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1. Character List




This is a character list for anyone to reference to if they
forget any of the characters or what their role is in the upcoming
chapters. The first chapter is posted as well, so please go ahead
and read this.

Characters

Ministry of Magic (Great Britain)

Arthur Weasley (Minister)

Thomas van Damm (Chief of Staff)

Silvio Colossus (Chief Bodyguard to the Minister)

Robert Bishop (Bodyguard to the Minister)

Department of Mysteries

Neville Longbottom (Unspeakable)

Ken Garcia (Unspeakable)

Alec Ford (Unspeakable)

Jessica Kakoshka (Unspeakable)

Anthony Walsh (Unspeakable)

Jenna Roddick (Unspeakable)

Wizengamot and Lawyers

Amelia Bones (President of the Wizengamot and Head of the
Department of Magical Law Enforcement)

Charles Mangone (Prosecutor)

Quentin Nelson (Defense Attorney)

Department of Central Intelligence (Great
Britain)

Directors:

James “Sonny” McLeod (Director)

Ronald Weasley (Director of the Intelligence Directorate)

Harry Potter (Director of the Operations Directorate)

Nathan Morgan (Deputy Director of the Operations
Directorate)

Field Officers (Operations Directorate):

Benjamin Murray (Senior Agent)

Kathleen Ryan (Senior Agent)

Eli Brady (Senior Agent)

Jessica Cross (Senior Agent)

Paul Chavez (Senior Agent)

James Simmons (Senior Agent)

Matthew Hall (Junior Agent)

Keira McLendon (Junior Agent)

William Rosewood (Junior Agent)

Natalie McDonald (Junior Agent)

Sean Taylor (Junior Agent)

Richard Lyman (Junior Agent)

Analysts (Intelligence Directorate):

Amanda Buckholt

Agents in the Field (not part of the DCI, but informants):

Petra Varekova (Prostitute)

ROBIN (United Islamic Wizards)

YELLOW JACKET (Chinese Ministry of Magic)

BLUE JAY (German Ministry of Magic----Adviser to Chancellor
Schonbrunn)

SWALLOW (German Ministry of Magic)

GOLDEN CANARY (Indian Ministry of Magic)

Staff:

Mark Evans (Secretary to Harry Potter)

Nicole Jackson (Secretary to Harry Potter)

Tammy Pavlica (Secretary to Sonny Crockett)

Renée Saulnier (Secretary to Ron Weasley)

James Rockwell (Café Owner)

British/European Wizard Army

General Thomas Brady (Commanding General of the Allied Army)

Lt. General Steven Mauer (Commanding General of the
British/European Wizard Army and Lieutenant General of the Allied
Army)

Sean O'Donnell (Soldier)

Dipak Chaudhry (Soldier)

Andrew Raycroft (Soldier)

Joshua Dasson (Soldier)

Ministry of Magic (America)

Jonathan Durling (Minister)

American Army

Judd Crocker (Commanding General of the American Army)

Jeremiah Taylor (Soldier)

Haley Carter (Soldier)

Fred Watson (Soldier)

American Wizard Intelligence Agency

Frodo Wood (Director)

James Sharp (Senior Aide to the Director)

Walker Kelly (Field Officer)

Bryan Johnson (Field Officer)

Zach Osborne (Field Officer)

American Wizard Navy SEALs

Lieutenant Commander Rick Hunter (Assault Team Leader)

Phil Woods (Lieutenant)

John Delhomme (Lieutenant)

Erik Stone (Lieutenant)

Jacob Kraft (Lieutenant)

Jonathan Turner (Lieutenant)

Max James (Lieutenant)

Brian Mariotti (Lieutenant)

Darren Lennon (Lieutenant)

Jeremy Harrison (Lieutenant)

William Simmons (Lieutenant)

Ann Strother (Lieutenant)

Ministry of Magic (Russia)

Andrey Nikolayevich Narmonov (Minister)

Dmitri Ivanovich Filitov (Defense Minister)

Russian/East Asian Army

Marat Vladmirovich Bondarenko (Commanding General of the
Russian/East Asian Army)

Ivan Kloden (Soldier)

Russian Intelligence Agency

Viktor Pulkov (Director)

Maria Hantuchova (Field Officer)

Ministry of Magic (China)

Lee Ho Wen (Minister)

Chang Han San (Adviser to the Minister)

Ministry of Magic (Germany)

Adolf Schonbrunn (Chancellor)

Albert Pawlikiewicz (Adviser to the Chancellor)

Ministry of Magic (Japan)

Junichiro Suzuki (Minister)

Kazuhiro Oh (Translator)

Japanese Scientists

Hirohito Sakai (Leader)

Akihito Akebono (Scientist)

Chen Ko (Scientist)

Ichiro Nomuri (Scientist)

Hideki Morimoto (Scientist)

Ministry of Magic (South Africa)

Nelson de Klerk (Minister)

Ministry of Magic (Zaire)

Leopold Kenyatta (Minister)

United African Army

Jomo Nguabe (Commanding General of the United African Army)

Barak Ogama (Soldier)

Ministry of Magic (India)

Ashish Nehru (Minister)

Central Intelligence of India

Aishwarya Tendulkar (Secretary)

Voldemort and Death Eaters

Lord Voldemort

Augustus Rookwood (Chief of Intelligence)

Lucius Malfoy (Death Eater)

Draco Malfoy (Death Eater)

Peter Pettigrew/Wormtail (Death Eater)

Rodolphus Lestrange (Death Eater)

Bellatrix Lestrange (Death Eater)

United Islamic Wizards

The Emir (Leader)

Ismael Khomeini (Official Recorder of the Emir)

Mohammed Sheik (Voldemort's Contact)

Faraaz Karim (Adviser to the Emir)

SOLDIER (Voldemort's Informant)

Al-Akbar

Uday Ali (Leader)

Hassan bin al-Din (Terrorist)

Daily Prophet

Hermione Granger (Reporter)

Angela Newman (Reporter)

Peter Maguire (Photographer)

Witch Weekly

Rita Skeeter (Correspondent)

Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry

Albus Dumbledore (Headmaster)

Minerva McGonagall (Transfiguration Teacher)

