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 Chapter One Wasted Time Scotland – Post Graduation Witch Weekly Radio Interview



―So, Mr. Potter, your new single, Wasted Time – it was released yesterday and it‘s already hit number one on music charts around the world. How does that make you feel?‖ the woman asked, thrusting her microphone into Harry‘s face. Harry was used to this though and gave a charming smile as he leaned forward and answered, ―It‘s always great when the fans like my music, especially with this song being so different from the ones I‘ve previously put out.‖ ―That was going to be the topic of my next question!‖ the interviewer exclaimed enthusiastically and Harry had to stop himself from rolling his eyes at her. ―This song is very different from the more upbeat ones you‘ve put out on your three previous CDs. Can your fans expect a darker, more intimate, tone on your new record?‖ ―I honestly don‘t know,‖ Harry answered truthfully, shifting in his uncomfortable metal chair to find a more comfortable position. ―I‘m still in the process of writing it, but yes, the songs on this new one will be more intimate I think. Now that my previous CDs have sold so well, my record label has given me more time and leeway with this new one. I actually get to write all of my own songs and record them myself. I‗ve got a few songs prepared, this being one of them, so we‘ll see how they turn out.‖



 ―Is there a reason for this darker tone then?‖ she then asked, and Harry had been dreading this question, although he knew that it would come up eventually. ―My first CD came out when I was fourteen, my second when I was fifteen, and my third when I was sixteen… I‘m growing up, and my music and thoughts reflect that I think. Call it teen angst or whatever you want, but a lot of things have happened and a lot of things have changed in my life, and my writing has started to reflect that. My previous songs were focused on the audience and what would sell, but these new ones I‘m working on are focused on what I want to write, what I feel, things I need to say and get off my chest – releasing the demons so to speak.‖ ―Would you care to elaborate on that? What has changed?‖ she asked, eyes burning with curiosity, but there was no way in hell Harry was about to share his secrets with anyone, much less the press and the millions of fans. It was enough that he was putting them into songs, which he was reluctant to do, but felt that he needed to do. It was the only way he would ever be able to talk about anything. ―I‘d really rather not comment,‖ Harry answered simply, and every interviewer who had ever interviewed him before, and even ones who hadn‘t been lucky enough to yet, had learned that when he said that it was best to drop the subject. Harry had earned a reputation of simply walking out on an interview if the interviewer didn‘t back down from a certain subject or said something Harry didn‗t like – besides, Harry didn‘t grant interviews very often. He tended to stay out of the public eye completely when he could, and especially this past year he had become rather reclusive. In fact, this was the first interview he had granted since last year and the only reason why was because the press had all come out for his graduation from Hogwarts. ―What are your plans for the future then, anyone special waiting for you when you leave school?‖ the woman asked with a teasing smirk. They always asked this same fucking question and it irritated Harry to no end, but he forced a smile and answered the question anyway, with the exact same answer, he always gave. ―No – there‘s no one.‖ ―Aww, come on, Mr. Potter. All your fans are dying to know. You‘re a very powerful wizard. You must have a mate,‖ the woman stated, and in fact, she was right. Harry had found out in fifth year that every powerful wizard had a mate – someone who could ground their magic for them. It just so happened that Harry fell into the category of very powerful wizard, and indeed Harry had found his mate. Just like with most other creatures, such as Veela who had mates, a wizard‘s mate was shown to them in dreams when they came into their majority – which was sixteen for most wizards. It was just unfortunate that Harry‘s mate had found someone else already, and also that his chosen mate happened to be his brother. ―No comment,‖ Harry answered softly, and something in his voice must have given him away because the woman‘s face fell into a sad sort of frown and she looked heartbroken for him.



 ―Oh, I‘m sorry then,‖ she replied sorrowfully, but quickly moved on. ―So what plans do you have? Do you plan to stay at your flat in London or do you plan to go back to the States?‖ Harry smiled softly to himself at the thought of his mother – he really did miss her, and he figured that it was worth being near his mate if he could spend some time with her and his father as well. ―I think it‘s time I went home.‖



Forks, Washington Cullen Household



Esme looked up at Carlisle, eyes shining brightly with happiness. ―He‘s coming home,‖ she breathed in relief. It had been nearly two years since she‘d seen her youngest son. He‘d stopped coming home during his breaks from school, his letters had been nearly nonexistent as well, and no one in the family had understood why. Esme had been heartbroken that Harry seemed to be separating himself from them, and it had angered her other children, but Carlisle – ever the voice of reason – had told them that there had to be some kind of explanation for it, which they would now hopefully be finding out. Perhaps he just hadn‘t had time with his schooling and music – although that had never stopped him before. It didn‘t matter though because Harry was finally coming home. Carlisle smiled back at his wife and they turned back to the radio to hear the rest of the interview. ―Is your family still living in Forks, Washington then?” the woman questioned. ―Yes, my father is a doctor so his work takes him everywhere, but they‟ve lived there for three years now,” Harry answered eloquently. He‟d always been a wonderful speaker, never stuttering, or getting flustered. It was very hard for interviewers to catch him off guard. They had seen a picture of him on the cover of a magazine recently and even in the last few years, he had changed a lot. His whole appearance and demeanor had darkened and turned more serious. Harry had gotten rid of his glasses; he wore mostly dark colors and eyeliner now and the magazine had mentioned a tattoo although not where. They‘d seen that he had an earring, and his hair was no longer forced to remain flat with tons of gel, but seemed to be stylishly messy like someone had just been running their fingers through it. Esme had been concerned by all the changes she was reading about her innocent little boy, and seeing in the photographs of his much more mature looks, but Car-



 lisle had mentioned something about teen angst and rebellion and it had eased her fears for the moment. This interview however was raising a lot of questions for them all over again. They hadn‘t heard his new song yet, and Esme was hoping they would play it at the end of the interview so that she could hear what the woman was talking about. Harry‘s music before had always been so light and… cute – although she‘d never use that word to Harry‘s face, but as Harry had said he‘d been fourteen, fifteen, and sixteen at the time his first three CDs had come out, and he hadn‘t always had a say in his music. Esme wasn‘t sure how to take this new, angrier side of her son though, and she wanted to know where this anger was coming from. Perhaps it had something to do with him drifting away from them. Esme tuned back into the interview just in time to hear them speaking about it. ―So this new song – what‟s it about? Where does it come from?” ―Well it‟s about exactly what the title says, Wasted Time,” Harry answered with a deep chuckle, but there was a brokenness to it, and it startled them how much his voice had changed. No longer was it the voice of a young boy, but now it was deeper, more experienced, and more mature. “It‟s about waiting too long to do something – to say something you should have said, but were to afraid to say, and now you can‟t go back and change it. You waited too long and it‟s too late – you missed your chance, and now everything means nothing, every moment you have to look forward to – it‟s all just wasted time now.” ―And you wrote this song – when?” the reporter asked curiously. ―About two years ago,” Harry answered. Esme and the others all shared a look across the table. ―You think that maybe it has something to do with–‖ Edward began holding onto Bella around the waist as she watched the family of vampires curiously. Edward had told her about this other human they‘d apparently adopted from an orphanage when he was seven – a wizard, Edward had told her. It had come as a shock when she‘d heard that Edward‘s adoptive brother was the famous musician Harry Potter. Of course, she knew of his music. She owned two of his first three CDs in fact. He was very famous among the teenage population, even though he‘d never gone on tour before, and was rarely seen or interviewed, but somehow the mysteriousness surrounding him only seemed to heighten his fame. ―Shh!‖ Alice quickly cut in before Edward could finish, ―They‘re about to play it. As soon as the first few lines were out of Harry‘s mouth, they could already tell that this song was going to be completely different from what they were used to hearing from him. First of all his voice was different, not the pop, happy, boyish, upbeat sound they were used to, but more mature, grittier – angrier. The lyrics were also darker, depressing, and just completely heartbreaking.



 If Esme could have cried, she probably would have. She couldn‘t understand what had happened to her baby to make him write something like this – to make him feel this way, but she was determined to find out.



Say it to my face Look me in the eyes And say what you have to say You know we can't erase these words before goodbye And turn the final page Here comes alone again Everything's broken Everything's vacant Everything's wasted time again Sentiments hopeless Innocence jaded Everything's wasted time again And so we leave this stage And all our best read lines And all the acts we played So say you wanna leave And say we never held The way we always hoped we'd try And say hello to alone again 'Cause, everything's broken Everything's vacant Everything's wasted time again Sentiments hopeless Innocence jaded Everything's wasted time again Oh someday we might find Some sacred place in time But until then all we'll share Are dreams we've left behind 'Cause everything's broken Everything's vacant Everything's wasted time again Everything's broken Everything's vacant Everything's wasted time again



 Sentiments hopeless Innocence jaded Everything's wasted time again Everything's broken Everything's vacant Everything's wasted time again Sentiments hopeless Innocence jaded Everything's wasted time again Everything is broken Everything is wasted time Everything is broken Everything is wasted time



Song: Wasted Time By, Fuel



 Chapter Two Blurry Onboard The Private Jet Between London and Port Angles Harry stared out the window as the plane took off from the airport in London. It was dark out and the city lights became nothing but a blur beneath him as the lyrics to his newest song began playing through his head. His hand moved across the page to write them down in the journal he carried everywhere with him for this very purpose. Everything's so blurry And everyone's so fake And everybody's empty And everything is so messed up Preoccupied without you I cannot live at all My whole world surrounds you I Stumble then I crawl Harry couldn‘t believe he was going back, but he missed his family so much. He wanted to see them again, but he dreaded seeing his mate. He already loved him as a brother, which made it all the more confusing, and Harry was positive that if he saw him again it wouldn‘t take much for his feelings to turn into something more. He didn‘t want that.



 You could be my someone You could be my scene You know that I'll protect you From all of the obscene I wonder what you're doing Imagine where you are There's oceans in between us But that's not very far The summer after his fifth year Harry had come home, intent on telling his family and his mate. He‘d started having the dreams of his mate even before turning sixteen, and even though he hadn‘t seen a face until his sixteenth birthday, it hadn‘t taken long for Harry to figure out exactly whom it was he was dreaming about. After all, he‘d only grown up knowing him as a brother. Of course, Harry had been nervous about revealing this to his family; he hadn‘t been sure how they would take it. After all, it was his brother, and Harry had been terrified that his mate wouldn‘t have been able to see beyond that. It wasn‘t like they were actually related, but even so – it was a hard reality to deal with – your little brother was in love with you. It wasn‘t like Rosalie and Emmett or Alice and Jasper who had found each other as mates first, and only then started pretending to be brothers and sisters. No – Harry had been raised by them since the age of seven. He had been raised as their brother from the start. There had never been anything more between them, never even a thought that there could be more between them, and now Harry wasn‘t sure if there ever could be. Edward had found his own mate – or at least someone he wanted to be his mate. Harry never got the chance to tell them that summer because almost as soon as he‘d walked through the door he‘d immediately been told stories of Bella – Edward‘s girlfriend. Can you take it all away? Can you take it all away? When you shoved it in my face This pain you gave to me Can you take it all away? Can you take it all away? When you shoved it in my face Harry had yet to actually meet the human girl Edward had gone through so much to protect. She‘d been gone that summer, in Phoenix spending it with her mother and recuperating from the attack by another vampire named James. Harry remembered being so hurt listening to them go on and on about it. Not only was he hurting because Edward truly seemed to be in love with the girl, but also because none of his family members had written to him before and told him about this new development.



 Perhaps if they had Harry could have come home sooner – before Edward had already invested himself so much in the girl. Now it was either break his own heart or break Edward‘s, and not only was Edward his mate but he was also Harry‘s brother, and Harry couldn‘t bring himself to do that. Besides if he told Edward now, Edward would leave Bella out of pity for Harry, and that‘s not the kind of love Harry wanted. Everyone is changing There's no one left that's real So make up your own ending And let me know just how you feel 'Cause I am lost without you I cannot live at all My whole world surrounds you I Stumble then I crawl Harry remembered reading about mates in History class. Only powerful wizards actually needed one. Having your mate helped to ground your magic and get rid of excess magic that could turn violent and deadly if left alone. How this magical siphoning was accomplished was through sexual intercourse, which was exactly why being mates was required. Through the bonding process, the mates became connected, and during sex the mate of the wizard was able to take the wild magic and pull it into their own body and drain it away. If left unattended the magic could either lash out dangerously during moments of high emotion, or it could actually turn on the wizard and begin eating away at him like a cancer. Harry wasn‘t sure which road his magic was going to take just yet, but if his luck were anything to go by it would be a sick combination of the two. Who knew though – maybe Edward and Bella wouldn‘t last, but it had been nearly two years now, so Harry wasn‘t holding his breath. You could be my someone You could be my scene Know that I will save you From all of the unclean I wonder what you're doing I wonder where you are There's oceans in between us But that's not very far Can you take it all away? Can you take it all away? When you shoved it in my face This pain you gave to me Can you take it all away? Can you take it all away? When, you shoved it in my face This pain you gave to me



 Harry wanted Edward to be happy, and he didn‘t want Edward to be with him out of some sense of duty or pity. Therefore, Harry wasn‘t going to say anything. In fact, it was one of the reasons why he was coming home now. Not only did he want to see his family again, but he needed to stay out of the public‘s eye. If his magic did turn on him then Harry didn‘t want his fans to see him wasting away, and he definitely didn‘t want the reason why getting leaked to the press, which he was sure most wizards would be able to figure out instantly. His family would not be finding out exactly what was wrong with him if Harry had anything to say about it. Thankfully, Carlisle had never studied Wizarding medicine or ailments therefore, hopefully, if worst came to worst then they would just think it was some kind of incurable Wizarding disease. With his family, there were wards that would protect him from the press and any crazed fans. They wouldn‘t be able to enter his home or come anywhere near it, and Harry would finally be able to have some peace. Harry wanted this CD to be like nothing they had ever heard from him before. This was going to be the real him - inside and out - the down and dirty, gritty side of his personality and life that he'd kept hidden from them. He was laying it all out on the table. It was probably going to be his last CD and he wanted to leave a piece of himself behind. It would hold his deepest, grittiest, darkest secrets, his happiness, his pain, his pleasure, his – everything. It was going to tell his story – the story of his last days, as morbid as that sounded. Oh, Nobody told me what you thought Nobody told me what to say Everyone showed you where to turn Told you where to run away Nobody told you where to hide Nobody told you what to say Everyone showed you where to turn Showed you when to run away When the song was mostly complete, Harry pushed the journal away from himself with an annoyed sigh. He desperately needed to get his mind off of Edward and release some of the tension building inside of him. Just as Harry thought that, the Italian flight attendant walked by and nodded his head in the direction of the back bedroom on the plane. Harry arched a perfectly sculpted eyebrow at the chocolate gaze eyeing him up, licked his lips as he took in the telling bulge at the front of the man‘s trousers, and with a sexy smirk got up to follow. This could prove to be a very pleasurable distraction. Can you take it all away? Can you take it all away? When you shoved it in my face This pain you gave to me



 Song: Blurry By: Puddle of Mudd



 Chapter Three Control Port Angeles Airport Onboard The Private Jet ―Fucking vultures!‖ Harry hissed as the private jet pulled around on the runway so that he could get off. Harry could already see the horde of reporters lined up, waiting to get a picture of him. He wanted nothing more than to hex every single one of them, but unfortunately, there were laws against that sort of thing, and most of the reporters were Muggles from what he could tell. There was also a sea of fans out there, he wouldn‘t mind them so much if they didn‘t have to fucking scream; he would most likely be leaving with a headache. ―I need a fucking cigarette,‖ Harry stated searching for his leather jacket, which was lying crumbled on the floor and grabbed the half-empty pack of cigarettes he kept in the pocket. ―There‘s no smoking on the plane, Mr. Potter,‖ the male flight attendant, Harry had recently inducted into the mile high club*, stated as he pulled out his lighter. Harry stared at him as if he‘d grown another head. ―Who the fuck made that rule?‖ he asked with an annoyed huff as he pulled the cigarette from his mouth and shoved it back into the pack. ―Do you know what happens to jet fuel when it catches fire?‖ the flight attendant asked in amusement as he began pulling Harry‘s luggage down from the overhead



 cupboards. ―And besides, aren‘t you supposed to be quitting?‖ the attractive Italian asked with a laughing smirk. ―What tabloid did you read that in?‖ Harry asked, digging through his bag to make sure he at least had some aspirin. The flight attendant handed him a bottle of water as he downed a couple of the pills. ―Wizarding Health wrote a whole story on it… apparently you‘re their new role model for ‗Kicking the Addiction‘,‖ the slightly taller man answered with a chuckle. Harry snorted as he stood to his feet and stretched the kinks out of his back. ―Well what kind of rock star would I be if I didn‘t have a relapse,‖ he replied with a cheeky grin. Harry had probably been drunk when he‘d given that interview, because his memory of it was rather sketchy at best. He was known to have a drink or two… or three, before meeting the press. Harry wasn‘t a very public person and it took the edge off of things. In fact, he‘d probably been smoking in the interview so he couldn‘t imagine how the magazine could have taken him seriously if he had indeed said anything of that nature. Harry was bent over his bag putting the bottle of pills back with an annoyed sigh when a throat cleared above him. He looked up and into the smirking face of a very, very attractive man, and instantly Harry felt his interest rising. Harry stood and raised a perfectly arched eyebrow, as the flight attendant put a hand on his chest and began pushing him back into the small hallway where there were no windows. ―You really shouldn‘t smoke you know… wouldn‘t want to disappoint your young, impressionable fans,‖ the man purred as he pressed Harry against the wall. He laid his other hand against the wall beside Harry‘s head as the other trailed from Harry‘s chest down to his belt. ―I could help you take the stress off in a more lifeaffirming way. I promise you‘ll find it releases stress a lot better than the cigarettes. In fact, doctors generally approve of this method.‖ ―Really now?‖ Harry replied with a smirk as the flight attendant unzipped his pants to release him. ―Who am I to refute the doctors then – after all, I‘ve got an image to uphold and I wouldn‘t want to disappoint the writers of Wizarding Health now would I?‖ The flight attendant smiled sexily as he slowly went down to his knees, never breaking eye contact with Harry. Harry grabbed the guy‘s hair as he took him into his mouth and began doing wicked things with his tongue. Their eyes connected, as the Italian looked up at Harry lustfully though his dark eyelashes. At that lustful look Harry felt a song vibrating through his body and let the dirty lyrics wash over him as the man made good on his promise and relieved him of his stress. I love the way you look at me I feel the pain you place inside



 You lock me up inside your dirty cage While I‟m alone inside my mind I like to teach you all the rules I‟d get to see them set in stone I like it when you chain me to the bed There your secrets never show I need to feel you You need to feel me I can‟t control you You‟re not the one for me, no I can‟t control you You can‟t control me I need to feel you So why‟s it involve I love the way you rape my skin I feel the hate you place inside I need to get your voice out of my head Cause I‟m that guy you‟ll never find I think you know all of the rules There‟s no expressions on your face I‟m hoping that someday you will let me go Release me from my dirty cage I need to feel you You need to feel me I can‟t control you You‟re not the one for me, no I can‟t control you You can‟t control me I need to feel you So why‟s it involve you and me… [Repeat 4x] I love the way you look at me I love the way you smack my ass I love the dirty things you do When I have control of you I need to feel you You need to feel me I can‟t control you You‟re not the one for me, no



 I can‟t control you You can‟t control me I need to feel you So whys it involve you and me… [Repeat 4x] You‟re not the one for me, no



Song: Control By: Puddle of Mudd



* I hadn't realized that some people might not know what joining the Mile High Club meant LOL. The Mile High Club isn't a real club or anything it's a slang term. In order to join - or at least brag that you have joined the Mile High Club - is to have sex on a plane that's at least one mile off the ground. They actually have a website for it LOL: http://www.milehighclub.com



 Chapter Four Tear Away Before Harry got off the plane he took a quick shower and changed clothes – the press and his fans could wait. It wasn‘t that he cared what they thought of his just shagged appearance, but when living with vampires you learned to hide certain scents from them, and after the fuck on the plane and the blow job he‘d received just moments ago the smell of sex hung heavy around him. Harry quickly threw on a pair of comfortable faded blue jeans that hung perfectly from his hips, a long sleeved black shirt, with a silver dragon that wrapped around the front and back and clung nicely to his torso, and a few black and silver scarves just for the hell of it. He then slipped on his boots, put on a bit of eyeliner to make his eyes pop, ran his hand through his hair a couple of times, dabbed on some cologne, checked himself in the mirror one last time, thought „Who the fuck needed a stylist when you looked this damn good?‟ and was ready to go. Passing by the window Harry took note that it was actually sunny outside and grabbed his shades. He then slung his jacket over his shoulder, put on a sexy sort of smirk, and made his way out of the safety of the plane. The screaming and flashing that immediately erupted nearly sent him right back in though, but he grit his teeth and moved forward as security guards took their places around him. ―This way, Mr. Potter we‘ve got a limo waiting for you,‖ one of the guards stated as he forced the crowd to part and let him through. Harry signed a few posters and t-shirts with the name of his band, Amortentia, splashed across them. It always amused Harry when he saw a Muggle wearing one of their shirts, considering they had no clue what Amortentia meant. It was the strongest love potion in the Wizarding World, causing powerful obsession and infatuation in the drinker. It was ironic really, when Harry actually stopped to think about his own love life.



