type of charm, anyone wearing a
    necklace won't be affected."

    "Smart," Luke said. "We can do something similar in the Force, but not having to
    concentrate on it is definitely useful." He pulled his necklace on and then viewed
    the brooms with a flat expression.

    "Hold out your hand and say 'Up'," Harry said.

    Luke and Leia both did as commanded. Harry was not at all surprised when a pair of
    brooms responded immediately. Though Luke was no wizard, given Harry's recent
    revelations on Adega he knew wizards and Jedi had common ancestors, and that magic
    was just another, albeit unique, expression of Force energy. While Luke would never
    be able to perform transfiguration or charms, his own native power was enough that
    the magic within the broom recognized power.

    "Time?" Harry called.

    "Two hours," Leia said.

    "Schmidt, get them mounted up," Harry ordered. "Guerin, Mendez, you're with me and
    the Jedi. Everyone else to your squad. Free formation through the trees. Go as fast
    as is safe for you but no faster. Anyone who runs into a tree is going to get my foot
    up their ass."

    Leia, for her part, had seen enough flying while with Harry on Avalon to have a
    rough idea what to do. She mounted her broom and gently kicked off, rising a few feet
    above the ground. She wasn't at all surprised to see Luke above her.

    "You'd think it would be easy to roll off this," she said.

    "Stabilization charms," Harry told her as he joined her in the air. Behind him
    came two of the younger squad members—Guerin, and a man Leia's age named Adolfo
    Mendez. "I'm going to start out slowly until you're more comfortable. We have plenty
    of time—twenty klicks on a broom is a matter of fifteen minutes, twenty if we go
    really slowly."

    "How fast could you make it, sir?" Mendez asked.

    Harry grinned. "Four minutes, easy. But we're not racing, right?"

    Mendez nodded. In just minutes, they left behind the shuttle, which was invisible
    to everyone but them, and began flying through the forest toward the massive shield
    generator. They flew ten to fifteen feet off the ground, at speeds fast enough to
    whip their hair with the passage of the wind, but not so fast that the trees
    blurred.

    On three separate occasions they flew right by scout trooper patrols doing routine
    surveys. Since the brooms were silent and they were all cloaked in notice-me-not
    charms, none of the troopers even looked up as the flight of mages flew past.

    They continued all the way to the tree line surrounding the main bunker, which
    appeared to be an elevated landing pad, a maintenance complex for the AT-ATs and
    AT-STs, and the tower itself. In the still blue, bright sky, the shimmering
    appearance of the Death Star dominated the heavens, while behind them the horizon
    burned orange with the rising of the gas giant Endor.

    "You know, I hated the first one too," Harry muttered.

    Luke, however, was studying the bunker and the generator dish intently. "The dish
    is ringed with automated sentry guns," Luke noted.

    Harry lifted his own monocular and stared.

    "See those blinking red lights?" Luke asked.

    "Yeah?"

    "Simple droid brains hooked up to laser cannons. I count ten around the dish
    itself, and another eight along the zenith of the tower around the dish base. I doubt
    a notice-me-not charm will work—they're droid driven."

    Harry swore. "I don't want to waste time on the bunker part of the base. We're
    down to an hour and half, now, right?"

    Leia nodded.

    Harry leaned back in thought. "Every single time we've acted, the Empire's been
    one step ahead of us."

    "You told the Alliance you were going to infiltrate the bunker and deactivate the
    shield generator," Leia pointed out.

    Behind her, Schmidt snorted. "Madam Princess, this is Harry Potter. He does not
    deactivate, he blows things up."

    "Schmidt's not wrong," Harry admitted. "But I'm thinking what will happen if we
    try to Apparate into that bunker is we'll immediately set off those smaller graviton
    generators Thrawn thought up and get surrounded by a bunch of Dark Side Vader-clones,
    or worse yet the whole building just blows up and the shield generator doesn't have a
    control bunker at all. I wouldn't put it past the Emperor to have built a fake base
    just to lure us into a trap. Between his foresight and Thrawn's brains, we can't
    really take anything for granted."

    "So what do you want to do?" Leia asked.

    "That explosive, what is it?" Harry asked Luke.

    "Detonite," Luke said. "Standard Imperial issue—it's an explosive mixed with a
    putty gel. Relatively stable until a detonator ignites it."

    "How much do you have?"

    "We have about two hundred pounds between us," Luke noted. "That's more than you'd
    find in a small concussion missile."

    Harry grinned. "You know, I don't need that stupid blastboat anyway."

    "What are you talking about?" Leia asked.

    "Keeping things simple," Harry said. "Sometimes, when you're dealing with people
    who are a lot smarter than you are, you have to do something really, really stupid
    just to catch them off guard. And I can honestly say I'm better at stupid than pretty
    much anyone I know."

    He turned to Schmidt. "Stay here, I'm heading back to the shuttle."

    Leia, having known Harry long enough, realized what he was going to do. "You're
    going to ram a blastboat into the dish?"

    "Sure, why not?" Harry asked. "Those things can go sonic in the atmosphere. I push
    it up to full speed loaded with the Detonite, then Apparate out before it hits the
    dish. Easy-peasy."

    "Those laser cannons will make short work of the Blast Boat," Luke pointed
    out.

    "That's why you're staying here. You and Leia stay with the team as a back-up just
    in case those cannons do get me."

    "Harry…" Leia began.

    He smiled back and took her head. "Leia, even before the Empire destroyed my
    world, this is what I did. I'm a protector. I'm a fighter. And I'm pretty good at it.
    Trust me, I don't plan on dying today. My world deserves it revenge. My family
    does."

    Leia let his hand go. "Then go with the Force, Harry. I love you."

    He grinned, and said, "I know. That's why you're going to marry me when this is
    all over."

    "Yes, yes I am," Leia answered back.

    "Okay," Harry called. "All explosives in my pack, now! Hurry, people, the clock's
    ticking!"

    When all the explosives were loaded into a backpack that should have only held a
    tenth of what it did, Harry shot through the trees three times faster than the team's
    first trip.

    "Alright, men," Schmidt said. "Set up camp, set wards, and get ready to watch the
    fireworks."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry packed the explosives inside the cockpit of the blastboat, obscuring his own
    vision as he set the detonators to go off on impact, a nice setting to have on the
    detonators for the type of demolitions most soldiers used the stuff for anyway.

    He bumped the edge of the cramped landing bay of his assault shuttle trying to get
    around Luke's X-wing, but eventually he made it out. With a shout, he pushed the
    blastboat up to full throttle and felt his body sink back into the bucket seat as the
    compensators tried to keep the increased gravity from squashing his brain.

    The moment he brought the dish into view, he received confirmation that the Empire
    was waiting for him from the hundred or so TIE-fighters that just happened to swarm
    up from the trees like insects. Harry glanced at his broom in the co-pilot's seat and
    said, "Are you ready, Bolt?"

    He took the broom's silence as an assent and pushed the Skipray's engines into the
    red. The airspeed indicator pushed past the 1,200 KPH listed as maximum atmospheric
    speed and started to approach fifteen hundred when the sonic boom shook the vessel.
    Harry realized then that Endor was not Earth, so why would MACH be the same?

    TIE fighters came in blasting away, but Harry ignored them and made a straight
    line for the dish. He knew that once inside a shielded area, the generator could not
    be re-shielded again for fear of resonance feed-back. So there was no chance of
    shielding. The laser cannons began to fire, but Harry dropped his mental barriers and
    let the Force flood him as he was so loath to do. The feeling of surrender was the
    hardest sensation for him to accept, but he knew it was the only way to survive the
    short flight.

    He began juking the blastboat left and right, anticipating incoming laser cannon
    shots. As he closed, he fired every single weapon the small ship had, which included
    two proton torpedoes, two small concussion missiles, and two laser cannons.

    It was a testament to Imperial engineering that the automated defences took out
    both concussion missiles before they even armed. One of the proton torpedoes struck
    the dish, but the explosion carried right through the superstructure without
    destroying the whole, while the second exploded under intense laser cannon fire
    before it hit.

    Now I know why Dodonna and the rest looked at me like I was an idiot when I
    suggested a frontal approach to the Death Star trench, Harry thought. Shots
    began to get through even his best efforts. He knew if he were Luke, he might do
    better. But he wasn't a super-Jedi.

    He was, however, a ridiculously powerful wizard. Pushing as much magic as he could
    and more, he cast the most powerful impervious charm he'd ever used into the
    Blastboat. The magic swept through the small fighter/bomber like a wave of titanium.
    The power drain both on himself and the ship surprised him—the ship slowed slightly
    as his magic hampered its power flow, but the computer did not register damage with
    the laser impacts.

    The dish loomed close now. "Take that, Emperor," Harry whispered before grabbing
    his broom and Apparating off the Blastboat.
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    Chapter Thirty-Four: In the Shadow of the
    Executor

    Harry had never, in his life, Apparated out of a vehicle going beyond the speed of
    sound. In fact, there were lots of things he'd never done, such as a threesome,
    eating Nutella, or playing tennis. Some of those he regretted not doing, but he did
    not regret having neglected to Apparate out of a vehicle at high speed.

    Mass and momentum are retained in the act of Apparition. If you're running when
    you Disapparate, you will be moving forward when you reappear. If you are in a
    vehicle traveling at nearly 1,500 meters per second when you Disapparate, the air
    will feel like a brick wall slamming into you when you reappear.

    It felt just like a wall—the shock of the impact of air at that velocity slowed
    him immediately while beating him senseless. There was no way he could have held on
    to his broom, much less even retained consciousness, with such a shock.

    And then the shield generator exploded. Harry was only dimly aware of falling when
    the shockwave of the explosion hit him like a kick that complimented the slap of his
    Apparating out, and he found himself tumbling hopelessly within sight of his broom.
    He couldn't even remember the flying spell, much less a cushioning charm.

    He knew that there was every possibility that he would die from such a fall,
    despite The Hallows. If he survived, then at the very least he was going to hurt like
    holy hell. Accio broom!

    He desperately spun around during his fall, looking for his broom, when it came
    slamming into the back of his head.

    "Shite!" The word was ripped from his lips as he spun, grabbed the uncooperative
    broom, and started to pull up hard…only to slam into and then through some type of
    rickety wooden platform. And then another, before landing with the crack of broken
    bones and torn ligaments on an uncomfortably hard surface. "Ouch!" he moaned.

    The air around him came alive with small, chattering voices that spoke a stream of
    high-pitched gibberish. For a moment he thought he was surrounded by an army of
    munchkins on speed until he forced his eyes open and saw it was even worse.

    He was surrounded by teddy bears with spears. Harry shunted the pain aside through
    sheer force of will combined with a determination not to be eaten by a band of
    carnivorous teddy bears. He opened himself to the Force and let it fill his tattered
    magical core, and with the infusion of energy his unique magic went to work. With
    effort he straightened his legs out, ignoring the crack of bones and spikes of pain,
    and let the magic wash over his many hurts. After a few minutes of being poked and
    prodded by the teddy bears, Harry sat up with a groan.

    The little bear-thingies jumped back; the tallest barely topped Harry's head even
    while sitting down. With this new angle he was better able to glimpse the village of
    the bears, which appeared to be a tree house. He looked back at the stubby little
    hands on the teddy bears and wondered how the hell they could have ever built
    anything like this, much less even climbed a tree in the first place. Howls, clicks
    and high-pitched screams alerted Harry to new arrivals. He looked up just in time to
    see Leia swooping down toward him.

    "Harry, are you okay?"

    "I'm getting there. Watch out, I think they bite."

    Only, they weren't biting. The startled bears had seen her flying on the broom and
    now backed away to bow to her as if to a god.

    "Of course, they bow to you," Harry muttered. "It must be a princess thing."

    Leia didn't laugh, though she smiled. "I felt your pain."

    "We wield The Hallows—if we survive, we'll heal very fast. Anyone hurt in the
    explosion?"

    "No. But there is something you need to see, Harry."

    He pulled his broom, only to snort in disgust. What he held wasn't a broom, just
    one portion of the shaft. The rest never survived impact. "Damn, I liked that
    broom."

    "Can this one carry us both?"

    Harry sighed. "No need. I can just fly, now that my brain is working."

    "Like we did back on Avalon?" Leia stared, wide-eyed.

    "Exactly. Come on, let's go."

    If the bear-thingies were excited about Leia on a broom stick, they when
    absolutely nuts when Harry simply lifted off on his own power. The two floated
    through the trees toward the sky overhead. They emerged from the tree tops into a
    brilliant sky dominated by the gas giant of Endor and a line of on-coming clouds.

    It took almost half a minute before Harry realized what was missing. "Where's the
    Death Star?" he asked.

    "That's just it, Harry," Leia said with a worried expression. "It was never there.
    The shield generator wasn't that at all—it was a giant holographic projector. The
    fleet is going to appear in less than an hour and head right into a trap."

    "But where's the Death Star?" Harry asked again. "Mon's intelligence was rock
    solid—they built one of the superlaser components, and the movement of personnel was
    established. They built something, so where is it?"

    "I don't know."

    They quickly returned to camp, only to find the unit ready to move out.
    "Stormtroopers and assault droids are moving in," Schmidt reported tersely. "Are you
    well, General?"

    "Fine," Harry said with a negligent wave of his hand. "Throw me one of the spare
    brooms. We need to get out of here and warn the fleet."

    "Are we going to gun it this time, sir?" Guerin asked.

    "This time, yes," Harry said.

    In seconds they packed their camp using a chorus of wands, and soon were flying
    through the trees. The first sign that their notice-me-not charms had lost
    effectiveness was the rain of red blaster fire that took out the two lead flyers.

    A whole battalion of Imperial biker scouts closed in from around the trees toward
    them, a hundred or more strong. Harry spun on his broom and began conjuring glass
    walls between the various trees.

    The sound of shattering glass was always followed by the explosion of a downed
    biker. Even so, two more broom riders fell. "We're not going to make it, there are
    just too many of them!" Luke shouted over the wind of their passage. "You go, I'll
    distract them."

    "Luke? What?" Leia asked.

    Luke, however, pulled sharply back on his broomstick, and then insanely enough
    jumped off it entirely. Through a feat of timing Harry couldn't have done even with
    the Force, the Jedi landed perfectly on one of the bikes and kicked the hapless scout
    off. With one hand controlling the bike and the other wielding his green lightsaber,
    the Jedi waded into battle, disrupting the entire Imperial formation.

    "We can't just leave him!" Leia screamed.

    "Leia, he was going to stay anyway!" Harry shouted back. "Your father's here, in
    orbit, remember? Luke always planned to face him. Let him go! If anyone can make it
    out, it'll be him."

    "But…"

    "We'll leave his X-wing, he'll be fine!" Harry shouted again.

    She looked on the verge of mutiny, but at least stopped arguing. They reached the
    assault shuttle and took stock. "Where's Guerin, was he hit?" Harry demanded.

    Schmidt also looked around, before casting a location charm on the boy's tracer.
    "He's alive. Looks like he stayed back with Commander Skywalker, sir."

    "Bloody hell," Harry muttered. "Fine, we'll come back for him too. Levitate
    Skywalker's x-wing out and then we're leaving!"

    When the X-wing was out and disillusioned—a charm that Jedi could see through
    easily—they loaded back into the assault shuttle and lifted off. Though the Death
    Star was not visible in the sky, Vader's fleet was. The ships hung like silver spears
    rising up over the horizon.

    Harry settled into the pilot's seat with Leia in the Co-pilot's seat. Harry paused
    in prepping the ship for take-off long enough to say, "Leia, the Force was with him.
    He'll be okay."

    Biting her lip, she said, "I know. Can we use the mirror?"

    Harry grimaced as he removed the shards of what had once been a charmed mirror.
    "You mean this? Didn't survive my fall."

    "Fine, we do it the hard way."

    "And that is?"

    Leia sighed. "I'm not sure. We can't contact the fleet while they're in route, so
    we have to wait until they decant from hyperspace."

    Harry piloted the shuttle up from the trees and saw that the forest skies were
    buzzing with hundreds of TIE-fighters. "This whole thing was a trap," Harry said
    bitterly. "Damn him. Merlin curse his bones!"

    As the shuttle started into the upper atmosphere, Harry noticed the fleet of ships
    converging on their position. The normal star destroyers were there, along with
    Vader's massive ship. But for the first time he noticed something else hidden in the
    shadow of the Executor.

    "What is that?" Harry said.

    Leia leaned over the control board, looking through data bases. "I don't know,"
    she said in worry. "But it's big—it's almost as long as the Executor, but
    looks like it bulks much more. Harry…" She sat up, alarmed. "Harry, it's firing
    something!"

    The massive, machete-shaped ship was firing something, but it was not a laser
    cannon or even a super laser. Rather, it fired what from a distance looked like a
    blue disc of light. However, the disk closed on their position with terrifying speed
    and grew larger and larger as it did so.

    Harry punched the shuttle's engines to maximum, but somehow knew it would not be
    enough. As the disk grew even closer he saw energy boiling within it, with flashes of
    plasma like lightning forming spokes from the centre to the outer ring. It hit the
    shuttle.

    Oh shit, it hit the shuttle! Harry's thoughts raged
    frantically. A shuttle under Fidelius!

    The ion pulse cannon blast ripped away not just the assault shuttle's electrical
    systems, but the magic itself. It felt as if Harry's body was burning, and from
    beside and behind him he heard Leia and his crew crying out in pain as well.

    With a sense of horror that overrode the terror that he would ordinarily feel
    being at the helm of a powerless shuttle plummeting back to the planet's atmosphere,
    he realized the Empire had finally found a way to disable a Fidelius charm.
    Avalon wasn't safe, not any more.

    "Harry, we're falling!" Leia screamed.

    "Schmidt!" Harry cried over his shoulder. "Everyone, grab your brooms and Apparate
    out now before we get moving too fast! Get back to the surface!"

    The sound of desperate cracks momentarily drowned out the sound of groaning metal.
    Harry reached out a hand. Leia, no longer shouting, met his eyes and took the
    proffered hand in her own.

    They Apparated out and appeared moments later in mid-air, falling at the same rate
    as the ship. Harry pulled hard on his raw-feeling magic and slowed their descent into
    the trees until they came to a halt with nary a bend of the knees.

    Leia, crushed up against him with her face buried in his chest, said, "Let's not
    do that again."

    He kissed her and then sent out a Patronus messenger. "We need to find
    the rest of our men."

    "Harry that weapon…"

    "I can't think about that right now," Harry admitted with a note of desperation.
    "One step at a time. We need to find our people, and then we need to figure out a way
    to get off this planet to warn the fleet, and then we…"

    "Freeze!"

    "That's a start," Harry said, a moment before he blasted the biker trooper against
    a tree. The man's partner managed to get off two shots which Leia deflected easily
    with her lightsaber before Harry stunned the man.

    A simple switching spell had the scout armour off the men and onto Harry and Leia,
    and their own gear on the troopers. Harry stripped off his potions box and any other
    magical items, while Leia reclaimed her lightsaber. When that was done he leaned over
    the stunned man, lifted his eye lids, and plunged into his brain.