Severus Snape (Potions Master)

Filius Flitwick (Charms Teacher)

Nicholas Leeds (Defense Against the Dark Arts Teacher)

Juliet Hooch (Quidditch Referee)

Remus J. Lupin (Special Adviser to the Auror Club)

Dobby (House-Elf)

Dario Minieri (Student and Gryffindor Seeker)

Allison Pontarelli (Student)

Daniel Watkins (Student and Gryffindor Beater)

Kalie McCoy (Student)

Maciek Faber (Student)

Elizabeth Newton (Student)

James Flood (Student)

Whitney Hayes (Student)

Susannah Yovino (Student)

Julie Paulson (Student)

Jameson Werner (Student)

Robert Taylor (Gryffindor Chaser)

Michael Wilkinson (Gryffindor Chaser)

Elena Noble (Gryffindor Chaser)

Sean May (Gryffindor Beater)

Emily Wistrom (Gryffindor Keeper)

Winifred Miller (Hufflepuff Chaser)

Malcolm Quigley (Hufflepuff Seeker)

Spike Jordan (Quidditch Commentator)

Gringotts Wizarding Bank

Griphook (Vault Operator)

Greenwort (Spokesgoblin)

Becky's Store for Bibliophiles

Becky Cross (Owner)

McDermott Family, Workers, and Servants

Jonathan McDermott Senior (Crime Lord)

Angelina McDermott (Wife)

Michael McDermott (Son)

Lester Murphy (Manservant to Michael McDermott)

Juliet Baker (Maid)

Alan White (Chief of McDermott Security and Intelligence)

Crockett Family

Caroline Crockett (Healer at St. Mungo's)

Edward Crockett (Son)

Hardenne Family

Pierre Hardenne (Ministry Employee)

Justine Hardenne (Unemployed)

Rachel Hardenne (Student)

Minieri Family

Paul Minieri (Author)

Karolina Minieri (Literary Agent for Wizards)

Poppy (House-Elf)

Watkins Family

Derek Watkins (Restaurateur)

Paula Watkins (Unemployed)

Pontarelli Family

Marsha Pontarelli (Madam Malkin's Shop Attendant)

Michael Pontarelli (Son)

Weasley Family

Fred Weasley (Co-Owner of Weasleys' Wizarding Wheezes)

George Weasley (Co-Owner of Weasleys' Wizarding Wheezes)

Luna Weasley (Unemployed)

Ginevra Weasley (Unemployed)

Housekeeping

Devon Paxson (Personal Housekeeper to Harry Potter)

Swarc's Home for the Mentally Retarded

Emily Swarc (Head)

Janet Walker (Receptionist/Secretary)

Holly Davis (Patient)

Miscellaneous

Kristen Spears (Model)

Thomas Socia (Lawyer)
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2. When Harry Met Hermione




Chapter One---When Harry Met Hermione

Monday, December 21, 2004

Department of Central Intelligence Headquarters, London,
England

“Goddammit, Mark, this is on need-to-know basis, all right? I
don't want any more leaks,” Harry Potter said angrily to
his secretary, Mark Evans.

“Yes, sir, I'll tell them immediately.”

Harry sighed as Mark left the room. Some idiot in the
Intelligence Directorate had leaked information about the terrorist
ring they were trying to bust up to a reporter. Again. Dammit.

“Mr. Potter?” a voice called, on the other side of the door.

“What is it, Nicole?”

His other secretary, the operations one, announced, “That
reporter from the Prophet is waiting at the front entrance.
And if I may say so, keep your cool, boss. We don't want an
unfavorable article. Remember, even though the Minister likes us,
if we get unfavorable reports, some other people in the Ministry
will push to downsize us and that means jobs.”

“Yes, I know, Nicole,” Harry said tiredly, “send her in.”

As he waited for the goddamn reporter to come in, Harry drummed
his fingers angrily on his desk. His job was…well, he was basically
a spy. He was the head of one hundred fifty or so field officers.
They would go into the field and get information; the DI
(Intelligence Directorate) usually analyzed it. Sometimes, he would
be in the action himself, especially on the tough ones. Harry
really loved his job. Especially when he caught the bad guys.

There was a knock on the door.

“Come in.”

Harry looked up from his desk, expecting to see some hotshot
young kid who thought he knew everything there was to know in the
world. He'd dealt with reporter types before. He was surprised
to see…well, a girl in front of him. She couldn't have
been older than twenty-three or twenty-four. Suddenly, he
remembered that he was only twenty-four himself. Whoops.

“Hello,” he said, smiling politely, masking his hatred for
reporters.

“Hi,” she said, sitting down in the chair across from him. She
was wearing a white blouse and a navy blue knee-length skirt. She
had little make-up on (surprise there, Harry thought, the few
female reporters he'd come in contact with wore make-up like it
was God's own gift to women), but this only brought out her
cute pink cheeks, and she had very nice brown hair.

“What's your name?”

“Hermione Granger,” the reporter said, “as you know, the
Daily Prophet wants to do a piece on the Department of
Central Intelligence. Many people want to know what kind of stuff
you do here. Your own director, Mr. McLeod, is out of town, so we
were told to come see you.”

Typical reporter, stating everything he already knew.

“Since…well, you're a famous figure, the head of the
Prophet has told me to do a two-part piece. One focusing on
what this Department does and why, and the other on you, your
history here, and just general information about you.”

Harry frowned. He didn't know that they were going to be
doing a report on him.

“Sure,” he decided, “but what do you really want? Do you want to
expose us as a `waste' of the Minister's budget? Or is the
Department piece just a cover so you people can do a report on
me?”

He noticed Hermione's look of surprise. She definitely
hadn't expected him to pick up on that. He smiled inwardly. He
wasn't an intelligence officer for nothing.

“Well, I'm going to be in and out here for the next couple
weeks…I figured it would be best to start off by asking you what
the primary goal of the Department of Central Intelligence is.”

Harry closed his eyes before beginning to talk, remembering his
practiced lines, “As you know, the Department of Central
Intelligence was founded seven years ago by Minister Weasley for
two purposes: the Intelligence Directorate was to analyze
information about Death Eaters, Voldemort, and any other possible
threats to wizard-kind. The Operations Directorate was to get and
then act on that information.”