 Toward the end, the guards had to practically cover Harry and carry him through the door as people were trying to block or crowd it. As soon as Harry was able to stand on his own again it was only for a second before a smaller, harder, and much colder body crashed into him – gently, if that were at all possible. ―Oh I‘ve missed you so much!‖ Esme stated pulling back and holding his face in her cold hands. ―You‘ve grown!‖ she then exclaimed looking down to check his shoes and make sure they were the normal height. Harry chuckled deeply, startling them yet again by the baritone in his voice. The last time they had seen him he had been the same height as Alice wearing heels, now he was a whole head taller than her, and at least six feet. Carlisle took his turn to hug his son, and smiled when he felt Harry cling to him for a moment. Harry had always been closer to him than any of the others, and Carlisle believed that it had something to do with the fact that they were actually related, and also because it had been Carlisle who had taken him away from the abuse and the orphanage. Alice and Jasper took their turn next, and Alice immediately jumped on the topic of fashion. Harry had always been the only one she could really get into it with, since he too was quite passionate about it – at least when it pertained to his own style. ―I saw you on the cover of GQ last month,‖ Alice stated dancing on the balls of her feet in excitement. ―You must tell me all about it.‖ ―Of course,‖ Harry answered smiling back at her. ―They let me keep the clothes.‖ ―No way!‖ Alice exclaimed. ―You must show me everything!‖ Harry merely laughed as Jasper came forward for a quick hug. Emmett and Rosalie were next, and Harry wasn‘t lost to the tension between all of them. He understood of course. Harry had been gone for a really long time, with practically no explanation. Alice was very forgiving, as were Esme and Carlisle, but Harry knew that once they were home – or perhaps in the limo waiting a few feet away – he would surely get it. Once Emmett had released him without so much as a hello, Harry spotted them, and for a moment he felt anger that his family had even brought her along, but then he remembered that they didn‘t know – that they weren‘t going to know. In their minds, they were merely introducing the newest member to the family. So pasting on a curious smile Harry studied Isabella Swan. The first thought that popped into his head was that she was rather plain for someone as beautiful as Edward. From the way his family had spoken of her before Harry had been expecting some Brazilian model that also happened to have a degree in nuclear physics. Yet what he saw before him was nothing more than a high school teenage girl with still developing breasts – or at least he hoped that



 they were still developing – not that Harry was into breasts himself… perhaps Edward wasn‘t either then. ―Isabella Swan – Harry Potter,‖ Harry said, holding out his hand, despite feeling as if he were about to throw up. He couldn‘t even look at Edward. ―I know!‖ the girl blurted out, and then blushed in embarrassment. Oh god, Harry thought, not another fan girl. ―I – I mean, it‘s very nice to meet you,‖ she amended, shaking his hand calmly, and Harry had to fight the urge to not wipe his off on his pants after he let go of her clammy one. ―And you as well,‖ Harry replied, swallowing back the bile as Edward stepped forward to wrap an arm around her waist. He didn‘t even move forward to hug and greet Harry, so focused was he on the human girl, and Harry had to look away before he said something he would regret. ―God I need a fucking cigarette,‖ Harry breathed turning away from them and digging through his jacket pocket. He heard Esme gasp at his language, and Carlisle make a sound in the back of his throat, but neither of them moved to say anything. The last time they had seen him Harry had been so sweet and innocent – he was far from that now, and they would just have to get used to it. A hand reached out and stopped him before he could light the cigarette though. ―I‘m sorry, Mr. Potter but we need to leave the aircraft hangar before you can light that.‖ One of the security guards said. ―Well what the fuck are we waiting for? I‘m about to go fucking insane,‖ Harry stated walking toward the limo. He heard a squeak though and turned to see Isabella with her hand covering her mouth as she stared at him with wide eyes. ―What?‖ Harry asked his silent family as they too all looked at him strangely. ―Your language is rather vulgar son,‖ Carlisle answered with a small frown. ―I don‘t believe Bella is used to hearing such words.‖ Harry turned back to the human girl with a raised eyebrow. ―Please forgive me, Miss. Swan for hurting your delicate sensibilities – now can we please get the fuck out of here.‖ Harry smirked to himself in satisfaction as the girl gasped once again and continued on his way past her and Edward – who he was still having trouble looking at. ―Of course sir, they‘ve just finished loading your luggage now,‖ the limo driver answered as he opened the door for him to get in. ―I can‘t believe you ordered a limo to pick us up!‖ Alice exclaimed happily as she slid in beside him, with Esme perched on his other side.



 ―Yes, well you know how I hate to disappoint the fans,‖ Harry answered as he lifted himself up through the sunroof to sit. The large aircraft hangar doors began to open, and the limo drove out slowly as the screams and flashes erupted once again. Harry waved and smiled like he was supposed to do, but once they were out of the airport gates he fell back into the limo and slumped ungracefully against his seat with a tired sigh. ―Finally!‖ Harry exclaimed taking a deep drag of his cigarette. ―I thought you were quitting that nasty habit,‖ Esme said frowning in disapproval. ―Whoever told you that?‖ Harry asked taking another deep drag and letting it out in slow rings of smoke. ―It certainly wasn‘t you,‖ Harry heard Emmett mutter sarcastically, and looked at his largest brother, who for the first time in his life actually seemed to be angry with him. ―Emmett,‖ Carlisle stated warningly and with a huff, Emmett backed down. Outwardly, Harry shrugged it off and took another drag but in reality, he was hurt. Emmett had never been so cross with him before – none of his family had actually, but Harry guessed that this was for the best. Perhaps it was a good thing that they seemed to be growing apart. It would make room for their new human. ―Do you mind putting that out Harry?‖ he suddenly heard Edward ask him from across the limo. ―You‘re making Bella uncomfortable, and they say secondhand smoke is worse than if she were smoking the cancer stick herself – which Bella would never do.‖ Harry merely continued looking out the window, still unable to look at his mate when he was sitting so close to the girl with his fucking arm around her. Harry couldn‘t look at anyone for that matter, sure that they would see the flash of pain in his eyes at Edward‘s slight. The human girl obviously had Edward thinking she was some sort of saint sent down from heaven to save the souls of the damned. ―Us mortals all have to die some time, Edward… isn‘t that right Isabella?‖ Harry asked but he snubbed out the cigarette either way. There was a long, tense silence after that as everyone sat, lost in their own thoughts, which was unsurprisingly broken by Alice. ―What is this?‖ she asked catching Harry‘s attention as she pulled something out of his bag. ―It‘s a demo for one of my new songs,‖ Harry answered, thinking how ironic it was that she had just picked that one. ―Can we listen to it?‖ Alice asked already opening the case and locating the CD player. ―Go right ahead,‖ Harry answered turning back to look out the window so that he didn‘t have to see their faces when they heard the lyrics. As if things weren‘t bad



 enough, what with Rosalie tapping her foot and glaring a hole into the side of his head, it was about to get a whole hell of a lot worse. I'm tearing away Pieces are falling I can't seem to make them stay You run away Faster and faster, you can't seem to get away BREAK! Hope there's a reason For questions unanswered, I just don't see anything Yes, I'm inside you Tell me how does it feel to feel like this Just like I do I don't care about anyone else but me I don't care about anyone I don't care about anyone else but me I don't care about anyone Do I really want this? Sometimes I scare myself I just can't let it go Can you believe it? Everything happens for reasons I just don't know I don't care about anyone else but me I don't care about anyone I don't care about anyone else but me I don't care about anyone, or anything BUT ME! Goddamn I love me I don't care about anyone else but me I don't care about anyone I don't care about anyone else but me I don't care about anyone, or anything I don't care about anyone else but me I don't care about anyone Song: Tear Away, By: Drowning Pool



 Chapter Five Burning Bright When Harry finally stepped into his home after nearly two years, he felt a huge weight simply lift off his shoulders. He hadn‘t realized how much he had missed simply being home with his family until he was there again. They‘d moved around a lot when he was growing up, but no matter where they moved to, somehow it always felt like home. Maybe it was Carlisle‘s briefcase by the door, Emmett‘s massive entertainment center, Esme‘s fresh floral arrangements, Rosalie‘s strategically placed mirrors hanging all over the house, Jasper‘s worn, leather bound books lying around the living room and dining room, Alice‘s designer jacket draped over the kitchen chair and her pet lovebirds twittering over by the bay window, or maybe it was Edward‘s grand piano sitting in a corner of the room – whatever it was that made this home, Harry was glad to feel it once again. There was something distinctly different though – Harry could just feel it. Without a word to anyone, Harry walked up the stairs to his bedroom… or what used to be his bedroom. All of his stuff – his wall of CDs, his autographed guitars, his journals full of music, his plush white rug, his Italian white leather chaise lounge that had sat over by the wall to ceiling windows, his lavish afghan throws, his dark blue bed sheets and curtains, his fucking pictures of his friends and family – everything. It all seemed to have been moved out and replaced with purples and pinks, throw pillows, a fucking bed ruffle, and all other types of squashy, frilly, girly matter. His sleek modern haven had been turned into a teenage girl‘s fantasy. ―Right,‖ Harry said turning back around to see that his family had followed him up the stairs like some sort of funeral procession. ―Did you also happen to read somewhere that I had a sex change operation? I mean I know I‘m gay, but this is taking it a bit far don‘t you think? I like my manly bits just fine thanks, and I assure you they‘re all still intact,‖ he said, watching as Isabella blanched at the mention of him being gay – they must have forgotten to mention that. Harry simply sneered at her. ―Well, Bella‘s been staying with us a lot now, and she needed a place to sleep. Your room was the only one not being used and with a proper bed – you haven‘t been home in a long time so we thought...‖ His mother began to answer uncertainly, and Harry‘s annoyance and anger fled a bit as he gazed at her distressed face. Harry could tell that Esme was really worried about what his reaction would be. So, he calmed himself before he said anything hurtful – although it did nothing to



 stop his own hurt. Harry took a deep breath though and told himself to just let it go – just let it roll off of him. It couldn‘t hurt him unless he allowed it to, and his mother at least hadn‘t done it intentionally to hurt him. It also helped hearing that Bella wasn‘t sleeping in Edward‘s room, even though Harry had vowed to accept that Edward and the girl were together it didn‘t mean he couldn‘t feel a small bit of satisfaction. ―My stuff?‖ Harry asked instead, wanting to at least know that they hadn‘t gotten rid of it. ―In storage,‖ his father answered. ―We can get it out tomorrow if you want. I‘m sure Bella wouldn‘t mind moving–‖ ―It‘s alright, she can have it,‖ Harry cut in tersely. He was really tired from the flight and everything, and he just wanted to be alone. Besides, if Bella was staying in that room then that meant she wasn‘t staying with Edward, and anyway Harry wouldn‘t need his room once he was gone – the girl might as well keep it. ―My music room‘s still intact isn‘t it?‖ ―Of course,‖ Esme answered growing upset as Harry merely walked pass them without a word as his luggage floated behind him. She hadn‘t meant to hurt him – that was the last thing she wanted to do. But Esme had thought he wouldn‘t want to stay with them anymore. She‘d heard that he bought a flat in London. She honestly hadn‘t thought he would ever come back home to stay. ―Harry–‖ Carlisle began reaching out for his son in concern, but Harry had already walked passed him. () ―What did you expect?‖ Rosalie asked an hour later as she walked into his music studio without knocking. Harry had just finished transfiguring a blanket and pillow, and was lounging on the sofa pushed against the far wall. ―You‘ve been gone for two years without a word...‖ Harry had merely stared silently at Rosalie as she went on and on for over half an hour, until finally she‘d grown annoyed at his silence and left in a huff. Alice came in a while later, and though she had forgiven him she still had a few words to say. ―We were really worried about you – Esme got so depressed – we really missed you…‖ Emmett was the next to come and express his disappointment. ―I thought you cared about the family more than that. You know you really hurt everyone. We thought that you weren‘t coming back, that you decided not to be a part of the family anymore.‖ Jasper soon followed, and throughout it all, Harry simply remained lying there silently, staring up at the ceiling. ―I think we deserve an explanation. I can‘t read your emotions – god Harry do you even care that you‘ve hurt us? Carlisle and Esme have been so upset… Aren‘t you going to say anything? ‖



 Edward never showed up, which hurt Harry more than anything the others could have said to him, because it showed that Edward probably didn‘t care either way. Carlisle did though, and Harry merely laid there still staring up at the ceiling as his father stood in the doorway looking at him. ―Well?‖ Harry asked sarcastically after Carlisle was silent for too long. ―Aren‘t you going to have a go at me? Let me know how disappointed you and mom are.‖ Carlisle sighed and stepped further into the room. ―No, Harry, I‘m not.‖ That got Harry‘s attention and he actually looked at his father. ―I‘m not angry with you, Harry. I know there‘s a good reason for all of this, and I wish you would tell me, because I‘m worried for you. I‘m not going to force you though, you‘re my son and I love you, and when you‘re ready to talk I‘m here – I just wanted to make sure you remembered that.‖ Harry looked away from his father, unable to look at him any longer, and stared up at the ceiling blankly. He didn‘t speak, and a few moments later, he heard a sigh and then the door softly closing. () Around midnight, the family was sitting silently around the living room and dining room. Bella was still awake and sitting at the kitchen counter as Esme prepared some meat for tomorrow night‘s dinner. Bella was a vegetarian, but apparently, Harry‘s favorite food was steak and potatoes so she guessed she would just have to deal with it. She was sure Esme would make her a wonderful salad though. ―It doesn‘t seem like your brother likes me very much,‖ Bella said to Edward, who was sitting beside her. His reaction to her had confused her. Everyone in Forks liked her. Bella had become quite popular here, so she couldn‘t understand why Harry wouldn‘t either. In her opinion, he was the more unlikable one. He was spoiled and arrogant, and was well – a bit of a diva. ―He doesn‘t seem to like anyone at the moment,‖ Emmett stated, earning a sharp look from Esme. ―He‘s just not used to having another human in the house,‖ Edward answered taking her hand comfortingly. ―He‘s just being jealous, but he‘ll get over it, and once he gets to know you he‘ll adore you just as much as everyone else.‖ ―You read that from his mind?‖ Bella asked, curious about what else Edward might have seen. Bella had never met a celebrity before, so was excited about it, but Harry Potter was turning out to be nothing like she imagined. He was rude, vulgar, sarcastic, and quite unpleasant. His music wasn‘t so great anymore either in Bella‘s opinion. It was too depressing and self-obsessed – much like Harry himself actually. The song Alice had played in the limo was nothing like what was on Harry Potter‘s previous CDs.



 Not to mention he cussed like no one she had ever heard before, smoked without regard to anyone else around him, and was gay. She‘d never met a gay person before, and didn‘t know how to act around him now that she knew he was. In fact, it made Bella quite uncomfortable. She didn‘t understand how his family – how Edward could be so accepting of it, didn‘t they know that it was abnormal to like your own sex – but then again being vampires wasn‘t exactly normal either. Maybe it was okay with wizards… but that just proved that wizardry was a bad thing. Bella knew her logic was a bit screwed up. She could accept vampires as being good but not wizards – but Edward, Esme, and the others were different though, they were trying to be good and normal, therefore they had redeemed themselves in Bella‘s eyes, and when Bella finally became a vampire herself she too would follow their path. Harry Potter on the other hand was everything Bella had been taught was wrong, and she didn‘t think she could ever accept him as part of their family. ―Our powers don‘t work on him,‖ Edward answered her, bringing Bella out of her thoughts. ―What?‖ she asked in surprise and a bit of disappointment. Bella thought she was the only one that Edward couldn‘t read. She‘d thought that was something that made her special to him. ―Jasper‘s power works sometimes, usually when Harry is doing something with his music–‖ Edward answered, but was cut off as at that moment Jasper suddenly gasped, and sat up in his seat by the window where he had been lounging and reading a book. ―Like right now,‖ Jasper whispered, leaning forward to rest his elbows on his knees and his face in his hands, as he stared at the floor with a grim frown. Esme went over there and sat beside him, rubbing his back soothingly. ―What do you feel?‖ she asked softly, worry shinning in her eyes. Jasper took in a shaky breath to answer, but before he could, music erupted from the room Harry had disappeared into hours ago. ―How is he doing that?‖ Bella asked as she heard a guitar start up, then drums, and then other instruments. She knew that it wasn‘t a CD playing because of the way the instruments sounded and because it sounded like whoever was playing them was practicing, trying to find the right sound. Each instrument would play for a while, then be discarded for another, then just the guitar and drums would play, then something would be added or taken away. The sounds would change – volume going up and down on certain things… it was all very fascinating. ―With magic,‖ Edward answered her as the music continued. ―As long as Harry knows how to play each of the instruments himself, and can see the song how he



 wants it to be in his mind, he can use his magic to control everything while he sings. He can even add background voices.‖ The song played all the way through, with just the instruments working to find each of their own sounds. Bella listened in fascination as a real song was formed right before her. It was obvious that Harry was a genius at this. It was like being in the presence of a mastermind at work. She was actually hearing the birth of a song, formed from beginning to end. Bella actually felt a chill creep up her spine, and imagined she could feel the magic like electricity coming from the room. Then finally when the right sound was found, all the instruments started up at once and a song actually began playing, and this time lyrics were added. A completed song began pouring from the room as if it had been played a million times already. ―He‘s brilliant,‖ Edward suddenly stated, making Bella bristle at the awe she could hear in his voice and see on his face. ―There isn‘t a mind in the world I‘ve ever wanted to see into more than his,‖ he then said, and Bella felt a spike of jealously hit her hard. Edward had always spoken of Harry‘s musical talent with reverence, saying that from a young age Harry could play just about any instrument as soon as he laid his hands on it. Edward had confessed that Harry could play the piano better than him, which Bella had found hard to believe considering Edward had been playing for nearly a hundred years. Edward had mentioned that Harry had one of the most complex minds, and Bella had assumed that was because Edward could read it and knew. Now she realized that it was because the wizard could practically compose an entire song in his head in just a few hours and be able to play it like he‘d been playing it for years. It seemed impossible that anything like that could be possible, but there it was. () I feel like there is no need for conversation Some questions are better left without a reason And I would rather reveal myself than my situation Now and then I consider, my hesitation The more the light shines through me I pretend to close my eyes The more the dark consumes me I pretend I'm burning… burning bright I wonder if the things I did were just to be different To spare myself of the constant shame of my existence And I would surely redeem myself in my desperation Here and now I'll express, my situation



 The more the light shines through me I pretend to close my eyes The more the dark consumes me I pretend I'm burning bright The more the light shines through me I pretend to close my eyes The more the dark consumes me I pretend I'm burning bright There's nothing ever wrong But nothing's ever right Such a cruel contradiction I know I cross the lines Its not easy to define I was born to indecision There's always something new Some path I'm supposed to choose With no particular rhyme or reason The more the light shines through me I pretend to close my eyes The more the dark consumes me I pretend I'm burning bright The more the light shines through me I pretend to close my eyes The more the dark consumes me I pretend I'm burning bright I feel like there is no need for conversation () After the song ended, there was complete silence for a few moments, before Jasper rubbed his face and sat back up with a small sigh. ―Jasper?‖ Carlisle asked, worry evident in his voice and eyes. ―Sad… he‘s really sad… and lonely,‖ the empath answered, rubbing his chest as if to relieve an ache there. Esme made a soft whimpering sound and clutched Jasper tighter, resting her head on his shoulder, but other than that no one moved. ―You think we were too hard on him?‖ Emmett asked looking ashamed of himself. ―We gave him a chance to explain himself–‖ Rosalie began crossing her arms stubbornly, but she was silenced as Carlisle gave her a sharp look. ―Harry will talk when he‘s ready,‖ their father stated firmly.



