
The Rescue 

 

“Next up, from Beauxbatons Academy, the lovely Ms. Delacour will take on the Welsh Green!” 

Ludo Bagman announced.  

 

The crowd roared as Fleur nervously got to her feet. Clenching her hands into fists to stop them 

from shaking, she took a deep breath and took a step forward.  

 

“Good luck.” 

 

Fleur stopped and turned to look at Harry, the only other person left in the tent. He looked like 

she felt. His face was pale, his leg bouncing restlessly as a trickle of nervous sweat dripped down 

his brow. She repressed her first thought, which was to scoff.  

 

Of the two of them, it was Harry that needed luck. Fleur was the best her school had to offer, 

while he was just an arrogant little boy desperately trying to hold onto his fame. Looking at him, 

however, and seeing the fear in his bright green eyes, she couldn’t bring herself to mock him like 

she wanted to. The boy already knew he was in over his head.  

 

“You, too,” Fleur said.  

 

Turning to the exit and putting him out of her mind, she straightened her shoulders and 

marched forward determinedly. The crowd cheered loudly the moment she stepped out into 

the oval-shaped arena. Towering stands circled the top of the enclosure, where students and 

visitors stomped their feet and cheered. The floor of the arena was made of grey, dull bedrock 

that stuck out from the top of the hill that the stadium had been built on. Across the Quidditch 

pitch-sized enclosure, Fleur caught sight of her dragon.  

 

The Welsh Green’s scales glittered in the sun as it roared and thrashed against the chain around 

its neck. Underneath its massive body, in the shadow of its bulk, sat a nest. It held four giant 

white dragon eggs, and there, in the center, sat the Golden Egg Fleur needed to retrieve.  

 



With her goal in sight, a surge of adrenaline rushed through her veins. Seeing the dragon 

distracted by the cheering crowd, Fleur crouched down and crept closer, using the rock 

outcroppings as cover. Once she was close enough for her planned spell, she took a deep breath 

and tightened her sweaty grip on her wand before stepping out into the open.  

 

Instantly, the dragon turned its bright yellow eyes on her with a glare. Letting out a threatening 

roar, it took a step closer to her, and further from her nest. Fleur held her wand with both 

hands, the tip pointed straight up between her breasts, released her full Allure, and began to 

sing.  

 

The dragon shook its head and let out a furious roar as it felt the magic wash over it. Steeling 

her nerves, Fleur kept singing. Her magic washed over the entire arena, causing some of the 

more Allure-susceptible boys to stare at her in a trace, their eyes slowly drooping. Shaking its 

head again, the dragon roared and blew fire in random directions.  

 

Fleur was just out of range, but she still felt the blast of heat hit her face and hands. It caused 

her to falter for just a moment, but she went right back to singing. As the dragon’s roar trailed 

off, it collapsed, shaking the ground under her feet with its massive weight. Giving Fleur a 

baleful glare, it curled up in a ball in front of the nest and rested its great head on the ground. 

Slowly, its eyes began to droop, blinking closed for long and longer until, finally, they closed 

completely.  

 

Fleur kept singing for several more seconds to be safe before she ended her song. Thankfully, 

the audience was silent, just as entranced as the dragon. Letting out a nervous breath, she took 

a tentative step closer, then another, and another.  

 

“It looks like she’s done it,” Bagman said quietly. “I don’t believe it. The dragon is completely 

asleep.” 

 

Fleur shot the man a glare before her eyes flicked back to the dragon. It took a deep breath and 

curled in tighter on itself as she took another step closer. Walking quietly past the dragon and 

marveling at its size, Fleur crept carefully toward the nest and plucked the golden egg from the 

middle. Smiling in triumph, she cradled it to her chest with her free hand and marched, head 

held high, toward the exit.  



 

Suddenly, the Beauxbatons section cheered. Fleur’s eyes widened when she heard the dragon 

shift behind her. She spun around, wand held at the ready, while her classmates quieted and sat 

back down. As she watched nervously, the dragon took in a deep breath and let out a burst of 

flames. Fleur danced out of the way, quickly putting out the edge of her skirt, which had caught 

fire, and then turned her wand back on the dragon.  

 

Mercifully, it was still asleep. 

 

Letting out a shaky breath, Fleur took a step back. A gasp left her lips as her foot slipped. 

Flapping her arms to try and catch herself, the egg fell from her arms. She twisted her body to 

try and catch herself with her arms, only to realize too late that her foot was caught in a crevice. 

Fleur hit the ground on her side as a sickening pop left her ankle. Intense pain caused her to 

scream out before she could stifle it.  

 

Her eyes widened, and her heart raced as she heard the dragon growl. Rolling over, she watched 

in horror as it got to its feet, its furious yellow stare moving from the egg to her prone form. 

Throwing its head back, it let out a ferocious roar that rattled Fleur’s bones and hurt her ears. In 

a panic, she scrambled to find her wand. Her heart sank when she spotted it on the ground just 

a few feet away, just out of reach.  

 

“Oh no!” Bagman cried. “Ms. Delacour appears to be in real trouble. We may need to send in 

the dragon handlers.” 

 

Fleur desperately stretched and reached for her wand, only to cry out again when her ankle 

throbbed in agony. Turning back the other way, she tried to free her foot, swallowing hard when 

she saw the unnatural angle her ankle was bent at. Her foot, wedged tight, refused to move as 

she saw and felt the dragon stalking closer.  

 

Suddenly, two large wooden doors swung open, drawing her attention, as well as the dragons. 

Fleur’s heart leapt when she spotted the dragon handlers rushing down the tunnel. The hope 

that welled in her chest plummeted when the dragon spun with shocking speed and blew a jet 

of searing hot flames directly at them. The dragon handlers dove out of the way, but the flames 

just kept going. With a loud creak and a snap, the beams over the doorway collapsed. When the 



dragon stopped breathing fire, Fleur’s heart fell into her stomach. Thick, fiery beams blocked 

the dragon handlers from the arena. Even as they tried to put out the fire, the dragon turned its 

attention back to her, and she knew they’d never get to her in time.  

 

“Great Scott!” Bagman shouted. “The dragon handlers are trapped! Oh, this is not good. Not 

good at all.” 

 

Fleur stared up fearfully at the dragon as it turned to her and stalked toward her, its yellow eyes 

glittering malevolently. Grabbing her leg, she tried once more to free her foot. She pulled so 

hard she felt the bones shift, and a pain-filled scream left her lips, but it still wouldn’t budge. 

The crowd screamed as the dragon opened its mouth, and Fleur curled up into a ball.  

 

Intense heat washed over Fleur, and a tear leaked from her eye as she prepared to be burned 

alive. Despite the blistering heat, there was none of the sharp, burning pain that she expected. 

It took her mind a moment to realize that she wasn’t dying. Cautiously, she uncovered her head, 

opened her eyes, and gasped.  

 

Through the bright light of the dragon’s fiery breath, she could just make out the silhouette of a 

man standing in front of her, protected by a powerful blue shield. A shuddering sigh of relief 

escaped her lips. One of the dragon handlers had made it to her just in time. Fleur could see 

him struggling to hold back the torrent of flames, his body shuddering from the force with 

which they stuck his shield.  