“Have you ever killed anyone?”

Harry opened his eyes, before coldly looking at her, “I am not
at liberty to answer that question.”

She was scribbling notes as fast as she could, “The question is,
of course, why is this even there? Don't we have Aurors?”

“Aurors are good; they can be useful. But they are so
fundamentally ingrained into the system that they cannot be of any
use in this sort of thing. Some of the stuff we deal with in here
is `black,' meaning that the average person will never,
ever know about it. Only a few people have access to
`black' stuff and some Aurors would feel…shall we say,
conflicted?...about what to do. No, if Aurors get their own
information and get someone, good for them. But Aurors will never
join this Department.”

“It seems like a waste of time,” Hermione said, her eyebrows
furrowing, “why don't you just work together?”

“Let's face it, Aurors leak like hell. They give information
away to reporters like you guys deserve it (he noticed
Hermione's involuntary flinch). In the Department of Central
Intelligence, we can't have that kind of stuff. There is a
reason for it, and although most of the time you won't even
notice what we did, what we're doing keeps you alive.”

Hermione was writing so fast, her hand was a blur.

“Didn't you learn shorthand?” Harry said, in his first
moment of levity.

She smiled, “Never bothered. Longhand is the way notes should be
taken. That way you'll never mess up.”

Harry nodded, agreeing. She was right…he'd heard some
stories of reporters misrepresenting the facts and then blaming
their shorthand. His old buddy in the Department of Mysteries,
Neville Longbottom, had once gotten screwed by a reporter that
way.

“So…why don't we talk about you? Why did you join the
Department?”

“I want to be able to stop Voldemort,” he said, ignoring her
shudder, “and this is the best place for that. Since I started
working here after my graduation, seven years ago, we've caught
thirty-six Death Eaters and developed several reliable sources of
information everywhere.”

“Even in You-Know-Who's own personal army?”

“Please, say the name. Fear of a name only increases fear of the
thing itself,” Harry said, feeling a bit like a teacher, “and
I'm not answering that question.”

Hermione looked disappointed, but Harry didn't really care.
He couldn't tell a reporter anything important…that kind of
stuff would get real people killed and Harry cared about those
people a lot more than he did about some reporter hoping to get a
raise.

“What was your schooling life like?” Hermione asked, changing
the subject, realizing Harry was not going to give her anything
juicy about the DCI (as the Department of Central Intelligence was
referred to).

“It was fine,” Harry said, with a smile, “I had a great time at
Hogwarts. Made some good friends and everything.”

“The Triwizard Tournament…” she started.

Harry shook his head, “I don't like talking about that. I
shouldn't have been in it, but I was, because of some crazy
loon. You may or may not know who he is. Whatever it was, I did not
deserve that 1000 Galleons so I gave to my best friend's
brothers for their joke shop.”

Hermione looked up, interested. She had not known that.

“What joke shop?”

“Weasley's Wizarding Wheezes.”

“You staked them?!” she said surprised. This was definite
news. The Weasley twins operated the most popular joke shop in
Diagon Alley. Most people knew that Harry was best friends with
their brother, Ron, who also worked in the DCI, but she didn't
think anyone knew about the original funding of the shop.

“Damn right,” he said, with a wry grin, “so what? Tell
me…doesn't your boyfriend like them?”

“I don't have a boyfriend,” she said.

“Oh,” said Harry, silently chastising himself for his joke.

“Anyway,” she said, “what kind of job do you hold? I mean,
what's your official job title?”

“DDO, Director of the Operations Directorate. Along with Sonny
McLeod, who's the Director of the whole department, and Ron
Weasley, head of the Intelligence Directorate, I help make most of
the decisions here.”

“Does the Operations Directorate mainly do the `field
work'?”

Hmmm, she even knew some of the spy jargon. Harry was mildly
impressed. For some reason, he liked this reporter more than the
other ones he'd dealt with in his life. God knows
she's better than Rita Skeeter, he thought.
And prettier too.

“Yup.”

“How much field work do you do?”

Harry smiled, “Enough.”

Harry was surprised to see a smile creeping onto the face of
Hermione Granger. Most reporters would have pressed him for more
details, but she seemed to know that that would be an exercise in
pointlessness.

“Listen,” said Harry, “why don't we head down to the café we
have in this Department? You can talk to the other guys and girls
in there. It'll help your story…”

If Harry had been surprised at Hermione's professionalism,
Hermione was astonished that Harry James Potter was being so
civil to her. He had a real reputation for being nasty to
reporters. It was that damn Skeeter woman's fault. Hermione had
read about how she made up lies about him when he was fourteen and
since then, he seemed to have developed a cold-blooded hatred
towards reporters. Her only close acquaintance at the
Prophet, Kim Holtzman, had told her that she had better not
take everything he said too seriously, lest she get upset at his
harsh diatribe.

“Okay.”

Harry led the way down a couple floors to the in-house café.
There were a few people sitting here and there around the place.
Most were reading documents that Hermione would probably never be
able to touch.

“Two lattes,” Harry ordered, “thanks, Jim.”

She noted with interest his friendliness to the café owner and
operator. He certainly acted like he genuinely liked the guy, which
totally went against the reports she had heard from her fellow
reporters at the Prophet. They had told her that he was
totally condescending to everyone unless he believed you were at
the same level with him. So far, he had been almost-nice to her and
friendly to this café guy.

Jim handed them the two lattes (Harry handed him a handsome tip)
and they went and sat down in an empty booth.

“Hope you like lattes,” he said, winking at her.

For the first time in her life, Hermione felt flustered. Here
she was, with the most famous guy on the planet, and he was
ordering her lattes and winking at her. She simply smiled
weakly at him.

“Harry!” she heard a shout.

They both looked up and saw a tall, red-headed figure heading
towards them. Harry stood up with a smile and shook hands with the
guy, ending by clapping him on the back.

“Who's the babe?” he asked, sliding into the seat next to
Harry.

Hermione blushed, as Harry said, “Hermione Granger; she's a
reporter for the Prophet. Hermione, this is Ron Weasley,
DDI, or Director of the Intelligence Directorate. He's also my
best friend…or at least that's what he says.” Harry finished
that remark with a sarcastic grin.