 ―We better hope it‘s soon then,‖ Jasper said drawing their attention back to him. He was still rubbing at his chest. ―It‘s not healthy to keep that much bottled up. It felt like – like my heart was breaking… like I‘d lost Alice.‖ Everyone stared at each other in varying states of alarm. ―His mate,‖ Esme finally breathed as the thought suddenly hit her. ―He‘s a very powerful wizard, and that lady said – he should have a mate shouldn‘t he?‖ ―Yes he should,‖ Carlisle agreed eyes lighting up in realization. ―Then where is he?‖ Alice asked, but they already knew the answer… he wasn‘t with Harry.



Song: Burning Bright By: Shinedown



 Chapter Six Epiphany Harry walked into the kitchen late the next morning still half asleep in nothing but a pair of thin pajama pants. Ignoring the silence and tension that followed him he walked over to the refrigerator and grabbed the carton of milk inside. Without regards to the other human in the house, Harry began drinking directly from the carton – only to spit it out seconds later. ―What the fuck is this!‖ he exclaimed, face scrunched up in disgust as he looked at what he thought was a regular milk carton. Harry heard laughter from a few feet away and looked over to see Emmett clutching his stomach in mirth, and despite the tension in the house, it lightened Harry‘s heart to hear that. ―It‘s soy milk dear,‖ Esme answered him with a smile of amusement also. ―Soy milk?‖ Harry asked incredulously as he waved his hand to clean up the mess. He heard a gasp and glanced over to see Isabella sitting at the dining room table with Edward watching Harry do magic with wide eyes as she ate what looked like fruit and toast. ―You‘re a fucking vegetarian?‖ he asked in disbelief as it suddenly clicked. Then suddenly Harry couldn‘t stop himself, not that he tried all that hard, and he burst into laughter. Bella blushed in a mixture of anger and embarrassment, causing Jasper to cover his mouth and Alice‘s grip to tighten on his arm. ―What‘s wrong with being a vegetarian?‖ Bella asked indignantly. ―I happen to think everything has a soul – and blood makes me woozy.‖ Harry couldn‘t help it and he doubled over laughing harder than he had in a long time at the flustered girl‘s expense. It was hard for Carlisle, Esme, and the others not to smile as well at hearing Harry‘s laughter. The only two who were not smiling were Edward and Bella, and the only reason Edward wasn‘t was because Bella was upset.



 ―I don‘t see what‘s so funny!‖ Bella suddenly snapped, crossing her arms over her chest and pouting angrily. She didn‘t like being laughed at. ―You want to become a vampire don‘t you?‖ Harry asked, because that‘s what he assumed they had planned for her. ―You‘ve got to be the worst candidate to become one! What do you think you‘ll be eating? What do you think you‘ll be killing? How do you expect to eat if you‘re just going to pass out at the sight of blood?‖ Bella flushed even darker in embarrassment. She obviously hadn‘t stopped long enough to actually think about that part of it yet. ―Edward said that it shouldn‘t matter once I‘m turned–‖ ―You keep your strongest traits when you are turned, who‘s to say that won‘t be one of them,‖ Harry replied with a shrug of his shoulders. ―I mean it‘s something to consider before taking the plunge so to speak, along with the fact that you‘re going to be hurting your father and mother. They‘ll think you‘re dead you know. There‘s no going back once it‘s done, or do you even care that you‘re abandoning a family that loves you.‖ ―What – like you did?‖ Edward suddenly snapped glaring at Harry as Bella flinched at his harsh words, but it was the truth. ―Just because you‘re angry about your mate abandoning you doesn‘t mean you can take it out on mine!‖ ―Edward!‖ Esme suddenly exclaimed in shock. Harry wondered if he looked like he‘d just been slapped in the face because that‘s certainly what it felt like. He let out a breath that he hadn‘t realized had been caught in his throat and gave his head a small shake. He really couldn‘t even come up with anything to say, and was too stunned to really move at all. Edward‘s mouth was hanging open, eyes wide in shock, as he moved to stand on his feet, even pushing Bella off of him. ―Harry I didn‘t mean – that came out – Harry I‘m sorry I–‖ Harry gave a strangled chuckle that could have almost been mistaken for a dry sob, and he couldn‘t even bring himself to look at anyone. ―Well are we really surprised,‖ he was finally able to snarl sarcastically. ―As if none of you could see it coming.‖ ―Harry,‖ Carlisle sighed stepping forward to place a hand on his son‘s shoulder. Harry‘s biological parents had died when he was a baby, he‘d been abused and abandoned by his mother‘s relatives at the age of seven, his godfather hadn‘t been able to take him in because his mate was a werewolf, then the orphanage he‘d gone to hadn‘t been the best place in the world… Harry was used to being abandoned – he expected it. The only reason Carlisle had been able to take Harry in was because, with the help of Albus Dumbledore, no one actually knew that the Cullens were vampires. It was the reason they hadn‘t been able to stay in England anymore or even visit the Wi-



 zarding World. They couldn‘t risk someone finding out and taking Harry away from them. It had been a fear that had stayed with them from the beginning. If the Wizarding World ever figured out that it was vampires raising their savior, there was no telling what kind of hell would break loose. ―How did you find out?‖ Harry asked pulling away, as was his habit when he became insecure. ―We heard the last radio interview you did – Harry what happened?‖ Carlisle asked with a heavy frown, wanting to know who this person was that had rejected his son and had obviously hurt him very badly. Harry merely shrugged as if it didn‘t matter, but the fact that he couldn‘t bring himself to look at any of them was very telling. ―He doesn‘t want me – what does it matter?‖ ―But he‘s your mate,‖ Esme said looking for all the world as if she were about to cry. ―Doesn‘t matter,‖ Harry answered walking away from them and over to the couch where he had left his jacket last night. ―But–‖ Esme began to protest. ―Really it shouldn‘t come as such a surprise. I‘m fucking hopeless,‖ Harry cut in and they could see that his hands were shaking slightly as he pulled out a pack of cigarettes. ―Harry, you know that‘s not true!‖ Esme objected immediately. With a wave of his hand, Harry cast a charm that would keep the air fresh before pulling out his lighter. ―It‘s pretty obvious if you look at the statistics – I mean, I go through families like Rosalie goes through nail files.‖ ―Harry don‘t say–‖ Carlisle tried, but Harry simply cut him off as well. ―I mean, God, what the hell was I thinking – you know?‖ Harry continued with a forced laugh as he put the cigarette in his mouth and attempted to light it. ―I was such a naïve little shit! I was actually happy when I found out who it was – can you believe it?‖ he asked shaking the lighter as it refused to light, and looking up at them with a disconcerting look in his eyes and on his face. ―I actually thought, Wow this could be great! It could work.‖ Harry continued, removing the still unlit cigarette from his mouth for a moment. ―It was so easy to fall in love with him. I‘d loved him for so long already. I just never knew that it could be that type of love, but thinking about it – I knew everything about him. We‘d clicked from the start – had so much in common already, and I thought – I actually thought that he could love me too –God, I was such a fucking idiot!‖



 ―Was it a friend of yours, Harry – from school?‖ Alice asked uncertainly she wanted to approach him, but she didn‘t know how. Carlisle and Edward had always been the only two who could get to Harry when he was like this. ―Doesn‘t matter anymore,‖ Harry answered shaking his head. ―Harry, I‘m sure we could talk some sense into him,‖ Emmett offered completely serious, but Harry merely laughed at his much larger brother‘s suggestion. ―Thanks, but no thanks, Em.‖ ―But I‘m sure if we just talk to this young man – he must know that he‘s your mate–‖ Esme tried again, but Harry‘d had enough. ―Look!‖ Harry finally shouted silencing them all. ―Just because he happens to be my match doesn‘t mean he has to be with me. He has a choice, and he‘s made it! He‘s in love with someone else. He‘s not even fucking gay. So could you please all just drop it?‖ Harry clicked his lighter a few more times rapidly, growing frustrated as it simply refused to light. ―FUCK!‖ he shouted, throwing the thing across the room in anger. Harry grabbed his jacket, transfigured his pajama pants into real pants, and made his way for the door. ―Harry, wait! Where are you going?‖ Esme called running toward him, but Harry simply grabbed the door and yanked it open. ―Out,‖ was all he said before the door slammed closed, and moments later they heard Harry‘s silver Aston Martin DBS tearing out of the driveway. Carlisle sighed running a hand over his face. ―Emmett, Jasper, follow him,‖ he asked, and without hesitation the two brothers nodded and left. The last thing they needed was for Harry to get into a wreck, and with his emotions as they were and his track record with speeding tickets and reckless driving they had reason to be worried. ―Carlisle what should we do?‖ Esme asked her husband worriedly. ―What happens if he doesn‘t have his mate?‖ ―I don‘t know, but I‘ll do some research,‖ Carlisle answered with a heavy feeling settling on his heart. He knew that whatever it was couldn‘t be good. () It wasn‘t until long after midnight that Japer and Emmett came home, and in Emmett‘s arms was Harry. Esme was over there in seconds. ―What happened to him?‖ she asked in alarm although it was obvious. Harry smelled strongly of alcohol.



 ―He went to a bar in Port Angeles, and he passed out in the car on the way home.‖ Jasper answered opening the door to the studio so that Emmett could carry Harry inside and settle him on the couch-bed he‘d transfigured. Carlisle came in not far behind them to check Harry over. ―Someone should stay in here with him in case he gets sick,‖ he murmured tilting Harry‘s head to the side to get a good look at him and check his pulse. ―Or we should move him into the living room, but the sun would probably be too bright in there with all the windows.‖ ―I‘ll stay with him, you and mom can go hunt,‖ Edward offered stepping into the room. ―It‘s my fault he ran off in the first place. I shouldn‘t have said what I did.‖ ―No you shouldn‘t have,‖ Carlisle reprimanded, making Edward‘s guilt double, ―but you did manage to get more information out of him than we would have been able to get otherwise,‖ he then said offering Edward a bit of comfort. ―We should be back in a few hours. If something happens then call me immediately.‖ Carlisle and the others left to go hunt and Edward moved further into the room. He really did feel horrible about what he had said, in fact, he felt pretty shitty about the way he had treated Harry since he‘d come home. When Harry had left though, with barely a word to him all that summer, Edward had been hurt – possibly even more than Esme and Carlisle had been. Everyone had always had someone though – Emmett and Rosalie, Alice and Jasper, Esme and Carlisle. Then when Harry had come along at the tender age of seven he‘d immediately attached himself to Edward, and for the first time in his life Edward had someone all to himself. Of course, Harry had spent time with everyone, and loved each of them the same, but Harry had turned into not only Edward‘s little brother, but his best friend also. Edward was the one who had introduced Harry to music, taught him to play the piano, and watched as Harry‘s talent blossomed into something incredible. Edward was the one who carted Harry around on his shoulders everywhere the family went, because Harry wasn‘t fast enough to keep up with them. Edward was the one Harry would go to when a storm was brewing outside and he couldn‘t sleep. Edward was the one who tutored Harry in math when he was afraid he‘d fail the fourth grade end of year exam. Edward was the one Harry‘s letters were always addressed to when a school owl would swoop in through the window, and Edward was always the one Harry had loved most. Something had changed two years ago though, and they hadn‘t been able to understand why. Harry left the summer before his sixth year without so much as a goodbye to Edward or anyone else really. He didn‘t write to them for nearly two months after that before Esme finally wrote to the Headmaster when their letters kept coming back unopened. The Headmaster had informed them that everything seemed like it was fine with Harry, but that he would have a talk with him. Harry had written to them a few days later with a brief note saying that everything was fine.



 Then for the past two years, once or sometimes twice a month, Harry would write to them saying that everything was still fine, and from then on out his letters had always been addressed to the entire family. Edward had written to him, asking what was wrong – knowing that something had to be, but he never got a reply. He‘d seen Esme writing as well. She‘d sent off a letter at least every two or three days, but no replies ever came – just that same brief letter every month. The whole family had wanted to go to England, and had even planned a trip to see Harry, but the Headmaster had warned them against it. If they were found out, the family would be in danger, and Harry would be taken from them indefinitely – if he hadn‘t decided to separate himself from them already. It had broken Esme‘s heart, and Carlisle hadn‘t been much better. Harry had been the only one of their children that they had actually raised from a small child and got to see grow – even Rosalie had been depressed for a while. Then the anger had set in – at least on Rosalie, Jasper, Emmett, and Edward‘s part. Alice could never really stay angry with anyone, and Esme and Carlisle were too worried to be angry. Edward had been hurt, but also angry. He hadn‘t been able to understand why Harry would want to leave them. They loved Harry dearly, and had admittedly spoiled him rotten. Harry was the baby of the family. He‘d had them all wrapped around his little finger from the start – Edward probably more than any of them, and it had hurt Edward when he‘d just disappeared without a reason. Then to have Harry come back, so grown up and independent of them, and having been stolen of the opportunity to watch Harry grow into the man he was, had only driven the stake in deeper so to speak. It had been fascinating for them to watch this child grow, to be able to raise a child into adulthood, and then just when they were about to see Harry reach his peak, the opportunity was stolen from them, and now hear he was, all grown up, and Edward didn‘t quite know how to approach him anymore. Edward walked over to where they had laid Harry and looked down at his youngest brother. He‘d grown into a very attractive man – Edward would go as far as to describe him as beautiful – if he knew Harry wouldn‘t curse his manly parts off for it. Edward reached forward and moved a few strands of hair out of Harry‘s face. His favorite part of Harry had always been his hair – so wild and untamed – much like the human himself. When Harry had been younger, he‘d have nightmares all the time of a flashing green light and cold laughter. Harry would run to Edward‘s room or wherever Edward happened to be in the house and would curl up beside him as Edward ran his fingers through Harry‘s hair until the child fell asleep again. Harry had always run to Edward whenever he was scared, which was what had hurt Edward so much when Harry suddenly didn‘t need him anymore. Edward sighed and kissed Harry‘s forehead lightly – Harry didn‘t even stir he was so out of it.



 Perhaps, Edward realized, he hadn‘t been the best company that summer, what with his new relationship with Bella and all. Even now, he realized he was ignoring Harry in favor of her, but when she was around the pull to be near her was so strong it was hard for him to ignore. It wasn‘t just Bella that was keeping him away though, Edward was still hurt by Harry leaving, but he vowed then and there to stop ignoring him. The look on Harry‘s face after he‘d said what he had in the dining room – as if Edward had just slapped him, it had finally made Edward realize how much pain Harry was in – pain that he was only adding to. ―I‘m so sorry, Harry,‖ he whispered, resting his forehead against the bed. Edward couldn‘t believe he‘d hurt Harry like that. How far had their relationship fallen that Edward would say something so hurtful to his brother, his brother who had known nothing but abandonment and heartbreak his entire life. Even if Harry had been embarrassing Bella, Edward still had no right to throw that back in his face. It seemed so unfair that fate would do this to someone as wonderful as Harry. Harry was simply amazing – the most amazing person Edward had ever met, and he would give anything to see that Harry was happy again – but he couldn‘t. There was absolutely nothing Edward could do but sit back and watch Harry fall apart, and that thought was killing him. Harry deserved so much more than what this life had given him. It was so unfair that Harry should be the one left alone. Whoever this mate was – they didn‘t have a clue what they were giving up. Anyone would be lucky to have someone like Harry. Edward sighed heavily and lifted his head up off of the couch-bed to look around the studio. It had been a while since he‘d been in here. He used to sit in here all the time and watch Harry record. It had amazed him every single time. Edward would have given almost anything to get to be able to see inside Harry‘s mind in those moments. Edward walked over to Harry‘s CD player and looked inside. There was a demo tape in there, and checking to make sure that the volume was low enough so Harry couldn‘t hear he pressed play. As the song washed over him Edward sank down to the floor, closed his eyes, and let his head fall back against the wall behind him. Harry‘s music had always captivated him. () Your words to me just a whisper Your face is so unclear I try to pay attention Your words just disappear Cause it‟s always raining in my head Forget all the things I should have said So I speak to you in riddles Cause my words get in my way.



 I smoke the whole thing to my head And feel it wash away Cause I can‟t take anymore of this, I want to come apart, Or dig myself a little hole Inside your precious heart Cause it‟s always raining in my head Forget all the things I should have said I am nothing more than A little boy inside That cries out for attention, Yet I always try to hide Cause I talk to you like children, Though I don‟t know how I feel But I know I‟ll do the right thing If the right thing is revealed Cause it‟s always raining in my head Forget all the things I should have said



Song: Epiphany By: Staind



 Chapter Seven Already Over Carlisle read over the letter he‘d received from the Headmaster just moments ago and sat down heavily. He‘d written to Dumbledore only moments after Harry had left and now the Headmaster would be coming over in a few days to speak with them in person about Harry‘s mate – which only proved to Carlisle that it could be nothing good. The only time Albus ever came to see them was when he had bad news – like the year Harry was attacked by a group of rouge Death Eaters, the day Harry fell off his broom during a Quidditch match and fractured his skull, the night Harry managed to get himself lost in the forbidden forest. Also, that time a group of Gryffindor boys attacked Harry because he‘d been sorted into Slytherin, which was supposedly the house the Dark Lord who had murdered Harry‘s parents came from. It hadn‘t been easy for Harry his first year at school. He was sorted into Slytherin house, and while Harry had loved the idea considering his fondness for snakes, he had soon found out that it wasn‘t what was expected of him from his fellow wizards. Carlisle had read the papers demanding that their savior be re-sorted, or spreading rumors that he was going dark. The Headmaster had been able to protect Harry from most of the media backlash, but he hadn‘t been able to shield Harry from his peers shunning him or lashing out. Harry had tried to hide what he was feeling from them, but his letters sent to Edward every day, sometimes multiple times a day, told them exactly how lonely the poor eleven-year-old was, even though he did try to sound happy in them. By Christmas Harry had gotten so homesick the Headmaster had sent him back a week before break even started. Harry had cried those first few nights being home, so heartbroken that no one in his world seemed to like him.