 

“I don’t believe it!” Bagman shouted just as the dragon stopped breathing fire and let out a 

furious roar. “Harry Potter just came out of nowhere to rescue the Beauxbatons champion! 

What a save!” 

 

Fleur gasped as she stared at the figure in front of her. Facing away from her, it had been 

impossible to tell who it was, but at Bagman’s words, it all clicked into place. His size, stature, 

the disheveled black hair – it all fit perfectly. Harry Potter had just saved her life.  

 

Glaring at Harry, the dragon tried to move to the side to get a better shot at Fleur, but he moved 

with it, defiantly blocking its path. Turning its malevolent gaze back to the young man, the 



dragon let out another deafening roar. Harry’s wand snapped up, a wordless Stunning Hex firing 

from the tip. Fleur stared at it incredulously, her heart sinking. If he thought such a simple spell 

would do anything to that kind of beast, they were both dead. Yet, even as she thought that his 

spell hit the roof of the dragon’s mouth with unerring accuracy. Its roar cut off abruptly as the 

dragon staggered to the side, shaking its head.  

 

“Herbivicous Incarcerous!” Harry shouted, twirling the tip of his wand and then jerking it up.  

 

Thick, dark brown roots and thin, green vines slithered out of cracks in the bedrock all around 

the dragon. They shot toward it, wrapping around its legs, wings, neck, and tail before pulling it 

taut. The dragon roared angrily as it tried to rip itself free. What few vines and roots that it 

managed to break were immediately replaced by more. Opening its mouth, the dragon 

unleashed a torrent of flames on the roots holding its front right leg. The roots crackled and 

burned away.  

 

“Bugger,” Harry muttered.  

 

Twirling his wand again, more roots crept from the cracks and wrapped around the dragon’s 

body. The dragon responded by letting out more intense flames, burning them away as fast as 

Harry summon more. It was a stalemate.  

 

Glancing over at the dragon handler entrance, she could see them still putting out the last of 

the fire, but the wooden beams still blocked the way. If Harry could just hold it off for a little bit 

longer… 

 

When she turned back to him, she saw him glancing around the arena, eyes searching for 

something. Raising his wand, he pointed it at a small outcropping and gave it a familiar swish 

and flick. Harry grunted, the muscles in his arms straining as he levitated a boulder the size of 

the Beauxbatons carriage into the air. Slowly, he moved it between them and the dragon.  

 

Fleur felt a surge of hope. If he used it as a shield while the dragon was busy freeing itself, he 

could free her. If she could just get to her wand- 

 



“Depulso!” Harry shouted.  

 

He stumbled backwards slightly as the boulder shot forward like it was fired out of a canon. 

Fleur gasped as it hit the dragon in the chest and sent it crashing to the ground. With a grunt, 

Harry twirled his wand and wrapped more roots around the beast. Her pulse raced when she 

saw several thinner ones trying to tie its mouth shut, but the dragon noticed them and burned 

them to ash with a quick puff of fire. Turning its head, the dragon burned away the roots 

holding its neck and then went back to trying to free its body.  

 

“Oh, come on,” Harry huffed tiredly.  

 

Glancing around the arena, he planted his feet shoulder-width apart and squared his shoulders. 

Extending his free arm and his wand, he gave the tip another swish and a flick.  

 

“Wigardium Leviosa,” he said through gritted teeth.  

 

Three boulders roughly the same size as the last slowly and jerkily rose into the air. Fleur stared 

at Harry in amazement even while he grunted under the strain and his body trembled. With 

great effort, he maneuvered the boulders until all three hovered in front of him.  

 

“Depulso!” Harry screamed, swinging his hands together.  

 

The boulders launched forwards, and he dropped to his knees, sweat dripping from his brow as 

he panted. One of the boulders glanced off of the dragon’s side, making it roar in pain. The 

second hit its side, sending it crashing back to the ground a moment before the third hit it 

square in the head. The great beast fell forward, eyes closed.  

 

Fleur’s breath caught as Harry whipped his wand forward. Roots and vines wrapped around its 

mouth, tying it shut, while more roots bound its body to the ground. Blinking its yellow eyes 

open, the dragon tried to move. 

 



“Please stay down,” Harry pleaded softly. “Please don’t make me kill you.” 

 

Fleur glanced at him incredulously. Did he really think he was capable of such a thing? 

 

The twin jets of flame that left its nostrils did nothing to help its situation as it glared balefully at 

Harry. With the roots anchoring it to the bedrock and its mouth tied shut, the dragon couldn’t 

move.  

 

Suddenly, the crowd erupted, startling Fleur.  

 

“Merlin!” Bagman gasped. “I don’t believe it! Harry Potter has just singlehandedly defeated a 

fully grown dragon. I hope this counts towards his points. What a performance! And here come 

the dragon handlers!” 

 

Getting to his feet, Harry looked utterly exhausted as he trudged over to Fleur and dropped to 

his knees next to her.  

 

“You alright?” he asked.  

 

Fleur licked her dry lips and nodded.  

 

“My foot,” she said. “Eet’s stuck.” 

 

Looking down at her ankle, Harry winced in sympathy.  

 

“Don’t worry, Madam Pomfrey will fix you right up,” he told her reassuringly as he raised his 

wand. “Fractus.” 

 



The crevice Fleur’s foot was stuck in barely moved, only tiny cracks appearing at the ends. 

Letting out a frustrated growl, Harry jabbed his wand forward.  

 

“Fractus!” he barked.  

 

Fleur cried out when the crevice suddenly widened and released her foot, causing it to fall at a 

painful, unnatural angle. Closing her eyes, her stomach churned at the sight. She felt Harry shift 

closer and gently cradle her foot. Biting her lips to stifle a groan, she turned her body slightly so 

he could set it back on the ground.  

 

At the sound of rushing footsteps, Fleur blinked her eyes open. Several of the dragon handlers 

rushed over to the dragon but looked puzzled about what to do next. One dragon handler, a 

short, stocky redhead, knelt down next to Harry and conjured a splint for her ankle.  

 

“Thanks, Charlie,” Harry said, moving to sit on the ground and wrapping his arms around his 

legs as he took several deep breaths.  

 

“Sorry we didn’t get here sooner,” the man, Charlie, responded, clapping him on the shoulder. 

“The organizers thought it would look better for the papers if we made an entrance. I told them 

it was a stupid idea.” 

 

Harry snorted derisively and muttered, “Figures.” 

 

“Nice job with that dragon, by the way,” Charlie smiled. “Don’t tell mum I said this, but if you 

ever want a job working at the reserve, I can get you one after a performance like that.” 

 

“I think I’ve had enough dragons for one lifetime, thanks,” Harry smiled back.  

 

Chuckling, Charlie clapped him on the shoulder again before turning to Fleur.  

 



“Are you alright, Ms. Delacour?” he asked. “Any other injuries?” 

 

“Non,” Fleur said, wincing in pain. “Just ze ankle.” 

 

“Well,” he said, glancing over his shoulder. “Looks like your headmistress is on her way over. Do 

you want to wait for her here, or do you want me to carry you over to the medical tent?” 

 

“I weel wait,” Fleur replied.  