    When he was done extracting the information he needed, he pulled the blaster
    pistol the troopers used and shot each man in the head. Leia stared, wide-eyed.

    "We can't afford to have them wake up and alert Imperial forces," he explained
    grimly. "There's no truly secure way to hold them prisoner, and I'm not going to risk
    your life trying."

    Leia was a compassionate and kind woman, but thank Merlin she was smart as well.
    "You're right. Do you know how to ride one of these speeder bikes?"

    "I'll figure it out."

    "Where are we going?"

    "The command bunker. Luke's X-wing is locked to his biometrics. We might be able
    to find transport off the planet there."

    "Right, let's go."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry grimaced when he and Leia caught up to what remained of his command. Of the
    forty-nine witches and wizards who accompanied him to the planet, only twenty-two
    survived the ambush, and of those five were seriously injured. Luke and Guerin were
    not among them.

    Though Harry and Leia both wore the biker scout armour, they removed their helmets
    so Schmidt could see they were friendlies. "General," the former Auror said grimly.
    "What's the plan?"

    "Figure out a way to get off this rock," Harry said. Leia, meanwhile, was already
    moving among the mages, using her own battle-field medic training to help where she
    could. Schmidt watched her for a moment before looking back at Harry. "That weapon—it
    was designed for us, wasn't it?"

    "That's what I'm thinking. Enough hits from that, it might be able to rip the
    Fidelius charm right off the planet."

    "Then we will stop it, no?" Schmidt said.

    "Damned right. De La Rosa owes me a garden."

    Leia made her way back to them. "We have half an hour until the fleet
    arrives."

    "Then let's get moving," Harry said. "Even if we can't make it into orbit, we
    might at least be able to make a broadcast to warn the fleet."

    Unfortunately, movement was hampered by the fact that many of their brooms were
    damaged while Apparating out of the damaged shuttle. The other mages found it no
    easier Apparating out of a ship at extreme speed and altitude than Harry did. Really,
    it was a miracle as many survived as they did. But it meant that many brooms were
    damaged, leaving only ten among them.

    They used the brooms to help transport the wounded and made a single-file march
    toward where their spells said the bunker was. This time they did not hesitate to
    disillusion themselves, using conjured rope to stay together. Unfortunately, without
    brooms, it was slow-going through the forest floor.

    Too slow.

    Harry slogged ahead, using magic to ease a trail, when he felt Leia suddenly grasp
    his arm. "Harry, they're here! It's too late!"

    Leaving the main column behind, Harry and Leia both ran out into a clearing they
    had been skirting for the past few minutes and looked up into the sky. The sun was
    far to the west, almost setting, while the gas giant Endor cast a purplish haze over
    the twilight sky. Against this backdrop, Harry watched as a swarm of barely visible
    lights—ship hulls reflecting the sunlight—swam into the sky.

    "Merlin help them," Harry whispered.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Admiral Gial Ackbar spent almost nineteen years as a slave to Grand Moff Wilhuff
    Tarkin after his home world of Dac fell. During that time, he not only served Tarkin,
    he learned of the man's tactics. And since Tarkin helped shape Imperial doctrine, he
    thus learned about general Imperial tactics.

    The moment Home One decanted from hyperspace to see an empty field of
    stars where the Death Star was supposed to be, and a massive fleet of Imperial
    warships on their flank, he knew what was happening. "It's a trap," he said with
    resigned calm. "All fighters providing screening fire on the enemy fleet. Are we
    detecting mass shadows yet?"

    "Yes, admiral," the tactical officer said.

    Ackbar nodded. "All ships, this is the admiral. Attack is a no-go. Break formation
    and make your escape as best you can. Monitor gold channels for rendezvous
    coordinates."

    One of their new generals piped in. "Admiral, we're not going to get another
    chance at this."

    "General Solo, this is a trap. If we stay, we won't get another chance at
    anything," Ackbar said.

    The former smuggler said, "Acknowledged. What about our people on the ground? I
    still have an invisible ship."

    The admiral took only a moment to consider it. "General, if you feel you can
    rescue our landing party, then you have my blessing and thanks in trying."

    Before Ackbar could say any more, tactical shouted, "Admiral, incoming fire! I've
    never seen anything like it!"

    Ackbar spun his command chair and blinked his amphibious eyes in amazement. "I
    have," he said softly. "During the Clone Wars. Force preserve us! All ships, the
    Empire has an ion pulse cannon. Break away, break …."

    The pulse cannon struck, gouging a deep path through the already breaking rebel
    fleet formation. It did not cause ships to explode—it did much worse. Whole
    destroyers were instantly rendered inert, losing all shields, life support—even
    gravity plating. As the damaged ships floated dead in space, the Imperial jackals
    moved in for the kill.

    "Admiral, what do we do?" one of his people shouted.

    Ackbar saw the imperial frigate closing in and sighed sadly. "We face our end
    bravely, my friends. It has been an honour."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Home One is down," a frantic voice shouted over the command channel.

    Another said, "Liberty too. Who the hell is in command?"

    "Silence all channels," an authoritative voice said. "This is Madine. All ships
    are to continue to break and evade as best as you can. Rendezvous coordinates will be
    sent on Gold Channel 89-765 in one hour's time. Do not engage!"

    Han Solo looked down at the com speaker with a grimace before glancing up at his
    co-pilot, Colonel Bria Theran. "This whole operation was one big pile of Bantha
    poodoo."

    "Potter's people are still down there," Bria pointed out. "There's no shield, so
    they must have made it down. Do we go, or bug out with the rest of the fleet?"

    The Millennium Falcon had already separated enough from the battle that
    Han could see the Imperial pincer movements as various elements of their fleet
    converged on the devastated ships of the Alliance. He counted at least a dozen of the
    rebel's biggest ships knocked out, including Home One, and already they were
    being either boarded for prisoners, or destroyed outright. And just barely visible in
    the dimming light of a setting sun, Han could make out the behemoth that mounted the
    ion pulse cannon.

    "That's a big ship," he said aloud.

    "Han?"

    Han looked back to a woman he'd never thought he'd see again, much less have back
    in his life again. "Potter did me a solid when he did his mojo on the
    Falcon. I can say it turned my life around. I was able to get jobs, pay back
    my debt, and brought me back to you. I say we at least give it a try. We'll insert
    over one of the poles and use the emergency transponder to try and find them."

    Brie leaned over and kissed his cheek. "You're the general."

    "Yeah, I guess I am," Han said with a devil-may-care grin. "Let's go save some
    wizards!"
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    Author's Note: As always, I just wish to stress just how much I
    appreciate Teufel1987, JR and Miles for beta reading yet another of my stories. As
    always, they make everything better.

  


  
    35. Masters of Death
  

  
    A/N: Chap 34 review responses are in my forums as normal. Also, a note on the
    Imperial Ship:

    The ship in question is a brute, no doubt. The ship is based upon the frame of an
    Eclipse-class dreadnought with dual primary weapons—a single superlaser component
    (the DS had six, I believe), AND an ion pulse cannon. It is roughly 18 kilometers
    long. The addition of the pulse cannon to the Eclipse is my own invention, but
    otherwise the Eclipse is cannon in the SW legends (old EU). And to be clear, it was
    Thrawn who convinced the emperor that a fleet of such ships would be both more
    economical and efficient than a single death star.

    

    Chapter Thirty-Five: Masters of Death

    Harry tried not to look at Leia's face as they slogged their way painfully through
    the forests toward the bunker. The princess was one of the strongest people he'd ever
    met, but her one weakness was the suffering of others. Though he had himself
    thoroughly closed off to the Force, he knew it was much harder for her to do that.
    And in the Force, he had no doubt she was feeling the deaths of thousands upon
    thousands of their fellow rebels.

    All he had to do was look up into the evening sky to see the flares of light that
    marked another Alliance cruiser dying.

    The sounds of the forest around them were muted, as if the insects and animals
    understood just how desperate their situation was. "Potter, Arjuna is slipping."

    Harry sighed, motioned for a halt and walked back to their line of wounded. Rafael
    Arjuna was forty-one—a former international Quidditch star whose wife and daughter
    died in Armageddon, he never had the heart to look at another woman and instead
    dedicated himself to fighting.

    He'd suffered a blaster bolt in the back while fleeing on brooms, but managed to
    make it to the shuttle. However, the Apparition out of the falling, powerless shuttle
    exacerbated an already deadly wound.

    The man had paled and sweat ran off his head. He was muttering to himself in
    Portuguese but otherwise didn't move. Leia knelt down on his other side and placed
    her palm over his forehead, taking a reading in the Force. The fact she simply sat
    back was as eloquent a statement on his condition as any words.

    Harry didn't bother to talk, he simply held the man's hand until the muttering
    stopped and he went still. Overhead, one last flash of light heralded the end of the
    Battle of Endor—the Alliance lost, and lost badly.

    "When we get out of this, I am so kicking the Emperor's arse," Harry said with
    feeling. "I'm going to Force-crush his man-bits, transfigure his robe into an angry,
    anally-fixated ferret, and then I'm going to fire an Avada Kedavra down his
    throat."

    "Amen," some of the other wizards intoned. Though the words might have been
    half-in-jest, the tone and feeling was completely serious.

    "Take any potions he has," Harry said when the man was gone. "We can't afford to
    leave any behind." Once anything of use was taken, Harry transfigured the body into a
    small child's action toy and put it in his pocket for cremation later, if there was a
    later. "Let's get moving, we're close."

    They were within sight of the bunker, just within a few hundred meters of where
    they temporarily camped early in the day when they thought they might actually have a
    chance of winning, when they saw a large, white shuttle lifting off the platform.
    Leia gripped Harry's arm in a deathly grip. "Luke's on that shuttle!" she said. "And
    so is Vader! Harry, what are…?"

    "General, Guerin is here!" Schmidt interrupted. "I'm picking up his tracker!"

    Harry looked at Leia. "We can't do anything," Harry said grimly. "The kid knows
    what he's doing. We have to trust that."

    Shaken, Leia merely nodded, and in a second had herself composed again as they
    searched through the forest for their lost fighter. It didn't take long, nor was it
    hard to figure out what happened.

    When they came across the teen, they found him half-buried in the remnants of a
    shrub he fell into from a great height. His wand arm was gone at the elbow, and his
    left leg at the knee. There was a black hole burned through the centre of his chest
    and one entire side of his face was black and swollen, as if struck but a large,
    cybernetic fist.

    "Oh, Toby," Harry muttered.

    The boy's eyes snapped open, before drooping immediately. Well, one eye opened.
    The other was too swollen. "Is that…is that Potter?" the boy said weakly.

    Harry didn't bother to move him. "I'm here."

    "I tried to help," the boy said, tears rolling down his face. "He and…and Vader
    were fighting. I followed him, trying to help. I Apparated to the fight and tried to
    curse Vader, but it didn't work. My curse, I mean. I couldn't make the killing curse
    work. I…" He stopped talking and coughed weakly. The cough ended in a wet gurgle and
    a stream of blood from the corner of his mouth.

    "Vader kicked my arse, Toby," Harry said. "I know you tried your best."

    "Wasn't…good enough," the teen said as his eyes started to droop. "Never was good
    enough. Please…please tell her I'm sorry. So sorry."

    Toby Guerin, age seventeen and convicted rapist, died. It was a case of
    unfortunate timing that the Imperial squad broke out of the forest and shouted
    "Halt!" as the teenager breathed his last.

    With a scream of sudden, uncontrollable rage, Harry spun and slammed both hands
    into the ground. Before the squad of Imperials could fire, long, narrow spikes of
    transfigured stone shot up from the ground like spears, impaling every enemy soldier
    in front of them. The rest of the fighters stared at the display, but Harry just took
    a deep breath.

    "Gloves are off, gentlemen," he said aloud. "Don't cast a spell that doesn't
    kill," he said. "And don't miss. Leia, are you ready?"

    "I'm ready," she said as she gripped her lightsaber.

    "Okay, when we get to the main doors, I want a mass Alohamora. And then I
    want every single one of you to cast Apis Scutellata Fervere. Do you know
    what that spell is?"

    Around him, the wizards grinned hungrily. "We know," Schmidt said. "It is a good
    choice."

    "I don't know," Leia pointed out.

    "You'll find out shortly. Everyone form a half-circle around Leia and I,
    disillusion and then Apparate in that formation."

    When they were ready, he took Leia's waist. She kissed his cheek. "Good luck."

    "We'll need it."

    With a loud pop the decimated force of Wizards and witches appeared directly in
    front of the bunker door. As Harry suspected, they all felt the strange, fuzziness of
    artificial gravitons, but that would not be enough to stop them. Harry and twenty-one
    other wizards cast the unlocking charm at once, casting aloud so everyone could
    coordinate. The mass of magic did not just open the door, it slammed it open so hard
    the servitors in the wall sparked and blew out loudly.

    "Apis Scutellata Fervere!" Harry and the others cast aloud again.

    Leia watched, astounded, as the tops of their wands began shooting out hundreds,
    even thousands of angrily-buzzing little insects that swarmed so thickly into the
    building it looked as if a cloud of writhing oil was cleaning the halls. Instantly
    they heard screams of alarm from within. "What were those?" Leia asked.

    "Killer bees," Harry said. "A stinging insect from Earth. Let's go, people!"

    The bees did nothing to the fully armoured Stormtroopers. However, the marines and
    officers were another story. The wizards rushed in, casting killing curses and
    exploding bone curses at anyone in white armour, while not even bothering with the
    uniformed men writhing on the ground. Most, in fact, were not even moving.

    Once secured in the bunker, Leia began looking over the various consoles with a
    professional eye. Unlike the wizards, Leia was also trained in electronic espionage
    and made quick work of one of the communication stations. "Walk me through what
    you're doing." Harry said.

    "All Imperial communication stations log signals," she said. "For ISB review,
    mainly. I'm stripping out the monitoring protocols so I can signal the fleet without
    having the secure channels compromised, and this will help."

    She removed a small data chit from her borrowed biker scout waist pouch and
    slipped it into a receiving slot on the console. She put the signal on speakers, but
    heard nothing.

    "Is it working?" a witch asked.

    "It is, there's just no one left to signal," Leia said sadly.

    She started to turn it off when a voice said, "This is Millennium Falcon
    to Task Force Endor. Are you receiving?"

    Harry stared, dumbfounded. Leia responded quicker. "This is Task Force Endor
    receiving. Verify security code."

    "Herf Aurek Nem five-five twenty-three."

    "Han?" Harry asked aloud, spelling out the Aurebesh letters.

    "That you, Potter? Where are you?"

    "The Imperial platform," Harry said. "There are TIEs everywhere. Be careful."

    "Right, hang on to your panties, we're coming."

    The signal clicked out. Leia, meanwhile, was scanning through something else until
    she said, "Aha!"

    At a few deft touches of her fingers to the computer interface, the heavy
    fuzziness of the graviton generator died. "Brilliant!" Harry said. "Alright, everyone
    to the landing platform. Schmidt, take a few and retrieve the wounded and meet us up
    top. It should be a line-of-sight Apparition."

    "Right."

    Schmidt and three chosen witches and wizards disappeared while the rest of them
    started toward the turbolifts that would take them to the platform.

    The wounded and their escorts were already on the top of the huge platform by the
    time Harry arrived. They made their way over, watching the vast buzzing of
    TIE-fighters around the forest. It was only a matter of time before the Empire
    realized their bunker was compromised. Fortunately, in a strange twist of their luck,
    the Falcon arrived first. They could tell solely by the roar of the engines
    and the blowing air thrown up by its approach.

    The tough-looking red-head named Bria Tharen appeared from mid-air. "Pass this
    around and get in," she said, pushing a small flimsiplast into the hands of the
    nearest wizard.

    As the secret was spread, they began to board the old freighter. Finally the slip
    made its way to Harry and Leia, and when they looked up they could see the freighter.
    "It looks cleaner," Leia noted absently as they ran toward the ramp.

    Once inside, they found themselves among an already good sized Force of rebel
    infiltrators who were helping with the wounded wizards. Tharen ran in and the ramp
    began to close before she even made it all the way. She ran down the narrow corridor
    that went toward the cockpit. Despite the compensators, they could feel a slight pull
    as the Falcon lifted off.

    "I'm going to go talk to Solo, are you alright?" Harry asked.

    "Go, I'll help with the wounded," Leia assured him.

    Harry made his way toward the cockpit—when he arrived the freighter had just
    cleared the atmosphere. Solo had a full crew now—his Wookiee companion sat in the
    co-pilot's seat while Tharen handled weapons and a fourth rebel, a short Sullustan,
    handled communications. And crowding the space in front of them was a star destroyer
    showering space with blue ion bolts.

    "They caught our wake leaving atmo," Tharen said.

    "Yeah, noticed that," Solo said tersely. "Bria, we have a Hutt-dung load of
    ordinance on this bucket and only one Impstar between us and free space."

    "Right. Loading torpedoes."

    Harry stood just outside the cockpit, not wishing to interrupt or crowd a crew
    that appeared to work very well together. Solo flew with casual aplomb, spinning the
    bulky freighter through the enemy fire with a skill that surpassed any but a Jedi's
    skills.

    "Firing everything in three, two, one, fire!" Bria said.

    'Everything' proved to be a lot. Two threads of proton torpedoes shot out from the
    modified front loading forks of the freighter, ten torpedoes each. Accompanying the
    hard-point ordinance were blasts from a ventral turbolaser cannon so powerful Harry
    actually had to grip the wall to keep from falling from the powerful kick back.

    Whatever the star destroyer was expecting, it was not a fusillade of twenty proton
    torpedoes and a barrage of near capital-ship level turbolaser fire. The turbolaser
    flashed past torpedoes, chipping away and weakening the shields just enough that the
    ships defences could only with stand the first five torpedoes. The remaining fifteen
    slammed into the hull at various points, with six aimed right for the bridge in the
    command tower.

    "Yeee-haaaaw!" Solo shouted as they blew past the burning, heavily wounded
    destroyer. "Now that's some good shooting!"

    Free of the imperial blockade, Solo quickly punched the ship into hyperspace
    before turning his seat to speak to Tharen. As he did so, he spotted Potter. "Ah, Mr.
    Wizard. How're things?"

    "Could be better," Harry said. "That big ship was designed to kill my people. It
    can rip an object out of the dimensional envelope we use. Our shuttle was under
    Fidelius and it ripped the magic clear away. It's going to go for
    Avalon."

    Han's grin sobered. "You're probably right. The Emperor has a definite hard-on for
    you people."

    Harry glanced from Solo to Tharen. "Any chance you'd be willing to help me take it
    out?"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Before the attack on Endor, the Rebel Alliance fielded the largest fleet in its
    history, thanks in large part to the ships recovered from the Imperial Fleet at
    Avalon. When the Falcon finally rendezvoused at the coordinates Madine transmitted an
    hour later, the fleet had been almost halved.

    Once all ships made the rendezvous, they jumped again to coordinates sent by
    line-of-sight laser communications, in case any of their secure channels had been
    compromised. Only after fleet was in a position hundreds of light years off any known
    hyperspace lane did they stop to take stock of what was left.