 Carlisle hadn‘t wanted to send Harry back, but Dumbledore had insisted that it would only be worse, and would raise a lot of unwanted questions if Harry didn‘t go back. Besides, by the end of the break, Harry‘s love of magic had won out and he was willing to go back and try again. Things seemed to get better after that. Harry made a few acquaintances, but never any real friends, and he spent most of his time studying. Harry became so good at potions that the Potions Master visited Carlisle personally to ask if he could apprentice him. Carlisle had been reluctant at first, considering the man seemed so cold and stern, but looking over his shoulder and seeing Harry‘s big green eyes silently pleading with him Carlisle had had no choice but to allow it. A few months later Carlisle received the same request in a letter from Harry‘s Defense Against the Dark Arts teacher, and that‘s when Carlisle began to understand exactly how powerful his son was. When Harry would come home for holidays or summer vacation it was easy to see that the boy spent most of his time around adults. He‘d always been mature for his age, but he never spoke of anyone his own age, only Severus, Poppy, Albus, and his defense teacher Tonks. It was Tonks who began to take notice of Harry‘s musical talent, something the Cullens had know about for years, but it was this pink haired lady who had visited Carlisle to speak about Harry actually making music. Once again Carlisle had been reluctant, knowing that it would expose Harry even more to the world, but again he was overruled by the then thirteen-yearold‘s big green eyes pleading with him behind his teacher‘s back. By the time Harry was fourteen he‘d released his first CD and almost overnight Harry Potter‘s fame had spread into the Muggle World. His second and third CDs had barely hit the shelves before they were snatched up, and surprisingly what seemed to add to Harry‘s fame was the fact that he was so reclusive. He didn‘t travel the world doing tours, he didn‘t give interviews very often, and rarely did a magazine shoot. The mystique surrounding Harry Potter only seemed to make them want him even more. Despite all the fame and attention Harry received, he never once slipped in his grades. He had the top grades of his year, and by the time he graduated had he‘d finished both of his apprenticeships – something that had never been done before by someone so young. On top of doing music, his apprenticeships, and his regular Wizarding schooling, Harry was on the Quidditch team, and each summer he came home, he studied with Edward and Esme to get his high school diploma. Needless to say, Harry had had very little time for making friends. Carlisle remembered him mentioning one boy a few times during his fifth year though, a Draco Malfoy and fellow Slytherin classmate, but Carlisle didn‘t know what had become of that relationship since Harry had stopped telling them those sort of things in his sixth year. Perhaps this boy was Harry‘s mate then. It was the only possibility Carlisle could think of, but then again why would that have kept Harry from coming home?



 Could it be someone here in Forks – but Harry wasn‘t close to anyone here in Forks except for them, and he claimed to have loved this person before, but in a different way. So that meant it could either be a friend or – oh God. Carlisle had to sit down as his legs threatened to give out on him. He stared blankly at the wall in front of him letting the possibility sink in. It could possibly be one of them… it could be him for all he knew. Harry had said he, so it was definitely a male, he‘d said that this person wasn‘t gay, and he‘d said they had a lot in common, but that didn‘t really help considering Harry had something in common with each of them. He shared Jasper‘s intense love of learning, Emmett‘s humor, Edward‘s passion, and Carlisle‘s compassion – although as of lately it didn‘t seem so – but Carlisle understood now that it was just a mask to hide the pain he was in. Carlisle knew that Harry would never say who his mate was if it was one of them. He would die before he broke any of them up – which sort of ruled out Edward. If it was Edward Harry probably would have said something considering he didn‘t know Bella, but Harry knew Alice, Rosalie, and Esme. He loved them; they were his family. Therefore, Harry would never want to break them apart. Then again, Harry would also never want to force any of them to be with him, which now that Carlisle thought about it only proved Harry‘s compassionate nature. Carlisle put his face in his hands, and tried to think. This was going to get complicated, and ugly, and somebody‘s heart was going to get broken, but hopefully there was a way it could work out. He would just need to wait for Albus to get here so that they could find out what happens to Harry without his mate – but as he heard another song beginning to play from Harry‘s studio, where Edward was still sitting with his unconscious brother, Carlisle thought that he already knew his answer. It was a haunting song, laced with heartbreak, desperation, and sorrow, and Carlisle thought he recognized the piano melody as one of Edward‘s. You never go You're always here Beneath my skin I cannot run away Fading slowly Give it all to you Reaching as I fall It's already over Already over now My best defense Running to you I can't resist Take all you want from me Breaking slowly



 Give it all to you Reaching as I fall It's already over now Loving you again It's already over Already over now You're what I reach for when I fall It's already over You're what I reach for when I fall It's already over now



Song: Already Over Pt 2 By: Red



 Chapter Eight Fight for All the Wrong Reasons Edward was so absorbed in the music he was listening to that he was startled when he suddenly heard a groan from the bed next to him. He was on his feet immediately and leaning over Harry, whose face was scrunched in pain. ―Oh, not good,‖ Harry murmured trying to open his eyes, and barely able to crack them open despite it being dark in the room. ―Is there anything I can get you?‖ Edward whispered not knowing what to do to help. He‘d never had a hangover himself, as a human he hadn‘t had much experience with alcohol, and as a vampire he couldn‘t drink the stuff. ―If you could just knock me back unconscious that would be great,‖ Harry stated, causing Edward to chuckle. Then there was a long sigh from Harry, as he simply laid there in the cool darkness with his eyes closed, then in a strained voice he asked, ―What are you doing in here Edward, shouldn‘t you be with your girlfriend? I‘m surprised you were able to leave her sight, and I‘d rather her not come barging in here thinking I‘m molesting you.‖ ―She likes to sleep in on Saturdays,‖ Edward answered waving off Harry‘s insults. ―You know you‘d like her if you actually got to know her.‖ ―Why because everyone likes her – I‘m sorry Edward, but I‘m gay remember?‖ Harry stated squinting his eyes open and pushing himself up into a sitting position. ―What‘s that got to do with–‖ ―It‘s a little hard to be friends with a homophobe,‖ Harry cut in, feeling a small bit of satisfaction at hearing Edward‘s mouth snap shut.



 ―Bella‘s not–‖ ―Oh yes I forgot, innocent Isabella is perfection personified,‖ Harry snorted attempting to stand to his feet only to sway dangerously and clutch his head with a groan of pain. Edward grabbed Harry quickly to steady him, but Harry jerked away as if he had been burned. ―Don‘t touch me!‖ he hissed sharply, causing Edward to take a step back in shock at the venom in Harry‘s voice. Edward stood there for a moment, watching silently, as his younger brother fumbled around the room, cursing fluently while he searched for something in one of his bags. He pulled out a nasty green looking potion and without a second‘s thought downed it, and sighed in relief once it was consumed. Edward thought that it must have tasted horrible himself, but Harry was acting as if it were the sweetest blood – uhh honey – in the world. ―What was that?‖ Edward asked cautiously, wondering if Harry was going to snap at him again. ―Hangover Potion,‖ Harry answered as if it were nothing. ―You carry a supply of it?‖ Edward asked in surprise – not meaning for it to be taken condescendingly, but he realized with Harry that he had to be careful. ―I‘m sorry if I disappoint you Edward, but not everyone can be as perfect as your precious Bella – not that I‘d want to be. She must be fucking boring,‖ Harry replied disdainfully. Once again, Edward bit his tongue and let the insults roll off of him. He really didn‘t want to mess up his relationship with Harry more than he already had. ―I wanted to apologize for what I said to you yesterday, and for the way I‘ve been acting. I‘ve been ignoring you and I‘m sorry that I hurt you, but you hurt me too you know. I‘ve really missed you.‖ Harry paused for a long moment and remained kneeling where he was with his back to Edward. ―Get out,‖ came the sudden whisper, but Edward heard it as if it had been yelled into his ear. ―But Harry, I–‖ Edward began stepping forward, not understanding why Harry was suddenly so tense with him. ―Go back to your fucking girlfriend Edward, and leave me alone!‖ Harry snapped still not turning to look at him. Edward opened his mouth to say something, but then just closed it again with a sigh. He would just have to give Harry some time, and work his way back in, but Edward wasn‘t about to give up – something told him that he couldn‘t. ()



 About an hour after Edward came out of Harry‘s room they heard Harry‘s phone go off, and a few minutes later Harry walked out talking to someone as he made his way into the kitchen grabbing a bottle of juice and an apple out of the refrigerator, while acting as if there was no one else in the room. Carlisle now understood though – it was easier for Harry this way. ―I said no!‖ Harry snapped to whoever was on the other line. ―But Mr. Potter, this is their annual Most Eligible Bachelors edition,‖ a desperate voice tried to convince him, but Harry wasn‘t having any of it. ―I‘m not doing it!‖ he growled again sounding very much like the vampires he‘d been raised with. ―Please Mr. Potter! It‘s a cover shot and you‘ve been requested to be shot specifically with Mr. Ma–‖ ―I said no, David.‖ Harry sighed in annoyance looking up at the ceiling, and Carlisle recognized David as one of Harry‘s publicists. ―Give me that bloody contraption – let me talk to him!‖ another British voice suddenly snapped on the other line, and they saw Harry‘s eyes widen in surprise before softening into affection and amusement. There was some fumbling with the phone and then the more muffled voice snarled, ―Potter you listen here–‖ Harry sighed and rolled his eyes in an amused long-suffering sort of way. ―Draco, love, you‘re holding the phone upside down – you‘re supposed to talk into the other end.‖ There was more fumbling with the phone, a few choice curse words, and a ―Here like this Mr. Malfoy,‖ before the voice was back – much clearer this time and much more annoyed. ―Potter, now you listen here! You‘re going to get your firm... hot, really, really nice– " "Draco, dear, get your mind back on track," Harry steered helpfully. "Right, Potter you get your fucking arse into some leather pants – the black ones preferably with the silver snakes, because you know I look better in white – and you‘re going to do this fucking photo shoot with me and I don‘t want to hear another bloody word about it!‖ the voice, assumingly Draco‘s, demanded arrogantly. The family held their breath awaiting Harry‘s inevitable blow up, but to their surprise, Harry simply rolled his eyes with an amused chuckle. ―Fine love, I‘ll do it. Don‘t get your knickers all in a twist… yet,‖ Harry answered with a devilish smirk. There was a snort from the young man on the other end before he came back with, ―You know as well as I do that I don‘t wear any.‖ Carlisle heard Emmett choke on



 a surprised laugh, as Esme and Alice both gasped beside him, and Carlisle knew that if he could have then he would have blushed himself. ―Hmmm…‖ Harry hummed in agreement; he was still ignoring that there was anyone else in the room. ―My memory seems a little vague now.‖ ―Pffft… yeah right, Potter,‖ the voice protested. ―You know as well as I that I‘m the best you‘ve ever had.‖ ―Conceited much?‖ Harry drawled, but there was a genuine smile on his face – one they hadn‘t seen since his return. ―When you‘re as hot as I am Potter, you‘re allowed to be – you should be so lucky,‖ the boy replied arrogantly. ―I was remember – multiple times,‖ Harry answered with a smirk. ―Merlin only knows what you‘ve had to settle with since then,‖ Draco replied completely serious. ―It must be horrible.‖ ―Of course, love,‖ Harry agreed trying not to laugh and offend Draco, but it was rather hard. He could never really tell when the blond was playing a part on purpose or being completely serious. It amused Harry to no end, and reminded him a lot of Rosalie, which Harry guessed was what had endeared Draco to him in the first place. ―Where‘s this photo shoot at then?‖ ―Well they want it done in one of our bedrooms, as is the theme of the shoot, but mine is being renovated at the moment–‖ ―You renovated it last summer!‖ Harry exclaimed in surprise. ―Potter, marble floors are so out of style, but of course you wouldn‘t know that,‖ Draco replied condescendingly. ―Whatever Draco,‖ Harry said, but it was said with a patient affection that had Carlisle wondering if perhaps the boy could be his son‘s mate after all. ―Is my music studio okay? It‘s kind of doubling as my room right now.‖ ―Hmm… yeah I like it – in fact, that‘s kind of hot, and your rabid fan girls will love it,‖ Draco answered after a moment‘s thought. ―We‘ll be arriving tomorrow afternoon at the airport there, pick me up in the car I bought you for your birthday.‖ ―The Aston Martin?‖ Harry questioned wondering if Draco even remembered what kind of car it was. ―That‘s the silver one right… I look good in it – it matches my eyes,‖ was the narcissistic blond‘s answer, and it only made Harry love him even more. Only Draco would buy a car for someone because



 he looked good in it, and pick the color because it matched his eyes. ―Okay love, I‘ll be there then,‖ Harry replied with an affectionate smile. ―And you‘d better not be late Potter, or I‘ll hex you into next week. Merlin only knows what type of germs I‘ll catch standing around with a bunch of commoners and Muggle ones no less!‖ Draco exclaimed. ―Why in the bloody world you wanted to go back to some godforsaken bland Muggle town is beyond me, and you had better wear something nice – the press will be there and I can‘t be seen with someone ugly.‖ Harry chuckled. ―I love you too, dear.‖ There was a haughty huff on the other line at that, ―Don‘t go getting all Hufflepuff on me Potter, or I swear I‘ll never let you see me naked again,‖ was the boy‘s reply before he hung up, with Harry‘s laughter ringing through the air. Once Harry had hung up the phone Esme reached out cautiously. ―Who was that Harry? Is he your–‖ ―Who Draco?‖ Harry asked incredulously. ―Merlin no.‖ He laughed as if it were the most absurd thought in the world. ―Draco and I can‘t stand each other for more than a day at a time, and most of that time isn‘t spent talking.‖ Harry seemed to enjoy shocking them into silence as he simply walked straight back into his studio after that statement. A few hours later, a very revealing song drifted out to them, causing even more shock and questions to form in their already rampant running minds. Who exactly was this Draco person, and what exactly was his relationship to Harry if they weren‘t mates? Whoever he was, he seemed to have put Harry in a far better mood. Well I wanted you I wanted no one else I thought it through I got you to myself You got off Every time you got on to me I got caught up In favorable slavery Was it wrong? Was it wrong? I guess it wasn‟t really right I guess it wasn‟t meant to be It didn‟t matter what they said „Cause we were good in bed I guess I stuck around so I could watch us fight For all the wrong reasons No, it didn‟t matter what I tried It‟s just a little hard to leave When you‟re going down on me I guess I stuck around so I could watch us fight



 For all the wrong reasons Well you know my friends Well they know your enemies And I‟d pretend Not to hear what they said to me „Cause I got off Every time you got on to me Was it wrong To go along with insanity? Was it wrong? Was it wrong? I guess it wasn‟t really right I guess it wasn‟t meant to be It didn‟t matter what they said „Cause we were good in bed I guess I stuck around so I could watch us fight For all the wrong reasons No, it didn‟t matter what I tried It‟s just a little hard to leave When you‟re going down on me I guess I stuck around so I could watch us fight For all the wrong reasons



Song: Fight for All the Wrong Reasons By: Nickelback



 Cacophobia: the fear of ugliness; the fear of people who are ugly or wrong in some way.



Chapter Nine Let Go Draco knew that Harry‘s family was vampires, knew that they were all beautiful, so the first thing that Draco Malfoy did when he walked into Harry‘s home was take one look at each of them and go straight to Bella to hand the girl his coat and bag. ―Put those wherever Potter is sleeping,‖ he commanded not even giving her a second glance. Harry had to quickly cover his mouth to keep from laughing aloud, but he did move forward to grab Draco‘s things from the embarrassed girl, not for her sake, but for the sake of Draco‘s belongings. ―Draco, we don‘t have servants here,‖ Harry informed him causing Draco to look at him incredulously. ―No servants!‖ the spoiled blond exclaimed. ―How do you expect me to survive in a Muggle household, Potter?‖ Harry snorted and rolled his eyes. ―Stop being such a drama princess. You know I‘ll take care of you.‖



 Draco eyed Harry for a moment before nodding his head. ―Of course you will. Who else is going to give you the best blow–‖ ―Draco!‖ Harry shouted before the blond could finish that statement, but he knew his family members had caught the gist of it anyhow. ―These are my parents, Carlisle and Esme.‖ Despite his vulgar language Draco was the perfect pureblood gentlemen when it came to greeting Harry‘s parents, even going as far as to kiss Esme‘s hand. ―You have a very agreeable home – considering it‘s Muggle,‖ Draco complimented a little, but Harry knew that it was huge coming from him, and mouthed so softly to Esme. Esme smiled warmly at Draco, eyes twinkling in amusement. ―This is my brother Emmett, and his mate Rosalie,‖ Harry then introduced going down the line. Draco eyed Emmett for a long moment, and Harry knew that look. He cleared his throat to gain the Draco‘s attention. ―He‘s straight, Draco.‖ ―I can still look,‖ Draco replied still staring at Emmett, who was actually smirking at the smaller man. Draco smirked back and licked his lips. ―So how big is your–‖ ―And this is Rosalie,‖ Harry interrupted quickly, grabbing Draco‘s arm and yanking him to stand before the other narcissistic blonde staying in the house. ―Emmett‘s mate,‖ he stressed, glaring at Emmett for encouraging Draco. Draco and Rosalie eyed each other for a long moment. Harry felt like he was in the middle of some sort of Western standoff. Then finally a slow smirk spread across each blond‘s face and Rosalie offered her hand. Draco took her hand delicately and kissed it like he had Esme‘s. ―I can see why your mate is straight then,‖ Draco offered Rosalie, which was as close to Draco saying he thought she was attractive as Rosalie was going to get. ―Someone of your class must surely be a descendant of the Malfoy line.‖ Harry snorted softly. Draco was the only person in the world Harry knew who could compliment himself while complimenting someone else. ―Perhaps so Mr. Malfoy,‖ Rosalie answered pleasantly, which was shocking considering she‘d never taken to anyone so quickly before – except for maybe Harry, but he had been a seven year old child when they‘d met. ―Please call me Draco, and I shall have my father look into it. Malfoys always take care of their own,‖ Draco answered. Harry had to admit he and Rosalie did share many similar features, and with their attitudes, he wouldn‘t be surprised if they were related. After all, he and Carlisle were related – as distantly as that was. Next Harry introduced Alice and Jasper, and while Draco was intrigued with Jasper‘s knowledge, it was Alice‘s fashion that captured Draco‘s attention. ―I must have those pants!‖ Draco exclaimed as he looked at Alice and then walked over to cling to Harry‘s arm. ―Harry, you must get them for me.‖



 ―Uhh,‖ Harry paused uncertainly. ―I‘ll buy you that car you wanted,‖ Harry offered Alice knowing that those happened to be her favorite jeans – therefore it would take a rather large bribe to get her to give them up. Even with the offer of the car, Alice had to think about it, but surprisingly, or perhaps not so surprisingly, Alice seemed to have taken an instant liking to Draco as well. ―Alright,‖ she finally answered brightly smiling at Draco, who beamed back. ―I want to wear them now, Harry,‖ Draco said, tugging on his arm insistently like a small child. Harry rolled his eyes with a long-suffering sigh, and looked apologetically at Alice. Then with a flick of his hand Alice gasped in surprise as she felt her pants disappear off of her only to be replaced in an instant by one of her other pairs. Luckily, she and Draco were the same size, therefore her, or rather the blond‘s new pants, fit perfectly on him, and admittedly they looked great on him. ―Harry, how do they look?‖ Draco asked, but instead of facing Harry like someone normally would the blond turned and presented Harry with his backside. Harry studied Draco for a moment with a smirk before walking forward and grabbing him by his hips and sliding his arms around the smaller boy‘s waist, as he pulled Draco back against him. Harry then whispered something into the blond‘s ear, in a language that they didn‘t understand, but that Carlisle thought might have been Latin. Draco obviously understood whatever it was because a smile bloomed across his face so bright that it could have lit up a room. It was such a sudden change from the biting sarcasm that it left them momentarily stunned, but just as quickly as it was there it was gone again when Harry pulled away from him. Carlisle wondered again what exactly their relationship was. It was obvious there were feelings there, but how deep they went Carlisle didn‘t know. ―This is Edward and Isabella,‖ Harry then introduced, smirking as the Muggle girl‘s lips pursed in annoyance. Draco eyed Edward, sizing him up – making Harry feel uncomfortable. He felt like he was introducing his boyfriend to his brother – although he wasn‘t quite sure who played which role. ―Harry talked a lot about you,‖ the blond suddenly stated, causing Harry‘s eyes to widen and a small blush to blossom on his face. ―Did he?‖ Edward questioned glancing at Harry before looking back at Draco. ―He never said anything about you.‖ Harry‘s eyes widened a bit more – if he hadn‘t known any better he would have said that Edward sounded a bit jealous. Draco‘s smirk widened. ―Well of course not,‖ he stated arrogantly, ―Harry doesn‘t fuck and tell.‖ Harry choked in shock.