“Why's she down here?” Ron asked, confusedly.

“She's doing a story on us so I offered to show her the
café, so she could meet some people…like you, for example.”

Hermione smiled warmly, “Yes, he's been very nice to
me.”

Ron spat out part of the latte he was drinking (stolen from
Harry).

“Harry, nice to a reporter?” he asked, wiping his mouth off.

Harry smirked, “She's not that bad. At least not like
Skeeter…”

Ron shuddered, “Don't remind me. So whaddaya want to
know?”

Hermione stirred her latte, thinking. Her main assignment was to
cover Harry, although that was being supported by the story on the
DCI. Well…she did need more information for the latter story.

“What do you think of the DCI?”

“I think it's a great idea,” Ron said, “we've been
really successful here, and I'd wager that in a couple years,
we'll get Voldemort himself.”

“So you say his name too?”

“I never used to,” Ron explained, “but after messing around with
Harry for the past thirteen years, I've finally gotten used to
it.”

“Don't you think this is a waste, with Aurors also trying to
do the same job?”

“I'm sure Harry already gave you the speech,” Ron said,
Hermione's nod confirming that, “but the short version is that
Aurors aren't the most trustworthy beings, at least in my
opinion.”

Hermione continued writing extremely fast. This was really juicy
stuff. The DCI didn't like the Aurors…she couldn't wait to
go over to the Ministry of Magic building and interview some of the
Aurors, especially Zacharias Smith, who was a noted advocate for
breaking up the DCI.

Harry smirked inwardly. She probably thought this was juicy
stuff. Everybody inside the establishment already knew these facts
and either didn't care or politely ignored them. It would only
be news to her readers…well, that would be enough to sell her
paper, and that's all she probably cared about, and rightly
so.

“Anyway, I've got work to do,” Ron said, standing up,
“thanks for the latte, Harry. Oh yeah, after you're done with
her, come up to my office. I've got some information for
you.”

Harry nodded as his best friend walked off, “So what else do you
want to know?”

“I think this is enough for today, actually,” she said, smiling
at him, “I'll be in and out for the next couple of weeks like I
said earlier. I guess I'll see you later.”

“Know the way out?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, see you later,” Harry said, watching her retreating
back.

***

“Okay, what is it, Ron?” Harry said, walking into Ron's
office ten minutes later.

He sighed, “Take a look at this.”

He placed a few satellite images on his desk. Harry sat down and
began to look over them.

“Damn,” he groaned, “so those Iranian wizards really have
started training?”

“Yep,” Ron said grimly, “it looks like our reports were right.
Malfoy and the Lestranges are training those guys in those boot
camps. These satellites are heat-sensored and it's definitely
picking up some bodies.”

“Who's satellites are they?”

“America's.”

Harry nodded, looking at the images, showing a dusty, windy
desert place with sand-colored tents scattered around the picture.
The satellites that the U.S. used were top-quality. Of course, the
U.S. Muggle government didn't know that they took copies of
those images from them every day. They had one guy…what was his
name…oh yeah, Mike Morrow…who worked in the government, and made
copies of the readouts every day to send back to his mother's
homeland. They also had several guys like that in other countries.
It was very good for identifying possible outside threats.

“I don't like this.”

“Me neither,” Ron said, “do you think we should send a couple
guys undercover out to that country to see what they can find
out?”

“Do it. Send Ryan and Murray.”

Ron nodded, “Agreed. Should we ask Sonny first?”

Harry shook his head, “He won't mind. We can just tell him
when he gets back from Moscow.”

And that was something Harry was looking forward to hearing
about. Sonny was having discussions with the Russian Ministry of
Magic. They were trying to open up some lines of communication.
Sonny, Harry, and Ron's dad, the Minister of Magic, all wanted
desperately to have Russia on their side. They all felt that the
war with Voldemort was getting global, and the Iranian training was
proof of that. The Russian wizards, especially the ones in their
Magical Law Enforcement Department, were tough, smart, and really
good. They could probably count on America (nothing was really
confirmed) and France and Germany to back them when the time came.
Voldemort was sure to have Asia and most importantly, the Middle
East behind him. The Iranians were probably the canniest wizards
Harry knew. He remembered a duel he had had with an Iranian
operative two years ago. It had been messy…

“Okay, Ron…I'm heading off-duty.”

“All right, maybe I'll come over to your house tonight or
something,” he said.

“Sure,” Harry said, “I might or might not be there. I think
I'm gonna go out tonight.”

“Too bad you don't have a girlfriend,” Ron said, sticking
out his tongue at Harry.

“Better than being married,” he shot back.

Ron shrugged, but grinned at Harry. Harry smiled back and headed
out of the office. He grabbed his coat off the rack in the front of
the building.

“See ya, Nicole and Mark!” he called back.

“Bye, boss!” they chorused.

Harry laughed as he kept on going. Those two were a pair, all
right. They both excelled at their respective duties…and there were
rumors of them dating, which Harry did nothing but encourage. They
both were young and attractive and deserved another good
person.

Pulling his coat on, Harry crossed the street and headed towards
his favorite pub.
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3. An Unexpected Meeting




Disclaimer: Lots of characters, places, etc. in this story are
property of J.K. Rowling. Other characters and places are found in
the Tom Clancy, Patrick Robinson, and some real life people will be
making cameos. The idea behind this story was inspired by Tom
Clancy's books. Lots of characters and lots of love story lines
throughout this…so try and keep track of everything. There are also
many countries that are the “enemy” in this story. However, no
racism is intended towards people of these countries (however, some
characters in the story will use racist terms when referring to
some of these people----please don't take it as meaning I'm
racist. I'm just being realistic. I do not think of these races
in these way----but people often do.) They were mostly picked for
their strategic value and also to stack the deck against Harry and
England. I tried to show the good sides of some of the people of
each country and that often an entire country is harmed because of
the actions of a few power-hungry rulers. I hope I did a good job
with that.. All of this is purely in good fun, for your enjoyment,
and is in no way intended in making money.