 

The man seemed fine, but she didn’t want to give him the chance to take liberties while she was 

injured. Charlie nodded and turned to look back at the other dragon handlers while Fleur 

reached over and grabbed her wand. Just having it in her hand sent a wave of relief flowing 

through her.  

 

“How’s Norbert?” Harry asked.  

 

“He’s doing great,” Charlie smiled. “We almost brought him for the tournament, but they 

wanted nesting mothers.” 

 

“I’m glad you didn’t,” Harry said. “Hagrid’s going to be mad enough at me for fighting this one.” 

 

Charlie laughed while Fleur stared, her brow furrowed. Had he spent time around dragons 

before? Is that how he knew how to deal with one? 

 

Suddenly, the dragon let out a long, pitiful groan that caused everyone to look at it sharply. It 

stared at the Golden Egg sitting on the ground near Harry and tried to edge itself closer. The 

dragon handlers raised their wands, but the roots held it in place. Fleur relaxed her grip on her 

wand when it laid back down with a low whine.  

 

Glancing between the dragon and the egg, Harry picked it up and got to his feet.  



 

“I need to borrow this for a second,” he said to Fleur. “I promise I’ll bring it right back.” 

 

Before she could ask why Harry needed it, Harry turned and marched towards the dragon. 

Looking startled, Charlie raced to catch up with him.  

 

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

 

“I just want to show her its fake,” Harry said.  

 

“Fleur!” 

 

Fleur turned her head and watched Madame Maxime kneel down next to her.  

 

“Fleur, are you ‘urt,” she asked.  

 

“Just my ankle,” Fleur said, turning away to watch Harry.  

 

“What in Merlin’s name is he doing?” Professor McGonagall asked.  

 

They all turned to watch as Harry continued toward the dragon. Charlie looked to be trying to 

talk him out of whatever he wanted to do but gave up and threw his hands in the air when 

Harry marched right past the other dragon handlers.  

 

The dragon stared at the egg longingly and tried to scoot closer as Harry slowed his approach.  

 

“It’s alright,” Harry said, holding up his wand in a placating gesture. “It’s not yours. It’s fake. 

Look.” 



 

The dragon squirmed and growled as he knelt in front of it and picked up a small rock. Lightly, 

he tapped it against the side.  

 

Ting! 

 

The dragon froze and cocked its head to the side, eyes narrowed. Harry tapped the Golden Egg 

again before setting the rock down and edging closer.  

 

“See?” he asked. “It’s metal.” 

 

The Welsh Green thrust its nose forward and sniffed the egg for a few seconds before leaning 

back and glaring at it. Its yellow eyes moved to the dragon handlers and organizers, pinning 

them with an accusatory glare. Harry, however, was spared from her hateful glare, Fleur noted.  

 

“Your eggs are over there,” Harry said, pointing to the nest. “They’re fine, I promise.” 

 

As if it understood, the dragon followed his finger and stared at the nest. Letting out a mournful 

whine, it tried to move towards them but was stopped by the roots holding her in place. Harry 

looked at the dragon sympathetically and bit his lip as he got to his feet. Rolling his wand 

between his fingers, he suddenly raised it up and brought it down with a slash. The roots and 

vines holding the dragon to the ground went limp, and it surged to its feet.  

 

“Are you insane!” a female dragon handler shouted. “Stunners, on my mark!” 

 

“No!” Harry yelled. “Put your wands down. She just wants her eggs.” 

 

He stood, still facing the dragon, his arms splayed out to the side. The Welsh Green crouched 

and glared at the handlers angrily, its baleful yellow eyes moving from one to the next. They all 

stood in a silent standoff for a handful of breaths before Charlie lowered his wand.  



 

“Do what he says,” he said.  

 

“What!?” the woman yelled, sounding as incredulous as Fleur felt.  

 

“Julia, trust me,” Charlie pled. “Harry knows what he’s doing. Why do you think she hasn’t 

attacked yet?” 

 

Julia huffed angrily, her face set in a scowl. Growling, she lowered her wand, and the other 

dragon handlers nervously followed her lead.  

 

“See?” Harry asked, drawing the dragon’s attention back to him. “No more fighting. You can go 

to your eggs.” 

 

Glancing at the dragon handlers with a glare, the dragon slowly back towards her nest. It kept 

an eye on the humans as it bent down to sniff them. Seemingly satisfied, it laid down and curled 

around the nest protectively, though it continued to eye them suspiciously.  

 

“I’ll be damned,” Charlie muttered with a smile.  

 

“That kid’s going to get himself killed pulling stunts like that,” Julia grumbled, crossing her arms 

as she came to stand next to Charlie.  

 

“It worked,” Charlie shrugged. “Besides, it’ll be easier to get her back out of here now that she’s 

calmed down a bit.” 

 

Julia grunted and shook her head while Harry turned around with a smile on his lips and walked 

back over.  

 

“Mr. Potter, what on earth were you thinking?” Professor McGonagall asked sternly.  



 

“She just wanted to protect her kids, professor,” Harry said with a shrug. “You can’t really fault 

her for that.” 

 

The strict woman’s gaze softened, and Dumbledore chuckled.  

 

“Indeed, we cannot,” he said amusedly. “Would you mind escorting Ms. Delacour to the medical 

tent? I believe the judges and I need a moment to determine how to proceed.” 

 

“Alright,” Harry said, aiming his wand at Fleur. “Mobilicorpus.” 

 

Fleur tensed and winced when her foot throbbed as she rose to waist height. The walk to the 

medical tent was mercifully smooth and didn’t hurt too bad. Harry was very cautious and gentle 

with her as he levitated her into the tent.  

 

“This bed, Potter,” the Hogwarts Healer said, standing next to the closest bed, where she had an 

array of medical supplies at the ready. “How bad is it?” 

 

“Her ankle’s broken,” Harry said, setting Fleur down gently.  

 

“Any burns?” Madam Pomfrey asked, glancing at her singed skirt.  

 

“Non,” Fleur said, wincing when the splint was vanished.  

 

Casting a few charms, the Healer handed her a Pain-Relieving Potion and clucked her tongue.  

 

“Dragons,” Pomfrey muttered. “Take a seat, Potter. I’ll check on you in a moment.” 

 

“But I’m fine,” Harry protested.  



 

 

Pomfrey stopped what she was doing and pinned him with a glare.  

 

“I’ll be the judge of that,” she said firmly. “The last time you told me you were fine, you’d just 

fallen off your broom from more than a hundred feet up. Now, sit.” 

 

Raising his hands in surrender, Harry sat on the bed next to Fleur’s with a sigh. Hearing a 

chuckle from across the room, she looked up at a smiling Cedric Diggory. Half of his face was 

covered in a bright orange paste, but he seemed in good spirits. Next to him, Krum sat with a 

sour look on his face and a bandage on his shoulder.  

 

“Alright there, Fleur?” Cedric asked.  

 

“Oui,” Fleur said, cringing and then sighing in relief as the Healer mended her bones. “What 

‘appened to you two?” 

 

“Well, we both got our eggs,” Cedric said, gesturing to the floor, where they both sat under their 

beds. “I thought I could distract the dragon by transfiguring rocks into sheep. It worked for a bit, 

but I got burned on my way out.” 

 

Nodding, she turned to Krum.  