    The Mon Calamari cruiser Ardent now served as the command ship for the
    fleet. Harry and Leia both shuttled over and were met by a grim, flush-faced Madine.
    "General Potter," the man said curtly. "I'm glad to see you survived.
    Casualties?"

    "Compared to the fleet, it could have been worse. Solo got us out just in time.
    Did Ackbar make it out?"

    "Home One was not destroyed as we initially thought," Madine said. "It
    was boarded in force. Gial was able to get a single transmission off that he'd had
    all the ship's data banks destroyed, but that we should consider all command channels
    and bases compromised."

    Harry and Leia fell in beside the Imperial defector. The man was more than just
    angry. He was terrified. They walked until they reached the bridge, and from there he
    led them to a tactical galley where the holographic form of Mon Mothma was talking to
    a wilted Carlist Rieekan. When they arrived, Mothma's holographic image focused on
    Harry and Leia. "Oh, thank the Force," she said. "I was so worried you were lost too,
    Leia. And General Potter. Are you well?"

    "Been better," Harry said.

    "Mon, Vader has Luke," Leia said.

    Mon bowed her head.

    "And that weapon can rip Avalon right out of the Fidelius," Harry added.
    "Mon, it was a weapon designed for my people."

    "Actually, Potter, it was designed for the Clone Wars," Rieekan said glumly. "The
    Ion Pulse Cannon was a Separatist weapon that appeared late in the war on a massive
    ship called Malevolence. It was a devastating ship and took out almost four
    sector groups before Anakin Skywalker led a fighter/bomber assault and destroyed
    it."

    "How ironic," Harry muttered. "The fact remains, with that ship the Emperor can
    pierce Avalon's defences."

    "I share your loss, Potter, but right now we've lost almost half the fleet and
    almost half a million personnel," Madine began. "We…"

    "Madine, what the hell do you think will happen when the Emperor gets his claws
    into a race of people that can teleport? Or control your mind so thoroughly you don't
    even know you are killing your own wife?" Harry took a deep breath to calm himself.
    "There's a reason he's so interested in us. We control an aspect of the Force the
    Jedi and Sith never knew existed, and just like dark siders, magic can be twisted
    into unspeakably dark avenues. I could kill you and then revive your corpse as a
    soldier. That is what will happen if the Emperor gets a hold of my people."

    That gave even Madine pause. "What do you suggest, General?" Mon asked, ever the
    voice of reason.

    "We take the ship," Harry said. "We board it in force, and we take it. My wizards
    in support of infiltrators and Alliance marines. A fleet assault obviously won't
    work, but if we can take the ship, maybe we can turn that weapon on the Imperials,
    and open the door for the Alliance to strike back."

    "First we have to find the ship," Madine said.

    "No, we don't," Rieekan said before Harry had a chance to respond. "It will be at
    Avalon."

    "Right," Harry agreed. "We have enough wizards left to cast the Fidelius
    on as many assault shuttles as we can. And we know that magic does not interfere with
    your power systems, so we expand the interiors of each to hold thousands instead of
    hundreds. We hit that ship with everything we can. Heavy weapons, even small armour
    if we have it. We overwhelm them, and we take it, and we give those bastards a taste
    of their own medicine."

    "They certainly won't be expecting it," Mon admitted. "Especially after the losses
    we just suffered."

    "I will admit it does hold a certain attraction," Rieekan said. "It won't put the
    remaining fleet in danger, at least not until we're in a position to be more
    effective. And Mon, we're barely holding on. We need a victory desperately."

    "Crix?" Mon asked gently.

    Madine looked down in thought at the holographic table. "Okay, I certainly see the
    need for a victory, and it's a high profile target. Potter, start working on the
    shuttles. I'll need to know just how much space and weight they can carry before we
    know for sure just what assets we can commit, but if you can hold it, I'll get it for
    you. You'll Liaison with Solo and Tharen. They're our best infiltration leaders right
    now."

    "Consider it done," Harry said. "Thank you all. We're going to make them pay, my
    friends. One way or the other, we will make them pay."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    De la Rosa and their secret weapon—the Fidelius-charmed cruiser filled to
    the brim with explosive warheads—survived the failed assault at Endor. She joined
    them in their efforts to begin charming the ten assault shuttles in the fleet, which
    flew into the Ardent's hangar from around the fleet.

    The Fidelius was the more exhausting charm, so they did that first,
    selecting the shuttle pilots themselves as the secret-keepers. By the time they were
    done, the wizards had to stop and recover. It was just as well, since Avalon was
    several days away. Already, the Rebels were heading toward the system.

    After a night spent recovering, they began enlarging charms. Leia watched
    attentively as the first team of three expanded the hold in each shuttle to almost
    ten times its original size—which was large enough to begin with to hold two hundred
    troopers or two small Starfighters.

    "De la Rosa, lock 'em in place!" Harry called from the centre of the casting
    wizards. Leia watched as Maria went to each corner of the expanded hold and used her
    wand to carve in a series of runes that 'locked' the expansion charms in place, much
    like a rivet holding together a joint of durasteel beams.

    "General Madine, shuttle one is ready," Leia said into her com.

    The former Imperial walked into the expanded hold just minutes later, and then had
    to walk out again before entering a second time and believing what he saw. "Just
    incredible," he said at last. "Simply amazing. You know, this crazy plan may actually
    work."

    Harry shrugged. "It has to, General. The stakes are just too high if it
    doesn't."

    Madine nodded. "I understand, General. You will have every weapon at the
    Alliance's disposal, and every marine and SpecOps team we have. Maybe, just maybe, we
    can make up for Endor."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    That night, as De la Rosa and Schmidt helped Madine's people load personnel and
    equipment into the ten assault shuttles, Leia sat in their cramped, temporary
    quarters and reached into the Force for Luke. Luke, hear me.

    The Force suddenly thrummed, and her mind flooded with pain and images of an old,
    corrupted face with orange eyes and steel teeth laughing. "Jedi," the old face said,
    voice dripping in contempt. "Jedi."

    Desperately, Leia tried to break the connection, but her struggles only seemed to
    make her twin-bond with Luke stronger. And when it became strong enough, another mind
    sensed it and pounced. Leia screamed as the Emperor's powerful minded flooded into
    hers through her link wither brother.

    She fought against the intrusion with everything she had, but despite her talent
    and power, the Emperor had decades of experience and a power to match. He cut through
    her mental projections as if with a lightsaber, and stabbed into the heart of her
    memories.

    Of blood on the crystals of Adega, and power searing through her until she became
    more than a mere Jedi. A master of death.

    Yes, his mentally sibilant whisper said to her. Yes. I was wrong,
    Sister. Your father was wrong. Luke will only be a mere Jedi. A Sith when I am done.
    But you…you will be a master of all the Force can offer. Come to me, Leia. Join me,
    and your dear brother will live."

    How 'bout you join us, a new presence intruded into the link. With the
    presence came a startlingly clear image of a shrivelled, disgustingly pale Palpatine
    in odd red short pants decorated with large, garish flowers on a beach making a sand
    castle. The light side has better parties.

    The thrust of the mental image was so startlingly precise and strong that it broke
    Palpatine's hold easily. She gasped for air and opened her mind to see Harry backing
    away, frowning in concern. "Are you okay?"

    "Harry, he saw what the crystals did to me!" Leia said. "He knows I can do magic
    and the Force now."

    Harry shrugged. "Fuck him. We're going to be killing him soon enough. Next time he
    attacks you, throw that image of him. Or make up your own. It was an art wizards used
    to combat a magical predator called a boggart. Make the threat look ridiculous. The
    more ridiculous and funny, the better. Because if there's one thing I learned, it's
    that evil cannot stand to be laughed at."

    She nodded before leaning over and kissing him passionately. "I'm thinking about
    another way to keep the dark at bay."

    Harry grinned through the kiss. "That works too. Carpe diem and all that."

    With that, they started to strip. They were due to reach Avalon the next day.
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    36. Finding Avalon
  

  
    A/N: Chap 35 review responses are in my forums as normal. The proceeding battle
    will take up the remaining chapters of the story. Just like the Battle of Endor
    dominated Return of the Jedi. Those who are enjoying it, I hope you continue to do
    so.

    

    Chapter Thirty-Six: Finding Avalon

    A single figure stood on the over-bridge of the Force Eclipse, the
    newest, most powerful ship in the Empire, and a testament to the man's growing
    influence over the Emperor. He stood as straight as a rod, clad in brilliant white
    with gold tassel epaulets that reflected off the burnished floor below. His dark blue
    skin stood out in stark contrast to the white of his uniform; his red eyes an equal
    contrast to his skin.

    Grand Admiral Mitth'raw'nuruodo, known to the Empire at large as Thrawn, stood on
    the bridge of his ship with a sense of accomplishment. The Emperor was well into
    planning a second Death Star when the growing threat of the mages in the Alliance
    began to reveal itself. The other grand admirals, such as Grant, Grunger and Declann,
    threw their hands up and declared the magicals irrelevant due to lack of numbers.

    But Thrawn knew his master well, and knew such an answer would not appease the
    Emperor. So, he studied what they knew of the enemy. He studied intently how Potter
    so thoroughly stole the identity of an officer on Despayre and managed to parley that
    into the best marks the real officer ever had in an attempt to save slaves. It was a
    mark of intelligence and compassion, but also ruthlessness. Thrawn had no doubt all
    those he replaced with his people were killed.

    He studied the footage of the Death Star that Vader transmitted back to Coruscant,
    of Potter teleporting instantly from one area to another. The other grand admirals
    declared it impossible, and a hoax. Thrawn knew better, and instead tasked his fleet
    physicists with how it might be possible, and what could stop it.

    Most of all, he discovered why Potter and his people were on Despayre in the first
    place. It was only a matter of a few weeks of work for him to triangulate where
    Potter's home planet was just based on Despayre's position, using a plethora of
    probes. He personally took his flagship to Earth and discovered the frozen wasteland.
    His teams scoured the mostly intact ruins and brought back writings and broken art
    pieces that spoke of a culture on the verge of joining the greater galactic
    community. In the Republic days, they would have been welcomed and aided in their
    advancement by the senate, while being ruthlessly exploited by the various trade
    organizations.

    With the death of the Republic, they were welcomed by orbital bombardment and
    genocide. Tarkin was a fool. For Tarkin's actions introduced the Empire to
    an enemy far, far more dangerous than the other admirals were wont to admit. Tarkin
    was a fool, and the Emperor was a fool to ever listen to him.

    Tarkin was a fool in other ways. The Death Star was offensive to Thrawn not for
    its destructive capabilities, but for the incredible waste of resources that such a
    project entailed. And it was this argument which finally convinced the Emperor not to
    proceed with the second Death Star, because it was one of the few things that Thrawn
    and Vader actually agreed on. After all, the Empire could build five
    Eclipse-class ships for the cost of a single Death Star. And with each ship
    armed with both an ion pulse cannon and a superlaser capable of shearing whole
    continents in half with a single shot, it was a far, far more effective weapon. The
    fact that the superstructure of the first Force Eclipse was already complete
    and orbiting the Emperor's secret base at Byss just made the argument that much more
    effective.

    The slow tapping of a alerted him to company. He turned to face the Emperor and
    bowed. "Majesty," he said respectfully.

    "Admiral," Palpatine greeted him.

    Thrawn looked and saw the ever present, crimson-clad Imperial Guard, but no sign
    of Vader or their latest prize. "You have done well, Admiral," the Emperor continued
    in his crackling voice. "Endor is the single greatest victory against the Alliance we
    have enjoyed, despite the efforts of others to bring them to heel."

    Thrawn bowed but did not respond to the obvious jibe against Vader. It was not
    wise to place himself between the two Sith Lords. "We are fast approaching Avalon,
    Majesty."

    "Yes, I can feel it," the old Sith said. He closed his orange-tinted eyes, as if
    revelling in the approach. "Soon enough Potter and his kind will bow before me, or
    perish."

    "Yes, m'lord."

    Palpatine stared straight ahead, his face hidden within his cowl. "Tell me,
    Admiral, do you think we will face opposition?"

    "Most certainly, m'lord," Thrawn said briskly. "The Rebels were hurt, but not
    destroyed. Our intelligence suggests Potter is either on the High Council or
    influential to those on it, and he will stress the need to defend the planet."

    "What course do you think he will take?"

    "There are a few possible plans," Thrawn said. "Carlist Rieekan would favour an
    attack by snub fighters, such as the Republic used against the Malevolence
    during the Clone Wars. Of course, shielding capabilities have been vastly improved
    and this ship carries more Starfighters than current estimates of the Alliance's
    entire fighter capability. Madine will favour a full-scale capital ship assault,
    likely using a three-vector pincer move along the lines of Ackbar's defence of Mon
    Calamari."

    "And Potter?"

    Thrawn paused in thought. "In exploring the remnants of his world, I came across
    literature which I believe illustrates his thought processes. 'Give me liberty, or
    give me death.' He will attack directly, in an unorthodox manner which will be
    difficult to predict, but which will give him the best chance of defending his people
    even if it means his death. I believe this means that he and his fellow wizards will
    attempt to board the Force Eclipse. In the end, it will likely be a
    combination approach as befits a group effort."

    "Your insight serves you well," Palpatine said. "What plans have you made?"

    "Battle droids are embedded with Stormtrooper and marine units throughout the ship
    with automated defensive systems. We have learned that some of their evasion
    abilities are purely mental and do not work on droid systems. Stormtrooper helmets
    have a thermal overlay on their visors in case the wizards use their invisibility
    skills. Additionally, we have gravity well generators throughout the ship and various
    force fields at all key points. They may very well make it onto the ship, but it will
    avail them little."

    Palpatine chuckled, but it was a dry, hoarse sound. "Good. Very good. Carry on,
    Admiral. I will be in my chambers with our newest project. I am not to be disturbed
    until the wizardling's world has been opened."

    "As you command, m'lord."

    The quiet tapping of the Emperor's cane allowed Thrawn to mark his progress off
    the over-bridge without having to look away from the streaks of hyperspace. He could
    easily have had the conversation by holocom, but by visiting Thrawn he raised the
    Grand Admiral's status in the eyes of the Fleet, and further goaded his
    apprentice.

    Thrawn said nothing as he contemplated the intricacies of Sith politics. It was a
    shame he had no true Sith art to study. On the other hand, would the galaxy truly
    miss the Sith?

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The rebel attack shuttles made it to Avalon first by virtue of being faster, and
    the fact that the Imperial fleet did not set course for Avalon until after all
    potential rebel prisoners were captured and taken aboard either Vader's
    Executor or the Force Eclipse.

    This bought the Alliance precious time to regroup, and for Harry's people time to
    charm the shuttles. When the ten assault shuttles launched, laden with the single
    largest ground force the Alliance had ever assembled, the Imperial fleet was just
    beginning to make its way toward the wizard's world.

    "How much time do we have?" Harry asked Leia as they sped at sublight toward
    Avalon.

    "Fleet Intel says less than an hour," Leia said.

    "That's enough time," Harry said.

    With the secret shared among the ten pilots, the shuttles had no problem finding
    Avalon and making toward the colony. When they landed, Harry Apparated directly to
    the middle of the Wizenmeet Hall. Fortunately, it was a work day, and the council
    members were all there, even Master Kota.

    Rahm blinked at Harry's appearance, and then rose as he suddenly sensed the
    emergency. "What…?"

    "Endor was a trap," Harry said curtly to Kota, Madam Rosmerta and the rest of the
    council. "The Empire has developed a weapon that can rip away the Fidelius,
    and they are coming here within the hour. I need a thousand witches and wizards who
    are willing and able to fight, and I need them now!"

    "Why not use the ward crystals again?" Rosmerta asked.

    "Not enough time," Harry said. "It took almost a whole day for me to get the
    equations right, and if I made even the slightest mistake, it could backfire and kill
    us all. Those ships are almost here."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    A swarm of titans burst out of hyperspace on a wave front of Cronau radiation like
    gods descending from the heavens. Even the smallest of the ships measured hundreds of
    meters long, while the two largest had to be measured in kilometres.

    The Executor looked like the point of a spear, long and lethal. Behind it
    came the mace, the Force Eclipse, the single most powerful ship the galaxy
    had ever seen. Compared to these two mechanical monstrosities, even kilometre-long
    star destroyers appeared to be mere specs. They came in numbers at first uncountable,
    except by tactical droid brains that quickly put the total fleet at over five hundred
    and fifty capital ships and over twenty thousand individual star fighters.

    Even if the Rebel Alliance attacked the fleet with everything it had, it would
    still be outnumbered two to one, facing superior ships as well as numbers.

    However, Thrawn was still not pleased. "Status of the blockade taskforce?"

    "No sign of the taskforce," Captain Pellaeon said from his sunken command console.
    "It's gone, Admiral. The rebels must have taken them somehow."

    "Without them sending out any alerts?" Thrawn asked. "How curious. Any rebel
    presence?"

    "None, admiral. We're detecting no ships in the system at all. I've ordered all
    ships to start firing ion cannons to locate the target world."

    "Very good, captain. Alert me when we have it."

    "Yes, sir."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Holy Merlin's nutsack that's big," Harry whispered. The shuttles were already in
    the air with their last fighters on board when the fleet appeared in the system. "I'm
    going in fast; they're probably going to start firing any second now."

    The other pilots were all veteran fighter pilots from Luke's squadron—Wedge
    Antilles taking the lead. And flying with the ten shuttles was the Millennium
    Falcon, once more filled not with soldiers but ordinance—as much as a missile
    boat. Solo was serving as a last-ditch insurance policy. If their attack failed, he
    was to pump as many proton torpedoes into the ion pulse cannon as the Falcon
    could hold.

    Minutes later, space filled with blue streaks of ionized energy. Harry risked
    opening himself to the Force to let it guide him, but in the co-pilot's seat Leia
    closed her eyes and sank so deeply into the Force he could barely feel her, until
    something that was more than the Force alone allowed him to dodge an ion blast.

    Behind them, their onsite Alliance commander, Airen Cracken, said, "What's wrong
    with the Princess?"

    "I do believe she's entered a Battle Meditation," Harry said, speaking in awe.

    "Could you do it?"

    "Not a chance."

    Harry did not fight the sensation—he surrendered to it completely, trusting Leia's
    connection with the Force far more than his own. Though the Empire could not, he
    could see the other shuttles and saw that they had formed up in a perfectly straight
    line, literally just meters from each other, and flew the storm of ion bolts like a
    thread through the eye of a needle. It was the most incredible thing Harry had ever
    seen Leia do.

    Suddenly they pierced the vanguard of the fleet and the ion blasts dropped off
    immediately since the inner ships did not wish to accidently shoot their own fleet.
    The line of shuttles continued on under Leia's Force guidance past the long,
    dark-blue grey of Vader's Executor, toward the blunter monster. As they
    approached, he was able to see the ion pulse cannon. It flared out under the tip of
    the ship in a great disk easily two kilometres in diameter. But what amazed Harry was
    that, on the dorsal side of the hull he saw a massive weapon emplacement that seemed
    to run up into the heart of the ship.