Chapter Two---An Unexpected Meeting

Finnigan's, London, England

Harry walked into Finnigan's, which was owned by one of his
former schoolmates, Seamus Finnigan. He ordered a beer and sat down
at an empty table, looking around the room. His eyes didn't
register any threats. He relaxed. Loud music was playing and Harry
could barely hear himself think.

Of course, that was one of the reasons he came here. To get away
from it all. Not think about his government's problems. Not
worry about Voldemort. A waitress came up to him and he ordered
some fish and chips to go with his Guinness.

His eyes once again roamed the establishment. He felt bored.
None of the regulars seemed to be here today. Suddenly, he saw
Hermione, sitting in one of the corner booths, writing away on a
piece of parchment.

“Hello,” he said, after walking over to her.

“Oh, hi! I didn't expect to see you here! Do you want to sit
down?” said Hermione, hastily pushing away some parchments to make
room for him.

“Sure,” he said, sitting down across from her.

“So, what are you doing?” he asked.

“Just organizing everything I learned today into categories of
importance…so, what are you doing here?”

He shrugged, “Just getting away from it all.”

She nodded interestedly. The waitress, who had immediately
noticed his change in seating arrangements, brought the fish and
chips over to the table and Harry gave her a tip on the spot.

“You give very large tips,” Hermione noted, sipping her own soft
drink.

He shrugged, “It's the least I can do. They don't make
much in that kind of job, so I like to give them money.”

Hermione watched him eat, utterly fascinated. This man was so
complex…so utterly contradictory. This was the same man who had
once turned a guy named Draco Malfoy into a ferret in front of
Diagon Alley because Malfoy had made some sneering remark. He was a
man who hated all reporters, yet was being nice and courteous to
her. This was going to be an amazing story.

“Where'd you go to school?” Harry asked.

“Beauxbatons. I moved to France when I was nine and moved back
here after I graduated. France is okay, but I like England
better.”

“Do you like being a reporter?”

“It's fun and gives me a good income,” Hermione said, before
continuing on, “but what I'd really like to be is an
artist.”

“An artist?” Harry said, surprised.

She blushed, “Do you think it sounds stupid? I've never told
anyone, besides my parents, that before.”

“It sounds fine,” Harry said, shrugging, “if you're good,
you could become really rich.”

“Yeah, I know,” she said, sighing, “but I'm not good at
all.”

“Oh, come off it,” Harry said. “I bet you're loads better
than me.”

She laughed and smiled. Harry grinned back. For some reason, he
was beginning to feel drawn to her; drawn to this woman he'd
only met a few hours back. Frankly, it was scaring him.

“Got any friends around here?”

“I've got some acquaintances at the office,” she replied,
“not many, though. I've never really had a lot of `real'
friends.”

Harry shrugged, “Neither have I. Ron, Sonny, and Neville
Longbottom. I've pretty much got three really good friends and
a few other acquaintances, but that's about it.”

“I always wondered what it would be like to have a real best
friend,” she said wistfully.

“It's great,” Harry said, “it's such a relief when you
can tell other people what's going on in your life. You know
what I mean?”

“Yeah, I do.”

Harry decided to change the subject, “So, how come you don't
have a boyfriend?”

“How come you don't have a girlfriend?” she shot back,
“You're only the most eligible bachelor in the wizarding world
according to Witch Weekly.”

Harry laughed, “I don't know…I guess I'm just waiting
for that perfect woman to come along and knock me off my feet.”

Hermione couldn't help but notice the way his eyes seemed to
burn into hers at that moment. He had the most gorgeous
eyes…emerald and deep. She could feel herself slowly sinking into
the depths of those endless pools. No wonder he had won that award
from Witch Weekly.

Harry, meanwhile, was noticing how pretty Hermione was. It
wasn't in that fake, artificial way a few of his officers loved
to get at the nightclubs and whorehouses. She was just naturally
pretty. Her hair was a little bushy and her clothes weren't
tight, but she still seemed attractive. Whoa, Potter, slow down.
She's a reporter and in a couple weeks, you won't see her
again for the rest of your life. Forget it.

Suddenly, his pocket began to glow with heat.

“Dammit,” he said, “listen, Hermione, I'd love to keep
chatting, but I got to go. Ron's signaled me. Something
important back at the Department. Maybe I'll see you
tomorrow.”

“Count on it,” she replied, watching silently as he walked away,
her own jumbled thoughts flying around in her head.

DCI Headquarters, London, England

Harry walked into Ron's office, “What's going on?”

Ron sighed, “Got a report from Chavez in Edinburgh. Some
terrorists just blew up half of the shopping alley up there.
Sixty-six dead, twenty-four injured.”

Harry sat down, his mind processing the information. Wizarding
terrorists were a new problem for his country. In the past, it
seemed like only Death Eaters and Voldemort would be the things
that he had to fight against. Over the past five or six years, that
had been completely wrong. A bunch of Arabic wizards had formed
some scattered terrorist organizations, learning from their Muggle
counterparts. It was pure hell for Harry and the other workers of
the DCI. It meant more confusing stuff to go along with the usual
Voldemort killings.

“Any Aurors dispatched on the scene?”

Ron checked the parchment, “Yeah, two from the local office.
Chavez says they're doing a decent job, but it doesn't
really matter. Those dudes are dead…and you know that the
media's gonna blame us.”

“That's what we get for being an intelligence department,”
Harry said, sighing.

“If only damned media knew how many terrorist acts we
prevent each year.”

“Ain't that the truth,” Harry said. They didn't tell
anyone about stopping terrorist acts because they didn't want
to tip of their methods and surveillance capabilities to the other
terrorist organizations or to Voldemort himself.

“That reporter friend of yours is gonna be asking some questions
about this tomorrow,” Ron said, filing the parchment away in one of
his cabinets.

“I know how to deal with it.”

“You lie like a pro, Harry,” Ron said.

It was almost a compliment.

Tuesday, December 22, 2004

Abdullah's Café, Tehran, Iran

The man in the hooded cloak sat in a café, indulging himself in
a doughnut and coffee. A terrible smile echoed across his face.
Wouldn't this be a sight to that damn fool Potter? Lord
Voldemort enjoying a strawberry-frosted doughnut and black coffee
in a café.