 

“Hit dragon with Conjunctivitis Curse,” Krum grunted. “Made it blind but angry. Dislocated my 

shoulder vith tail when I grabbed egg.” 

 

“Here, drink this,” Pomfrey said, thrusting a goblet into her hand. “It’s a Bone-Mending Potion. 

You should be fine to walk in twenty minutes. Now, Potter, let’s see what you’ve done to 

yourself this time.” 

 



Harry threw his hands up and laid back on the bed as she scanned her wand over him. Raising a 

brow, Fleur looked at Cedric, who chuckled again.  

 

“Harry has a habit of ending up in the hospital wing for really weird things,” he explained. “I 

swear, he spends more time in there than the rest of the Quidditch players combined.” 

 

“I do not,” Harry argued, lifting his head.  

 

Madam Pomfrey pushed his head back down onto the pillow with her hand.  

 

“Yes, you do,” she told him. “Now, lie still.” 

 

Fleur smiled, and Cedric chuckled as Harry grumbled under his breath. As Pomfrey waved her 

wand over him and clucked her tongue, the tent flap was pulled open, and the Judges stepped 

inside. Ducking to keep her head from missing the roof, Madame Maxime stood next to Fleur’s 

bed and rested a hand on her shoulder.  

 

“How is he, Poppy?” Dumbledore asked.  

 

“Physically, he’s fine,” she sighed.  

 

“I told you,” Harry grumbled.  

 

“However,” Pomfrey continued with a glare, “he’s magically exhausted.” 

 

“Then he’ll have to forfeit,” Karkaroff said.  

 

“Surely, that’s not necessary,” Bagman said, smiling nervously. “I’m sure Madam Pomfrey can 

give him a little pick me up, and he’ll be fit to compete.” 



 

“I’m afraid she can’t,” Crouch said, smoothing out his robes. “The rules are very clear. No 

champion can be given a performance-enhancing potion before a task.” 

 

“And I wouldn’t give it to him anyways,” Pomfrey said, crossing her arms over her chest. “There 

is no cure for magical exhaustion. The only potions I could give him are dangerous and could 

possibly cause permanent damage.” 

 

“Then he forfeits,” Karkaroff said, smirking nastily.  

 

Harry shrugged and rested his hands behind his head, “That’s fine with me.” 

 

Fleur furrowed her brow as she stared at him. Was he really going to give up so easily?  

 

“But that’s not fair!” Cedric said, sitting up on his bed. “He just beat a dragon, for Merlin’s sake! 

Can’t you judge him on what he just did? I mean, he basically just did the task anyway.” 

 

“Barty, would that be possible?” Dumbledore asked.  

 

“If the judges were to agree,” Crouch nodded, his eyes staring into the distance thoughtfully.  

 

“But what about Fleur?” Maxime asked.  

 

“Technically, her task was completed when Potter intervened,” Crouch replied after a moment. 

“The task stated that she had to retrieve the egg, which she did. It did not say she had to make 

it to the exit.” 

 

“This is ridiculous!” Karkaroff yelled.  

 



“You designed the task,” Crouch shrugged.  

 

“Perhaps we should ask the Champions how they feel about this,” Dumbledore suggested, 

stroking his beard. “They’re the ones competing, after all.” 

 

“Give Potter score,” Krum said.  

 

“Ha!” Cedric cheered while Karkaroff began speaking rapidly in Bulgarian.  

 

“I vill not cheat to vin,” Krum told his headmaster firmly.  

 

Karkaroff growled and folded his arms over his chest as everyone turned to look at Fleur.  

 

“Oui,” she said. Looking up at her headmistress, she was relieved to see her smiling. “’Arry 

deserves a score.” 

 

“Well, then, I believe that settles it,” Dumbledore smiled. “Igor, your dissent will be noted, and 

Harry, I’ll have someone bring you your egg. We’ll call you out for your scores once the arena 

has been cleared. I’m sure the dragon handlers will be relieved to hear they don’t need to bring 

out the Horntail.” 

 

Turning, he left the tent, and Karkaroff stormed after him with a scowl. The other judges 

followed at a more sedate pace, with Madame Maxime giving Fleur’s shoulder a supportive 

squeeze before she left last.  

 

“This is brilliant,” Cedric grinned. “It’s only fair you get a score, too, right Harry? Harry?” 

 

Fleur rolled over to look at the younger man and blinked incredulously when she found him 

sound asleep on his bed.  

 



“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Cedric said, shaking his head. “When did he fall asleep?” 

 

“Right after they said he would have to forfeit,” Pomfrey replied, pulling a blanket over him. “I 

told you he was magically exhausted.” 

 

“Git,” Cedric said, smiling good-naturedly. “So, what scores do you think we’ll get?” 

 

“I weel get ze lowest,” Fleur said, laying back with a sigh.  

 

“I don’t think they’ll take off too much,” Cedric tried to reassure her. “It was an accident that 

could have happened to any of us. What about you, Krum?” 

 

He pointed at Harry, “First,” he said, then pointed to himself, “second,” he said, pointing to 

Cedric, “third,” and finally, he pointed at Fleur, “fourth.” 

 

“What makes you think you did better than me?” Cedric asked, a teasing smirk on his lips.  

 

“Was faster,” Krum replied, turning his lips up in an awkward smile. 

 

The boys continued to banter back and forth while Fleur got lost in her thoughts. Her mind 

vacillated between berating herself for breaking her ankle and thinking about Harry. Nothing 

the Hogwarts students had told her about him matched with what she’d seen today. Yes, he’d 

played the hero and come to her rescue, but he didn’t seem to gloat over it like she would have 

expected. He didn’t even seem concerned about his score. 

 

Was he just too tired, Fleur wondered.  

 

Furrowing her brow, she vowed to watch him closely for the next few days and try to find out 

more about him.  

 



A few minutes later, Professor McGonagall returned and told them it was time to get their 

scores.  

 

“Oi, Potter!” Cedric yelled, climbing out of bed and shaking him awake. “Wake up. It’s time to go 

get our scores.” 

 

“What?” Harry asked with a yawn. “But I forfeited.” 

 

“Well, if you’d stayed awake, you would have heard them change their minds,” Cedric grinned. 

“You’re getting scored based on how you handled Fleur’s dragon. Now, come on.” 

 

Looking surprised and confused, Harry threw off the blanket and climbed out of bed. Fleur 

narrowed her eyes curiously when he grumbled unhappily. The young man’s demeanor made 

no sense, and it was beginning to irritate her.  

 

Together, they walked back out into the arena to loud cheers from the crowd and turned to face 

the judges.  

 

“Well, now,” Dumbledore said, clapping his hands with a smile. “This certainly turned out to be 

more eventful than we anticipated. We shall give you your scores in the order you completed 

the task. First, Mr. Cedric Diggory of Hogwarts.” 

 

The Hogwarts section roared, waving banners as they stomped their feet.  

 

“For your impressive use of advanced Transfiguration to distract your dragon, the judges award 

you forty-two points,” Dumbledore said, pausing for a moment for more cheering. “Points were 

deducted for being the only Champion to take over ten minutes to complete the task and for 

the minor burns you received. Overall, an excellent performance.” 