    "There's the superlaser intelligence warned us about," General Cracken said from
    the back. "An ion pulse cannon and a superlaser mounted on the same ship. Whoever
    designed that was a mad genius. The hypermatter reactor on that thing must be
    huge."

    Even as he spoke, though, Cracken continued working on the shuttle's tactical
    computer. "Attack force," he said through their secure channel, "I'm sending landing
    instructions now. General Solo?"

    "Here."

    "General, I want those flight bays closed down. Target the atmospheric shields to
    trigger the manual doors to close on as many as you can. Wait until after we've
    landed."

    "Got it. Good luck, Cracken."

    "You too, Solo."

    When he finished, a reticle appeared on the cockpit viewport showing Harry's
    assigned landing spot. "Right, here we go."

    As they drew closer, Harry felt the heavy pull of the gravity-well generators on
    the ship that was such an effective anti-Apparition ward. The spot they were heading
    toward was directly on the dorsal ridge that ran up the length of the ship from the
    superlaser, just underneath the bridge.

    The shuttle began to buck from all the gravitons and the massive ship's own
    gravitation pull. With effort, he managed to land the shuttle smoothly and secure it
    with grapple hooks. "Done."

    Leia opened her eyes and sighed. "The rest have landed."

    Unable to help himself, Harry leaned over and kissed her. "Damn you're good," he
    said. "Now let's go kill some people."

    She shook her head. "It's a good thing you're not a Jedi, Harry."

    He grinned and led Cracken back into the packed, expanded hold. Almost two
    thousand soldiers and another hundred wizards stood packed with arms and weaponry.
    Madine even managed to get the Alliance Imperial-style powered armour suits for each
    heavy squad. They squeezed past all the squads until they reached the ventral
    boarding dock. It was already open directly onto the cold, dark hull of the enemy
    ship.

    "Ten mages to me," Harry said.

    Six wizards and four witches reached his side, and side by side around the docking
    ring, they pointed their wands down and cast vanishing charms on the hull. It was a
    testament to the density of the hull plating that each charm only vanished an
    inch-deep circle, even with ten of them casting. However, even Cracken had to admit
    it was faster than trying to drill through, given the nature of the depleted
    neutronium used.

    When they exhausted themselves, Harry had another shift take over, casting in
    rapid succession, until after only ten minutes they broke into a softer material that
    was easier to vanish. And with a last swish, they were looking directly down into a
    corridor of the ship.

    "Helmets closed," Cracken shouted. All Alliance soldiers—infiltrators, marines and
    spec-ops, closed their helmets against any possible environmental offenses such as
    gas or vacuum, and started down the drop ladder in quick succession. Harry heard the
    first shots before the second squad of ten men made it down.

    "We need to go next," Harry told Leia. She already had her lightsaber in hand and
    nodded. When the second squad was down, Harry just jumped, as did Leia. He cushioned
    his landing with magic; she used the Force. Four alliance men were already dead, and
    another two injured just from the first ten down.

    A squad of Stormtroopers stood at a nearby corner, firing. Harry summoned a pair
    of thermal detonators off a dead soldier's belt while Leia skilfully deflected the
    blaster fire. With a banishing charm, he sent the detonators directly at the
    troopers, who had only a second before the charges exploded.

    Immediately more rebel soldiers and mages poured out of the hole. Over the ruckus,
    Harry heard heavy metallic footsteps approaching from the same corridor as the now
    dead troopers. "Heavy armour incoming!" he shouted.

    He then flicked his wand, drained his magic temporarily, and conjured a
    rhinoceros. The large, horned beast snorted and then barrelled down the smoky
    corridor. Just as the power-armour clad Stormtrooper cleared the corner, the rhino
    struck and sent both tumbling down. He and Leia ran after, flanked by spec-ops
    soldiers. They reached the screaming, terrified man just in time for Harry to pop his
    armour canopy with a spell and kill him.

    "Anyone know how to use this thing?" Harry asked as he compelled the rhino to back
    off.

    "Hells yes!" one of the soldiers said. She grinned as she handed her rifle to a
    cohort and pulled the dead Stormtrooper out. Cracken caught up with them, while still
    more Alliance troops poured out of the opening in the hull. "All units have
    encountered heavy resistance," the general reported tersely. "We need to find a
    terminal and hack the ship's systems."

    "Right, let's go."

    They managed to make it another twenty feet before encountering more
    Stormtroopers, this time accompanied by battle droids. Rory the Rhino managed to take
    one droid out before the blaster fire destroyed him. After that, it was hard fighting
    every step of the way.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Thrawn studied the tactical read-outs with a puzzled frown. "Interesting."

    "Section 53 on Deck 345 has been overrun," Pellaeon reported with professional
    calm, despite the anger in his expression. His professionalism, in fact, was why
    Thrawn chose the man to captain the new Imperial flagship. "The rebels are attacking
    in numbers our forces are not prepared to handle. We're receiving reports of large,
    armoured creatures breaking through barricades and tactical points, and flying
    creatures that are attacking and destroying the ceiling-mounted e-webs. Chemical
    weaponry has had no effect—the rebel soldiers are armoured and the animals don't
    appear to be breathing—and the two attempts at vacuum seclusion failed. They broke
    through the section too quickly for the vacuum to take effect."

    Thrawn counted the ten separate incursions throughout the ship, with estimates
    placing each incursion at over two thousand men. It was curious, since they would
    have had to come in ships small enough to evade the ion fire. In fact, Thrawn was
    counting on that fire as a limiting factor to just how many people Potter could
    bring.

    Even so, Thrawn had over one hundred and fifty thousand Stormtroopers and marines
    on board the Force Eclipse. Even if Potter managed to land twenty-thousand
    men, they were outnumbered better than seven to one. They were advancing, yes, but
    taking losses.

    Thrawn did the calculations in his mind in a second. "Transfer command to the
    secondary bridge," Thrawn said. "Evacuate the command staff and yourself as well.
    Potter will make it to the bridge, if just barely. When he does, we will blow it and
    remove the head of the attacking snake."

    Pellaeon stared only a split second before nodding. "Yes, sir. I'll begin
    immediately. Will you be with us?"

    "I'll be in the tertiary bridge. We cannot let this incursion delay our primary
    mission."

    Pellaeon paused and stared intently at the grand admiral for a full tick before
    nodding sharply. "Understood, Admiral."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Four rebel soldier's heads fell from their bodies before Harry realized that a
    Dark Sider had attacked with the latest wave of enemy soldiers. Harry started to
    raise his hand to fire off an area-wide banisher to buy time when Leia dove past the
    line of stunned, terrified soldiers and engaged the Sith-spawn sabre-to-sabre.

    The man taunted her and called her names as if he were a schoolyard bully, but
    Leia ignored him and bought them time to take out the next barricade. Harry lingered
    as Cracken led the troops past the fighting Force-users, watching as she duelled. He
    saw in seconds that she was by far the superior fighter, but the man used his greater
    mass to make up for it.

    Harry cast an over-powered Aguamenti that emerged from his palm like a
    jet hose, blasting water at the startled Dark Sider. Water, unfortunately for him,
    was not something easily deflected with a lightsaber. It provided Leia more than
    enough time to finish him.

    "That's cheating, Harry," she said as she joined him at a run down the
    hallway.

    "There's no such thing as cheating in war, love!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Admiral Thrawn, the outer elements of the fleet report a positive ion contact,"
    Pellaeon's holographic image said.

    Thrawn had just entered the third of the five duplicate command bridges on the
    ship and nodded. "Set course. Confirm with ion cannons, and once coordinates are
    confirmed, fire the pulse cannon at will."

    "Yes, sir," the captain said.

    When the hologram disappeared, Thrawn pulled up another detailed hologram of the
    ship that revealed the various incursions. They did not appear to be near any support
    systems for the ship's two primary weapons, but their attack patterns were too
    determined to be random. He pulled up ship schematics, and saw immediately their
    targets.

    "An artful attempt, Potter," Thrawn said as he sent reinforcements to the gravity
    well generators. "Not sufficient, but artfully done."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "We're about to open up a big can of mynocks," Han Solo said.

    Chewbacca roared his agreement.

    "Right. Let's do this."

    The dimensionally hidden ship fired two bursts of turbo-laser fire almost
    point-blank at the heavily reinforced environmental shields that kept air in the
    massive hangar. The sudden decompression launched personnel and fighters into void of
    space before a huge wall came slamming across the bay, saving those left within, but
    also trapping them.

    "One down, ten more to go!" Han said. Then he added, "I hope Bria's okay."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Bria Theron eyed the seeming fragile old witch warily. "You sure you can do
    this?"

    "Dear, I've been fighting since before your parents were born," Madam Malkin said
    with a cackle. "Ready, boys?"

    The younger wizards and witches around them nodded, and together the ten mages
    raised their wands and shouted together, "Alohamora!"

    The reinforced blast doors, which would have taken Bria's battalion an hour to
    punch through, snapped open so hard the motivators sparked. And beyond, staring in
    shock, stood the technicians and marines guarding the Number 4 heavy gravity
    well.

    Bria had the first tech down before the Imps could respond, and her two thousand
    soldiers and ten old but surprisingly spry mages charged in.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Coordinates set; the computer has the planet's position confirmed."

    Pellaeon nodded to the targeting officer. "Then it's time, my friends. Fire the
    pulse cannon."

    "Firing."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry stumbled and then fell to his knees. In the Force, Leia felt something
    thrashing. "Harry, what?"

    "They've fired the pulse cannon," Harry said. "It hit. The Fidelius is
    failing."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Han had a second hangar bay locked down when the Falcon bucked. He
    blinked at the odd behaviour of his ship, and in so doing saw the familiar, sickening
    blue ring of energy shooting off from the bow of the monstrous ship. It flew
    straight, expanding, for several minutes before it slammed into something that he
    could not make out at first.

    When the energy passed, he got a glimpse of a horizon, before minutes later a
    second burst of ionized energy struck. The streaks of lightning flashed over the
    whole world, and in a blink of an eye, where before was nothingness now shone a
    brilliant blue and green orb. "Well, the clock's ticking," he said fatalistically.
    "Let's take out that next hangar." It was all they could do.

    

    sp
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    Chapter Thirty-Seven: Variables in the Equation

    "So tell me how and why my father died."

    The question startled Vader. He was expecting many things from Anakin Skywalker's
    son, but not that.

    The young Jedi sat calmly in the cell, bereft of lightsaber and hope, with a poise
    that Anakin Skywalker was never able to find in his life. He stared at Vader with a
    frank openness that spoke more of Padme than Anakin, despite having the same shade of
    eyes as Anakin did.

    Vader stood on the other side of the force field, arms crossed over his chest
    plate, staring in heavy silence at what his life could have—no, should have—been.
    "Dwelling on the past is useless. Be conscious of the here and now."

    "That sounds like something Obi-Wan would have said," Luke noted. "You're going to
    try and murder Anakin's daughter and pull me into the same slavery that destroyed
    him. I believe I have a right to know. Why did my father die?"

    "Anakin Skywalker was a fool," Vader snarled.

    "I think the proof of that stands before me."

    Anger lashed out in the Force, slamming Luke against the far wall. The young Jedi
    did not resist at all. Rather, he went completely limp and let the anger flow over
    and through him. "The Emperor will teach you respect," he said.

    With a sad shake of his head, Luke said, "No, he will kill me. I won't turn. I
    cannot. And he will be forced to kill me. Or, more likely, he will demand that you do
    it. And you will, won't you? Because my father is dead. You killed him, just like
    Obi-Wan said."

    Around them, the Executor hummed faintly as it blasted its way through
    hyperspace. "There is only a Sith Master, and a Sith Apprentice," Vader noted. "There
    is no room for weakness. Your sister is strong with the Force, but you are
    stronger."

    "And because I am stronger, I will bend but not break," Luke said. "Obi-Wan always
    said Leia was a lot like her father, even though she looked more like her mother. She
    had a sharp passion and a fiery temper that she sometimes had a hard time keeping
    control of. I'm glad she found Harry. More importantly, I'm glad he found her.
    They've strengthened each other and helped each other recover. Him from the loss of
    his wife and family, and with them his world. Her from the loss of her family, her
    world, and being tortured by the twisted slave who was once her father."

    "Enough!" Vader shouted.

    "Never!" Luke's sudden burst of volume surprised Vader enough to silence him. "It
    will never be enough! You didn't just betray the Jedi, you betrayed your own wife!
    You betrayed your own children! And for what, Father? What happiness has Palpatine
    brought you? What have you accomplished besides slaughter and hatred? You have an
    Empire built on fear, and no matter what you do eventually it will fall. All you had
    to do was admit your marriage. Do you think Yoda or the old Council would have
    ejected you from the Council during the war?"

    "Yes, they would have," Vader said quietly. "Just as they ejected my own Padawan
    for a crime she did not commit. Even then, they were blinded by the Dark Side."

    "And so are you," Luke said. He sat back down and took a deep sigh. "I do not wish
    to die, Father. I wish to live. I want to find a woman to love as my father did, and
    raise children to study the Jedi arts. I want to grow old with my family and friends,
    and pass into the Force loved and remembered. And because of that, I will never, ever
    turn to the Dark Side. You may as well kill me now."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Luke swayed under the oppressive feeling of the Dark Side of the Force as he and
    his father stepped into the Emperor's chambers aboard the obscenity of a ship that
    was the Force Eclipse. They took a shuttle over as soon as the fleet arrived
    in the Avalon system, and the moment Vader let him into the chamber, he felt the aura
    of the Emperor's evil even before the creature's orange-tinted eyes began boring into
    his own.

    Despite the evil on board, Luke had noticed that the interior of the Force
    Eclipse felt different than the Executor. For one, the walls were all
    an off white instead of the harsh metallic grey that dominated Vader's command ship.
    At occasional points he saw potted plants of various types, and he swore there was at
    least one or two actual green, grassy parks within the ship.

    It was as if the commander of the Force Eclipse was simply more humane
    than Vader was.

    But the creature he now faced, within the ostentatious chamber that looked out
    among the stars, felt anything but human. "You have grown powerful in the Force,"
    Palpatine hummed with a greasy, metallic grin. "Yes, great power. Your father too,
    was powerful. By now you must know that he can never turn back from the Dark
    Side."

    "I realize that you believe such to be true," Luke acknowledged.

    "You think he can return?" Palpatine laughed. "Foolish, naïve boy."

    "I cannot turn him back, this much I accept," Luke said, bowing his head sadly.
    "But neither can you turn me."

    "Oh, you think so?"

    Luke had to fight not to lose his footing as a terrible cracking
    reverberated through the Force. To the young Jedi's horror, space beyond the large
    port windows shimmered before a whole planet appeared before them. He could sense the
    mages on the world crying out in pain and alarm.

    Overhead, an urbane voice announced, "As you are no doubt aware, Majesty, Avalon
    awaits you."

    "Your sister has given me something I and the Sith have been searching for,"
    Palpatine said with a metallic grin. "Do you know what that is, young Skywalker?"

    Luke raised his chin but did not answer.

    Palpatine turned his throne until he looked out at the planet. "Can you feel them,
    young Skywalker? The ancient stones of Adega? Jedi and Sith alike have been searching
    for them for thousands of years, but all it takes is one primitive mage to find
    them."

    "Because they were created by his forebears," Luke said.

    "Yes. And they have made him immortal." The Emperor stood before walking slowly
    around his throne. "Lord Vader severed Potter's limbs on Adega. And within hours he
    was whole. We placed inhibitors in his eyes, and yet he overcame them. He can be
    tortured just short of death, and recover. And though he looks like a teen, in fact
    he is twice the age he appears. And now, your dear sister shares this power."

    Luke fought against a surge of panic. "Your sources of information are badly…"

    "My source of information is the Force, boy," Palpatine spat. "Your sister is now
    truly powerful—she wields both mage craft and the Force. And because of that, she is
    now stronger than you. Admiral Thrawn?"

    A voice responded over the speakers. "Yes, m'lord?"

    "Prepare a shuttle for the surface."

    "Very well."

    "And the boy, Master?" Vader asked.

    "He is no longer of use to me," Palpatine said dismissively. "Kill him. When I
    return, I shall be immortal and powerful beyond reckoning. And only your dear
    daughter, with all her passion and hate, will be worthy as my new apprentice."

    Vader ignited his lightsaber and approached his unarmed son as Palpatine made his
    slow, ponderous exit from the ship. He cackled as he walked. "Jedi," he called out,
    enunciating the punch line for his own, personal joke.

    Luke, unarmed and still bound in stuncuffs, shook his head before turning to face
    his father. "Before you kill me," he said softly, "I deserve to know what really
    happened on Mustafar."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Harry, stop!"

    Harry turned and looked at Leia, concerned by her expression. They had finally
    broken through to the command level and were a mere hundred meters or so from the
    over bridge of the massive ship. "What is it?"

    She knelt down and cradled her head in her hands. With a grunt of effort, he could
    feel her pushing through the Force, as if struggling against a hidden barrier.
    Instinctively, he reached down and grabbed her shoulder, opened his Occlumency
    barriers and pushed power through his contact.

    Behind them, Madine stepped toward them. "What is it?" he asked.

    Leia, though, continued struggling against something Harry could only partially
    sense. Even so, he opened himself entirely to her. She reached up over his shoulder,
    gripped his hand, and with that extra touch pulled at his magic almost as strongly as
    the ward stones on Adega did.

    Though he did not understand entirely what happened, he felt a shift, almost like
    a crack in reality, as Leia broke through whatever barrier she strove against. And
    with that crack, her head shot up and she sucked in a deep breath. "Oh Force," she
    whispered. "It's a trap. It's all a trap."

    "The bridge?"

    She spun and grabbed Harry's hand. "No, it's not just a trap for us! Well, yes,
    the bridge is a trap too. It's going to blow the moment we step into it. But I mean
    this all is a trap for everyone —Jedi, Sith and Mages! Harry, Thrawn's going to
    destroy us all!"

    He felt her certainty as if it were her own. "How?"

    "The Emperor is going down to Avalon for the ward stones," she said. "I saw him
    going, in the Force. He's blinded by his own thirst for immortality. Vader is
    fighting Luke, and is blinded by his own self-hatred. We're blinded by our need to
    save Avalon. Harry, he's going to kill the Emperor, Vader, Luke and I, all the Jedi
    and all the mages. He planning a coup, Harry. He wants an Empire with no Sith, no
    Jedi, and no mages. He's going to kill Luke!"

    "Well then, we have a new destination, don't we?" Harry said.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Vader raised his blade; Luke stood still, staring at him with eyes from right out
    of Vader's memories. And suddenly, everything shifted. Both men staggered as
    their senses deadened and the force left them.

    From the ceiling, strange cradles lined with what looked like tree branches
    lowered down with odd, reptilian creatures hanging on them. At the same time, the far
    door opened and a squad of ship marines rushed in, their black helmets and uniforms
    acting as a stark contrast to the normal white of Stormtroopers.