Of course he wasn't sitting here just to enjoy himself. At
least he didn't have to worry about someone exposing him. Most
Iranians supported him and his following, and even if one alerted
England that he had been here, what good would that do them? By the
time they arrived, he'd be long gone.

He was waiting for his contact in the United Islamic Wizards
terrorist organization to show up. Voldemort was having preliminary
talks with the organization. In the upcoming global war, he
definitely wanted the Arabs and their terrorists on his side.

Not that he liked them or anything, but they were very
effective. One of his intelligence sources in Moscow told him that
the head of England's DCI, Sonny McLeod, was having high-level
talks with the Minister of Magic there. Voldemort knew that Russia
would probably not join his own organization, so he had made no
attempt to ask them to help him. A murder of ten Russian babies of
high-level officers at their Ministry nineteen years ago had erased
that possibility. Voldemort raged at himself in hindsight. That had
been such a stupid thing to do…he shook his head to clear his
thoughts. Now was not the time to look back. He had to look
forward. He was so close to accomplishing his goal.

The Persian stepped into the booth, ordering a soft drink.
Voldemort remembered that according to their religion, they were
not supposed to drink alcohol. He smiled to himself. What a stupid
rule.

“Hello, Mohammed,” he said.

“Good afternoon, Lord Voldemort,” Mohammed said. Voldemort noted
with some displeasure that he didn't say `my lord.' Then
again, this man didn't really work for him, did he?

“What is your boss's response to my request for a high-level
meeting?”

“He agrees,” Mohammed said, “it will be conducted in our
headquarters. As you know, some of your Death Eaters have already
started helping some of our wizards in training. My boss is very
glad of this and is open to any offers you will make.”

Voldemort smiled. It was so easy.

“Tell me, were you behind the attack on Edinburgh
yesterday?”

Mohammed smiled, “Yes, my friend. Some of our friends journeyed
into Paradise yesterday. It was a successful mission. Allah will
receive them well.”

Voldemort nodded, not really caring. He didn't give one damn
about religion. These fools didn't really follow Islam after
all. They called themselves Muslims, but if they followed their
own holy book, they would realize that they were not
supposed to kill innocent life. Oh well. So much the better for
him.

“I'm sure He will,” Voldemort said, pretending to agree with
his contact, “and, when will this meeting between take place?”

“Next week. You know where our headquarters are, don't
you?”

“Yes.” Actually he didn't, but he knew his intelligence
chief could find it out for him. Rookwood was very good at that
kind of stuff.

“Salaam aleikum,” he said and left.

Voldemort found it a bit odd that the messenger had left with
the message, “Peace be unto you.” And in Arabic too. This Iranian
guy was supposed to speak Farsi. Oh well, these terrorists were an
odd bunch. It didn't matter that they were wishing peace onto
someone who had terminated overt three hundred wizards' lives.
Shaking himself off the thought, he paid his bill and Apparated
back to his headquarters.

Ministry of Magic, Moscow, Russia

James “Sonny” McLeod stretched tiredly as he stood up from the
table. It was time for the lunch break. He had been in continuous
negotiations with Andrey Nikolayevich Narmonov, Russia's
Minister of Magic, for nearly five hours now.

“Care to join me for lunch?” Narmonov asked.

Sonny nodded. Narmonov would have to know the best places to eat
around here. For the past three days, Sonny had tried the food
around here and everything he had eaten so far was bad.

Narmonov and his security detail led him to a restaurant across
the street. Sonny ordered a vodka and borscht, a Russian
beet soup. Narmonov had ordered some potato dish or the other, and
of course, the customary vodka.

“How's the family?” Narmonov asked.

Sonny smiled. He and Narmonov had been pretty good friends going
back to the time six years ago when Narmonov had his wand pointed
at Sonny's face and was threatening to kill him. He silently
laughed. The irony always amused him.

“My family's fine…Caroline enjoys working at St. Mungo's
and Eddie likes playing Quidditch, which really keeps him
busy.”

“Quidditch, a fine sport,” Narmonov said in approval, “how old
is he again?”

“Eight years old.”

Narmonov nodded, and their waiter returned with their drinks and
their food. As trivial as some of the information they were
exchanging was, it was important to their diplomatic discussions.
Sonny knew that it gave both sides a sense of familiarity and
friendliness, which was only enhanced by the comradeship Narmonov
and Sonny already shared.

“So, how are the wizards in Russia doing?”

“We are having surprisingly little trouble,” Narmonov said,
“there is little unrest. There is, however, widespread poverty
among wizards, and it is proving increasingly difficult for my
people to get food.”

There it was. An opening. Narmonov had willingly showed it.
Sonny smiled into his vodka.

“Perhaps England could assist you in this problem,” Sonny
allowed, knowing that he would having to talk to Minister Weasley
about this before he could make any promises. But he was confident
that Arthur would have no problem authorizing it…if Russia
would play ball and join them in their fight against Voldemort.

“Perhaps,” Narmonov replied.

Sonny grinned to himself through the rest of the meal, knowing
that they finally had their position. Russia was going to join
them.

Fundamentalist Hotel, Tehran, Iran

“Hell of a place to be in,” Benjamin Murray observed to his DCI
counterpart and friend, Katie Ryan.

Katie nodded grimly, “Yeah. First time I've been to an
Islamic nation.”

“Well, I suppose Harry knows what he's doing,” Ben said.

“Yeah.”

Ben Murray was twenty-seven years old, and although he was older
than Harry Potter, he had supreme respect for the twenty-four year
old. The kid had showed his worth in several battles. Murray and
Ryan were one of the best pairs of field officers in the Operations
Directorate and Harry knew it. They were among the best-paid and
always got the difficult assignments (the “best pair” was on
probation currently----though Ben and Katie, and even Harry, would
argue that they were better). Murray had graduated from Hogwarts,
first in his class, and loved working for the DCI. Certainly, he
and Katie had brought in their share of terrorists and Death
Eaters.

Katie was two years younger than him, but also a good field
officer. She was the one who had bagged Antonin Dolohov four years
ago, when Ben had been incapacitated by one of Dolohov's
buddies. She was a pretty brunette, and sometimes Ben fantasized
about dating her. Of course, he had never told her that, because it
would ruin their working relationship.