 Draco simply looked from the attractive vampire, Harry had talked about constantly, and who was now staring at him in stunned silence, to the girl beside him. She wasn‘t up to his standards enough that he would have acknowledged her under normal circumstances, but Harry had warned him to be nice to his family, so with a forced smile Draco took her hand – then screamed. The Cullens covered their ears at the loud exclamation from the blond, and watched in alarm as he jerked away from Bella as if he‘d just been burned. Draco ran over to Harry and latched onto him once again, wiping his hand off on Harry‘s shirt as if he‘d grabbed something slimy. ―She‘s a Muggle!‖ Draco shouted in offence, turning to Harry in complete horror. ―You let me touch a Muggle!‖ Harry was having a hard time keeping his laughter under control. He‘d meant to warn Draco, but his reaction had been too funny. ―I can‘t stay here with a Muggle, Potter! First there‘s one, then there‘s two, and then they‘re everywhere! They‘re like leeches! They suck the magic out of everything! They‘re – they‘re magic rapists! I‘m getting a hotel room, and you‘re coming with me!‖ ―Draco, calm down… take a deep breath. I promise I won‘t let her rape you. She‘s Edward‘s girlfriend anyway,‖ Harry said barely containing himself, but Draco‘s reaction to the news that the rather plain girl was actually a beautiful vampire‘s girlfriend seemed to be too much for the blond and he collapsed against Harry with a moan as if he were dying. ―Oh the blasphemy – Potter, tell me it isn‘t so!‖ Draco moaned dramatically. ―She‘s their servant right – or it‘s – it‘s a prank right? She‘s wearing a glamour right?‖ Draco pleaded pushing himself up just enough to look up at Harry‘s face. ―You‘re doing this to torture me!‖ ―I‘m afraid not, Draco,‖ Harry answered gravely, trying to keep a serious face. ―She really is a Muggle and she really is with Edward.‖ ―Ohh, what is the world coming to!‖ Draco cried collapsing back against Harry like the drama queen he was born to be. ―Wizards and Muggles, Vampires and Humans – next thing you know there will be Veela and Trolls! Oh Harry, whatever will we beautiful people do!‖ ―Sorry,‖ Harry said to his slightly amused, greatly traumatized family, again though the only ones not amused were Bella and Edward – who was glaring rather impressively at Draco‘s collapsed form against Harry‘s chest. ―He suffers from Cacophobia and Mugglephobia,‖ Harry explained to them, not caring if he offended Bella or anyone else, but the only person who seemed to have an idea of what any of it meant was Carlisle. ―Is there something I can get for him?‖ Esme asked in motherly concern as Harry hefted Draco‘s, limp and rather heavy form, over to the couch to sit him down. Draco lay back on the couch and threw one of his arms over his eyes. ―Rose! Rose darling, come and sit with me,‖ he called reaching out to her, and to Harry‘s sur-



 prise Rosalie gracefully walked over and perched herself beside Draco elegantly, even taking his hand in her own and delicately stroking it. ―The shock will pass soon,‖ she soothed reaching for the glass of water Esme had brought from the kitchen. Harry to snort in amusement at the two falling for Draco‘s dramatics so easily. Harry remembered Emmett telling him that Rosalie had a similar breakdown after seeing how plain Bella was though. ―That‘s a – uhh, very interesting friend you have there, Harry,‖ Carlisle whispered coming to stand beside his son. He was torn between feeling bad for Bella‘s embarrassment and amused at the show Harry‘s friend put on – although how much of it was an act exactly Carlisle didn‘t know. Harry watched his mother and sister coo over Draco for a moment longer before turning to address his father. ―Yes, Draco is certainly one of a kind,‖ he answered with a fond smile at his best friend preening under all of the attention. ―Is he a friend?‖ Carlisle asked studying Harry closely. When he thought he‘d had it all figured out, things just seemed to become even more complicated. ―He isn‘t my mate,‖ Harry answered again, knowing what Carlisle wanted to know. ―He was in my house at Hogwarts. We became partners in Potions class fourth year – Severus is his godfather and thought that I needed a friend so he paired us up. We didn‘t become friends until well into fifth year though. I thought he was far too arrogant.‖ Harry chuckled thinking back on the tiny blond trying to order him around. ―He sort of attaches him and grows on you after a while though, like a fungus really….‖ Harry trailed off fondly. ―Anyway, we became best friends and uh, well – as you can see he isn‘t exactly a troll either, so being two teenage boys – two gay teenage boys we started experimenting with each other.‖ Harry ended with a shrug, but Carlisle wanted more. He knew that there had to be more behind it. ―So you were boyfriends – are still boyfriends?‖ Carlisle asked cautiously, not knowing how to approach this topic with Harry. He wasn‘t sure how touchy Harry would be about the subject. Harry winced though, confusing Carlisle even more. ―I wouldn‘t use that term,‖ he said face scrunched distastefully. ―It‘s rather awkward for both of us to call ourselves that. I mean, we‘re best friends – boyfriends – it‘s just… weird,‖ Harry tried to explain. ―So you two have never gone on a date?‖ Carlisle asked. Harry actually laughed at that, drawing the other‘s attention; they could hear the conversation anyway – well except for Bella and Draco, but Carlisle was pretty sure the blond knew they were talking about him. ―Merlin no,‖ Harry answered still chuckling. ―Unless you count going out to cruise other guys as a date.‖



 ―But you sleep together, and you – love each other… right?‖ Carlisle questioned trying to understand. ―Yeah – to both of those,‖ Harry said, blushing a little. ―We both knew that it would never really work between us… but I think – if we hadn‘t had mates we probably would have given it a shot,‖ he admitted, eyes dimming a bit in sadness. ―Has he found his mate?‖ Carlisle asked glancing at Draco who kept glancing at Harry now with barely veiled concern. ―No, but Draco isn‘t as powerful as I am, the dreams weren‘t as clear for him. He‘s still able to be with someone else. He can be perfectly happy without his mate,‖ Harry answered staring at the blond, but not really seeing him anymore, as he didn‘t notice Draco looking back at him with a small frown. ―And you can‘t–‖ Carlisle began to ask, but Draco cut him off trying to distract Harry from his depressing thoughts. ―Potter, come play me a song!‖ Draco demanded in a superior voice. Harry merely smiled indulgently at him before summoning his guitar. ―What do you want me to play?‖ he asked sitting at Draco‘s feet. ―Write me something,‖ Draco stated with an imperious wave of his hand, causing Harry to laugh out loud at his vanity, but Carlisle thought he understood Draco better now, as he saw the young man‘s eyes soften and light up in pleasure at hearing Harry‘s laughter. ―There was something I wrote a while back… wanna hear?‖ Harry asked, and immediately Draco nodded. Harry sat on the edge of the sofa and began to play. By the first few cords, all playfulness was gone and Draco sat up and moved behind Harry, legs on either side of his hips and arms wrapped around his waist. Harry sung and Draco held him, kissing the side of his neck softly a few times as the touching words left his mouth. It was a really sweet scene, if not for the fact they knew the two boys weren‘t meant to be together, which Carlisle thought the song dealt with – sort of Harry‘s way of expressing what their relationship was. It was bittersweet. The affection between them was obvious though, and something else that was obvious was the protectiveness with which Draco held Harry to him. I feel so alone again I know that I need you To help me make it through the night And I pray that you‟ll believe in me You gave me my strength To face another day alone– I can't let go And I need you now my friend More than you know yeah



 When will we meet again Cause I can't let go of you This world brings me down again I know that I need you To help me make it through the night And I know that you're the one for me You gave me my strength to face another day alone I need you now my friend More than you know yeah When will we meet again Cause I can't let go As time passes by I find Things never seem to change When I feel alone You bring me back to you And I need you now my friend More than you know yeah When will we meet again Cause I can‟t let go… of you No I can't let go



Song: Let Go By: 12 Stones



 Chapter Ten The Last Song ―Morning mom,‖ Harry greeted cheerfully, as he walked into the kitchen the next morning and kissed Esme on the cheek. A brilliant smile blossomed across her face as she shared a look with Carlisle. This was the happiest, and they noticed with surprise, the healthiest they had seen Harry since his return home and it thrilled them. ―Well aren‘t you just a ball of sunshine this morning,‖ Alice said as Harry grinned cheekily at her. ―Yes, little brother you look thoroughly – what‘s the word they use for it… shagged,‖ Emmett added with a smirk. Harry was wearing only a pair of drawstring pajama pants and his hair was a complete mess – not to mention the various telling marks all over his neck, torso, and what looked like nail marks and scratches down his back. Harry didn‘t seem the least bit embarrassed about it, or inclined to cover it. ―Where is your blond bombshell by the way?‖ ―Waking up,‖ Harry answered, grabbing a pan. ―Draco isn‘t exactly a morning person.‖ ―I‘ve cooked already, Harry–‖ Esme began not understanding why Harry was getting the eggs and bacon back out when she‘d just set a plate of them on the table for him. ―I know, and it looks wonderful,‖ Harry complimented, ―but Draco‘s really picky about his food and how it‘s prepared.‖ ―Oh, okay,‖ Esme replied, a bit disappointed that she wasn‘t going to be able to cook for their new houseguest, but she watched Harry closely to learn what Draco liked so that they could stock up on it.



 At that moment, the door to Harry‘s studio/bedroom opened once again and out came a human – or at least what they thought was a human, unless Harry‘s bed covers had suddenly decided to come alive. ―Harry,‖ the mound of walking blankets called in a sleepy, pouty voice. ―Over here love,‖ Harry answered flipping the pancakes onto a plate before checking on Draco‘s bacon, which he liked extra crispy. ―Over where, Harry? You left and I‘m cold,‖ Draco stated turning in a complete circle, unable to see through the blankets. Harry chuckled in amusement and cut the fire off so that the bacon didn‘t burn, before walking over to Draco and pushing the blankets apart until he found the blond‘s sleepy face. They watched as Harry kissed the boy‘s pouty lips before tugging him over to the table and setting him into one of the two unoccupied seats. ―I‘m making your breakfast, and I have some tea already made to warm you up,‖ Harry said setting said tea in front of Draco, ―with cream and two lumps of sugar.‖ ―Mmmm, just the way I like it,‖ Draco sighed pushing the blankets further apart to grab the warm cup and take a sip after Harry had cooled it for him. ―Thanks… you always take such good care of me,‖ he said tilting his face up to offer Harry a kiss, which Harry took without pause. ―Someone has to. You‘d die if you ever had to take care of yourself,‖ Harry teased rubbing noses with him affectionately. Draco slapped him away playfully. ―I can‘t help it if my parents spoiled me.‖ ―Everyone spoils you,‖ Harry answered with a roll of his eyes. He ran his fingers through Draco‘s already messy hair and Draco sighed in pleasure leaning back to rest his head against Harry‘s flat stomach as he closed his eyes. ―Don‘t go back to sleep,‖ Harry whispered, eyes dancing in amusement, but he didn‘t stop his hands. ―Hmmm,‖ Draco hummed in pleasure. But you make such a wonderful pillow.‖ Harry snorted, ―Yes, but you drool.‖ Draco‘s eye‘s popped open in horror and he sat up with a gasp. ―Malfoys do not drool!‖ he hissed turning on Harry who was backing away with a smile. ―Take that back, Potter! I sleep like an angel!‖ ―An angel that drools,‖ Harry replied and dodged as Draco suddenly lunged at him, but he wasn‘t able to get far as Draco quickly snagged him around the waist. Draco wasn‘t big enough to overpower Harry, but the tickling certainly was enough to bring Harry crashing to the ground.



 ―I don‘t drool and I sleep like an angel, Potter! Say it! Say it!‖ he shouted as he straddled Harry and began tickling him. Harry writhed, squirmed, and laughed breathlessly, but he didn‘t say it. ―Potter, say it!‖ ―I don‘t – drool – and I – sl-sleep like an angel!‖ Harry gasped through his laughter while trying to block Draco‘s tickling hands. ―Potter!‖ Draco warned continuing his attack relentlessly. Harry squirmed for a while longer, but Draco was relentless. ―Draco does-doesn‘t drool – and-and he slee-sleeps like an angel!‖ Harry finally shouted and Draco stopped, allowing Harry to finally catch his breath. It was a bad idea to let Harry go though as the next second Draco found himself on his back with Harry looming above him and pinning his wrists above his head with one hand. ―You know I‘m not ticklish, Potter,‖ Draco drawled with a perfectly arched eyebrow. ―Yes, but I know other ways to make you squirm,‖ Harry answered, trailing the fingers of his free hand down Draco‘s chest. Draco gasped and arched off the floor as Harry‘s nails ran over a nipple. He hadn‘t realized how aroused he‘d become with all of Harry‘s squirming until that moment. ―With your parents watching?‖ he asked breathlessly, wishing he hadn‘t as the next second Harry was on his feet, blushing furiously – he‘d obviously forgotten where they were. Harry felt eyes on them as he helped Draco back to his feet… well of course his family was watching them, but one set in particular was grating on his nerves. Draco seemed to feel it too, because he beat Harry to calling it out. ―Something bothering you, Isabella?‖ Draco asked the girl with derision that only a Malfoy could possess. Bella simply looked away from them, lips pursed, and with a small blush at being caught. Harry glanced at Edward to see him looking at her with a small frown and then connecting eyes with Jasper as if asking him something. Jasper must have answered because Edward‘s eyes widened a bit before he looked down at the table top with a deeper frown. Harry couldn‘t lie and say that he didn‘t feel a small bit of satisfaction. Harry walked back over to the stove and fixed Draco‘s plate. In turn, Draco returned to the table and vanished the blankets back to Harry‘s room, before fixing Harry‘s plate with the food Esme had prepared. Harry sat down and instantly Draco made himself comfortable in Harry‘s lap while they ate. ―So Draco, what is it you do for a living?‖ Esme asked trying to start up a conversation and get to know a bit more about Harry‘s… friend. ―Excuse me?‖ Draco asked, as his brow wrinkled in confusion.



 ―Careful, you‘ll get wrinkles,‖ Harry joked smoothing them out with his thumb and earning a playful slap to the chest that actually kind of stung. ―She means a job, Draco. What kind of job do you have?‖ Harry explained with a chuckle as he rubbed the new red mark. Draco snorted arrogantly, and Harry knew what was coming. ―Malfoys don‘t have jobs – we have investments.‖ ―Oh, what kind?‖ Esme asked not taking one bit of offence to Draco‘s attitude, and Harry loved her all the more for it. Esme was the most accepting person in the world. She hadn‘t even batted an eyelash when Harry had admitted that he was gay. It had taken the others, even Carlisle, a couple of days and questions to understand and get used to the idea. Harry had expected it to be a lot worse than what it had been actually – after all, the vampires, especially Carlisle, had lived back in a time when being gay meant really being persecuted, but Esme had simply taken it all in stride and loved Harry even more for being who he was. () ―Harry, could you come with me?‖ Carlisle asked as Harry and Draco lounged on the couch watching some ridiculous sports show with Emmett and Rosalie, who had started doing her nails about five minutes into it. In fact, Draco was eyeing the clear nail polish and file himself. ―Sure,‖ Harry answered lifting his head out of Draco‘s lap to look at his father in confusion. Draco grabbed his hand as he went to walk away and gave it a reassuring squeeze, which Harry was grateful for, as Carlisle looked serious about something. ―This was supposed to be a surprise for your birthday, but your mother and I thought that with things the way they were we should show it to you now,‖ Carlisle explained as they walked to the door leading down to the unused basement. When the door opened, Harry‘s eyes nearly fell out of his head. No longer was the basement a dark, skeletal, storage space. There were actual walls now, freshly painted his favorite shade of blue, and lights too. The skeleton of an unfinished wall divided the room, and if the plans hanging on said wall were correct then behind it was to be a new bedroom once that side of the room was finished. The other half of the room, which was nearly complete, was the beginnings of a studio, at least twice the size of Harry‘s current one, and with all the newest equipment. ―Wow,‖ Harry choked stumbling over to look at the soundboards sitting on the floor still covered in plastic, as the tables they would sit on were covered with drop cloth to protect them from paint splatter. This was a real studio – the studio Harry had dreamed of having, but had never had time to create for himself. The one he had upstairs was great for recording his demos and stuff, but this one was absolutely amazing. There was a place for eve-



 rything, mikes for everything, and all of the equipment was top of the line and brand new. The walls behind the soundproof glass in the studio were all soundproofed as well, and there was enough space for Harry to really spread out with all of his instruments. ―This is amazing,‖ Harry breathed not knowing what else to say. ―We didn‘t want you to feel unwelcome because we gave Bella your old room,‖ Carlisle explained softly. ―It was supposed to be completed by your birthday, Emmett, Edward, and Jasper have been working really hard on it. We weren‘t sure if you would ever really see it though.‖ Harry heard the sadness in his dad‘s voice and felt the guilt creeping up on him again for leaving them like he had. He‘d read every one of his mothers heartfelt letters asking him what was wrong, to talk to them about it – to come home. Harry hadn‘t been able to do it so soon though, and it had taken him nearly two years to build up the courage to even look at Edward again. ―I‘m sorry that I hurt you and mom,‖ Harry apologized softly, ―but I just couldn‘t–‖ ―It‘s alright Harry, I know,‖ Carlisle cut in. He hadn‘t meant to make Harry feel guilty about it, because he now understood why Harry had left. ―It‘s one of us isn‘t it?‖ Harry turned quickly and looked at his father in surprise. ―How…?‖ he began to ask, but his throat was feeling uncomfortably tight. ―I deduced that the only reason you wouldn‘t have come home was if your mate was here, and if your mate was one of us then you wouldn‘t want to tell either,‖ Carlisle answered studying Harry closely. Harry wouldn‘t look at him, and was frowning heavily at the floor. ―You‘re not going to tell me who it is, are you?‖ he asked already knowing that Harry wouldn‘t make it easy for them to figure out. ―No,‖ Harry whispered softly. ―Just – is it me?‖ Carlisle pleaded needing to know. Harry would have laughed at the absurdity of that question if it hadn‘t truly been a possibility, and if Carlisle wasn‘t seriously worried that it was – he could at least give his father this piece of mind. ―No, it isn‘t you,‖ Harry answered looking up at Carlisle so that his father knew it was the truth. Carlisle let out a relieved sigh. He had been stressed about that ever since he‘d come to the conclusion that Harry‘s mate was a male in the house. Now that he knew it wasn‘t him a huge weight was lifted off his shoulders, and he could focus more on being Harry‘s father once again and finding out whom exactly it was.