    "What treachery is this?" Vader demanded.

    The marines did not hesitate or speak before they opened fire.

    Luke, unarmed and bound, could do nothing. He was therefore surprised when Darth
    Vader stepped between him and the marines. Though the man did not have the Force, he
    was still a powerful cyborg. Even so, many of the shots go through his defences. He
    heard the Dark Lord grunting and roaring in rage and pain as he rushed forward in the
    only tactic he had available.

    He made it five steps before falling to his knees. Then, in a stunning move, he
    spun and tossed his red sabre to Luke. "Destroy the creatures!" the dark lord
    roared.

    Not one to ever give up, Luke caught the sabre, and with one leaping jump from the
    Emperor's throne managed to kill the beast directly over his head. Suddenly his
    senses returned, but only to tell him that the rest of the room felt dead to the
    Force. But now that he had the Force with him, he was able to deflect the sudden
    onslaught of blaster fire from the marines.

    He heard shouts and more blaster fire from outside the hallway, and suddenly rebel
    soldiers spilled into the room, led by Leia and Harry. His sister stumbled when she
    came into the Force-dead fields, but it did not immediately affect Harry. However,
    the marines were caught from behind and quickly fell under the rebel onslaught.

    Rebel soldiers surrounded the fallen Sith Lord, while Luke stepped down from the
    throne. Leia rushed to him, hugging him tightly. "What's happening?" she asked. "Why
    is the Force gone?"

    Luke pointed to the beasts. "I don't know what they are, but they deaden the
    Force."

    Harry, listening, nodded and pointed a hand at one of the creatures. A flash of
    green light struck it and it fell dead. "Men, shoot the beasties," Harry ordered.

    In seconds, the room was clear. Leia, meanwhile, was staring down at the still
    form of their Father. "I sensed a trap in the Force," she said. "This was all part of
    Thrawn's plan—he plans to kill all Force-sensitive and magical people in the galaxy.
    When the Emperor is on Avalon, Thrawn is going to fire the superlaser on the planet.
    Sith, Jedi, Mages—we all die."

    "Kriffin' hell, he's alive!" one of the soldiers shouted as he jumped away from
    the slowly moving Vader. Luke, however, ignored the alarm and knelt down beside his
    fallen father. Vader rolled onto his back, his right arm flopping uselessly.

    "Get me my com," the Dark Lord said in a weakened voice.

    "Luke, you can't trust him," Harry said.

    "He stood between the marines and me," Luke said to the older man, before pulling
    Vader's com unit from his belt. He activated it at his father's insistence and held
    it to the mask.

    "Admiral Piett," Vader said weakly.

    "Yes, m'lord?"

    "Thrawn has betrayed the Empire. He has attacked me and plans to murder the
    Emperor himself. Order the squadron to attack the Force Eclipse."

    The other line paused for the longest time, before Piett said, "M'lord, are you
    sure? You are still on board."

    "I am sure. Destroy this ship at all costs."

    "It'll be done, m'lord," Piett snapped. The connection ended and Vader visibly
    sagged in Luke's arms. His chest was riddled with blaster wounds.

    "It is all I can do," he whispered through a wheezing, broken respirator. "You
    asked what happened on Mustafar, my son? Through my own rage, idiocy and blindness, I
    lost everything I every truly wanted. I lost you, your sister, and my wife. By my own
    hand, I lost my family."

    "Yeah, you did," Harry said over Luke's shoulder. Then, to the twin's shock, he
    stunned the Dark Lord, flipped an old coin onto the being's chest plate, and Vader
    disappeared.

    Luke shot to his feet, Vader's sabre in his hand. "What did you do?"

    "Stunned him and sent him to Avalon," Harry said. "If we survive, and he survives,
    then we can talk more. I figure if anyone can survive a Portkey through space that
    long, it's a man in a hermetically sealed, space-worthy biosuit. Madine, can you get
    all the other units online?"

    "They're reading," Madine said.

    "All units, this is Potter. The Executor and Vader's squadron is about to
    attack the Force Eclipse. Full retreat—get back to your assault shuttles.
    And if any of you mages out there can cast Fiendfyre, do it. Go now!"

    He snapped the connection shut and looked around at his men. "You heard the
    message, people. Let's get out of here! All hell is about to break loose!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Chewbacca's concerned growl tore Han's attention away from the landing bay he was
    attempting to close on the Force Eclipse. What he saw made the base of his
    neck tingle and his stomach twist.

    The Executor, itself as long as the Force Eclipse if not as
    large on sheer bulk, had changed its course, along with all of its escorting
    destroyers, and was suddenly bearing on the larger dreadnaught. Space exploded in a
    storm of turbolaser bolts firing so thickly it obscured the planet below them.

    "Oh shavit!" Han muttered. Ignoring the silent running order, he punched up Bria's
    com. "Tharen, this is Solo. The Imps are firing on each other!"

    "We know!" came the slightly breathless response. "Get the hell out of there, Han.
    We're retreating too!"

    The Force Eclipse began to swing about with surprising speed, forcing the
    Falcon to swerve violently itself on full burn. As Han watched, the ion
    pulse cannon fired. The Executor was manoeuvring away from the huge weapon
    in the same way the Force Eclipse tried to manoeuvre toward it, but the
    cannon blast still swept through some of the Executor's ships destructively.
    Meanwhile, he saw other ships begin to fire on the Executor as well in what
    could only be described as an absolute frag fest.

    "Right," Han muttered, astonished by the destruction all around him. "Let's get
    out of here. Open up a Gold Channel Communication to the fleet. They've got to know
    what the hells is happening here!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Captain Pelleon," Grand Admiral Thrawn said with unflappable calm.

    "Yes, Admiral?"

    "Order all fleet elements to engage Death Squadron. It appears Lord Vader has
    betrayed the Empire."

    "Yes, Admiral. All fleet elements are moving to engage."

    "As soon as they have engaged the enemy, break formation and realign the
    superlaser to the coordinates I am sending to you."

    "Yes, Admiral."

    When he terminated the connection, Thrawn returned to his review of the tactical
    information pouring like water into the tertiary bridge. Thrawn accounted for many
    things in his plan, but even he had difficulty accounting for the variables of the
    Force and Magic, which was why he fully intended to forever remove those variables
    from the equation. He was watching the security feeds outside the primary bridge when
    he saw Princess Leia kneel down as if in pain. He caught the security audio as she
    used the Force to discern his plan when it would not, and should not, have been
    otherwise possible.

    He knew Vader was dead—not even the Dark Lord of the Sith could have survived so
    many blaster bolts. But he would not ordinarily believe the Jedi Skywalker would aid
    the Dark Lord, nor that the Dark Lord call on his forces to attack before then.
    Still, it was a possibility he took into account because of their familial bond,
    which is why his fleet outnumbered Vader's Death Squadron by a sizable amount. While
    it was an unfortunate set-back, he had no doubt he would overcome.

    The one thing that left no margin for error, though, was the Emperor. His tracker
    on the Emperor's shuttle had it landing in the mountains of the north continent, and
    he absolutely had to make sure the superlaser fired at those coordinates. Only when
    the Emperor was dead could he move forward with his plans to reshape the Empire into
    what it should have been—a bastion of peace, stability and control for the whole
    galaxy.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The rebels ran. They did not walk, they sprinted back through the halls they had
    fought so hard to get through, often times tripping over the bodies of their own
    fallen comrades. There was no time to think of the dead, only the living.

    They encountered more resistance, but like before the mages made the difference,
    charming open locked doors and distracting soldiers. The automated systems were still
    down from their initial passage, but the ship was filled with massive numbers of
    soldiers that made every step a challenge.

    Even so, they ran. And as they ran, Harry Potter threw out little puffs of fire
    that struck the metallic walls around them, and somehow began to spread like a
    disease. Their unit broke through the final, hastily wrought barriers to the corridor
    where they burned through the hull. Harry conjured a ladder and started waving people
    up.

    Luke and Leia stood on the other side, along with a unit of their heavy weapons
    people, to hold the line for the retreat. Stormtroopers continued to arrive in a
    corridor that was already stacked shoulder-high in some places with the dead. The
    Jedi twins acted as the shield while the rebel soldiers pounded the incoming
    Stormtroopers with blasters and portable, mounted laser cannons.

    Harry joined them, and with a wave of his hand reshaped the pile of bodies into a
    thick wall that cut off the Imperials. "Go, everyone else is through."

    The two Jedi motioned for their soldiers to go first, and only then did they climb
    up the ladder. Harry was half-way up when his transfigured barrier blew, but he
    didn't care. The moment he was in the shuttle, he shouted, "Seal the hatch and take
    off!"

    He reached the cockpit where Luke was already flying and Leia took the co-pilot's
    seat. Harry took the weapons station. Behind them, Stormtroopers and marines shot out
    of the hole as the shuttle's departure created a sudden vacuum that could not be
    sealed except by closing a corridor filled with Imperial fighters. Around them, green
    bolts of destruction were raining down onto the battered hull of the insanely large
    ship, and up from the ship in response.

    Directly above them, the Eclipse pointed down like a giant dagger trying
    to stab at the very heart of the larger ship.

    "Take us back to Avalon," Harry told Luke.

    "Can you tell if the other shuttles made it?" Leia asked.

    Harry checked the communications consoles and pinged the other shuttles. "Last
    one's leaving now," he said. Then, frowning, he said, "We took massive losses. I'm
    not sure our first plan would have ever worked. No word on the fleet, though."

    Leia frowned but continued their flight through the raging civil war that had
    somehow erupted around them.

    

    sp
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    Chapter Thirty-Eight: Atop a Lonely
    Mountain

    Carlist Rieekan commanded the Rebel Fleet from on board the Mon Cal heavy cruiser
    Liberty, one of the handful of capital ships that survived the disaster at
    Endor. While the crushing defeat hung heavily about their heads, the entire crew of
    the warship walked around on edge, nervously awaiting word of Avalon.

    Rieekan was one of the last of the flag officers of the Alliance to give in to the
    chaos that Potter brought with him. Really, it wasn't until Potter left his people
    under Rieekan and went to train with the Jedi that he began to appreciate just what a
    mage could bring to the operation. So when Potter raised the question of helping
    Avalon, and painted the dire picture of what could happen if the Emperor captured the
    mage race, he agreed they had to help.

    "Sir, gold channel communication from the Millennium Falcon."

    Carlist blinked away his thoughts and stepped into the holotrasmitter alcove. Han
    Solo's bust was already there. "Solo, this is Liberty. Go ahead."

    "General, you're not going to believe this," Solo began. "The Imperials are firing
    on each other!"

    "What? Did Potter's people take the Force Eclipse?"

    "That's just it, they didn't! According to the princess, one of the Imps tried a
    coup, and now the fleet is firing on each other! The Executor is going
    toe-to-toe with the Force Eclipse. But it's already stripped away Avalon's
    protection!"

    Carlist reared back, trying to absorb everything. A coup? "From the ashes
    of defeat," he whispered. Then: "Solo, stay in visual range of the fleet engagements.
    Let all parties know we are in bound."

    "Roger."

    The connection ended, but Carlist was already calling another. "Lieutenant!" he
    shouted. "Get me De la Rosa on the holocom now, and order all ships to make way to
    Avalon at best speed!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Han let the connection terminate and continued to watch as the two giants, the
    Executor and Force Eclipse, continued their deadly dance around
    each other. The larger ship was constantly attempting to bring its primary weapons to
    bear on the super star destroyer, but the Executor's captain was wily enough
    to keep the ship in constant motion away from either the superlaser or the ion pulse
    cannon.

    Smaller ships darted in to attack the Executor, but Vader's squadron was
    nothing if not superbly trained. His own star destroyers intercepted, often with
    lethal results, all attempts to get to the Executor. They did not break and
    attack on their own, but rather formed a protective globe around their super star
    destroyer.

    All the while, the Executor fired continuously at the Force
    Eclipse, which in terms of standard capital ship weaponry was evenly matched and
    fired back in kind.

    Finally, though, something changed. The Force Eclipse abruptly stopped
    its motion to track the Executor to its starboard side and abruptly began
    spinning to its port side. The sudden shift caught the Executor by surprise
    and shocked Han as well. A manoeuvre that abrupt in a ship that big could have
    sheared it in half. In fact, he saw a billow of flame from one side of the Force
    Eclipse, made miniscule in comparison to the ship itself.

    The Executor desperately tried to change its own trajectory, shearing up
    from the horizontal plane of the engagement while launching a fusillade of concussion
    missiles. But whatever effect it had on the Force Eclipse, the manoeuvre
    brought its weapons in range. The blue ion pulse cannon pulsed once, twice, and then
    fired the tell-tale blue disk of energy toward the surging Executor.

    The Executor's desperate manoeuvring was just not enough. The ion pulse
    struck the super star destroyer amid-ship, and suddenly the giant began to list as it
    not only lost all thrust control, but also all altitude control engines. It continued
    on momentum, bringing the ship further into range of the Force Eclipse's
    other weapon.

    "Oh kriff," Han whispered.

    Chewie roared his agreement, but then both reared back as a thick, green pulse of
    energy speared out from the tip of the Force Eclipse and stabbed at the
    Executor. The explosion that resulted was so gargantuan that the
    Falcon's canopy automatically reverted to a shade-out to keep its crew from
    being blinded. When the brilliance eased, Han could see multiple flares all around
    the dying ship as its squadron was caught in the explosion.

    The massive Force Eclipse began to swing about again, much more slowly
    this time, to bring that terrible weapon to bear on the planet. "Come on, Harry," Han
    whispered. Not even he could have said who or what he prayed to.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "We can't put the fire out!"

    Captain Gilad Pellaeon frowned in consternation at the holographic image of the
    warrant officer's head. "Have you not evacuated the atmosphere for the affected
    areas?"

    "Captain, the fire doesn't just burn air, it burns everything," the tech shouted.
    A strange, bestial roar made the connection hard to hear. "If we evacuate the air, it
    still burns. It's consuming the depleted neutronium armour. It's not
    normal…aahhhhh!"

    Pellaeon had the distinct displeasure of seeing what looked like a fiery animal
    swoop down over the poor man as if eating him. The connection terminated.

    "Bring up a summary of affected areas of the ship!" he said sharply to another
    tech.

    The holographic depiction of the Force Eclipse blinked with hundreds of
    such fires all over, and even as he watched they were spreading like a fast-moving
    disease. Frowning deeply, Pellaeon contacted the admiral.

    "Yes, the fire," Thrawn said calmly. "I've encountered the mage's flame before,
    both on my ship, and in records from the Death Star. It can only be contained with
    level five magnetic shielding. You'll have to isolate each affected area completely
    and encase it completely in magnetic shielding."

    Pellaeon tried not to gape. "Admiral, the ship is not equipped with internal
    magnetic shielding like that!"

    "You'll have to employ assault shuttles and turbolasers to cut the affected areas
    out."

    It took an act of will for the captain to keep his face straight. "I understand,
    Admiral. We'll begin at once. We should have firing solution in less than three
    minutes."

    "Excellent," Thrawn said with a nod. "It will be a glorious day for the Empire, my
    friend. At last, the New Order as it should have been will have its day."

    With that, Thrawn terminated the connection. Pellaeon began the arduous task of
    ordering his own assault shuttles to begin to fire on and cut away the odd, magical
    fire.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Luke flew with a straight face despite the recent events with his father. Harry
    sat in a tense silence, checking gauges and switches but otherwise too spent
    physically and emotionally to speak. He felt Leia's hand over the shoulder of his
    seat and took it wordlessly, grateful for the touch.

    Ahead, the world of Avalon beckoned. "We're not going to make it in time," Harry
    said at last. "He's already to the stones."

    "I know," Leia said. "I can feel it."

    "We both can," Luke assured them. "We're still going to have to stop him."

    "We will," Harry said. Outside the viewport, the shuttle bucked as it entered the
    atmosphere at full burn, heading toward the most prominent mountain ridge.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Maria Delarosa grinned at the sexy young Rebel pilot and winked. "Here we go,
    menino bonito."

    The young man had no idea what she said, but he understood the tone well enough.
    They reverted to real space, both their small intelligence ship and the frigate that
    was loaded with enough explosives to crack a moon in half and slaved to their
    controls. It was a good thing both ships were under the Fidelius, because
    they would have exploded immediately when they ran through wreckage. The system
    looked worse than the chaos at Endor, only this time it was Imperial-on-Imperial. Nor
    was the fighting done.

    She could see Star Destroyers still firing on each other with terrifying, powerful
    guns. But what caught her eye was the monstrosity in their midst—the Force
    Eclipse. She tried not to even think about the fact that Avalon was perfectly
    visible in the sky around the battle.

    As they got closer to their target, Maria whispered, "Ai meu Jesus
    Cristinho! Potter, you and your blasted Fiendfyre!"

    One entire span over two kilometres long was burned away from the outer edge of
    the ship. A swarm of insect-like assault shuttles and support ships were somehow
    containing the fire in open space, depriving it of any substance to feed on. But in
    the meantime, doing so had exposed the inner skeleton of the ship.

    It took Maria only a moment to realize that the fire had opened a door. The
    original plan had been to just ram the frigate directly into the primary weapon. But
    she was staring at the unshielded innards of the best itself. "Bonito," she
    whispered, having never even learnt the pilot's real name, "that's our target. Send
    the frigate there. Chastings, you awake back there?"

    "Aye!"

    "Get ready to remove the Fidelius from me. Dorra, you prime the warheads
    on that ship. This is it, people!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The stone temple Harry crafted from the mountain top below the crystals was gone,
    crushed under the weight of the Emperor's personal shuttle. It was the only place to
    land anywhere near the crystals themselves.

    Luke did not hesitate even for a moment and opened fire as soon as they came in
    range. They did not want to use proton torpedoes for fear of destroying everything,
    but the laser cannons were enough to destroy the powered-down, unshielded shuttle.
    Luke kept firing until the burning wreckage tumbled over the edge of the steep
    mountain top and into the cloud-enshrouded depths below.

    "We're cleared for landing," Luke muttered.

    Harry was unable to tell if Luke was joking or not, and for some reason that
    bothered him. Luke never told jokes, and yet that sure sounded like a
    Schwarzenegger-esque one-liner if he'd ever heard one.

    The shuttle settled in to the smouldering ruins, and as soon as they settled
    Harry, Luke and Leia rushed to the loading ramp. He saw Madine standing with a squad
    of tired rebel soldiers and mages.

    "General," Harry said. "Get back to the settlement and evacuate as many mages as
    possible, just in case."

    "I saw Imperial guards and Stormtroopers with the Emperor, Potter," Madine
    noted.

    "So, it's a target-rich environment," Harry said with a shrug.

    Madine looked to Leia, who merely nodded and squeezed the man's shoulder before
    following Harry down the ramp. Luke arrived a moment later. They barely made it to
    the edge of the rocky footpath before the shuttle lifted off. As soon as they
    appeared from the shuttle's Fidelius-charmed interior, Stormtroopers on the
    far side began firing on them.