“Let's go to the market first…that's a good place to see
what the locals think,” Katie said.

Ben agreed. Their covers were as Canadian journalists. Canada
was friendly with Iran, so it was likely they would not be hassled
too much. They walked into the market, and Ben headed towards a
goldsmith.

“Hello,” Ben said, using his best Canadian accent, even though
he was speaking Farsi, “I am John Paige, a Canadian reporter, and
this is my photographer, Nicole Larson.”

The goldsmith looked at them suspiciously, “What do you want? I
have done nothing illegal!”

“We know that,” Katie told him with a smile, “my partner and I
are doing a report on Iran and its wizards for our newspaper back
home in Ottawa. We just wanted to ask you a few questions.”

The goldsmith still didn't look happy, but he
acquiesced.

“What do you think of your Ministry of Magic?” Ben asked.

“My name will not be used, correct?” the goldsmith asked and was
rewarded with a nod, “I think that the Ministry is one big
bureaucracy and they do little serve the people. I hate it.”

“What about the terrorist organizations operating in your
country?”

The goldsmith made a face, “Those people are not Faithful to the
word of the Prophet. They do not deserve to call themselves
Muslims. The Holy Koran says that one shall not take innocent
lives. Their acts are hateful to man and to God.”

They asked him a few more vanilla questions before heading off
to question some more people. The results would be tallied and sent
back to the DCI headquarters. It was important to get a feel for
what the people on the street felt about Iran's Ministry and
about the terrorist organizations. That way you could look at the
possibilities of rebellions, helped along by England of course.

At the end of the day, their general results were that most of
the people disliked Iran's Ministry; however, many seemed to
like the terrorist organizations, even though the goldsmith had
not. This was a bit disturbing, but not unexpected. Ben immediately
sent the reports (encrypted in a form that a few members of the DO
knew how to decipher) back to England, via his speed owl,
Dante.

“Care to join me for dinner?” Ben asked.

“I'd love to,” Katie replied.

DCI Headquarters, London, England

Harry had been going over the initial intelligence reports from
the Edinburgh attack when Hermione walked in. Hiding his
displeasure at being interrupted, Harry looked up at her with a
smile.

“Listen, can you not bother me for the next couple hours? I have
important work to do that you're not cleared for. You can go
and visit other places, but you can't be in here.”

“Will I be able to ask you questions about the Edinburgh attack
then?” she asked, hope evident in her voice.

“Yes,” he said in a tired voice.

That was good enough for her. She left the room quietly. Harry
noted with some interest that she had straightened her hair
slightly and had put a nice pink ribbon in it. She looked even
better.

Shaking his head, he turned back to his report. He needed to
talk to Chavez. He had been on the scene. It was time to use one of
the one good things that Muggles had invented.

Telephones.

He walked into his secretaries' office.

“Hey Nicole, where's Mark?”

“He's sick today,” she said sadly. She really liked
Mark.

“Can I use the telephone?”

“Sure.”

The wizard telephones in this office and others around the
building had been developed by an engineer specially commissioned
by the DCI. They didn't short out like normal Muggle stuff or
anything when exposed to a magical environment…they were magic as
could be. Of course, this new technology had not reached any
homes---most citizens didn't even know the existed----and it
was too damned unlucky that they couldn't afford to have given
one to Ben and Katie in Iran. Chavez had the only portable one,
because they had been suspecting an attack on Edinburgh for a
couple weeks, although they hadn't known any of the details.
Harry hated when that happened.

“Hey Paul,” Harry said.

“Hey Boss,” Paul Chavez said, grinning slightly. Harry hated
when people called him that.

“Very funny, Chavez; got any new information about the
terrorists?”

“The Aurors confirmed it,” Chavez said, “we're pretty sure
they were those blasted Iranians. Funny, even Aurors can be useful
sometimes.”

“Right,” Harry said. “Any IDs?”

“Well, it was kind of hard to sort through the rubble and the
bodies, but according to my source among the Aurors, they got some
DNA strands. He gave them to me and I already sent them to you.
You'll probably get them in a couple hours. We'll probably
get a couple matches with known terrorists.”

“Yeah. Damned shame we couldn't stop it.”

“Yup,” Chavez said, “I bet the media's lighting into us down
there. I wish they'd realize that we can't do
everything. I mean, we knew they were thinking about doing
something in Edinburgh, but we couldn't stop them, could
we?”

“They'll never learn. The media is a vicious dog. But
occasionally we'll have to throw it a bone,” Harry said.

“Damn right. I'll call your secretary if I get more
information.”

“All right, thanks, Paul.”

“Have a good one, Boss.”

Harry hung up. Damn. Those Iranians were getting on his nerves.
And one of his sources in the United Islamic Wizards told him that
there were rumors about an agreement with Voldemort coming into
place soon. That would be a pleasant thought for the rest of the
world.

Well, he'd better get ready to start lying to that Hermione
girl.

“Hey Nicole,” he said, “get someone to go tell the reporter she
can come back into my office.”

“Okay, Harry,” she said, and then winked at him, “she is pretty,
you know.”

“Oh, shut up,” Harry said, but smiling nonetheless, “she's a
reporter and you know they're just thirsty bloodhounds.”

“Too right you are,” Nicole said, before standing up to find
someone who would in turn, go find Hermione.

Harry went back to his office to wait for Hermione.

Ministry of Magic, London, England

“Arthur?”

Arthur Weasley looked up and saw that his primary adviser and
chief of staff, Tom van Damm, had walked into his office.

“Yes, Tom?”

Tom grimaced, “The numbers have been confirmed. Sixty-six dead
and twenty-four injured. Ron's going to be in later to brief
you on what the DCI has so far. Smith says that the Aurors have
found out that it was a group of Iranian terrorists.”

Arthur sighed. When he had taken this job seven years ago, he
hadn't expected to be ravaged by anything other than
You-Know-Who. But shortly after he had taken the job, terrorists
had popped up. Every single wizard knew about the attack on the
World Trade Center in the Muggle world. Arthur lived in fear that
something like that would happen to wizards in his country. He had
formed the DCI to combat Death Eaters and You-Know-Who, but now it
was getting sidetracked by these damned terrorists.