 

Cedric grinned widely as the crowd clapped, and Dumbledore turned to Krum.  

 



“To Viktor Krum of Durmstrang,” he continued, causing the crowd to fall silent. “For being the 

fastest to complete the task and your use of the complicated Conjunctivitis Curse, the judges 

award you forty-three points.” 

 

Dumbledore paused as the Durmstrang section erupted in cheers. Stomping their feet in unison, 

they chanted ‘Krum’ over and over until the Hogwarts headmaster waved for them to be quiet.  

 

“Yes, excellently done,” he smiled. “Points were deducted for damage to the surrounding eggs, 

and the injury to your shoulder.” 

 

“I’ll beat you in the next one,” Cedric whispered with a grin.  

 

Krum smirked, “We vill see.” 

 

“To Fleur Delacour of Beauxbatons,” Dumbledore said, drawing Fleur’s attention back to the 

judges. “For your flawless use of the Sleeping Charm, we award you forty points.” 

 

The Beauxbatons section cheered loudly, and Fleur blinked. She hadn’t expected to be scored so 

highly compared to the others.  

 

“Yes, yes, most impressive,” Dumbledore said, waving the crowd quiet. “Points were deducted 

for being the only Champion not to exit the arena under your own power and for your injuries.” 

 

Fleur smiled and nodded to the judges. She hadn’t done as well as she had hoped, but her score 

could have been much worse.  

 

“And finally, Harry Potter,” Dumbledore announced, causing the crowd to fall eerily still and 

silent. “For your heroism in protecting a fellow Champion and defeating a dragon in single 

combat, as well as the compassion you showed afterward, we award you forty-eight points.” 

 



Harry looked stunned as the crowd erupted in the loudest cheer yet. Fleur watched him mouth 

the word ‘what’ incredulously and shake his head. While the applause continued, Charlie ran 

up, clapped Harry on the back, and thrust a Golden Egg into his hands. They shared a few words 

Fleur couldn’t make out over the roar of the crowd before the grinning redhead jogged out of 

the arena.  

 

“An exemplary performance!” Dumbledore yelled, finally quieting the audience. “Points were 

deducted for not waiting your turn.” 

 

After the laughter died down, he continued, “The next task will take place on January twenty-

third. Your eggs are a clue that contains vital information about what the task will entail. I wish 

you all the best of luck.” 

 

As Professor McGonagall escorted them back to the medical tent, Fleur watched Harry closely. 

He ducked his head in embarrassment when Cedric slung an arm over his shoulders and 

congratulated him on getting first place. The young man acted nothing like the glory hound 

she’d been told he was.  

 

It was time she learned the truth about Harry Potter.  

  

Chapter 2 

 

Fleur gave an irritated huff as she left the gangly, redheaded fourth year practically drooling by 

the rose bushes in front of the castle.  

 

How could it be this difficult to find more information about Hogwart’s most famous student? 

 

It didn’t make any sense. Harry Potter was famous around the world; he’d been attending this 

school for more than three years, and yet no one knew anything beyond the obvious. Oh, the 

students were quick to speculate and spread rumors about the young man, but not one of them 

knew anything for certain. Some of the things they said were just ridiculous, but one thing 

remained consistent. His friends, Hermione Granger and Ronald Weasley, were always involved.  



 

The redheaded boy seemed to be the best target for getting some real answers. He was Harry’s 

closest male friend, known to be involved in his adventures—assuming any of the tales were 

even remotely true—and susceptible to her Allure.  

 

Too susceptible, it turned out. The boy’s had gone so red when Fleur spoke to him that she 

genuinely feared he might pass out, and that was before she used her Allure on him. At first, 

she’d thought that would just make her self-appointed task easier, but his stammering, 

stuttering responses to her questions were impossible to understand. Out of frustration, Fleur 

had given him a small nudge with her Allure, hoping it would calm him down.  

 

In hindsight, she should have predicted that it would only make the situation worse.  

 

His rambling, incoherent speech did come to an end, but only so that he could stare gormlessly 

at her tits while drooling on himself. Disgusted, Fleur had stormed off, more frustrated than 

ever. Her only hope now was to try and get answers out of Hermione Granger. Given the glares 

the girl directed at her in the Great Hall after the first task, she didn’t think she was likely to get 

anything more than insults out of her, but it was still worth a try.  

 

It took a couple of days of asking around and searching the horribly designed castle to find 

Hermione when she was alone. Fleur eventually tracked her down in the library, surrounded by 

piles of books and stacks of parchment.  

 

“Bonjour,” she said, stopping in front of the table. “May I seet?” 

 

Hermione nodded absently, chewing her bottom lip as her quill danced along the parchment. 

Fleur took a seat across from her and waited for the younger woman to look up, wondering how 

to word her first question.  

 

“I know why you’re here,” Hermione said, only glancing up briefly with a narrowed gaze before 

her eyes returned to her paper. “I heard all about the way you cornered Ron the other day.” 

 



“I’m just curious about ‘Arry,” Fleur said.  

 

“Yes, but what I don’t know is why,” Hermione said, setting down her quill and pinning her with 

a suspicious glare.  

 

Fleur thought for a moment before she replied, “’E does not act like ze ozzer students say ‘e 

does. ‘E saved my life, yet ‘e ‘asn’t boasted about eet. ‘E risked ‘is life and ‘is place in ze 

Tournament for someone ‘e doesn’t know. I just want to know why.” 

 

“Do you really think he would let someone die because of some stupid tournament he doesn’t 

even want to be a part of?” Hermione scoffed and shook her head. “You really don’t know 

anything about him.” 

 

“Because no one weel tell me,” Fleur growled frustratedly. 

 

“And I’m not going to tell you either,” Hermione replied, folding her arms over her chest 

defiantly. “If you want to know more about Harry, then maybe you should just go ask him 

yourself.” 

 

“Maybe I weel,” Fleur said, narrowing her eyes.  

 

“Good luck with that,” Hermione said, turning back to her notes.  

 

Angrily, Fleur got to her feet and spun around to leave.  

 

“Oh, and Fleur,” Hermione called. “If you do anything to hurt him, Champion or not, I’ll 

personally make sure you suffer. He’s been through enough.” 

 

Scoffing at the threat, Fleur marched from the library and made her way back towards the Great 

Hall. Maybe someone there would know where to find him.  



 

~ 

 

Finding Harry Potter alone was more difficult than it had any right to be. Contrary to what she’d 

been told, he did leave his closest friends’ side—quite often, in fact. The problem was that he 

always disappeared. It was like he had an encyclopedic knowledge of the castle and its many 

hidden routes and secret passageways.  

 

After Charms, she had followed him through the halls, hoping to corner him when they were 

alone. Trailing him around a corner on the fourth floor, she stopped and stared incredulously at 

the empty, dead-end hallway she found herself in. Fleur had spent two hours trying to figure 

out how he had disappeared, all while the portrait of a young woman laughed at her progress. 

Eventually, she figured out that the portrait hid a passage that led to the second floor, near one 

of the courtyards. Any triumph she’d felt when she managed to open the passage without the 

password was wiped away when the portrait spoke.  

 

“He’s long gone by now, dear,” the young woman giggled.  