    Harry looked around at the rubble until he spotted a few promising rocks, and in
    minutes a herd of hippogriffs were flying toward the confused troopers. "Leia, can
    you Apparate?" he asked.

    She nodded firmly. Harry took Luke's arm, and in a blink of an eye the three of
    them were on the far side of Harry's transfigured walkway, right in the middle of the
    Emperor's personal guard. Luke reacted first, unleashing a numbing Force-push that
    blew four of the lethal, red-robed warriors so far off the mountain there was nothing
    for them to try and arrest their fall. Leia had her sabre out and had already engaged
    another, while Harry went about casting blasting charms at anything in armour.

    He couldn't say if it was their training together on Avalon, or the fact that the
    three of them were now family, but they worked in such a seamless way that for the
    briefest moment Harry forgot the pending horror they faced. Luke and Leia fought the
    guards and deflected the blaster bolts from the Stormtroopers while Harry's conjured
    creations continued to thin out the guard, and he himself danced around, between and
    through the twins until, in just moments, the three of them stood alone on the cliff
    face near the crystals.

    Sheer exhilaration ran through his veins. But then he heard a high-pitched,
    ancient voice crying in pain and felt a surge of magic that made the hair over the
    whole of his body stand on end. He spun, with Leia to his left and Luke to his right,
    and stared in horror as the third key to the ward stones was formed.

    The Emperor stood, head and arms thrown back, as waves of energy poured through
    him. Corresponding energy flowed through Harry and Leia, ironically giving the old
    Sith the buffer he needed to survive the transformation.

    And just like that, it was done. The Emperor collapsed to his knees, grunting in
    pain. "Luke, now!" Harry hissed.

    The young Jedi did not hesitate. With the Force as his ally, Luke vaulted into the
    thin mountain air with his green sabre held aloft, a look of pure determination on
    his face.

    With a dry chuckle, not even moving from his knees, the Emperor flicked a hand in
    Luke's general direction.

    "LUKE!"

    Harry stared in shocked surprise as Luke blasted backward through the air, as if a
    giant beater's bat had struck him. It took only a moment for Harry to realize that
    the Emperor had blown his future brother-in-law so far off the mountain he could not
    hope to survive even with the Force.

    Harry reacted instinctively, Apparating to mid-air just over Luke's insensate,
    falling body. He dove down into the cloud cover until he grabbed him, and then
    pushed with all his magic until their descent stopped.

    A moment later, he Apparated back to the mountain top with the still unconscious
    Luke in his arms. Leia quickly felt at his head to ensure he was alive and nodded
    with a relieved sigh before she looked back at where Palpatine was rising to his
    feet. The old Sith's cackle wheezed, and yet Harry could hear the unrestrained glee
    in the sound.

    "So much power," the Emperor said, moving his hands about his face as if he'd
    never seen them before. With the hood of his black robe thrown back, Harry could see
    his lumpy, misshapen head of pale, sickly-white skin. His orange eyes glowed so
    brightly orange that they were visible even in the reflected sunlight from the snow
    and ice that covered the mountain. "Unlimited, eternal power!"

    With a roar, he reached up a hand and the sky exploded in shower of lightning that
    made both Harry and Leia stumble back in shock. The air warped around him, as if
    nature itself was so abhorred by his presence it did not even want the air to come in
    contact with him. Display complete, he turned his glowing eyes on Harry and Leia,
    piercing both with a deaths-head grin.

    "And now, my young disciples, it is time to learn the true power of the Dark
    Side."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Admiral, the primary weapon is on target at the coordinates provided."

    Thrawn did not smile at Captain Pellaeon, but he did nod. "Thank you, Captain. I
    have firing control."

    "Yes, admiral."

    "For the Galaxy, and all our children," the Chiss grand admiral whispered as he
    fired the Force Eclipse's primary weapon. He watched in satisfaction as the
    immense beam of destructive energy lanced out toward the mountainous region of the
    largest continent. It was only from the corner of his eye that he saw something out
    of place in the distance. Blinking, he leaned forward and stared at the sensor
    reading as a five hundred meter long frigate just appeared out of nowhere less than
    five hundred meters from where Pellaeon had to cut away a large portion of the outer
    hull to contain that section of Potter's cursed fire.

    "Oh, well done, Potter," the Chiss whispered.

    The Rebel frigate, bereft of the Fidelius charm, slammed into the exposed
    superstructure of the Force Eclipse at full sublight. The frigate ploughed
    into the unprotected, unshielded portion of the massive ship four kilometres away
    from the largest hypermatter reactor ever built in a ship. Shielded and heavily
    armoured, with powerful thrusters, the rebel frigate continued to plough its way
    further into the belly of the leviathan, killing thousands, until the powerful
    superstructure stopped it.

    And, just as Thrawn realized it would the moment he saw it, that's when the two
    hundred heavy assault concussion missile warheads inside the ship detonated. If the
    missiles had struck the outside of the ship, shields and armour could have withstood
    them with moderate but reparable damage. But from within, the very armour meant to
    protect the Force Eclipse increased the pressure wave of the explosion
    exponentially. Thrawn could only watch as the centre of his precious weapon ballooned
    out under the terrible force of the internal concussion wave, blasting fire and
    plasma into space.

    The whole ship shook violently from it, so much so he lost his balance
    momentarily. If the blast wave reached the hypermatter reactor, they were all dead.
    The grand admiral felt helpless—a feeling he neither liked nor had a great deal of
    familiarity with. However, despite the rebel's best efforts, it appeared that their
    attempt was going to fail. The concussion wave appeared to be falling short of the
    hypermatter reactor in the ship's core. He had no doubt the ship's primary weapons
    were offline, but it could be repaired with time. So long as he lived to guide the
    Empire when The Others came, his mission would still be a success.

    However, as he picked himself up he saw a strange flicker on the sensors. He
    magnified and resolved the sensor output and felt his stomach sinking. All along the
    path of the concussion wave, orange flickers of flame began to spread like plasma, as
    if consuming the weakened superstructure like swarm of chitinia bugs on a
    field of grain.

    The fire suddenly took shape, and to Thrawn's horror a giant serpent rose up from
    the shattered surface of the Force Eclipse with a silent roar before diving
    down and burning through the hull directly over the hypermatter reactor.

    "Potter!" he hissed angrily, a moment before the Fiendfyre burrowed its way into
    the heart of the ship.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Harry and Leia stepped back as the Emperor walked toward them, eyes alight and
    blue energy flickering about his hands. "Serve me, and together we can bring true
    peace to the galaxy," he said.

    "Really?" Harry completely forgot himself for a moment. "You really expect us to
    believe that shit?"

    "No, Potter. I expect you to…"

    They all felt it, even Harry. It was a feeling of increasing weight, as if the
    planet's gravity had suddenly doubled. All three looked up and saw the clouds blast
    away in concentric rings as the superlaser speared through the atmosphere. The
    instinct to survive overrode all other considerations, and the three keys merged with
    the three ward stones of Adega. Just as their distant ancestors had, they summoned a
    shield of power not seen in the galaxy for eons. Pitted against that great power was
    the terrible destructive energy of a superlaser.

    Harry could not hear Leia's screams over the roar of the destructive energy that
    lanced around them in a perfect dome. The neighbouring mountain top where they landed
    was vaporized, as were surrounding mountain tops—not by the superlaser itself, but by
    the power released by its deflection.

    Worse yet, even in the midst of it, Harry realized it was the Emperor's ridiculous
    power that formed the core of their shield, over-shadowing both Harry and Leia's
    powers combined. How could they possibly hope to fight him when he dwarfed their
    combined abilities?

    The superlaser's power abated after five seconds that felt like an eternity.
    Harry's knees collapsed and deposited him on the rock, where Leia collapsed next to
    him. Of the three, only the Emperor remained standing. He no longer cackled in glee,
    perhaps realizing that Thrawn had betrayed him.

    "It is of no significance," the Emperor said, as if reading Potter's mind and
    dismissing it out of hand. "With this power, he shall be dealt with shortly. But
    first, children, you will…"

    "Yeah, I get it," Harry said tiredly. He held Leia's shoulders in his arms and met
    the monster's eyes squarely. "You win. Spare my people, spare Luke, and you can have
    us. Leia and me both."

    Leia pulled away, her face torn in an expression of horror. "Harry, what are
    you…?!"

    "Did you feel his power, Leia?" Harry said earnestly. "By Merlin, did you feel it?
    We can't fight that, Leia. We can't, not together, not with every mage on
    the planet. My mission has always been to save my people, and those I love. And if
    the price is slavery, then it's a price I'm willing to pay. It wouldn't be the first
    time I was a slave to the Empire."

    "Harry, you can't! It's the dark side of the Force, you…"

    "The Jedi accused my ancestors of being dark," Harry told her, eyes narrowed. "And
    look what happened. Dark or light, the only thing that matters is survival." He took
    her hands despite her effort to pull away and stared deep into them. "Think,
    Leia. This is your only chance to save Luke. Please!"

    "Yes," the Emperor said as he approached. With the most casual wave, he levitated
    Luke from his position on the mountain top and carried him until he floated over the
    abyss below, which still burned with the after-effects of the superlaser blast. "Only
    by serving me can you hope to save your precious brother."

    Leia stared at Harry with tears running down her cheeks. "Harry, what are you
    doing?" she whispered.

    "I'm doing what I always do," he told her earnestly. "I love you, Leia. No matter
    what, I love you. Please remember that."

    With effort and groaning muscles, Harry pushed himself to his feet and turned to
    face the Emperor, before slowly kneeling back down. "Spare my people, and I will
    serve you willingly. I will teach you true magic—not just how to possess the power,
    but how to fully use it. Teleportation, unaided flight, the transfiguring of one
    material to another, and the conjuring of objects from nothing. Your power is so
    great not even a thousand Jedi could ever be a threat to you—I know this now."

    "You are not enough," the Emperor declared.

    "Leia will serve, as will my people," Harry said, lowering his head in defeat.
    "Better to serve than die. They will agree. I will even show you the magic to take
    you directly to the Force Eclipse."

    "I can sense your lies, boy," the Emperor said. Luke flew into Leia like a bullet,
    sending both tumbling, while the Emperor lashed Force lightning at Harry.

    There was no defence—it was as bad as Voldemort's Cruciatus curse. Harry
    did not bother to hide his screams. Nor was the Emperor feeling merciful—the barrage
    lasted so long Harry could not even breathe. When it ended, he collapsed gasping to
    the stone.

    "I can't beat you," Harry whispered through snot and tears he could not have
    helped even if he wanted to. "I know I can't. Whatever you want…"

    "Your teleportation," the Emperor declared.

    Gasping through chattering teeth, Harry whispered, "The three Ds. Destination,
    Determination, and Deliberation. Know where you want to go, be determined to get
    there, and be deliberate with the use of your power to take you."

    It took Harry a seven hour lesson and five tries to Apparate for the first time on
    his own. It took Leia merging her mind with his, and a deep, abiding love. It took
    the Emperor a short phrase, and with a laugh he suddenly Apparated to the other
    mountain top and back. The thin, cold air puffed away from him with loud pops.

    "Ultimate power!" he screamed in animalistic joy. "Thrawn, your torment will know
    no bounds!"

    With that, the Emperor Disapparated into space.

    In the absolute, terrifying silence that followed, Leia called out, "Harry?"

    "Watch, love."

    "But could he have…?"

    "Oh, he made it," Harry said. "Not much could kill that old son of a bitch. But
    look up."

    She did so, and gasped as a brilliant orange light enveloped the sky. The
    hypermatter reactor of the Force Eclipse had finally blown up. "What…"

    "A combination of Fiendfyre and our secret weapon," Harry said. "Didn't you feel
    it in the Force?"

    "You mean…he's dead?"

    "Merlin, I hope so," Harry said tiredly. "Because we couldn't beat him in a
    straight fight."

    Leia left her brother's side and walked to him, sitting down with a groan. "You
    mean all that was just to try and trick him?"

    Harry shrugged. "Magic is dangerous, Leia. I was going to try and get him to
    splinch himself, or mess up a Portkey, or eat conjured food and poison himself…I was
    sure I'd be able to get him somehow."

    "It's just so…"

    "Anti-climactic?"

    "I was going to say sneaky."

    Harry shrugged. "I always did have a sneaky side. Don't let it out often, but
    I…"

    And then she was on him, kissing him soundly. Unfortunately, her com began beeping
    before they could get very far. Wincing with exhaustion, Leia tapped her wrist-com.
    "This is Leia."

    "Princess," came the dry voice of Han Solo, "I don't know what the
    hell you two did, but you probably need to look up."

    They both did, and Harry's stomach dropped. The huge ball of orange flame in the
    sky looked even larger. "The Fiendfyre," he whispered.

    "Yeah, that fire's eating the whole Imperial fleet and looks like it's
    reaching for the sun," Solo said. "Any idea what'll happen if it reaches
    it?"

    "The whole star system will die," Harry whispered. "Oh bugger me!"
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    Chapter Thirty-Nine: A Pillar of Fire

    "Oh bugger me!"

    Potter's voice cackled over the com unit, but by then Han was too busy trying to
    manoeuvre the Falcon away from the most terrifying thing he'd ever seen. The
    fire had the diameter of a small moon, and in the middle of it, he swore he could see
    Palpatine's face.

    The fiery…thing… lashed out with pillars of impossible flame that
    consumed star destroyers whole. And with each ship destroyed, the fire grew stronger.
    Over it all was a feeling of dread that seemed to hang on Han like a weight. He
    thought he heard a voice in his head, howling out, Unlimited power!

    The Imperial Fleet, despite the utter impossibility of the situation, was simply
    too well-trained not to react, even if they had no idea what to do. Star Destroyers
    fired their entire complement of missiles into the flame. They fired turbolasers and
    ion cannons and every other weapon at their disposal, but nothing seemed to faze the
    living fire at all. If anything, the weapons just made the fire stronger.

    "Chewie, get Rieekan."

    "I'm already online, Solo," the General's voice piped through.
    "What's happening?"

    "General, the whole system has gone straight to hell. Don't get any closer.
    There's a planet-sized ball of fire with the Emperor's face eating kriffing
    star destroyers like they were Bantha pops. I'm not joking here; it's the damned
    scariest thing I've ever seen!"

    "What about…"

    "Force Eclipse and Executor are both destroyed. More'n half the
    Imperial fleet is gone, because the damned Pyro-patine is EATING HIS OWN KRIFFIN'
    FLEET! Stop our fleet and do not enter the system!"

    Han rolled his eyes. "Generals," he muttered in disgust.

    Chewie roared his agreement as they continued to try and escape the impossible
    situation they found themselves in. Neither mentioned Solo's own rank, however new it
    was.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "This is not even remotely fair," Harry said, throwing his hands up in disgust.
    "Damn it, why can't the bastard just die already?"

    The sky overhead burned with a second sun, one that projected only a feeling of
    darkness and despair. It felt as if the Dark Side had ignited in a Supernova that lit
    up the whole system, and was steadily consuming everything around it.

    "What do we do, Harry?" Leia asked.

    "I have no bloody idea!" Harry raged. "Merlin's balls, first he blows up my
    planet, murders my people, then he builds that big, bloody-assed ship and then steals
    our magic, and now he won't die! I have no idea what to do!"

    "Harry, wait. You said he stole our magic?"

    Harry paused mid-pace and stared first at Leia, then back up at the burning sky,
    before finally sinking his eyes back to the three ward stones of Adega. Of course,
    nothing else around them remained due to the power of the super laser. The air all
    around shimmered from the molten stone of the destroyed mountains all around them. It
    was a miracle the mountain top they were on hadn't collapsed just as collateral
    damage.

    "He did steal our magic," Harry said as he stared at the giant, glowing crystals.
    "He's taken the Hallows in, just like the two of us."

    With movement made tense with a sudden decision made, Harry grabbed a rock from
    the ground and quickly enchanted it as a Portkey. "We need to get Luke out of here,"
    he said. With the rock enchanted, he tossed it lazily toward the still unconscious
    Jedi. The moment it hit, Luke disappeared.

    "So what do we do?"

    "We're going to have to break the stones."

    Leia nodded. "Okay. How do we do that?"

    "No bloody idea," Harry said, though he had a frantic grin as he said it. "But if
    nothing else, I'm good at breaking things. Come on!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Bill and Fleur could only stare up in horror at the impossible sight. Around them,
    terrified mages were running toward the rebel assault shuttles, cramming their way in
    as best they could. It was a terrible truth of the battle that there was so much room
    for the refugees, but the question was really whether they would have time.

    "Come on, love, we have to go!" Bill said, only to stumble as another body
    appeared via Portkey. The first body to have appeared, the dreaded Darth Vader, was
    in one of the shuttle cockpits under guard, though he was obviously badly
    injured.

    This, however, was not an evil cyborg, but rather the intimately familiar form of
    their resident Jedi, Luke Skywalker. It was to Bill's great misfortune that his
    youngest daughter happened to be with them. "Luke!" she cried in dismay as she rushed
    to him. Her wand was already flashing over him in a series of well-executed
    diagnostic charms.

    "Take him with us!" Bill ordered. "We can't stop!"

    "Oui!" she shouted, unconsciously mimicking her mother. She levitated the
    fallen Jedi and ran after her parents with Luke floating at her side.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Ow!" Harry shouted.

    Leia blinked at him and lowered her lightsaber away from crystal she'd just struck
    with it. "What?"

    "That hurt!" Harry declared. "Didn't you feel it?"

    Overhead, the Fiendfyre Sith lord burned the whole sky. They could see clouds
    beginning to evaporate under the horrible heat he projected, as if he were indeed a
    second star.

    Curious, Leia walked to another stone, raised her blade, and swung.

    The second the lightsaber hit, she dropped the blade and cried in agony, dropping
    to the floor. Harry overcame his own pain and rushed to her side. "Leia!"

    "I don't understand; how can we destroy the stones?!"

    "I don't know," Harry said. "We've never actually had them before, I'm not sure
    how they're supposed to work! Wait a sec…" He straightened from his kneeling position
    beside her and approached the second stone she'd struck. Placing his hand on it, Leia
    gasped. "I can feel that," she whispered.

    Enthralled, she stood herself and moved to the first stone, caressing it and
    noticing how Harry stiffened. "Harry…we are the stones."

    He stared at her, his mind racing to catch up to hers, until as one they turned
    and stared at the third stone in the triad—the one farthest from them. "You know,
    he'll come after us," Harry said.

    "I know."

    "If we destroy it, we might destroy ourselves. At the very least, we'd destroy the
    Hallows that made us…different."

    She turned toward him. Her hair was dishevelled, her white armoured uniform torn,
    dented and bloodied from battle, and at that moment she was the single most beautiful
    creature he had ever seen in his life. "Whether we have forever or just the next five
    minutes," she whispered, her eyes gleaming. "So long as it's with you."

    "If I were raised a prince, think I could talk that good too?"

    "Nerf herder."

    "Spoiled brat."

    "Brave eopie dong."

    "Beautiful midget."

    She sobbed as a tear ran down her cheek. "I love you, Harry."