“Very well. Political ramifications?”

Tom van Damm was a genius at the political game. He had gotten
Arthur elected, even though before his campaign very few people
even knew who he was. His rival in the election, Cornelius Fudge,
the incumbent Minister, had often played upon the fact that
Arthur's highest previous job was as the Head of the Misuse of
Muggle Artifacts office, not exactly the usual stepping-stone to
the Ministership. But with van Damm's genius campaign, Arthur
had won by a 7 percent majority. It was one of the greatest upsets
in Ministry election history.

“Negligible,” Tom said, “there'll be a few protesters
calling for the removal of the DCI, but nothing else much. People
think you're doing a good job, Arthur. As for the rest of the
Ministry, you'll get some complaints from the usual people, but
nothing else. Oh yeah, Sonny sent an owl from Russia. It sounds
like Narmonov wants a food for help kind of deal when the war
starts.”

“Tell him to go ahead and do it. Food isn't a big deal to
us. We've got a surplus.”

“Very well, that's all.”

“Okay, good. Tell Ron that I want him in here soon. And maybe he
can bring Harry too.”

“Yes, sir.”

DCI Headquarters, London, England

“Okay, Hermione, it's simple. We just didn't have the
information. Intelligence is all about information and we just
couldn't get it,” Harry said, neglecting to mention the fact
that they had known something was going to happen in
Edinburgh, they just hadn't known what. They didn't need to
let her know that.

“Why not? I guess the question is: why should the Ministry spend
money on keeping you around if you can't even stop terrorist
acts?”

Harry leaned back in his chair, giving an audible sigh. Damn
these reporters.

“Dammit, it's not that simple! Even if we can get
information, we have to be able to stop them. That takes
manpower and money, two things we don't have a great supply of
around here. Look, Hermione, there's a bunch of things we do
that you don't read about in the Daily Prophet, but it
doesn't mean we're just sitting here on our rears doing
nothing!” Harry shouted, trying to keep his temper under
control.

Hermione nodded, “I'm sorry, don't get so upset. I have
to ask these questions. I'm a reporter.”

Harry gave her a grim smile, “I know.”

“Why don't we talk about something else?” she suggested.

“Go ahead,” said Harry; silently wishing that he didn't have
to deal with this reporter right now.

“I hate that some of these are personal questions, but my boss
told me I had to ask you these questions…er, how many girlfriends
have you had?”

“Two. Cho Chang for a few months in my fifth year at Hogwarts
and Sandra Ross for two years after I got out of school.”

“If you don't mind me asking, why'd you break up with
Sandra? That seems like the more serious relationship.”

He smirked, “She didn't like the hours I was working at the
DCI. I barely ever got to see her, so she decided she wanted to
break up with me. We still see each other every now and then.
She's now married to this Muggle guy named Daniel
Radcliffe.”

Hermione wrote it down. Personally, she wouldn't care if
Harry worked long hours. She certainly wouldn't mind dating
him. Hermione! a voice shouted in her head, Don't
think about things like that. You know how boys are. They just want
to use you, get a couple shags out of you, and then they'll
dump you. And this guy's no different, even if he is the famous
Harry Potter! Shaking her head, she returned to her
questions.

“If there's one thing you regret in life, what is it?”

“I guess I regret inadvertently causing the deaths of Cedric
Diggory and my godfather, Sirius Black. I'm sure you know the
story behind both of those.”

“Yes,” she replied quietly.

“So, let me ask you a question,” Harry said smiling, “if
you really want to be an artist, why are you a reporter?”

She blushed before answering, “I guess it's my parents. They
think pursuing an art career is stupid. They told me to get a real
job and I guess this is it.”

“You said it's fun and gives you a good income.”

“It does,” she said, before shrugging, “it's just not what I
really want to do. What about you, is there something you'd
rather be doing than catching bad guys?”

Harry laughed, “Nope. Nothing else. It's what I was born to
do.”

Hermione eagerly scribbled that down. That would be a great
quote for the lead-in of the article about him. She had to get some
other opinions too for the article on the DCI. Zacharias Smith
would probably give an interesting view of what he thought about
Harry and the DCI. Hmmm…she could probably go and talk to him
tomorrow. She made a mental note to remind herself to do that.

“What was Beauxbatons like?”

“It was fun,” Hermione said, “a bit strict, but the school was
simply amazing. The decorations and the feeling of…royalty, I
guess…was great. I really learned a lot there and graduated top of
my class.”

“What's someone who graduated top of their class doing in a
profession like reporting?” Harry asked, winking to let her know
that he was teasing her.

She laughed, “You know…I've never met anyone like you. In
any of my interviews. You're so complex…yet simple. Nice…but
mysterious. A dark side…yet a funny side, too.”

Harry shrugged and winked, “I try.”

Hermione looked at her wristwatch, “Well, I've got to go.
I've got a meeting with a couple of my coworkers at the
Prophet. I guess I'll see you later.”

“All right. Good-bye, Hermione.”

Almost as soon as Hermione had left, her pink ribbon trailing
nicely behind her hair, Ron entered.

“Entertaining?” he joked.

“Haha,” Harry said, rolling his eyes. “What are you here
for?”

“Got an owl from Ben and Katie.”

“Hope they're not snogging already,” Harry said.

“Oh please, they're not even dating,” Ron said, before
amending that, “yet, anyway. Read it.”

Harry skimmed through the later. The basic information was that
most of the Iranians didn't like their Ministry, but supported
the terrorists.

“Damn,” Harry observed.

“Yeah,” Ron said, agreeing, “no chance of getting a rebellion or
anything. The terrorists are well-connected. People like them. They
think they're doing `God's own work.' And now that
there's a possible connection with Voldemort…”

Harry shook his head, “Nothing we can do about it…let's just
hope Sonny can get the Russkies on our side.”

“Tell me about it. Man, this global war's gonna be
something, isn't it?”

“Especially since ninety percent of the world doesn't even
think that something like that's going to happen. They're
going to be in for a big surprise.”

“Damn right.”

Author's Note: PLEASE REVIEW! Thanks.
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