 

After just three days of trying to corner Harry, Fleur gave up. Perhaps the most infuriating part 

was that he didn’t even seem to realize he was avoiding her. She was so used to men wanting to 

spend time in her presence that she felt an irrational irritation every time he walked away.  

 

For the next few days, Fleur went back to watching him and listening to the rumors. Mercifully, 

she caught a break on Saturday when she overheard that the Gryffindor Quidditch team was 

out on the Pitch. Bundling herself up in a heavy cloak and braced herself against the cool 

November wind as she raced to the stands and took a seat. Thankfully, there were a handful of 

other students in the stands watching, so she didn’t look too out of place. After layering her 

area with liberal Warming Charms, she sat back to watch.  

 

Fleur had expected the team to be holding some kind of practice, but what they were doing 

looked more like friends having fun. The only ball on the field was a worn, red Quaffle, and with 

only six players, they didn’t even have a full team. It took a moment of watching to realize that 

Harry and the two identical redheaded boys were on one team while the three girls were on the 

other, all trying to score as many goals as possible.  



 

It was the oddest sight she’d ever seen.  

 

The twins appeared to be trying to get the girls to drop the Quaffle by teasing them incessantly, 

and Harry seemed set on pulling the most unorthodox and unexpected moves imaginable. It 

didn’t always work. In fact, he usually failed with a smile while the girls laughed off the attempt. 

But, when it did work, even she had to admit it looked spectacular.  

 

Perhaps the most stunning move he pulled was when he quite literally stole the Quaffle right 

out from under the pretty brunette. Harry had shot towards them head-on, a trick he had tried 

to pull before. However, instead of going under the girl and trying to steal the Quaffle as he 

rolled – a trick he’d only gotten to work once before the girls figured out a way to defend 

against it – Harry flew over the top of her. The moment he was past her feet, he nosed over 

hard, doing a somersault in mid-air before shooting back the other way, flying upside down and 

underneath the brunette. The oblivious girl had looked over her shoulder to see where Harry 

had gone, only to have the Quaffle snatched away unexpectedly. The twins had cheered and 

laughed as he belted back in the other direction, the speed of his broom granting him an easy 

goal.  

 

His crooked smile as the girls flew up to him was infectious, and Fleur found herself smiling with 

him. Upon reflection, she realized that this was the first time she’d really seen him happy and 

relaxed. It made her wonder how much pressure this Tournament was putting on his shoulders. 

She was starting to come around to the idea that he hadn’t intentionally put his name in the 

Goblet. Given what she’d seen from him over the last few weeks, it fit him much better than the 

idea that he’d entered to keep his fame.  

 

The Gryffindor team flew around for another hour before finally calling it quits and heading for 

the locker room. Fleur headed down after them and waited around the side of the building, 

hoping to catch Harry as he came out. It was only a couple of minutes later when she heard the 

door open again.  

 

“Are you coming, Harry?” one of the twins asked loudly.  

 

“You guys go ahead,” Harry yelled back. “I need a shower. I’m covered in mud.” 



 

“That’s what you get for trying that insane dive,” one of the girls yelled back.  

 

“It worked, didn’t it?” Harry asked.  

 

One twin snorted, “We scored if that’s what you mean.” 

 

“We appreciate the commitment, mate, but we need you in one piece,” the other said.  

 

“Yeah,” the first continued. “We’ve got a lot of gold riding on you winning this Tournament.” 

 

“Of course, that’s what you’re worried about,” one of the girls responded snarkily. “We’ll see 

you back up at the castle, Harry.” 

 

“Hey!” a twin yelled.  

 

Fleur peeked around the corner and watched as the tall black witch pushed the twins towards 

the castle. This was perfect, she thought with a smile. Now, she had the perfect opportunity to 

talk to Harry alone.  

 

Well, unless there was some secret passage that led from the locker room to the castle.  

 

Looking between the castle and the locker room, she couldn’t imagine why there would be one, 

but Hogwarts did much that made little sense to her. Fleur furrowed her brow as just the 

thought of Harry slipping away again brought her a sense of irritation. Shivering from the cold, 

she decided to wait inside where it was warm and where she could make sure Harry Potter 

didn’t leave without her noticing. With a quick glance around to make sure no one was 

watching, she pulled her cloak tightly around her body and slipped inside the door.  

 



A sigh of relief left her lips as she was enveloped by a pleasant warmth. She could hear water 

running in the boys’ shower as she glanced around at the wooden cubicles. It didn’t take her 

long to find the ruby red jersey decorated with a large white seven and the words Potter 

stitched across the shoulders. Taking a seat on one of the wooden benches, she ran her fingers 

over the thick but soft wool just as the water stopped running.  

 

Fleur turned toward the doorway to shower. As he approached, she could hear Harry humming 

what she vaguely recognized as a Muggle song under his breath. Her eyebrows rose sharply 

when he walked into the locker room completely naked, his face covered as he toweled his hair 

dry. She took a moment to gaze appreciatively at his lean but muscular build before he wrapped 

the towel around his waist, looked up, and squinted in her direction.  

 

“Bonjour,” Fleur said with a smirk.  

 

“Fleur!?” Harry gasped, his face turning bright red as he tightened his grip on his towel.  

 

Fleur smiled widely. This was the perfect payback for making her chase him all over the castle.  

 

“Er, I – uh… Sorry, I didn’t think anyone was in here,” he stammered nervously. “What are you 

doing in here anyway?” 

 

“I wanted to speak wiz you,” she said. “You are very ‘ard to find, monsieur.” 

 

“Er, sorry,” Harry muttered, running a hand through his hair. “What did you need to talk about?” 

 

“I just weesh to know more about ze man ‘oo saved my life,” Fleur replied. “Zere are many 

rumors about you.” 

 

Harry snorted, “Yeah, I know,” he muttered. “Alright,” he sighed. “You mind if I get dressed 

before we start with twenty questions?” 

 



“Of course not,” Fleur said.  

 

Crossing her legs, she waited patiently while Harry stared at her expectantly. Slowly, a smile 

formed on her face as he turned more and more red. Laughing, she stood up and turned her 

back to him.  

 

“Zis weel ‘ave to do,” she told him. “I do not want you to slip away again.” 

 

“I didn’t even know you were looking for me,” Harry sighed.  

 

Fleur smiled when she heard the rustle of clothes behind her. She was tempted to turn around 

and take another peek but decided against it. Right now, she wanted answers. Teasing him more 

could wait until later.  

 

“You can turn around now,” Harry said a few moments later.  

 

She turned around just as he finished tying his shoes. Walking up to him, she looped her arm 

through his and started leading him toward the door.  

 

“Er, so what do you want to know?” Harry asked as they stepped out into the evening sun.  

 

Fleur hummed thoughtfully, “’Ow about I tell you ze rumors I ‘eard, and you tell me ze truth.” 

 

“Alright,” Harry said cautiously.  

 

Nodding, Fleur decided to start with one of the more ridiculous rumors she had heard since 

coming to Hogwarts.  

 



“Ze First Task was not ze first Dragon you ‘ave seen, oui?” she asked with a teasing smile. “You 

fought one in your first year?” 

 

“What? Oh, bloody hell,” Harry groaned. “No, I didn’t fight one. Hagrid hatched one in his hut. 