    "I love you too. More than I ever thought I could love anyone again, I love you so
    much."

    Their hands moved together, clasping together like magnets. However, their other
    hands they kept on their respective stones. They formed a circuit between their two
    stones and themselves, and with narrowed eyes, began pumping the power not just of
    the Force and their magic into the third stone, but the power of the Adega crystals
    themselves.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Ahhh!" Han screamed in a high-pitched falsetto that he would deny to anyone who
    asked for the remainder of his life. He jerked wildly at the controls of the
    Falcon as the Emperor-shaped ball of angry fire jerked abruptly as if
    struck.

    "What's it doing?" Han cried in a slightly more manly tone.

    Chewbacca growled back an answer, but by then Han could see for himself. The
    fiery…thing began to billow out toward Avalon, its face scowling angrily.
    If, Han amended, that planet-sized storm of raging fire could be called a face. He
    clicked his consol. "Bria, if you're down there, get moving! That thing is heading
    right toward the planet!"

    "We kinda noticed, lover!" came the shouted response. Han could hear
    screams over the line, and knew everyone down there was panicking.

    Han shook his head, desperately trying to think of anything that could possibly
    stop the fire. Finally, he gave up trying to decide. With a sure hand, he brought the
    Falcon back around. "Chewie, fire everything we have left."

    Fortunately, the Shyriwook word for stupid, crazy asinine human was too
    long to say, so Chewie just roared at him.

    And then fired everything they had.

    The living fire didn't notice the laser canons, seemed to feed on the proton
    torpedoes, and the ion canon blasts did nothing. However, the fire billowed away from
    the blast of the seismic warhead in one of the missiles. The fire broiled back,
    angrily snapping out as if to destroy its unseen target even while the greater mass
    billowed toward the planet.

    "Kriffin' hells," Han whispered. "Get me Rieekan. I know we have more of those
    babies in the fleet!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Harry!" Leia screamed, her voice laced with agony.

    Harry held her hand fighting back his own scream. "I know!"

    It wasn't the direct agony of damaging their own stones, but rather a feedback of
    the magic from the third they attacked. Overhead, the sky boiled red as the
    Fiendfyre-Palpatine reacted to his own pain. The wind howled around them with
    maelstrom force, disturbed not just by the heat of Palpatine's presence, but by the
    disruptive magic caused by the stones.

    "Look!"

    With effort, Harry focused his eyes and saw what she saw—the third stone had
    cracked, if only a fraction of an inch on its surface. Overhead, the fire jerked
    abruptly and the Force itself screamed with his pain.

    "Keep pushing!"

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "General, Potter's doing something to fight it!" Solo said while frantically
    trying to steer the Falcon around bulge of flame larger than star destroyer.
    "You can tell just looking at it. We've got to give him more time. Seismic charges
    are the only thing it even notices!"

    "Solo, you're insane!" Rieekan responded.

    "So what? Just fire the damned charges!"

    The Rebel fleet emerged from hyperspace on the far side of the planet, capital
    ships and fighters in a tattered battle formation—a third the size of the fleet they
    took to Endor. But every ship fired every seismic charge they had.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    Lady Sofia Consuego Ramirez hobbled slowly from her home as her fellow witches and
    wizards ran about in a blind state of panic. Despite the best efforts of their
    allies, she knew there would not be room to evacuate everyone. She understood why so
    many of the younger people ran about in a terror—she herself did not wish to die. But
    if it came down to a choice between a seat for herself, or a child, she knew she
    would remain.

    The sky burned red with the massive, living ball of fire in the sky. Though Sofia
    had lost much of her magic creating the Fidelius charm which they had since lost, she
    remained incredibly sensitive to magical energy. She could feel a dark, demonic
    energy pouring off the flame in the sky above them and knew that somehow the Emperor
    had fused his spirit with Fiendfyre, something unheard of.

    More important, she could feel a pulsing light magic fighting desperately against
    the darkness. It was a small point of brilliance in the far distance, but it was
    nearly drowned out by the flaming rage of the demon their enemy had become. As strong
    as Potter and his bride were, Sofia knew they could not win, any more than the colony
    could have crafted the Fidelius charm without Potter.

    "Lady Sofia, we must flee!" She turned to see Jorge DeVilla trotting toward her,
    his hair mussed and his cheeks stained with dust.

    "No, Jorge," she said. "We must stay and fight."

    He blinked. "How can we fight that?" He pointed without looking at the nightmare
    in the sky.

    "By helping those who can," she said, looking him in the eyes. "Can't you feel it?
    Potter and his wife fight for us. They stand against the darkness, but they are
    weakening. We must help them, my friend. As many of us who can, we must go and help
    them."

    He stared at her for a long moment as their people ran screaming pointlessly
    around them. "You are sure of this?"

    "Gather as many as you can," she said. "And prepare Portkeys. I have little magic
    left, but I can still help. Go, my friend. Go."

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    The seismic warheads, mines and torpedoes pushed the flame back, but Han could see
    in the first thirty seconds of the engagement that they were in trouble. Seismic
    charges were very flashy, but a heavy concussion missile or proton torpedo could do a
    lot more damage. Not surprisingly seismic weapons were not the most heavily stocked
    by the Alliance.

    They ran out of ordinance after the first two volleys.

    Pyro-patine, as Han had dubbed the creature, lashed out in response to
    the attack immediately. An arm—like protrusion of fire ten kilometres in diameter
    shot out and consumed one of the precious few Alliance capital ships so quickly it
    barely had a moment to flare before it disappeared.

    "We can't defend ourselves against this!" Rieekan said. "All ships, fall
    back!"

    "General, what about…" Solo began. He stopped when a second Alliance ship died, so
    abruptly its crew didn't even have time to make a signal. "Never mind." He pursed his
    lips. "Good luck, Potter."

    Chewbacca howled his agreement.

    The Alliance fleet backed away, accelerating as fast as they could away from the
    impossible nightmare of fire and death. Suddenly freed of distraction, the moon-sized
    ball of fire turned its eyes—pits of darkness surrounded by flame the size of
    cities—to the surface. Potter, a silent voice boomed in Han's head, and
    likely the minds of everyone in the system.

    ~~Revenge~~

    ~~Revenge~~

    "Harry!"

    He barely had time to register Leia's terrified scream before she tackled him to
    the ground. He felt a familiar swell of magic and seconds later they reappeared on
    the very edge of the mountain. What had once been a steep, rocky slope was now a
    sheer drop of thousands of feet where the deflected superlaser energy had sheared off
    part of the mountain. The stone looked as if it were made of glass, while far, far
    below he could see the red swell of molten rock.

    Leia had done a side-along Apparition. His back still hurt from where she tackled
    him to the rocky soil, but he was alive. He just didn't understand why she did until
    he felt in the air what she'd felt in the Force. Glancing over her shoulder he saw a
    massive pillar of fire descending from the heavens. The heat of it was so intense he
    unthinkingly cast his strongest flame-freezing charms on both himself and Leia.

    It was enough to keep them from spontaneously combusting from the proximity of the
    pillar of fire, but only just. He could feel the skin on his hands and face
    blistering, and knew Leia suffered as well. The power of it burned not just skin, but
    his magic itself.

    The pillar continued to pour down onto the rock between them and the ward stones,
    like water poured from a pitcher, only a pitcher the size of Mercury. Even as he
    watched, though, Harry saw a shape beginning to form where the fire and stone met.
    The whole process seemed to take ages, and yet when the fire finished pouring down
    from the sky above, Harry knew it couldn't have been more than a minute.

    The mountain trembled. A figure rose up from the ground where the fire had
    coalesced and condensed, but it was not human. The figure stood at least three meters
    tall and shimmered with a deep, black roiling flame just under its surface. It looked
    humanoid but only in the sense that the fire had shaped itself to a human-like mould.
    The air shimmered, and every step it took toward Harry and Leia created a pool of
    melted granite.

    I AM A GOD. It was not a voice, nor even a thought. It was a declaration
    of being that reverberated through the world around them, making the Force itself
    tremble. YOU CANNOT DEFEAT ME.

    And Harry knew it was right. The truth tasted bitter, but Harry knew he could not
    win against this creature of darkness and rage. He pulled Leia close to him, closing
    his eyes. "I'm sorry," he whispered to her.

    "Don't be," she told him. When he opened his eyes, he saw her staring at him so
    close their noses touched. She leaned forward and kissed him.

    Harry closed his eyes and pulled her as close as he could, waiting for the final
    blow. Instead, the Force reverberated. WHAT ARE YOU SUPPOSED TO BE?

    Confused, Harry and Leia both opened their eyes to see the Lady Sofia standing
    between them and the monster that used to be Palpatine. She leaned heavily on her
    cane, fragile and grey beyond her years, and ten feet away from a towering creature
    of fire and evil she appeared almost childlike.

    "So you are Palpatine, I see." She peered up at him with feigned curiosity. "Very
    powerful. A worthy god, I suppose, though you are dying already."

    I AM IMMORTAL!

    "You are energy held together by will." She nodded, tapping her chin. "Your will
    is great. In all my years, I've never encountered anyone with a will as strong as
    yours. But without a shell, not even your great will can overcome entropy. Can you
    not feel it? Even as I've stood and spoken to you, you've lost two inches in your
    form."

    WHO ARE YOU?

    "Me? I am a foolish old woman. A mere schoolteacher."

    Harry, astonished by the sheer bravado of the woman, struggled to his feet with
    Leia right beside him. "She's the Lady Sofia Consuego Ramirez," he shouted. "She's
    the oldest, wisest witch alive. It was her knowledge that allowed us to harness the
    stones that swept away your picket fleet before Endor. It was her knowledge that
    placed the Fidelius charm on this world."

    SHE IS AN INSIGNICANT INSECT.

    "Yes, compared to you, perhaps I am," Lady Sofia admitted readily. "You could no
    doubt kill me, but if you do so, you would guarantee your own demise. That is the
    secret of ward stones, you see. It is the secret of all magic. The magic cannot exist
    without a shell—without a body to host it. Our strongest magics must be framed in
    physical objects. Our strongest magics can only be performed by living wizards, not
    by the ghosts of our departed. And you, Emperor, have no physical body. For all of
    your mighty will, you are dead. You are a ghost. And only I know the secret to let
    you reform your body."

    Harry tensed, gipping Leia so tightly he could feel her trembling. The oddly human
    features in the towering construct of fire sneered. YOUR WORDS ARE EMPTY. I DO
    NOT NEED WORDS OR PROMISES ANY LONGER. WHAT I WANT, I SHALL TAKE!

    It lifted an arm, only the arm suddenly shot forward like a hose until it touched
    the Lady Sofia's forehead. Her agonized cry echoed over the mountain in one sharp,
    gestalt sound of death, before the protrusion of the Emperor's will consumed her body
    whole.

    Its face, however, grew dark as it somehow absorbed Sofia's thoughts. NO, IT
    CANNOT BE! I AM IMMORTAL! I AM A GOD!

    The being that was both Fiendfyre and Palpatine turned and erupted in an arc of
    dense fire that behaved almost like a liquid as it suddenly poured into the third
    crystal, flowing through the small crack that Leia and Harry had made.

    Abruptly wizards and witches popped into being around the ward stones, guided by
    Portkeys or Apparition. Among them was Jorge DeVilla. "Potter, we must bind the
    spirit!" he shouted as he ran toward the three stones.

    "Harry?" Leia asked, confused.

    Harry, though, could only blink in shock. "Bloody hell, she tricked him! That
    brilliant old witch tricked him! Come on!"

    Harry and Leia joined the circle of twenty witches and wizards who were already
    chanting in Latin a simple, spiritual binding spell. It was a spell learned in
    seventh year Charms, designed to help limit or control malicious or spiteful spirits
    by permanently binding them to a physical object. Leia held Harry's hand and followed
    along as best she could. He opened himself completely to her and through that
    connection she quickly learned the words. Within the third stone, he could feel as
    much as see the fiery essence of Palpatine rage at being tricked.

    There was no outward display of power; no flashing runes in the air or circles in
    the stone. It was solely a binding of spirit, but within the Force he could sense the
    rings of power shackling what was now the darkened, destructive spirit of Palatine.
    They did not lash its being to the ward stone—they merged it entirely.

    Harry stumbled and Leia actually fell to her knees when they finished the last
    verse in a loud scream. Around them, the other witches and wizards—all of them over
    sixty—fell to the ground in exhaustion at the release of so much spiritual
    energy.

    What have you done to me?

    Palpatine's voice was still not physical, but rather a spiritual projection. He
    suddenly stood before them not in his towering body of flame, but as a translucent
    shade of the withered, hooded figure he was in life. Release me! Release me or I
    shall destroy you all!

    "Harry, what happened?" Leia asked. She ignored the spirit entirely.

    "It was Lady Sofia's idea," Jorge explained from where he sat on the rock. "She
    sensed the magic and saw the fire, like all of us. The rebels trying to evacuate us
    told us that Palpatine had become a great monster of fire. A being of spirit."

    "And spirits can be bound to objects," Harry said. "But…"

    "But he would have to enter the stone willingly," Jorge said. "And he would only
    do that if he believed her information was to his benefit. So she came, knowing very
    well that it was her death. Despite her weakened magic, her mind was strong, and her
    Occlumency second to none. She created a memory and a chain of knowledge
    that would convince him she was correct, and with her last breath let him steal it.
    And now he is as you see—a bound shade."

    Harry chuckled tiredly as Palpatine's shade glared at him. "So, what you're saying
    is he had phenomenal, cosmic power, but an itty, bitty living space."

    A few of the others who caught the reference laughed aloud. Release me!
    Release me or my vengeance will last ages! Palpatine raged.

    "You know what?" Harry asked aloud. "Today has really sucked. I'm tired, I smell
    bad…"

    "You really do," Leia volunteered.

    "…and I'm hungry. Let's go home, shall we?"

    "Hear, hear," DeVilla agreed.

    The exhausted circle of witches and witches climbed slowly back to their feet
    while Harry conjured and then enchanted a Portkey rope. In seconds, the entire circle
    disappeared with a pop of displaced air.

    Don't you dare leave me here! Release me! Release me before you feel the true
    power of the Dark Side!

    But no one remained to hear the ghost of the old Sith Lord, whose voice was lost
    to the rushing wind through the stones he had coveted with his dying breath.

    

    sp
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    40. Permission to Live
  

  
    A/N: This is the final, concluding chapter of Revenge of the Wizard.

    

    Chapter Forty: Permission to Live

    "So, just to be honest, I'm sleeping with your daughter."

    "Harry!"

    "What? It worked, he's awake now."

    Darth Vader opened eyes made gummy with tears and stared at the face of a man he
    hated almost as much as his master. However, a moment later he realized that he was
    not looking at Potter through the red lenses of his face mask. Astonished, he reached
    up and felt at his face. Glancing around, he found himself in a primitive room with
    white plaster walls, beams of timber overhead supporting the roof, and an open
    window. To his shock, he could feel a comfortably warm breeze on his cheeks.

    "Where am I?" His voice sounded thin and weak, a far cry from the basso his
    vocorder used to produce. Amazingly, though, he could speak without shortness of
    breath. "What have you done to me?"

    "A lot of things, really," Harry said. "A gallon or two of Bruler's
    Burn-B-Gone, Nebula Ilmatar's Better Breathing Mist, an asthma
    treatment that works surprisingly well on burned lungs according to our mediwitch,
    and a Hair Club for Men scalp rub."

    The worst part of it was that Vader could not tell if the man was joking or not.
    The only thing he could think to do was to kill him, which is exactly when his son
    walked into the room accompanied by an old, scarred Jedi he never thought to see
    again.

    "Rahm Kota," he snarled.

    "'Least his eyes still work," Kota said dryly. His own were obviously mechanical.
    "Can't say I like the hair, though."

    Vader stifled an urge to reach up and feel if he really did have hair again. "What
    is this?"

    "For your crimes against the Republic and the Jedi Order, you've been sentenced to
    life," Harry said. "To be served out in the Jedi Praxeum here on Avalon, under cover
    of a newly established Fidelius. You are denied all holonet access. Good
    behaviour might result in getting to see your grandchildren; bad behaviour will
    result in you being sent to the mountain where Palpatine's spirit is stuck preaching
    about the power of the Dark Side. The sentence was passed by the Wizenmeet of Avalon
    in concurrence with the Chief of State and Executive Council of the Alliance to
    Restore the Republic, and the Jedi Council."

    "That's me, by the way," Kota said with a cheery wave.

    Harry grinned. "Also, if you try to escape, your legs will disappear."

    Vader blinked, trying to make sense of what he heard. "What are you talking
    about?"

    Kota stepped forward and pulled back the blanket. Vader stared down at an
    impossible sight—his body, seemingly whole. It was pale and far too thin that he
    remembered, but his legs were…a slightly different shade than the rest of him under
    the simple grey shorts and T-shirt which covered him.

    "Your prosthetics were removed." Vader looked up at the new voice and saw his son
    staring intently at him, face saddened by the sight of his father's withered body.
    "In its place, Harry conjured limbs for you. They'll act like real, living arms and
    legs unless you try to escape."

    "And just to be clear," Harry added, "the magic is intent-base. Even deciding to
    escape will result in your legs disappearing."

    "You are toying with me," Vader said, fighting to latch on to the rage which had
    sustained him for years.

    Harry shrugged. "Maybe. But even I had to agree when Luke pointed out killing my
    father in law was a bad way to start my marriage. So there we go."

    "Marriage?" Vader said, some of his old rage beginning to simmer again.

    "Well, that's all I had to say," Harry said. "You ready to go, Leia?"

    "I am." Without looking back at Vader, the seemingly young couple turned and left
    the room.

    Vader turned to Luke. "Marriage?"

    "Hmm," Kota said. "If he thinks the idea of Potter marrying his daughter is bad,
    wonder if we should tell him about the twins?"

    "WHAT?"
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    "POTTER! POTTER, ATTEND ME NOW!"

    Harry walked into the living room of his home and snorted when he found Darth
    Vader sprawled on the floor in a most undignified manner, with both legs missing at
    mid-thigh.

    "Yeah, that didn't work out the first two times either, did it?"

    "I was not intending to escape!" Vader declared defensively. "It was a passing
    thought only!"

    "Right." Harry waved a hand, reactivating what in truth were enchanted stones
    embedded at the ends of Vader's stumps that produced the magical prosthetics. Vader
    didn't need to know that when Harry "conjured" the legs, he was in fact just turning
    the enchanted rocks back on.

    With an angry grunt, Vader picked himself back up. Gone was the imposing figure in
    black. In his place stood an aged man of middle height wearing plain brown trousers
    and loose tan-coloured tunic. He cut his hair short, but even so the grey was
    obvious. Sharp, icy blue eyes glared at Harry before he turned and stalked from the
    house.

    "Arsehole," Harry muttered before heading back to his office.
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    Vader sat staring off toward the distant mountains on the far side, trying his
    very hardest not to think about escaping.