 Carlisle walked forward and embraced his youngest son, relieved when Harry hugged him back. ―You know they all love you – they would do anything for you,‖ he whispered against Harry‘s hair. ―I know – that‘s why I can‘t tell them,‖ Harry answered, and Carlisle knew that there was no use trying to pry the information from him, because if Harry wanted something kept secret there wasn‘t a thing in the world that would get him to talk. () The light that's in your eyes, Like everyone wants it to be Well can't you see that it must be this way Who knows who's wrong or right, Just as long as you‟re here tonight Just like my mother, Always taking my likings away When nobody's watching us I missed the last song I blame myself for just standing there too long I missed the last song I blame myself for just standing there I miss the love, I miss the holidays I miss my best friend, cheap cigars, Stupid kids and movie stars And just like my father, Always taking my likings away When nobody's watching us I missed the last song I blame myself for just standing there too long I missed the last song I blame myself for just standing there too long Why does it feel like this world is just not for us Why does it feel like this world‟s all they've got for us Why does it feel like nobody's watching us I miss her sweet smell. I miss it every day I miss my best friend, cheap cigars, Stupid kids and movie stars And I missed the last song …And I miss you… And this time this one's for us



 I missed the last song I blame myself for just standing there too long I missed the last song I blame myself for just standing there too long I missed the last song I missed the last song I missed the last song I missed the last song ―What are you working on?‖ a voice suddenly asked right next to him and Harry jumped about a foot in the air. Draco had fallen asleep about an hour ago and Harry was seated in the living room looking out the bay window. He‘d thought he was alone, but apparently there was still one vampire in the house. ―Just a new song,‖ Harry answered Edward covering his notebook up before the vampire could read the lyrics. ―Oh?‖ Edward asked reaching for the book and prying Harry‘s fingers away, not that Harry tried to stop him all that much. He was too distracted by the fact that Edward was touching him. ―You‘ve never been shy about your music before.‖ ―I‘m not, it‘s just…‖ Harry began, but he really didn‘t know how to explain. What could he say – the songs about my death and how much I want to stay with you and how much I‘ll miss mom and dad and everyone – especially you – when I‘m gone. Merlin, it sounded so morbid now that Harry thought about it. Edward‘s frown deepened as he read the page making Harry feel increasingly nervous. Finally, he looked back up at Harry and studied him for a long moment, with a look Harry couldn‘t quite describe, before handing him back the notebook. Harry sucked in a breath as their fingers met, but luckily, Edward didn‘t seem to notice. ―Harry, I know we aren‘t as close as we once were… and God I hate that,‖ Edward breathed trailing off for a second before looking back at Harry, and Harry felt his heart beating painfully in his chest, ―but you would tell me if something was wrong wouldn‘t you?‖ Harry looked right at Edward and decided not to lie. ―No Edward, I wouldn‘t,‖ he answered looking away again. Harry heard Edward let out a long painful breath, and then there was silence for a while. ―I‘m sorry about Bella. I didn‘t know she felt uncomfortable with the idea,‖ Edward apologized causing Harry to snort, but he wasn‘t amused. ―You shouldn‘t have to apologize for her,‖ Harry said looking back at his mate – no, his brother. ―You should never have to apologize for anyone Edward, and someone who loves you would never make you.‖ ―She didn‘t make me–‖



 ―But you just did,‖ Harry interrupted. Edward‘s jaw clenched tightly and he looked away for a moment. ―I really do care about her,‖ he said, and Harry felt his heart breaking all over again, but he didn‘t let it show. ―I know you don‘t like her all that much, you‘ve always been the only human here, and Bella is just that – a normal human. I realize she‘s not comfortable around you and your friend, and she told me she would try to work on it, but you two haven‘t exactly made it easy for her. So what I‘m asking is, could you please just back off of her… for me?‖ Harry felt as if all the wind had been knocked out of him, and he looked back out the window for a moment. ―I‘ll do it – for you,‖ he said softly. After a moment, Harry felt Edward ruffle his hair affectionately. ―Thanks, little brother,‖ he whispered before he walked away, and Harry had never wanted to cry more than he did at that moment. Edward didn‘t know it, but he‘d just made his choice.



Theory Of A Deadman - The Last Song Song Meaning: At a show at The Vogue in Indianapolis lead singer Tyler Connolly stated that the song was written in first person from the perspective of a deceased individual who had committed suicide. The lyrics represent the person‘s regret towards killing his/herself and being without the people he/she cares about.



 Chapter Eleven Change (In the House of Flies) The morning of the photo shoot Harry woke up two hours earlier than normal, and literally had to throw Draco over his shoulder and spoon feed him before the blond would even open his eyes. Draco had cursed Harry in every language he had known, causing Carlisle to choke on a laugh when he recognized one. He‘d even said a few words in Latin, causing sparks to shoot out of his wand. When the photographer finally arrived with his crew, Carlisle and Esme took their leave – Carlisle going to the hospital and Esme going to Port Angeles for a gardening convention, which luckily the sun hadn‘t come out for. Harry‘s siblings decided to stay though. Alice and Rosalie because they wanted to see a fashion shoot, Emmett and Jasper because they didn‘t trust this many people walking in and out of their home, and Edward and Bella because – well Harry didn‘t actually know why they were staying around – perhaps they had nothing better to do. Draco walked over and spoke with the photographer as Harry stood back with his family, eyeing the cameras with reluctance. He‘d never liked the publicity part of being a musician – okay so maybe that wasn‘t completely true. There were times when Harry got into the act, but it was moments like this when things got more personal, when they came into his territory, that he tended to shy away from the public eye. ―Okay Harry, so what he wants is something completely natural,‖ Draco translated coming back over to them. The photographer spoke Italian, which was a language that Harry wasn‘t very familiar with. ―He wants to capture how we are in our everyday lives.‖ ―I thought the shoot was only supposed to be in the studio,‖ Harry said with a frown. He didn‘t like the idea of them walking all over his home. ―Part of it is, but Armando is really taken with your whole house… and with you,‖ Draco added with an amused smirk. ―He wanted me to ask if he could shoot you alone.‖ Harry sighed and ran a hand over his face. ―Draco, I really don‘t –‖



 ―Harry, you are not going to pass up this offer!‖ Draco exclaimed in a fierce whisper so that Armando wouldn‘t hear. ―He‘s the best…. The master! Clients pay big money to have him take their picture, and he‘s offering to do yours for free!‖ ―Fine,‖ Harry sighed reluctantly, ―but only if he‘ll take some of you too. Tell him I want some of you personally,‖ he added knowing it would make Draco happy to have his picture taken by ‗the master‘. Draco‘s eyes lit up and he kissed Harry‘s cheek before bouncing back over to the older Italian man. Armando frowned as Draco spoke to him, and gave him Harry‘s ultimatum, before turning to look at Harry, eyes roaming over his body – surprisingly not in a creepy way, but in an artist looking at his muse kind of way. The photographer then looked back at Draco and nodded with a large smile before speaking rapidly in Italian. Draco came back over practically glowing in pleasure. ―Okay, he‘s going to do mine first, then the two of us together – he wants to save you for last.‖ Harry rolled his eyes as Emmett snorted in amusement. Armando took Draco‘s photos first, and Harry watched in fascination as Draco worked the camera like a pro. He was a wet dream walking. Draco was simply made to be in the limelight – to be seen. He captured the attention of everyone in the room, and demanded that they envy him. Harry took some pointers, and also noticed that Draco‘s clothing was becoming less and less as the shoot went on. ―I can see why you like him, Harry,‖ Alice stated into his ears as Draco lay on his stomach on a chaise lounge completely nude and not the least bit embarrassed about it – Harry swallowed thickly. The photographer turned to Harry and spoke something to him, but Harry was too busy staring at Draco‘s perfectly shaped bottom – not that Harry would have known what the guy was saying anyway. ―Harry,‖ Draco suddenly said catching Harry‘s attention. ―Hmm?‖ Harry asked distractedly, eyes moving up Draco‘s creamy skin until they met his smoldering silver eyes. ―He wants to know how else you want me,‖ Draco said with a slow, teasing smirk. ―If perhaps you wanted something more intimate.‖ Harry released a breath he hadn‘t even known he‘d been holding.



 () When it was Harry‘s turn Edward couldn‘t help but notice that everyone, the stylist, the makeup artist – everyone simply stopped what they were doing and came out to watch. He had never noticed before, but now that he actually looked, his little brother wasn‘t so little anymore. At some point Harry had grown up into a very attractive man. Like his friend before him, Harry‘s clothes seemed to become more and more scarce. Harry changed outfits a few times, but in between changes the photographer would have him lay in the bed with a sheet over him, or he‘d get close to take a picture of a certain section of Harry‘s body. Edward felt an unsettling urge to rip Armando away from Harry and shove his camera down his throat. The man was really into the pictures, exclaiming in excitement as each section of new skin was revealed, with the Malfoy boy standing nearby shouting instructions to Harry in English and only encouraging him to show more. ―Perfect Harry! Perfect – fuck you‘re so hot,‖ he was shouting. ―Lift your shirt up … take off your pants – slowly… now touch yourself –‖ ―Draco!‖ Harry exclaimed in shock. ―Right – sorry – your family‘s here, I forgot… later then.‖ Edward felt really antsy and he didn‘t understand where it was coming from. He just knew that he didn‘t like all these people ogling his little brother.



So hot… Merlin, he‟s beautiful… I‟d do him… … let him fuck me… … look at that body… I wish I could touch… … hope he takes off everything…



 Edward felt a growl bubbling in his throat as he heard the thoughts of the people around him. He felt a hand on his arm and startled in surprise as Bella unconsciously brought him back to the fact that she was there. Edward looked away seconds later however and caught Jasper‘s eyes on him. The empath was looking at him with brow furrowed in confusion, and Edward quickly turned away and clamped down on his rampant emotions. When it was time for Harry and Draco to finally shoot together, they moved into the studio and Draco requested that Harry sing. ―Come on Harry, you know that song I‘m talking about –‖ ―Draco, but the meaning of that song has nothing to do with –‖ ―I don‘t give a fuck about the meaning, Potter. It‘s sexy as hell to listen to,‖ Draco exclaimed, and Edward could see Harry already giving in, and for some reason it really pissed him off. Draco always seemed to get what he wanted. He knew just how to manipulate Harry – was there a time Harry ever simply told him ‗no‘? Harry sighed, and raised his hand to get his instruments ready while Draco crawled up the bed to lie on his back. ―Okay Harry, he says he wants this very natural – wants it to look like we‘re really lovers.‖ Draco smirked, and a smirk found its way across Harry‘s face as well. ―I think we can manage that,‖ Harry replied. As the music began to play, Harry stared down at Draco with a heated gaze and began taking off his shirt once again. He threw it to the side and began crawling across the bed to the aroused blond as the camera began flashing nonstop. Harry then began singing as he crawled, eyes burning with desire and promises of pleasure. It was possibly the hottest thing any of them had ever seen, and there was more than one person shifting around uncomfortably.



I watched you change Into a fly I looked away You were on fire… Edward felt his throat go dry at the sound of Harry‘s voice as he slid up Draco‘s body like a snake. It was the single most seductive thing Edward had ever heard before. He‘d heard Harry speaking to snakes a few times before, and this is what Edward imagined was a combination of English and Parseltongue. It was an eerie hissing sound that sucked you in and held you captive. Harry and Draco began peeling the clothes off each other‘s body, as Harry trailed his breath down Draco‘s pale neck and chest as he continued singing the words to the song. The power he was using to control the instruments floating around them was hair-raising, and left many of them, if not already aroused by the two men



 writhing on the bed, still squirming in place. The entire time the camera was snapping pictures of the two obvious lovers. I watched a change in you It's like you never had wings Now you feel so alive I've watched you change I took you home Set you on the glass I pulled off your wings Then I laughed… Draco obviously was enjoying it as well, because with barely any contact he was already arching and panting beneath Harry. His eyes were glazed over, mouth slightly open, back arched, as Harry hissed the lyrics into his ear and against his prickling skin. Harry ran his hands down Draco‘s lithe torso running his fingers along the quivering muscles worshipfully as Draco arched into him. Edward felt Bella shifting beside him and glanced at her to see her looking away from the scene, cheeks tinged red with both embarrassment, aversion, and possibly a little arousal. Edward knew that she was uncomfortable with it, and was surprised to find that he was uncomfortable as well, but for a totally different reason – which shocked him all the more. I watched a change in you It's like you never had wings Now you feel so alive I've watched you change ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah It's like you never had wings... ahh-ah-aaah I look at the cross Then I look away



 Give you the gun Blow me away Draco was gasping and clinging to Harry‘s shoulders now as their bodies met beneath the thin cover of the sheet – the only thing covered being their hips. Edward didn‘t think there was any acting involved anymore, and felt the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach doubling. Harry shouldn‘t be doing this with all of these people watching, it was completely demeaning, and Edward hated Draco for talking Harry into it. Then Draco actually opened his legs wider and Harry fell between them, fitting perfectly, causing him to throw his head back panting for breath. Harry seemed to be in perfect control of himself and the situation, which made watching him all the more arousing. He was the one causing Draco to lose control, as they watched Draco tremble and convulse beneath him with the effort not to move, and Harry seemed to be enjoying every second of watching Draco unravel. I watched a change in you It's like you never had wings Now you feel so alive I've watched you change Now you feel alive You feel alive You feel alive I've watched you change It's like you never had wings... Harry was completely enraptured with the music and Draco beneath him, and didn‘t even seem to notice that there were people actually watching anymore. They weren‘t actually having sex, but they were pressed tightly together, hands trailing, legs entwining, backs arching, bodies shifting to different positions… that and Harry‘s voice seemed to be enough to give Draco an orgasm right there despite everyone, and Edward could hear the thoughts of those around him wishing they could be in Draco‘s position. Edward hated this. This wasn‘t the Harry he remembered and he hated it. ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah ahh-ah-aaah You‟ve changed You‟ve changed



 You‟ve changed ...I'm over... When the song ended there was a stunned silence, and then the photographer suddenly began applauding, actually wiping tears from his eyes. ―Beautiful! Beautiful!‖ seemed to be the only thing he knew how to say in English, but they could tell that he was extremely pleased with the way the shoot had gone. Draco and Harry simply remained on the bed, trying to catch their breath, and get their bodies back under control. The smell of arousal was thick in the air for the vampires, and it made Edward feel light headed. In fact, he had to step outside for a moment just to clear his head. After that rather erotic show though, it wasn‘t over yet and Draco and Harry took some more casual pictures together. For Edward it was just as bad as the erotic ones were. Harry and Draco had a familiarity and ease around each other that Edward envied. Edward and Harry had been close like that once – but not anymore, and Edward couldn‘t help but resent Draco for that. He knew that it wasn‘t right. It wasn‘t Draco‘s fault that his and Harry‘s relationship had fallen apart, but it didn‘t stop Edward‘s jealously from rearing its ugly head, and it didn‘t stop Edward from resenting Draco for taking his place in Harry‘s life. ―Edward?‖ Jasper questioned from right beside him. Edward jumped having not heard him approach, which was practically unheard of. ―Are you alright?‖ the empath questioned in concern. ―I‘m fine,‖ Edward lied immediately and grabbed Bella before walking out of the shoot to clear his head.



Song: Change (In the House of Flies) By: Deftones Song Meaning: It's a metaphorical song about a person watching someone they know changing into something not so innocent and pure anymore (I watched you change… into a fly… it‟s like you never had wings). At first they can‘t watch as this person is blazing down a self-destructive path, (I looked away, you were on fire…) Yet, they do nothing to stop it and even have a bit of a sadistic side that is enjoying this person‘s downfall (I took you home, Set you on the glass, I pulled off your wings, Then I laughed…) The person they are watching is doing things that in the moment makes them feel good and alive, (And you feel so alive…) Then eventually the person watching this other person destroy him/herself feels disgusted with themselves and can‘t live with the guilt anymore. (I look at the cross, Then I look away, Give you the gun, Blow me away…)



 Chapter Twelve Not Meant To Be ―Harry!‖ Draco shouted excitedly as he walked out of his bedroom and into the living area where the whole family seemed to be gathered doing various task. ―What is it?‖ Harry asked smiling and catching the energized blond as Draco threw himself at him. Draco wrapped his arms around Harry‘s neck as Harry wrapped his arms around Draco‘s waist to hold him close. ―Alice and Rose said they want to take me shopping with them. Do you think you can survive a few hours without me?‖ Draco asked in all seriousness. Harry chuckled in amusement though, and kissed him on the nose. ―I think I‘ll manage,‖ Harry said releasing him so Draco could grab his things. ―I don‘t know how long we‘ll be, but I want to check out a few of the local Muggle establishments in Port Angeles,‖ Draco answered grabbing his Gringotts pouch and checking the contents inside. ―Uh, Draco, you aren‘t planning on using that are you?‖ Harry asked hearing the tinkling of Galleons swishing around inside the refilling pouch. Draco looked up at Harry as if he‘d grown another head. ―Of course, Potter – I‘ve got plenty of money –‖ ―Muggle money?‖ Harry asked and walked over to look into Draco‘s pouch and see what he had. It was only Galleons, which caused a fond smile to spread across Harry‘s face as he remembered that Draco never carried anything but Galleons. If something cost less he would give them a Galleon and walk away without waiting for the change. ―What do you mean Muggle money?‖ Draco asked offended. ―My money‘s just as good as theirs.‖ ―I know Draco, but in this world they use a different kind of money – some coins, but mostly paper money or plastic cards,‖ Harry explained pulling out his wallet to show Draco what he meant. ―Paper or plastic!‖ Draco exclaimed in horror, making it hard for Harry to keep a straight face. Harry doubted Draco knew the innuendo he‘d just thrown out there. It certainly registered with Emmett who Harry heard snickering like a schoolboy behind him – he could imagine Rosalie rolling her eyes. ―These are worthless!‖ Draco went on as if nothing had happened.



 ―Actually, no, they aren‘t,‖ Harry replied taking his things back before Draco accidentally tore one of the bills or broke one of the cards by bending it. ―It‘s what they use to buy things here.‖ ―But –‖ Draco said looking pitifully down at his pouch full of Galleons – apparently worthless in this world. ―I don‘t have any of those things. How am I supposed to buy what I want, Harry? I can‘t go shopping…‖ Harry looked at Draco with an affectionate smile – the poor boy really did look heartbroken that he wouldn‘t get to go with Alice and Rosalie now, because Harry knew that Draco wouldn‘t go if he couldn‘t buy anything. ―Here,‖ Harry said pulling out one of his own cards and handing it to Draco. ―Alice can show you how to use it.‖ Draco beamed and threw himself at Harry once again, causing Harry to stagger back a few steps. ―Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!‖ Draco excitedly shouted kissing Harry all over the face before kissing him hard on the lips. ―You‘re amazing you know that, and I‘ll pay you back every uh… piece of paper - as soon as I figure out how to get some…. Wait! I won‘t have to get a Muggle job will I?‖ He asked freezing in wide eyed horror. Harry chuckled and waved away Draco‘s fears. He doubted Draco would survive one day if he ever had to actually work for anything. His parents really had ruined the poor boy. Harry had more than enough money anyway, and Draco deserved it after all he‘d done for Harry over the past few years. ―Don‘t worry about it. You deserve it,‖ Harry said setting Draco back on his feet before swatting him playfully on his nicely shaped butt to get him moving. ―Now go to the spa and pamper yourself, buy lots of beautiful things to go on that beautiful body, and have a good time.‖ Draco kissed Harry on the cheek with a blinding smile - that only seemed reserved for Harry, and then raced out the door after Alice and Rosalie who were already waiting in the car for him. Harry smiled, at the drama queens back, then turned around - only to be faced by an uncomfortable silence mostly centered on or around where Edward stood glaring at the spot Draco had been. ―Is there a problem?‖ Harry asked raising an eyebrow and wondering what the hell he‘d done to upset Edward now. Edward had been cross with him for days - ever since the photo shoot, and Harry didn‘t understand why. He‘d thought that perhaps it was because he and Draco had offended Isabella again, but it was her choice to stay and watch so Harry wasn‘t about to apologize. Harry had kept his word and hadn‘t so much as looked at Isabella in days. Although, he couldn‘t say the same for Draco who seemed to have taken a liking to sneering in disgust at the girl, and making some remark about Muggles dirtying the air, every time she so much as breathed too loud.