My friends and I just snuck it out of the castle so he wouldn’t get in trouble.” 

 

Fleur came to a stop and blinked, nonplussed, “’E ‘atched a Dragon in a wooden ‘ut?” 

 

Harry snorted, “Funny. That’s pretty much what Hermione said when we found out.” 

 

Shaking her head, she started walking again, “And that is ‘ow you knew ze Dragon ‘andler?” she 

asked.  

 

“Sort of,” Harry said. “He’s also Ron and the twin’s brother, Charlie.” 

 

“I see,” Fleur nodded. “So, you are not learning to tame Dragons during ze Summer?” 

 

Harry laughed, but it was an ugly, rueful sound.  

 

“No,” he said. “I spend most of my Summers with my Muggle relatives, or at the Burrow with 

Ron and his family. The first time I met Charlie was at the World Cup.” 

 

Fleur nodded and tried to bring the mood back up. 

 

“But you ‘elped ‘Agrid, non?” she asked.  

 

“Yeah,” Harry said, chuckling lightly. “We almost got caught, though. Lost a ton of house points. 

It’s kind of funny, looking back on it. We were trying to protect him from the other teachers 



finding out, but if we’d just gone to McGonagall or Dumbledore, we probably could’ve avoided 

the whole mess.” 

 

“And ze name?” Fleur asked, arching her brow. “Norbert?” 

 

“Hey, blame Hagrid for that one,” Harry smiled. “You know he named a Cerberus Fluffy?” 

 

Fleur laughed and shook her head. She was tempted to ask more about how he knew that, but 

she had more pressing questions on her mind. 

 

“What about ze rumor zat you killed a professor in your first year?” she asked, smiling.  

 

“Oh, er, well… That one’s sort of true,” Harry admitted.  

 

Fleur’s smile fell, and she stared at him incredulously.  

 

“It was self-defense!” Harry protested. “Really. I mean, it’s a bit of a long story…” 

 

“I ‘ave time,” Fleur said, tightening her grip on his arm.  

 

Harry sighed and ran a hand through his hair. Looking up at the castle as they approached, he 

pulled her away from the front door and led her through another entrance that took them into 

a dusty, abandoned classroom.  

 

“Well,” Harry said, taking a seat on one of the chairs. “It really all started when Hagrid came to 

give me my Hogwarts letter…” 

 

~ 

 



Four hours later, Fleur made her way back to the Carriage, her mind a muddled mess. Harry had 

been surprisingly open about his first two years at Hogwarts, but she noticed he seemed to 

avoid talking much about last year. After everything he’d told her, she’d decided not to push him 

for more.  

 

She still didn’t know what to think about all of it. Harry didn’t seem like a liar, but everything he 

said was just so incredible. Either he was a compulsive liar, or Hogwarts was insane, and his 

headmaster was actively trying to kill him.  

 

Neither of those thoughts sat well with her.  

 

Fleur was broken out of her thoughts when someone knocked on her door.  

 

“Oui,” she called.  

 

The door opened, and Madam Maxime ducked inside. Shutting the door, she stood to her full 

height and looked down at her.  

 

“I’ve discovered the solution to your Egg,” she said, causing Fleur to perk up.  

 

In her search for answers about Harry, she’d almost completely forgotten about the clue to the 

second task.  

 

“Isn’t it against the rules for you to tell me?” Fleur asked.  

 

Madam Maxime scoffed, “The British have already cheated by having two champions.”  

 

Fleur bit her lip and nodded. Even if Harry hadn’t cheated, that didn’t mean someone hadn’t 

done it on his behalf. If the stories he’d told her were true, then it would make sense for his 

school to want such a talented student competing.  



 

“You need to listen to it underwater,” Maxime said with a sigh. “I would have told you sooner, 

but Dumblydore only just informed me how it works.” 

 

Fleur nodded, and then furrowed her brow as she gazed up at her headmistress. 

 

“Didn’t you create the second task?” she asked.  

 

“Yes, but Dumblydore created the egg because he’s the only that speaks the language necessary 

to make it,” she replied before scowling. “The contract we signed keeps us from helping you 

overtly, but we can still give hints without triggering the penalties. No doubt Dumblydore used 

this to give his Champions more time with the clue. Anyways, listen to it underwater. If you need 

help, ask, and I will do what I can.” 

 

“Thank you, headmistress,” Fleur said.  

 

Smiling, Maxime patted her shoulder gently and turned. Pulling the door open, she ducked 

through the doorway and closed it behind her. With a sigh, Fleur reached under her bed, pulled 

out the Golden Egg, and tucked it under her arm.  

 

It was time to focus back on the Tournament, and a nice hot bath sounded good to her anyway.  

 

~ 

 

Fleur spent every spare moment over the next week trying to figure out a way to breathe 

underwater. It was surprisingly more difficult than she thought it would be. On the very next 

Saturday, as she was browsing through the shelves of the library, she happened to spot Harry 

and Hermione sitting at a table in a dark corner through a gap in the books. They were pouring 

over a stack of books and murmuring quietly. Fleur wondered curiously if it had anything to do 

with the second task and crept closer.  

 



“Nothing,” Harry sighed, slamming his book closed. “This is hopeless.” 

 

“No, it’s not,” Hermione said, handing him another without taking her eyes off the open book in 

front of her.  

 

With another sigh, Harry took the book, set it down, and rubbed his eyes under his glasses.  

 

“I swear, Hermione, when I find out who put my name in that Goblet, I’m going to rip their 

spleen out of their arseho-” 

 

“Harry!” Hermione hissed, smacking his arm. “Language! There’s no reason to be crass.” 

 

“Easy for you to say,” he muttered. “No one’s trying to find new and creative ways to murder 

you every year.” 

 

“And with that kind of attitude, they might succeed,” Hermione huffed. “I know you’re under a 

lot of stress, but complaining about it isn’t going to solve anything. 

 

Looking over the books in front of her, she sighed and got to her feet.  

 

“I think we’re looking at this the wrong way,” she said, gathering a stack of books and pulling it 

to her chest. “Why don’t you take a break for a few minutes while I put these back and try 

something else?” 

 

Nodding, Harry sat back and took off his glasses while Hermione took the stack of books and 

left. Fleur watched as he put his glasses back on with a troubled look in his eyes. He seemed to 

age ten years right in front of her eyes as he picked at his robes, grumbling under his breath. It 

was in that moment, seeing the defeat slump of his shoulders when he thought no one was 

looking, that she realized she believed him.  

 



Feeling immense sympathy, she put a smile on her face and walked around to his table.  

 

“Bonjour, ‘Arry,” she said, stopping next to him.  

 

“Oh, hey, Fleur,” he muttered, sitting up.  

 

Glancing over the books that remained on the table, she frowned when she noticed many of 

them were on magical languages. In fact, they were the same books that she had looked at to 

try and solve her egg.  

 

“You are steel trying to solve ze egg?” she asked, nodding to the books.  

 

“Oh, yeah,” Harry sighed. “The bloody thing just screeches every time I open it. I take it you 

figured it out.” 

 

“Oui,” Fleur said, her brow furrowed as she wondered why his headmaster had yet to tell him.  

 

More and more, she was becoming convinced that Dumbledore was either as crazy as he 

pretended to be or he actually wanted Harry to die.  