    The past six months were among the most frustrating and confusing he'd ever
    experienced. Almost from his first days of being recruited into the Jedi Order, he
    had been special. He was the Chosen One, the most powerful of the Jedi. He'd grown
    into a fearsome warrior, celebrated or feared across the galaxy.

    When he fell, the fear of him became universal. But still, no one ever, ever
    ignored him.

    Until he came to this wretched world.

    He knew that the galactic civil war continued—despite its obscene losses the
    Empire was just too big to simply disappear even after the death of the Emperor and
    the destruction of its two largest fleets. But he never knew any details because his
    wretched minders would never let him come even close to a holocom. Worse yet, even
    the blasted witches and wizards who watched him knew how to shield their minds
    against his power.

    However, truly the most vexing thing was that he didn't matter anymore.
    The war spun on without him. People fought and died on both sides, and there was
    nothing he could do to change anything. No one consulted him about Imperial military
    tactics or procedures, not that he would have cooperated. No one cared what he
    thought, or even thought of him at all.

    He was no longer Darth Vader, Dark Lord of the Sith. He was the crippled, used up,
    useless old man who constantly hung around the Praxeum with nothing to do except
    watch from a distance as the witches and wizards bred like nerfs. He'd never seen
    such a small community produce so many blasted babies.

    He was so bored!

    His bout of wallowing was interrupted by the faintest fluttering in the Force,
    followed by a snuffling sound. Frowning, he sat up and looked around but saw nothing
    but the seemingly endless fields of wild grass that separated the magical community
    from the mountains he often stared at.

    With a grunt at the amount of effort required, Vader stood and followed the sound.
    The Praxeum, such as it was, faced the small city of Avalon. Behind it was nothing of
    note, and rarely occupied. However, as he came around a bend of the main building, he
    spotted a girl sitting cross legged against the wall. The dark skin of her face
    glistened with tears. She was not sobbing aloud, but occasionally she rubbed her nose
    on the back of her hand and sniffed. She looked to be on the verge of her teenage
    years, and projected the perfect portrait of misery.

    She also wore a lightsaber at her belt. This was the Ross girl, Vader realized,
    one of the trio of Padawans Rahm Kota was training. Occasionally, when they were on
    the planet, Luke or Leia would assist, but they were often out on the front lines of
    the war fighting.

    "Since when do Jedi Padawans wallow in self-pity?" he asked. He tried to hide his
    own grimace when he realized that was exactly what he had been doing mere seconds
    before.

    She looked up with wide eyes and scrambled to her feet. "You leave me alone!" she
    shouted, her sadness instantly transforming to anger. "You're a bad man, I know all
    about you! You leave me alone or I'll cut you!" With that, she actually removed her
    lightsaber and lit it, something that would have resulted in extreme discipline if
    done by a Padawan of Vader's day.

    She yelped when the blade ripped its way free of her hands and flew into his. He
    calmly deactivated it and held it up to inspect it. "You did not make this."

    She frowned. "Course not, I'm only thirteen!"

    "I was thirteen when I built mine," he said.

    The Ross girl blinked, obviously confused by the answer. "But you're like…evil or
    something. So it was different for you."

    He snorted and tossed the blade back to her. "No, it wasn't. You began your
    training just a few years ago, did you not? I was your age when I started as well,
    and despite what you think, children are not born evil."

    "Then why are you? Evil, I mean."

    "Because I kept reaching for my blade in anger, just like you did." It was a gross
    oversimplification, but there was a grain of truth in it that Vader wished he could
    deny. More importantly, it was a short, concise answer that momentarily broke through
    Ross's anger and made her look down at her sabre in worry.

    "Now tell me why you were back here, crying? Such behaviour is unbecoming of a
    Padawan."

    "It's none of your business."

    "You disturbed my meditation, so that made it my business."

    Still looking down, she muttered something incomprehensible.

    "Speak clearly, youngling!"

    "I said I can't do it."

    "Do what?"

    "Any of it!" She made a broad gesture with her hands. "The lightsaber forms, the
    meditation, any of it. I just can't do it!"

    "Did Master Yoda not say that you could?"

    "He was wrong about me."

    Vader pursed his lips. "While I despised Yoda, and he was wrong about a great many
    things, judging potential Padawans was not one of them. If he said you could be a
    Jedi, then you can be. The failure was not his part in identifying your potential,
    but on your part for failing to achieve it, and on the part of your instructors in
    aiding you sufficiently."

    He walked to her other side. "Show me what Kota has taught you so far."

    "What?"

    "Your lightsaber forms. Show me. Now, youngling!"

    "Okay, okay!"

    He stood, magically enchanted arms crossed over his chest, and watched the girl
    stumble through a pale, wholly inadequate kata. "That," he said, "was
    inexcusable."

    "I know that!" Carrie snapped, on the verge of tears again. "What do you think I
    was so mad about?"

    "And what did your anger do for you?" he asked pointedly.

    She frowned and looked down at her feet. "Nothing! Anger does nothing," Vader
    continued. "Of all the people you will ever meet, I know this more than any. Assume
    your stance, position one."

    She quickly did so. Vader stepped forward and corrected the positioning of her
    arms and feet. "You stand with your feet too close together! Form I is the form of
    power and control and the foundation of all other forms. To have power, your feet
    must be adequately planted. Raise your arms; your blade does nothing when it is at
    the level of your waist!"

    She did as instructed, her expressions of anger and self-pity lost in
    concentration. He walked her through the entire form again and again, correcting each
    mistake, until she was finally able to flow through the entire sequence without
    error.

    It came as a shock to both of them that, as she finished, the sun set.

    "Better," he said. "Go eat something, youngling. I find your growling stomach
    disturbing."

    She deactivated her lightsaber and hung it from her belt. "Er, right. Um, thank
    you, Master." She managed a short, awkward bow before turning and running around the
    building.

    Frowning at how quickly the day had gone by, Vader spun to return to his prison at
    Potter's home when he found his way blocked by Rahm Kota. "What were you doing with
    my Padawan?" the old Jedi barked. In truth, Vader knew Kota had no other way of
    speaking. He had little volume control for his voice.

    "Fixing your mistakes," Vader snapped back, not impressed in the slightest. "Her
    forms were miserable. I found her crying, and she pulled her sabre on me in anger.
    You've done poorly with her."

    Rather than be upset, Kota snorted. "What the hell do you expect? I was a child
    soldier. I didn't get recruited until Mace Windu found me at eighteen. I never
    learned the Jedi arts as a child, and I've never taught a child. I let old Cin
    Drallig handle that part of it. Then you killed him, remember? I'm doing this because
    there's no one else. Your children are busy with the war and I wouldn't trust Potter
    with a Padawan in a million years. He treats the dark side like a joke."

    "You've done fairly well with the boys." It grated Vader's nerves to admit it.

    "They're older, and bigger," Kota said with a shrug. "I never had a girl as a
    Padawan. She's smaller, weaker. The Force flows but she keeps trying to use it like a
    witch. So I do my best. What are you going to do about it? You're not even a Jedi any
    more. Just go home and let the Jedi deal with their own problems."

    With that, Kota turned and walked back around the curve of the main building,
    leaving Vader alone to his turbulent thoughts.

    When he returned back to the house, he was surprised to find the Princess there
    with Potter. Vader's daughter was hugely pregnant and shone in the Force the same her
    mother did at that stage. She and her husband sat at their dining table eating
    together and speaking softly. They rarely ate alone—both were so busy with their many
    duties that often work followed them home. Tonight, however, they shared a rare,
    intimate moment.

    Despite his own hunger, Vader found himself reluctant to interrupt them and simply
    passed through the living area to the stairs.
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    "You remind me of your mother."

    Leia blinked and turned to him, genuinely surprised. "What?"

    Vader felt like kicking himself. He hadn't meant to say anything as he broke his
    fast the next morning. As he ate, Leia had come ponderously down the stairs as only a
    woman in late-term pregnancy could, and made herself a simple breakfast of caf and
    pastries. The moment was so familiar and serene, he'd suddenly blurted it out without
    thinking.

    "I…I misspoke. Forgive me." He stood to leave.

    "Please don't."

    The request was softly spoken, but it might as well have been made of chains for
    how well it stopped his retreat. "I did misspeak," he finally said. "I have no
    right."

    "No, you don't," she agreed without missing a beat. "But you have something I
    don't. You have memories of my mother. Memories you took from me."

    The blow was well delivered and struck true. Vader closed his eyes tightly, trying
    desperately to clutch at the rage and anger that had driven him for so many years,
    and given him so much power. He found nothing but emptiness and guilt. Powerless and
    utterly defeated, he bowed his head. "What do you wish to know?"

    "Knowing isn't enough," she said. "I want to see them. Luke and I both."
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    Vader stood in a corner, watching with a grief and sadness so palpable his heart
    felt as if it might burst. Nearby, Leia and Luke stood watching as well. Luke had his
    arm around her shoulder, supporting her as they watched Vader's few precious moments
    of happiness.

    They stood on the patio at Varykino, on Naboo, as a young, freshly wounded Anakin
    Skywalker leaned over and kissed a young Padme Amidala with a deep, burning passion.
    It was the single happiest day of Anakin Skywalker's life, and Darth Vader ensured it
    would not be repeated.

    The memory shifted as memories often did. They stood in their apartment—Padma wore
    a simply sleeping gown that did nothing to hide her bulging belly. Anakin was
    kneeling down in front of her, between her spread legs, but there was nothing sexual
    about the position. It was intimate, yes, but not sexual. He had his hands on her
    bare stomach and his lips on her protruding belly button, and was whispering.

    "What did you say?" Padmé asked with a brilliant, happy smile.

    "I told her she would be the greatest Jedi ever," he said.

    "It's a boy, Ani. Women know these things."

    "It'll be perfect, whatever it is," he assured her.

    Again the memory flitted, and they were in Padmé's childhood room on Naboo again,
    before they married. It was a quiet moment, one of the few they actually had to get
    to know each other. Even then Vader could see how open his younger self was in his
    desire and admiration. How naïve and stupid he was.

    It surprised him, how many good memories he had. Over the past twenty four years,
    he'd concentrated only on those terrible memories at the end. The anguish helped fuel
    his rage and the Dark Side. But when Leia ordered him to share his memories through
    Potter's blasted Pensieve, he shocked himself to find how very many happy memories he
    had. He and his wife had so very little time together that what time they did share,
    they spent in a haze of joy.

    It hurt. Oh stars, how it hurt to stand there, feet away from Padmé's children,
    who he'd tortured, and watch everything he'd thrown away when he fell for Palpatine's
    lies. Finally, he could not stand it anymore and left the Pensieve.

    He emerged in the Potter's living room—Leia and Luke remained bent over with their
    faces in the mists of his memories. Potter himself sat at the bar in the kitchen
    drinking their vile, homemade beer and popping local nuts into his mouth. The
    Wookiees evidently discovered the nuts and now traded them to the magicals in return
    for farm-raised meats and other useful items.

    He popped one in his mouth even as he stared at Vader, but for once he thankfully
    kept his mouth shut. Vader turned and strode from the room, wishing not to escape
    from the planet, but rather from the horrid agony he felt in his chest. Not for the
    first time, he wished he'd died in Thrawn's blasted trap!

    He didn't even know where his legs had taken him until they stopped of their own
    accord and he found himself on the edge of the city's wards. His punishment did not
    allow him to go beyond those wards, not without losing both arms and legs. So he
    stood, his face ravaged by tears and a storm of emotion so powerful he did not know
    how to survive it, or even if he wanted to, and stared at the distant mountains.

    "Er, master?"

    Without turning around, Vader could feel young Carrie Ross standing nearby. He
    sensed her worry and confusion in the force. "I am no master, child," he said. His
    voice sounded thick and weak. "I am not even Jedi. I'm just a foolish old man."

    The touch shocked him—it always did to realize that these magical limbs could feel
    as real as his real limbs. He looked down, amazed, to see Carrie's hand in his.
    "Master Kota says we should let go of what we lost," she said. She wasn't looking at
    him, but rather at the distant mountains as well. "No emotion, he says. But I can't
    just let go of my mummy, or my brother. The monsters came in their armour and their
    giant walkers, and they killed them, and I was all alone, just me and Peter. Master
    Kota says I'm supposed to forget about them and just let it go to the Force, but I
    can't. If I forget about them, then it's like they never existed. And that's not
    right. It's not right that I ever forget them!"

    He felt her own loss, fear and anger as if it were his own, just as he felt her
    small hand gripping his. He saw the tears running down her cheeks as a mirror to her
    own, and without even thinking about it he found himself kneeling down and hugging
    her, just like he often did with Ahsoka, when she first joined him as a Padawan.

    "Don't ever forget them," he told her as he hugged her close. "You keep them with
    you, in your heart. I don't care what Kota says, he and the Jedi are wrong. You hold
    on to those memories, no matter how much they hurt. Because they make you who you
    are. You hold on your mother and your brother, and I'll hold on to the memory of my
    wife. Promise me, Carrie."

    "I promise."

    Hugging the child did something no amount of meditation could have accomplished.
    Somehow, in some way, the pain eased from a sharp, stabbing agony to a dull
    throbbing. He pulled her back and saw her wiping her eyes. "It will be hard," he said
    to her. "It will hurt, but I know you're strong, Carrie Ross. I can feel the Force in
    you, and I know you will be strong, won't you."

    She sniffed, but nodded firmly. "Then show me. Form One."

    Rather than whine or complain, Carrie nodded and took a few steps back to perform
    Form One. While not perfect, she did it vastly better than the first time he showed
    her. "Much better," he said. "Much, much better. This is how to move your feet on the
    third kata…"

    The day passed in a blur of teaching—they did not pause for lunch. Soon, the sun
    set and he sent her off for food. As he did so, he noticed Potter leaning against the
    main building, still eating those blasted nuts. Without a word, he tossed a bottle to
    Anakin.

    "Your beer tastes vile," he said.

    "That's Correllian, shipment just came in," Potter said. "We have a transport
    company now, owned by the Wizenmeet. We're getting in fresh supplies and making
    obscene amounts of money."

    With a suspicious look, Vader opened it and took a sniff—then a swig. That was
    real beer.

    "So, you're teaching…"

    "Shut up, Potter."

    "Just saying…"

    "Shut up, Potter."

    "Sure thing, Dad."

    Vader stomped past him, muttering. He kept the beer, though.
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    "Ani?"

    Vader opened his eyes, his whole body stiffening. In the dim light of Avalon's
    moon, he saw his wife standing at the foot of the bed, staring down at him with a sad
    smile.

    "What is this?" he whispered, though it came out more of a croak than
    anything.

    "Oh my love," she whispered. "How he hurt you."

    Vader spun out of the bed, only to stumble into a wall as Padmé stepped around the
    bed. "Potter, why are you doing this to me?"

    "Because you need to say goodbye, my love," Padmé said softly.
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    Vader came downstairs an hour later. Despite it being in the middle of the night
    he was not surprised to find Harry Potter sitting in the living room. Potter did not
    have a beer, this time, but rather tea. Without a word he motioned to the chair
    opposite the table he sat at and even began pouring.

    "It's chamomile—or the local equivalent. Good at night," Potter said.

    Vader sat carefully, as if his body were as brittle as his soul felt at that
    moment. "Did Leia ask you to do that?" he demanded.

    Potter snorted. "She was horrified at even the suggestion," he admitted. "No, as
    smart as that woman is, there are some things she just doesn't get."

    "Like what?"

    Despite Potter's youthful features, the look in his shadowed eyes reflected more
    of Vader than he liked to admit. "I had to say goodbye to my wife, my first wife,
    before I could live again," he said softly. "I hated you so damn much, you and your
    whole buggering empire. You took everything away from me. Not just my world, but my
    wife and my kids. I'd lived my whole life without family, and the moment I had it
    all, you took it away, and I hated you for it. I couldn't live for anything but
    revenge. And then, bugger me, if I didn't meet Leia."

    Potter sipped his tea, but never stopped staring at Anakin. "I summoned Ginny, and
    I asked her to let me live again. I said goodbye, because your Empire never gave me
    the chance, and I asked her to let me live again. And she did, because those who
    truly love us want us to be happy. And while I personally think you're a complete,
    utter, buggering arsehole, for some reason your wife loved you. And you needed to say
    goodbye to her before you could live again."

    "I don't deserve to live."

    "That's just it. You don't deserve the easy way out either. Death is easy, any
    coward can die. You deserve to be punished by facing what you did and what you
    became. And you're going to spend the rest of your life in penance for your crimes.
    You're going to train Carrie Ross to be the best Jedi ever, and you're going to train
    all the other children as well, because bugger me if Rahm Kota isn't the worst
    teacher of young children I've ever seen. Worse yet, he knows it. You're going to be
    a grandfather, and you're going to love your kids and grandkids whether you want to
    or not. And when the time comes, if you're very, very lucky, you will see your wife
    again."

    "I don't think I can." It hurt to admit it, especially to Potter, but the words
    emerged before Vader could stop them.

    "Because you're afraid. You're always afraid. Guess what? So am I. I'm afraid I'll
    never die, or that I'll become so old I'll become just like Palpatine. Leia's
    terrified she'll be a bad mother because of all her other duties. Luke's afraid he's
    not a good enough Jedi because he has feelings for Bill Weasley's daughter, which is
    stupid because she's a red-headed Veela. Luke would have to be dead not to have some
    attraction to the girl. Carrie Ross is afraid of being alone again now that Peter is
    advanced enough in his training not to be there to protect her all the time. You told
    her that the memories of our loved ones make us who we are? You're only part right.
    Fear shapes us too. You let your fear shape you into a monster. Now you have a chance
    to make it shape you back into a man."

    He finished his tea. "It's time to decide. Are you Darth Vader? Or are you Anakin
    Skywalker? One will be a miserable outcast for the rest of his short, useless life.
    The other will be welcoming grandchildren within the next few weeks and be remembered
    as a mentor and teacher. Decide, but decide quickly."

    Vader sipped his tea. "You're not worthy of Leia," he finally said.

    "Who would be? Were you worthy of your wife?"

    "No, I wasn't."

    "I guess we're just lucky then, aren't we?"

    "Yes," Anakin said softly. It felt odd to weep freely in front of someone he
    hated. "Yes, we are."

    Finis.

    

    Final A/N: For this and my last few
    stories, I worked with three Beta readers. Teufel1987, JR Richardson and Miles. The
    three of them all made a huge difference, and I thank them for their work. This is
    the last story they will have beta read for me, and as with the others, they helped a
    great deal.

    Interestingly enough, JR did not like this last chapter. He pointed out Vader
    didn't really deserve redemption because of his slaughter of children. He's right
    too. That said, my emotional perspective of Vader was shaped by the original trilogy.
    The prequel movies were so bad that I could accept the information, but they had no
    emotional impact at all. So, as a result my Vader's story arc follows the original
    trilogy with the concept of redemption, while I acknowledge this doesn't adequately
    deal with the events of the prequels.

    Thank you all for reading. I genuinely liked this story and was happy to share it.
    While as always I had some haters, I believe the majority of you enjoyed it as well.
    So, thank you all for reading.

  