 ―I don‘t like your friend,‖ Edward stated bluntly, crossing his arms over his chest, and Harry was taken aback for a moment. ―Edward!‖ Esme gasped coming forward to stop the impending confrontation, but Harry held up his hand to stop her. ―Excuse me?‖ he asked giving Edward a hard look. ―I said I don‘t like your friend,‖ Edward repeated angrily. Harry felt anger tinting his cheeks. ―There are a lot of people I don‘t like Edward, but I tolerate them anyway because they mean something to people I care about.‖ he replied glancing at Isabella, and trying to fight the trembling of his hands. ―Besides I don‘t care or want your fucking opinion on the matter.‖ That only seemed to make Edward angrier and he actually snarled. ―He‘s arrogant, narcissistic, cruel, rude, and he‘s abusing you!‖ The vampire snapped. ―You don‘t know what the fuck you‘re talking about!‖ Harry replied taking an angry step closer, eyes blazing in fury. How dare Edward say that? He didn‘t even know Draco. ―I know what I just saw Harry, and I saw someone manipulating your feelings to get what they wanted – just like he did with Alice‘s pants, just like the photo shoot - just like everything! He orders you around and you follow like a puppy! You‘ve done nothing but give and he‘s done nothing but take from you!‖ Edward hissed, narrowing his eyes at Harry. ―That‘s not how it is, Edward –‖ Harry began to explain, trying to calm back down before he said something he‘d regret. Edward snorted derisively. ―Unless you‘re counting sexual favors.‖ Harry saw red and lashed out - forgetting he was a wizard, forgetting Edward was a vampire. There were shouts, gasps, and a scream form Isabella as he swung and his fist collided with Edward‘s face. There was a sickening crack that Harry knew didn‘t come from Edward, but the pain didn‘t even register in his mind as a cold, iron like arm grabbed him around the chest and held him back from doing further damage – to himself. ―You fucking bastard! How fucking dare you! If it weren‘t for Draco, I wouldn‘t even be here! I owe him everything! So shut the fuck up about things you know absolutely nothing about!‖ Harry shouted trying to break out of the iron grip around him. Edward was looking at him in stunned silence, holding his face where Harry‘s fist had connected, not out of pain but in shock. ―Harry, I just –‖ Edward began, but Harry wasn‘t listening anymore. Harry was too furious and too hurt. He‘d never hit one of his brothers, never even been close to the point of wanting to hit them, especially Edward, but everything about this whole mate mess was grating on him and wearing him entirely too thin.



 Then Edward had to go off like this, against the one person who‘s held Harry together - Harry just couldn‘t do it anymore. ―You were just being a fucking hypocrite!‖ Harry snarled, feeling tears of pain, frustration, and anger sliding down his face. ―I don‘t see your fucking chit over there working for anything. How the fuck did she get that brand new Corvette parked next to yours, Edward? Her daddy certainly didn‘t buy it for her!‖ ―It was a birthday gift - she didn‗t even want it!‖ Edward tried to defend his actions and his girlfriend, but Harry just snorted in disgust at the girl and at Edward for falling for her shit. Well he could have her, because Harry was through with it. ―And so was my car – from Draco! What the fuck did she get you for yours – a sweater!‖ Harry snapped back wiping at his face angrily. ―Yet you have the gall to say something about me giving Draco only a small fraction of what he‘s given me over the last few years. You have no fucking idea what he‘s done for me – the hell I‘ve put him through. The shit I gave him when he‘d come in to pester me out of bed every morning, because I didn‗t want to wake up and have to deal with all of my fucked up problems. You have no fucking clue!‖ ―Harry I just thought –‖ Edward tried, reaching for him. But the arm around Harry pulled him back protectively. ―You‘re jealous, Edward,‖ Jasper suddenly piped in, causing Edward to choke on his words and Harry to realize that Jasper was the one who was holding him. ―And you need to get over it fast, because the next time you upset Harry like this it won‘t be Harry they need to hold back,‖ the empath threatened harshly, before turning and pulling Harry away with him before anything more hurtful could be said or done. Edward opened his mouth, but then closed it again, eyes wide in shock. Then before anyone could stop him he turned and ran out of the house, with Bella racing outside and shouting for him to stop. Jasper pulled Harry over to the couch and sat him down as Carlisle came over to examine his swelling hand. ―It‘s broken,‖ he murmured as Harry choked back a sob. ―Harry, look at me,‖ Carlisle commanded as Harry‘s breathing became erratic. ―Shh, you‘re okay, just take deep breaths,‖ Carlisle soothed in the voice he‘d used when Harry was a child and would have panic attacks. ―Phone?‖ Harry finally managed to ask once he‘d caught his breath enough. Emmett handed him his quickly. ―Alice, can I talk to Draco?‖ he asked after Alice answered on the second ring. ―Draco –‖ Harry whimpered into the phone, and immediately Draco answered. ―I‘m on my way,‖ he stated and hung up without asking for any details. A moment later they heard a distant pop outside of the wards near the forest, and not seven minutes later Draco was running through the front door. He went straight to Harry without regards to anyone and fell to his knees in front of him. ―Let me see,‖ he said noticing Carlisle still holding Harry‘s injured hand. ―It‘s okay



 Harry, calm down,‖ Draco whispered cradling Harry‘s hand gently and pulling out his wand. ―I‘ll have to make a potion to mend the bones, but I‘m going to numb it for now, okay.‖ Harry nodded, taking a deep breath to try and calm himself, it wasn‘t only the pain, but also the anxiety of having just had a fight with his mate. He felt completely shaken and quite sick to his stomach, but he didn‘t regret defending Draco. Draco stroked his hair as he turned to speak with Carlisle and Esme. Harry found it hard to focus on what they were saying, but he did feel Carlisle fitting a brace over his hand, while Draco stood to rush to the bedroom. The blond came out moments later with a potions kit, and moved to the kitchen with Esme to set up. While the potion was brewing, Alice and Rosalie came in; they were panicked that Draco had suddenly disappeared out of the front of Rosalie‘s moving car. Harry simply lay there on the couch, with his head in Jasper‘s lap, as Emmett told them of the confrontation, and only opened his eyes when he felt Rosalie walk over and lift him up so that he could lie in her lap instead. Harry didn‘t protest, he was used to being passed around between them like this. ―Where is Edward, Alice?‖ Carlisle asked packing away his medical supplies. ―Running – running through the forest. He‘s not coming back for a couple of days at least,‖ Alice answered in that far away voice that told them she was in a vision. ―And Bella?‖ Esme asked from beside Draco, where she was handing him whatever he needed. ―At the edge of the forest – I‘ll go get her,‖ Alice offered coming out of the vision. ―Bring her to Charlie‘s house. He‘s been asking her to come over. I think it‘s best she stay there for a while,‖ Esme stated, not the least bit happy with how things were going between her two youngest sons. ―I‘m sorry I messed things up,‖ Harry whispered sadly. He shouldn‘t have come back – none of this would have happened if he‘d just stayed in England. The family would have been happy, Edward would have been happy – they would have been moving on with their lives already, but he‘d just had to come home and screw everything up for them. Esme, Carlisle, Jasper, Emmett, Rosalie, and Alice all moved to protest, but Draco beat all of them to it. ―Oh shut the fuck up Potter, it‘s not your fault your brother is a fucking idiot,‖ he snapped, and none of Harry‘s family protested that. () Harry wrote with his uninjured hand. He‘d taken the potion about an hour ago, but it would take a few days for the bones to mend completely. Luckily, Harry was pretty good at working with his left hand, having had to learn to use his left hand when he‘d shattered his right arm playing Quidditch, and had to re-grow all the bones in it.



 ―What are you writing,‖ Draco mumbled sitting up in the bed, hair mussed, and wrapped tightly in the comforter. He scooted closer to read over Harry‘s shoulder, and opened the blanket to wrap Harry in it as well, and so that their bare skin could press up against each other. ―Just – some stuff I needed to get down,‖ Harry answered not trying to hide it from Draco. He knew that it would be useless anyway. Draco rested his chin on Harry‘s shoulder not saying anything for a long moment, but Harry knew that it was coming. ―I knew that it was one of them, and I had my suspicions that it was him. Why haven‘t you told him yet?‖ Draco asked not surprising Harry in the least that he had figured it out. Draco had been with Harry the last two years after all. He knew the summer when Harry had come back completely sick and depressed that he‘d found his mate, that they were here in Forks, and that they had rejected him in some way. Harry had never given Draco a name though, or details about what had happened, and Draco had never pried. ―Because he‘s with someone –‖ ―Don‘t bullshit me, Potter,‖ Draco hissed angrily. ―You know as well as I that Isabella is a brainless cunt, infatuated with the idea of being immortal. She doesn‘t love your brother and she‘s completely wrong for him. It‘s not like you care about her either – now tell me the fucking truth!‖ Harry sighed. He had never been able to lie to Draco. ―I don‘t want to force him to love me,‖ he admitted, causing Draco to snort derisively, but Harry stopped him before he could say anything. ―I know that he already does, but loving someone as a brother and loving someone as a lover is a completely different thing, and even if he could he‘d never want to be intimate –‖ ―Well obviously he‘s got a few secrets he‘s not telling anyone if Fate has chosen him for you,‖ Draco stated factually. Harry shook his head. ―Fate always has liked screwing with me. I imagine it‘s all getting a good laugh out of this one,‖ he said staring blankly at the page in his journal. He felt Draco‘s hands running up his back and around his shoulders, and leaned back into the warmth and comfort that Draco offered. ―I just – I want him to want to be with me – to want me.‖ ―Potter this isn‘t about wanting and love - those things can come later, but you could die now,‖ Draco said firmly, angry that his friend hadn‘t said anything yet. It was only too bad Draco couldn‘t do it himself otherwise he‘d let Harry‘s brother have it, but unfortunately a wizard wasn‗t able to reveal to another wizards mate that they were indeed mates. All he could do was try and convince Harry to tell or somehow trick Harry into telling, but Harry hadn‗t been placed into Slytherin for no reason - although he had the self-preservation of a fucking Gryffindor.



 ―Well,‖ Draco began, and Harry could practically hear a plan forming in that Slytherin mind, ―Jasper said he was jealous – jealous of me right, so obviously there is something there. Why don‘t we see how far we can push it?‖ ―What did you have in mind?‖ Harry asked intrigued despite himself. ―Rosalie was telling me about this club they used to go to sometimes, or at least did before Edward met Isabella, but I‘m sure that we can somehow convince him to go when he returns – that is, if you don‘t mind performing in front of an audience,‖ Draco answered kissing Harry‘s neck as his hands made a trail down Harry‘s bare chest. ―I think it‘s time we show him what he‘s missing – what his precious Isabella can‗t offer,‖ he continued in a husky whisper, cupping Harry through his pajama pants to emphasize his point. Harry groaned and flipped them over until he was on top of Draco – lyrics forgotten. It's never enough to say I'm sorry It's never enough to say I care But I'm caught between what you're wanting from me And knowing if I give that to you I might just disappear Nobody wins when everyone's losing It's like one step forward and two steps back No matter what I do you're always mad And I, can't change your mind It's like trying to Turn around on a one way street I can't give you what you want And it's killing me And I, I'm starting to see Maybe we're not meant to be It's never enough to say I love you No, it's never enough to say I try It's hard to believe That there's no way out for you and me This seems to be the story of our life Nobody wins when everyone's losing It's like one step forward and two steps back No matter what I do you're always mad And I… can't change your mind It's like trying to Turn around on a one way street I can't give you what you want And it's killing me



 And I… I'm starting to see Maybe we're not meant to be There's still time to turn this around If you were building this up Instead of tearing it down But I keep thinking Maybe it's too late It's like one step forward and two steps back No matter what I do you're always mad And I, can't change your mind It's like trying to Turn around on a one way street I can't give you what you want And it's killing me And I… I finally see Baby, we're not meant to be It's like one step forward and two steps back No matter what I do you're always mad And I, baby I'm sorry to see Maybe we're not meant to be () ―Dad?‖ Jasper asked, slowly pushing open Carlisle‘s office door. ―Dad, are you okay? I was walking by and I felt –‖ He trailed off looking around at all the scattered books and paper. His father was sitting at his desk with a letter in front of him, staring blankly at the wall opposite him. ―You can come in, Jasper,‖ Carlisle finally acknowledged although he didn‘t look at his son. ―Did something happen?‖ Jasper asked in concern, trying to block some of Carlisle‘s more intense emotions so that he could focus properly, but he was growing really worried as he could feel Carlisle‘s mounting distress. ―Albus isn‘t going to be able to come for another two weeks at the least,‖ Carlisle answered distantly. ―Why?‖ Jasper asked knowing that his father had written to the Headmaster about Harry‘s mate. ―The Ministry is trying to pass some kind of werewolf legislation that would ban them from going into public areas, and the Headmaster is the leader of the opposition speaking out against it,‖ Carlisle answered rubbing his face with a long sigh.



 ―Did he send you a book… anything?‖ Jasper asked feeling the desperation mounting. He and Carlisle both knew that there had to be some kind of ramification for Harry not having his mate. They just couldn‘t figure out what. Carlisle shook his head. ―He said that it‘s not something that should be discussed in a letter, and that I should try to get Harry to tell me, but you know as well as I that Harry isn‘t going to talk.‖ Jasper smiled slightly at that. ―Yes, Harry always was a stubborn child.‖ Carlisle stared off to the side for a moment, deep in thought, and then decided just to go for it. Jasper was his most levelheaded child, and could block Edward from his mind most of the time. ―Jasper, if you were Harry‘s mate – what would you do?‖ ―What do you mean?‖ Jasper asked eyes widening in shock. Carlisle sighed again. This would have been so much easier if Harry weren‘t able to block Alice, Jasper, and Edward‘s powers. ―Just what I said, Jasper,‖ he stated looking at his frowning son. ―I came to the conclusion that Harry‘s mate was someone in this house – a male in this house, it was the only reason Harry would have left the way he did, and it would also explain why he wouldn‘t tell us who it was.‖ ―So you think that –‖ ―I don‘t think Jasper, I know,‖ Carlisle interrupted. ―I confronted Harry about it and he didn‘t deny it – he also assured me that it wasn‘t me.‖ ―So that means that it‘s either me, Emmett, or Edward,‖ Jasper whispered feeling his throat tighten in uneasiness. ―You and Emmett being the most likely two,‖ Carlisle confirmed, sitting back in his seat. ―Why us?‖ Jasper asked, wondering how his father had ruled out Edward. ―Because Harry loves Alice and Rosalie,‖ Carlisle answered. ―He wouldn‘t want to hurt them by making you choose, which is the only reason I can think of for him choosing not to say anything if this is as dangerous as my instincts tell me it is.‖ ―You think there will be a consequence,‖ Jasper said growing worried for his youngest brother. ―There always is,‖ Carlisle stated waving a hand at all the books around him. ―Veela die if their mates reject them, Werewolves lose their minds to their animal, Elves waste away to join them, but I have not been unable to find anything on wizards. Something tells me that whatever it is – it isn‘t good.‖ Jasper sat for a long while staring at the floor. ―I‘ll talk to Alice about it,‖ he finally said rubbing the back of his neck in apprehension. ―Does anyone else know?‖



 ―No,‖ Carlisle answered softly. ―I don‘t know how I‘m going to tell Esme, and Emmett and Rosalie. I just – I don‗t know.‖ ―Let me speak with Alice first – then Harry…‖ Jasper trailed off trying to think of what he would say. How did you tell your wife that there was a good chance you were your little brother‘s mate, and that something terrible would happen to him if he didn‘t have you? ―If it is me then I‘ll – I‘ll deal with it.‖ ―Not alone, Jasper,‖ Carlisle stated standing to his feet and going over to his son to comfort him. ―Your mother and I will be here. We‘ll deal with it as a family.‖ Jasper nodded still deep in thought as Carlisle bent down to hug him.



Song: Not Meant To Be - Theory of a Deadman



 Chapter Thirteen A Different Kind of Pain It took three days for Edward to return home, and the rest of the week before Harry would even look at him again. When Harry did however he found his anger fading. Harry smiled fondly as he watched Edward sit at his piano staring blankly down at the ivory keys. The vampire looked so fucking miserable and pathetic that Harry couldn‘t help but think of how damn adorable it was. Everyone in the family had approached Edward at least once already to express their anger and disappointment at what he had done, and Edward had even apologized to Draco. Harry figure that it was time to end the silent treatment, after all it was only partially Edward's fault. Harry knew that the vampire was frustrated that Harry seemed to not want to be around him anymore. Their relationship wasn‘t what it used to be, and Harry could see that it broke Edward‘s heart to lose his brother and best friend. That was something Harry needed to remember - even if he couldn‘t be Edward‘s lover he was still Edward‘s brother, and Harry guessed that it was time he started acting like it once again. It wasn't Edward's fault that he didn't know, and it wasn't Edward's fault that it was hard for Harry to be around him. It was just painful for Harry to be so near him yet so fucking far away, but what was even more painful was knowing that he was hurting Edward when Edward had no clue why. Edward looked up startled when someone sat beside him on the piano bench, and by their spicy scent he knew that it was Harry. ―So I‘m working on this new song and I think it could use a little work - what do you think?‖ Harry asked him setting the hand written sheet music on the stand. It took a moment for Edward to come out of his shock and answer him, but Harry waited patiently. ―I - I‘d be glad to help,‖ Edward answered, relief and excitement bubbling in his chest that Harry had forgiven him, and had come to him for help with his music just like old times. The blond boy was over in the corner doing his nails with Rosalie and Alice, and as much as Edward hated to admit it he was glad that Bella wasn‘t around to interrupt this moment he had with Harry either - Perhaps they could start rebuilding what they had before.