 

“I don’t suppose you’d be willing to give me a hint, would you?” Harry asked with a joking smile.  

 

Fleur opened her mouth to tell him the hint Madam Maxime had given her but closed it when a 

better idea came to mind. Slowly, a smile formed on her face, causing Harry to raise an eyebrow.  

 

“Even better, I weel show you,” she said.  

 

“Really?” Harry asked, surprised. “Wouldn’t that be cheating, though?” 

 



“Zere is no rule against it,” Fleur shrugged. “You saved my life. It’s ze least I can do.” 

 

“Well… if you’re sure,” Harry said.  

 

“I’m sure,” she said, smiling at the look of relief that came over his face. “You know zis castle 

well, non?” 

 

“Pretty well, yeah,” Harry nodded, his brow furrowed curiously. “Why?” 

 

“We need a large bath,” Fleur said, smiling to herself.  

 

“Er… Well, the biggest one I know of is the Prefects’ Bath on the third floor,” he said 

thoughtfully. 

 

“And you can get us in?” she asked.  

 

“Yeah,” Harry replied with a shrug.  

 

“Bon,” Fleur grinned. “Meet me zere in ‘alf an ‘our.” 

 

Spinning around, she walked away with a bright smile. On her way out, she passed Hermione, 

who gave her a suspicious glare. Still smiling, she waved pleasantly and made her way back to 

the carriage to get ready.  

 

Half an hour later, she met back up with Harry in front of the grand staircase.  

 

“You weel ‘ave to show me where we are going,” Fleur told him. “Zis place is like a maze.” 

 



“That’s what makes it fun,” Harry smiled. 

 

Leading her up the stairs to an empty hallway, he suddenly stopped and pulled a large piece of 

worn parchment out of his pocket.  

 

“I solemnly swear I’m up to no good,” he said, pressing the tip of his wand to the parchment.  

 

Fleur watched, impressed, as lines danced across the yellowed paper. A gasp left her lips when 

she realized just what she was looking at. Not only was it a map of the school, but it tracked the 

position of every person in the castle.  

 

“Incroyable,” she breathed. “Did you make zis?” 

 

“No,” Harry laughed. “My dad and his friends did when they were students. Come on, it’s this 

way. Oh, and if you could keep this map just between us, I’d appreciate it. This is one of the few 

things I have from my parents.” 

 

“Of course,” Fleur said, linking her arm with his.  

 

Quickly, he led her up to the third floor, where they stopped outside of a door with a gilded 

Mermaid embossed on the front. Harry glanced at the map again, and she looked over his 

shoulder curiously. A floating banner appeared above the door, on which appeared the words 

‘pine fresh.’ 

 

“Pine fresh,” Harry said.  

 

The door clicked open, and he pushed it open as they stepped inside. Fleur looked around at 

the massive bath, dozens of taps containing soaps, and the animated, stained-glass Mermaid 

and smiled.  

 



Finally, she’d found a room in Hogwarts she liked.  

 

“You ‘ave you egg, oui?” Fleur asked.  

 

“Yeah,” Harry said.  

 

Taking off his backpack, he opened it and pulled out his golden egg.  

 

“Now what?” he asked curiously.  

 

Fleur smiled, “We need to put it in ze water.” 

 

Undoing her robe, she dropped it to the floor, revealing that she was only wearing a blue, two-

piece bikini underneath. The Warming Charms she’d needed to keep herself comfortable were 

well worth seeing the gob-smacked look on Harry’s face. Her giggle broke him out of his staring 

and caused him to blush heavily.  

 

“Er… I didn’t bring a bathing suit,” he muttered.  

 

“Zen you weel just ‘ave to go naked, non?” she asked, arching her brow.  

 

The wide-eyed look he gave her caused her to laugh again.  

 

“You are wearing boxers, non?” she asked laughingly. “Just go in zose.” 

 

“Er, right,” Harry said nervously.  

 



Smiling, Fleur spun around, giving him a good look at her derrière as she walked over to the 

bath. She stuck her foot in to test the temperature before stepping in and sighing as the heat 

warmed her legs.  

 

Privately, she wondered if she could convince Madam Maxime to get her the password so she 

could visit whenever she wanted. Maybe if she said she needed to use it to practice it for the 

tournament…  

 

Putting those thoughts aside, she took a seat in the bath and turned back to Harry just as he 

stepped out of his pants. Still blushing, he grabbed his egg and practically jumped into the 

water. Fleur smiled as she watched him settle in the water. 

 

“Er, what now?” he asked.  

 

“Now, we listen to ze egg underwater,” she smiled.  

 

Harry nodded, and they both dipped their heads under the surface. Cringing, he twisted the top 

and opened the egg. Instead of screeching, the melodic sound of Mermish filled their ears. He 

stared at the egg in surprise and then focused intently on the song. When it ended, they 

surfaced and wiped the water from their faces.  

 

“You don’t have a parchment and quill, do you?” Harry asked.  

 

Arching a brow, Fleur stood and looked down at herself, “Where would I keep it in zis?” 

 

She smirked when Harry’s eyes trailed down her body, and his face flushed.  

 

“Er, right,” he muttered.  

 



Forcibly turning away, he walked over to the edge, grabbed his bag, and dug out his writing 

supplies. Bringing them closer, he listened to the egg over and over, copying down each line. 

Eventually, he pushed the parchment away and sat back thoughtfully.  

 

“Finished?” Fleur asked.  

 

When Harry nodded, she swam over to the taps and turned one on at random. Finding the 

smell pleasant, she let it fill the bath.  

 

“So, we have to stay underwater for an hour?” he asked.  

 

“It seems so,” Fleur nodded.  

 

“Great,” Harry muttered, rubbing his face. “Well, I suppose that’s one thing down. Now all I 

have to do is find a way to hold my breath for an hour and figure out who put my name in the 

Goblet. Oh, and find a date for this stupid Ball.” 

 

“You are not taking ‘Ermione?” Fleur asked curiously.  

 

“No, we’re just friends,” Harry said. “Honestly, I wish I could just skip it, but McGonagall says I 

have to go.” 

 

Sighing, he leaned his head back and closed his eyes. Fleur stared at him for a long moment. He 

was good-looking, polite, unaffected by her Allure, and certainly better company than any other 

boys at this school.  

 

“Zen you can go wiz me,” she said.  

 

Harry lifted his head sharply, eyes wide as he stared at her.  

 



“Wait, what?” he asked.  

 

Smiling, Fleur swam over to him and placed her hands on either side of his head, leaving her 

breasts inches from his face.  

 

“You can go to ze Ball wiz me,” she said softly. “Unless you’d razzer go wiz someone else, of 

course.” 

 

“No!” Harry exclaimed. “I mean, I’d love to go with you.” 

 

“Bon,” Fleur purred.  

 

Smiling as his face flushed, she moved to the side and sat next to him.  

 

“Bugger,” Harry said suddenly.  

 

Fleur looked at him and blinked at the look of sheer panic on his face.  

 

“I don’t know how to dance,” he said faintly.  

 

Fleur laughed and patted his hand reassuringly before lacing her fingers through his.  

 

“I weel teach you,” she assured him.  

 