 ―I‘m sure it‘s perfect though, your music always is,‖ Edward continued looking back at the sheet music - fingers already inching toward the piano keys. ―You taught me how to play remember?‖ Harry questioned with a fond smile. Edward always seemed to forget that it was because of him Harry had found music in the first place. Yes, Harry could now play just about anything you put in front of him like he‘d been doing it for years. Yes, he was an international star with three hit records, and legions of screaming fan girls - and boys. But Edward forgot that it had all started with a seven year old orphan hiding in a corner and watching captivated as his new older brother played on his piano. It was okay though because, Harry forgot sometimes too. () Edward had been playing for about an hour, and he knew the little wizard was back there, but he didn't call him out. Carlisle had warned them to be careful around Harry, that he‟d been abused and was very skittish. Edward simply continued playing, letting the small, fascinated child listen as he had been doing for the past couple of nights now. Edward saw Carlisle walk by the door, peeking in to see if Harry was there again, and offering the hesitant child a small encouraging smile before moving on. A few moments later Edward was surprised to hear a shuffling movement and glanced out of the corner of his eye to see the seven year old take a cautious step forward. Edward didn‟t make any move to acknowledge it and simply continued playing. The child had been with them for nearly three months already and had yet to approach or even really speak to anyone but Carlisle. It was so easy to forget that he was even there half the time. There were a few visible scars if someone were to look, but Edward could clearly see the abuse in the small things the seven year old did - or didn‟t do for that matter. Harry would try to clean something at odd moments, before Esme would gently stop him. He would flinch if any of them made any sudden moves, which in a house full of vampires was rather frequent, but they had all made an effort to move at a normal, human pace when Harry was around. The child never went out to play, never asked any questions without prompting never asked for, or really did anything at all, but stand around silently observing and waiting for his next order. He didn‟t complain and simply accepted everything they told him to do. In fact, the most heartbreaking moments was when they actually had to order the child and tell him that it was okay to do the most basic human things such as eat, bathe, or sleep. Harry had yet to approach anyone - even Esme, so Edward wasn‟t going to screw this up. He continued to play a soft tune, and watched discreetly as the boy drew closer, biting his lower lip nervously, but eyes full of curiosity and fascination. When



 Harry got close enough to actually see Edward‟s hands on the keys he stopped and stood there absorbing everything the vampire did. Edward played for a while longer until he saw the boy drifting off right there on his feet. He softly called for Carlisle, not wanting to startle or scare the boy by trying to speak to him himself. Carlisle came into the room seconds later and gathered the exhausted boy into his arms. Harry fell asleep almost instantly. ―He asked me if you would mind if he watched - I hope it‟s okay.” Carlisle stated, already knowing Edward wouldn‟t mind. ―It‟s fine,” Edward answered anyway. ―You‟re the only one, besides me, that he‟s been willing to stay in a room alone with.” Carlisle then said as he turned to leave with the sleeping child cradled protectively in his arms, and Edward felt a happy smile crossing his face. The next night, around midnight, Edward came home from hunting and heard piano music. At first he thought it was someone playing a CD, but as he stopped and listened for a moment he realized that it was a melody he had written - the one he‟d been playing the night before. Curiously Edward walked up to his piano room and saw Carlisle, Esme, Jasper, Alice, Emmett, and Rosalie standing at the partially opened door. Carlisle held a finger up to his lips, telling Edward to be silent, and then moved back so that Edward could peek inside the room himself. What he saw both surprised and pleased him. There was little Harry, feet dangling, an intense look of concentration on his little face as his small fingers slowly moved over the keys he could reach. The boy messed up a few time, but he had the basics of the melody down, and he didn‟t give up no matter how many times he hit a wrong key. Despite Rosalie‟s silent protest Edward pushed the door open a little further and slipped inside the darkening room. The piano was lit by a single candle, which was something Harry seemed to love, and Edward guessed that the seven year old had gotten out of bed, snuck into his piano room, and tried to keep his presence in the room undetected by not cutting on the light. Of course in a house full of vampires there was no way playing a piano would go unnoticed, but who was he to question the logic of a seven year old. Edward walked closer to the boy and watched him for a moment longer before softly clearing his throat. Harry jumped and spun around, eyes wide and panicked. “I‟m sorry!” He blurted instantly, moving trembling hands to close the piano. Edward stopped him before he could though and smiled softly. “It‟s okay,” he replied softly, sitting beside the trembling boy on the bench. ―It‟s just - I saw you playing - and - and I wanted to try,” Harry continued lip trembling as he stared down, twisting his hands nervously. “I shouldn‟t have touched it I‟m sorry.”



 Edward reached out and lifted the boys chin, pleased when he didn‟t flinch away, and stared into those big, watery, emerald eyes - and he was instantly lost. From that moment on Edward knew he was in deep trouble - there wasn‟t anything the boy couldn‟t get from him. ―Would you like to learn to play?” Edward offered with a hopeful smile of his own. He would love to have someone to teach and play with, and from what he„d seen moments ago Harry could be brilliant at it. The seven year old gasped softly, and his eyes lit up with excitement before dimming once again in sadness. “I can‟t,” he whispered mournfully, glancing at the beautiful piano longingly. ―Why not?” Edward asked knowing from the boys defeated demeanor that he wasn‟t going to like the answer. ―Uncle says I can‟t touch beautiful things, I‟ll only dirty them,” the small child answered and Edward felt anger ripping through him at these humans, but he clamped down on it before he could scare Harry. “And Aunt says I can‟t be as smart as Dudley, and Dudley doesn‟t know how to play the piano.” ―Well it‟s my piano and I say you can touch it all you want.” Edward replied adoring the wide green eyes that looked up at him in surprise and admiration. “And from what I just heard a few minutes ago of you playing I‟d say that with some guidance and practice you would be a brilliant piano player.” ―You really think so?” Harry questioned looking up at Edward completely smitten. It was honestly the cutest thing they had ever seen. ―Oh I know so,” Edward answered with a nod. The small boy looked down at his hands once again and sighed sadly, “but Uncle says that I‟m a worthless freak that will never amount to anything, and the lady at the orphanage says that I‟m nothing but a disappointment -” ―Well I say that your Aunt, Uncle, and that lady at the orphanage were all wrong Harry,” Edward stated lifting the boy‟s chin once again. ―But Uncle says -” the boy tried again, but this time Edward was quick to step in. He wouldn‟t have this child thinking or speaking of himself in such a manner. ―Who are you going to believe Harry, me or them?” Edward asked. Harry looked at him for a long moment, eyes scrunched in thought. “Well you are older than them…” he said, trailing off. ―Yes, I am,” Edward chuckled in amusement. ―So that means you‟re smarter… right?” The little boy asked.



 ―Yes I would say so,” Edward answered again with a fond smile at the little creature before him - god he was going to be so whipped. Little Harry nodded, his little fingers coming up to tap his lips thoughtfully, and adorably. “I believe you,” he finally whispered. ―So would you like me to teach you?” Edward questioned feeling his cold body warm at the thought of this child trusting him. ―Do you really want to?” Harry asked hesitantly. “You don‟t have to - I‟ll probably disappoint you and I‟d hate to be a burden -” On an impulse Edward ran his fingers through the child‟s messy raven hair, surprised when it felt like silk flowing through his fingers. Harry was so surprised by the affectionate touch that his mouth snapped shut and he unconsciously leaned into it closing his eyes. ―Yes Harry I really want to - if you‟ll allow me that is?” Edward questioned, figuring that the best way to get the child to do something he obviously wanted to learn to do was to make him feel like he was doing Edward a favor by allowing him to teach him. ―I‟d like you to teach me,” the child finally whispered shyly scooting closer to lean his head on Edward„s shoulder, and Edward could hear a soft cooing and a sigh of relief from behind the partially opened door. () ―Yeah… I remember,‖ Edward whispered, feeling Harry‘s head resting on his shoulder like it had so many years ago. Before I let you go Give me just one more night to show you Just how I feel I lost all my control If it takes my whole damned life I‟ll make this up to you I‟m kind of like the waves That roll their whole life towards somewhere Crashing it on the shore It‟s blown in by the wind That carries the clouds to hide My wish on a fallen star A different kind of pain, Is someone there to hold you Is someone there to take you away from me A different kind of pain,



 Is someone there to hold you Is someone there to take you away from me I tried to let you go I wish I could turn back time and Show you just how I feel I needed you to know If it takes my whole damned life I‟ll make this up to you I‟m kind of like the waves That roll their whole life towards somewhere Crashing it on the shore It‟s blown in by the wind That carries the clouds to hide My wish on a fallen star A different kind of pain, Is someone there to hold you Is someone there to take you away from me A different kind of pain, Is someone there to hold you Is someone there to take you away from me Before you let me go away Before you let me go away Before you let me go away Before you let me go I needed you to know A different kind of pain, Is someone there to hold you Is someone there to take you away from me A different kind of pain, Is someone there to hold you Is someone there to take you away from me A different kind of pain It‟s a different kind of pain A different kind of pain It‟s a different kind of pain It‟s a different kind of pain It‟s a different kind of pain It‟s a different kind of pain Before you let me go It‟s a different kind of pain



 I needed you to know It‟s a different kind of pain It‟s a different Kind of…



Song: A Different Kind of Pain By: Cold



 Chapter Fourteen You My hands are broken, And time is going on and on, It goes forever. So I got high And lived all that life That I've taken all for granted. Promise me you'll try to leave it all behind, Because I've elected hell, lying to myself. Why have I gone blind, live another life. You.



―Harry?‖ Edward‘s hesitant voice asked. ―Yeah?‖ Harry asked looking up from his journal, where he had been writing the lyrics to his newest song. He and Edward had gotten back on track the last couple of days, and Harry found it a lot easier to be around his… brother, when Isabella wasn‘t hanging off of him. In fact, the headaches and trembling he‘d been hiding from Draco the past couple of days lessened significantly, when he was near the vampire. ―I was uh – wondering if I could ask you a huge favor?‖ Edward questioned uncertainly, and Harry wondered what had gotten him so worked up. ―Sure, sit down,‖ Harry offered scooting over and moving his feet so that Edward could sit on the sofa with him. ―Is something wrong?‖ he then asked wondering what would have Edward so nervous. ―Uh, well it‘s about Bella actually,‖ Edward answered not looking at Harry‘s reaction, although he didn‘t have to because Harry‘s heart rate spiked and he could practically feel the sudden tension in the smaller male‘s body. ―And what about Isabella?‖ Harry questioned trying to remain calm. He could hear silence now in the house and knew that the others were listening in. Edward sighed and rubbed the back of his neck. ―Look Harry – I – I know you two don‘t get along very well, but could you – could you just hear me out… please?‖ Harry couldn‘t get his vocal cords to work in order to say no, so he just leaned forward, braced his elbows on his knees, and stared down at the floor.



 Edward must have taken it as a sign, because he continued. ―I know your birthday‘s coming up in a few days and you‘ll be turning eighteen,‖ the vampire began, before pausing for another moment as if trying to find the right way to continue. ―Bella‘s birthday is in September –‖ ―And I care because,‖ Harry blurted before he could stop himself – but truthfully he was… scared, of where Edward was going with this. Edward sighed again and silence reigned for a long moment – even Draco was holding his tongue and watching the scene with narrowed eyes. He‘d been good about keeping his distance so that Harry and Edward could have their moments, but he would be damned if he let that vampire hurt his friend now – just when Harry had started opening back up to the idiot. ―We planned on getting married,‖ Edward finally said, and Harry felt himself shutting down. ―She‘ll be turning eighteen too and –‖ ―You want to turn her,‖ Harry finished for him too numb to feel anything. Draco began standing to his feet, but so had the rest of the Cullens. They obviously hadn‘t known that Edward was going to ask this so soon. ―It‘s just that – Bella‘s worried with the idea of being older than me. I wanted her to wait a few years –‖ ―So tell her no,‖ Harry interrupted snappishly and Draco couldn‘t help but smirk for a second. ―You ever thought of that.‖ ―It‘s what she wants,‖ Edward replied feeling horrible for asking this of Harry. ―I know we had been planning on turning you when you turned eighteen but –‖ ―It would be nearly impossible to handle two newborns at the same time,‖ Harry stated once again finishing what Edward was about to say. He couldn‘t say he hadn‘t expected this, but he hadn‘t expected it to hurt nearly this much. ―It‘ll only be for a couple of years Harry, until she‘s settled, and it‘s completely your choice. You were here first, so if you want to be turned first then I‘ll make Bella see reason somehow,‖ Edward continued still not looking at Harry, and the silence around them was heavy. Harry almost wanted to tell Edward no out of spite, but realized that he was only being bitter once again. It wasn‘t like he hadn‘t thought about this before and what his answer would be when Edward or the rest of his family did approach him on the topic. They‘d discussed it when he was younger, and it had always been assumed that he would one day be turned and join them in immortality. Harry had been the one to pick the age of eighteen – he too had not wanted to be far from Edward in age… now it was Edward asking him to wait. Harry licked his lips. He knew what he was about to say wouldn‘t go over well with any of them. ―I – wasn‘t planning on being turned,‖ Harry admitted not looking up from the floor – after all, that particular spot on the rug was rather fascinating.



 ―Oh, so you were planning to wait anyway?‖ Edward questioned shoulders sagging in relief. ―How long?‖ he then asked curiously. ―No – I…‖ Harry trailed off not knowing how to tell them. He could practically feel Esme‘s mounting distress as she began to realize what he was saying. Harry felt someone walk up behind him and place a heavy hand on his shoulder. ―Harry?‖ Carlisle questioned giving him an encouraging squeeze. ―What are you saying?‖ ―I‘m saying that I – I don‘t want to be turned… ever,‖ Harry answered bracing himself. There was complete silence, and then Harry had to close his eyes in pain as Esme dropped the glass vase she‘d been arranging flowers in. ―What?‖ she asked in a pain filled voice. ―Harry I – I don‘t understand.‖ Harry felt his eyes welling up and kept them shut tightly as he clasped his hands to keep them from trembling also. ―I – I don‘t want to liv – I just can‘t,‖ he finally managed to get out. Harry felt someone kneeling in front of him and knew by the smell of her perfume that it was Rosalie. She reached out gently and touched his face, and it was nearly Harry‘s undoing. ―Harry what is hurting you?‖ she asked, promising loads of pain to whatever or whoever it was that dared hurt her baby brother. Harry simply leaned forward burying his face in her neck, and letting her hand trail into his hair. ―But Harry – you‘ll die…‖ Alice trailed off in disbelief. ―You‘ll leave us.‖ Harry took a shaky breath. ―Yeah Harry, let‘s talk about this,‖ Emmett added looking around at everyone in disbelief. It had never crossed his mind that Harry would – could die. He‘d always assumed Harry would be his little brother forever. ―Harry you can‘t do this…‖ Edward then whispered looking as if he‘d been struck. ―We‘ll turn you first – Bella can wait.‖ As much as Harry loved hearing that, he shook his head, lifting it from Rosalie‘s shoulder. ―Harry… son – please just –‖ Carlisle began desperately, but Harry sprang to his feet. ―You can‘t – Dad please, you can‘t ask me that,‖ Harry said, cursing himself as his voice wavered while he backed away from them. ―You can‘t ask me to spend eternity alone – you can‘t.‖



 There was no guarantee Harry would survive after being turned anyway. From what they had studied before of the process, wizards tended to keep their magic through the transformation, even becoming stronger in some cases. It would only prolong his miserable life and slow down the process of decay. Harry didn‘t want to live like that, dying and depressed without his mate. He couldn‘t do it – not only to himself, but to his family. Before any of them could say anything more or try to stop him, Harry grabbed his car keys and left, even ignoring Draco‘s attempt to catch him. He just really needed to be alone right now, and besides, his hands were shaking again. The only way out Is letting your guard down And never die forgotten. (Alone) Forgive me, my love, I stand here all alone, And I can see the bottom. Promise me you'll try to leave it all behind, Because I've elected hell, lying to myself. Why have I gone blind, live another life. You.



Song: You, By: Breaking Benjamin



 Chapter Fifteen Reality The lights are on but you're not home You've drifted off somewhere alone Somewhere that's safe, No questions here A quiet place where you hide from your fears Call Harry masochistic or whatever you want, but he couldn‘t take his eyes off of them. Isabella had come back the night before and was currently sound asleep on the couch with her head pillowed on Edward‘s chest as he ran his fingers through her hair and looked idly through a magazine. Harry felt like something was lodged in his throat – making each breath more painful than the last. He felt like someone had ripped out his heart and held it in their hand squeezing it right in front of him. As much as Harry couldn‘t understand it, as much as he hated it – hated her – it seemed as if Edward really did care for the human girl. Sometimes when you're out of rope The way to climb back up's unclear The walls you build around yourself I guess they also keep you here Are you afraid of what they think? Whoever "they" happen to be Or are you hiding from the scars of Your own reality? Harry felt his heart twist painfully, and even shocked himself when a distressed sound escaped his lips. It immediately drew the attention of everyone in the room. ―Harry?‖ Draco asked standing from his seat by the window, where he had been reading a book. Harry shook his head and stood quickly, making his way to his new bedroom before any of his family could notice his trembling hands. ―Harry?‖ Esme inquired this time, making her way around the kitchen island, where she had been preparing his supper. ―You look pale honey is something wrong?‖ she asked in concern. Since the day before they'd all been concerned. Their concern was like a giant purple elephant standing on Harry's chest. Yet, no one had approached him about his announcement yesterday.



 ―Just feel sick,‖ Harry answered breathlessly pushing pass Jasper and Emmett, who had stood from the dining room table where they had been playing a card game. He needed to get out of there and quickly before he either retched or passed out in front of them. The room was getting entirely too hot. He felt sick and dizzy, and the trembling was becoming worse. ―Wait Harry, let me check you,‖ Carlisle stated coming over to stop him, but at that moment something inside Harry broke loose and a blast of magic shot out, pushing his family back and rattling just about anything not bolted down in the room. After everything settled Harry felt like he‘d run a couple hundred miles, but at least the sick feeling was gone. His family was too shocked to move but Draco was by Harry‘s side instantly, with his arms around Harry‘s waist, steering him toward his basement bedroom, which had been finished by his brothers just the day before, while he'd been gone. So you sedate and drown in vain You've got a pill for every day A suit and tie to mask the truth Its ugly head is starting to show through As soon as they were in the room and the door was closed, Draco was taking off his clothes while quickly trying to remove Harry‘s as well. Harry caught his wrist though – stopping him, and walked over to sit on the edge of his bed. Harry placed his face in his shaking hands and just sat there. After a moment of tense silence, he felt the bed dip beside him and Draco‘s tentative hand on his shoulder. ―Harry?‖ he questioned, and Harry could hear the worry in his voice. ―It‘s not working anymore,‖ Harry answered looking up at the far wall with a vacant expression. He felt – empty. ―We could go to that club I talked about – find you someone else. Maybe you just need something new,‖ Draco suggested hesitantly. Harry shook his head, running a hand through his hair. ―You‘ve always been able to help the most,‖ he said summoning his jacket over to him so that he could get a cigarette, but his hands were shaking so badly that Harry could barely light it. Draco took the lighter from his hands though and lit it himself. ―Why didn‘t you tell me? How long?‖ he asked with a frown, as he grabbed Harry‘s trembling hand and rubbed it as if to bring back the warmth. ―Couple days,‖ Harry answered blowing out a long stream of smoke. Sometimes when you're out of rope The way to climb back up's unclear The walls you build around yourself I guess they also keep you here



 Are you afraid of what they think? Whoever "they" happen to be Or are you hiding from the scars of Your own reality? Harry remembered when it had first started happening, the tremors, the dizzy spells, the feeling of emptiness, the bitterness that ate at him, and the sickness that stayed lodged in the back of his throat. He‘d managed to survive a few months on Calming Draughts and a few other potions, but eventually those had stopped working. Then Draco had suggested that he duel and exercise more to try and get rid of the built up energy and magic – eventually that had stopped working as well. It was by accident really that Harry found out sex helped. Harry hadn‘t been sure if he‘d be able to do it with anyone but his mate – the thought had sickened him, but then again the thought of his mate doing it with someone else had eased Harry‘s guilt to a degree. At that point, Harry and Draco had stopped their own relationship, considering they knew that a relationship could never be between them and Harry had turned elsewhere. Harry couldn‘t even remember the name of the Ravenclaw boy that had gone down on him in the boys‘ bathroom that first time, but he did remember that momentary feeling of release and relief from the pain. After that, it had steadily progressed, from blowjobs and hand jobs, until random sex in an alcove before class was routine. Yes, Harry felt guilty, felt dirty, but he‘d rather the guilt and worthlessness than the emptiness any day. Harry was like an addict – anything to stop his hands from trembling. The monster you're feeding Your lack of perception The things that you do To fulfill your addictions The light at the end of your tunnel is closing What is it that you're so afraid of exposing? You'd give it all up for what's theirs for the taking Whatever it takes to keep Your hands from shaking The same things you're thinking Might make you feel better The same things that probably got you here



Then somehow – Harry couldn‘t remember… in fact, he was pretty sure they‘d been drunk, he and Draco had ended up in bed together again. The next morning the pain had been gone – just a dull ache in the back of his heart. They‘d researched for hours and found that the closer Harry was to the person the more it



 would help. He and Draco were already best friends, they shared that bond, and being a friend, and loving Harry as he did, Draco had offered himself to Harry again and again and again. Draco was the only reason Harry had survived as long as he had without his mate, but now it seemed that Draco‘s touch was wearing off. Sometimes when you're out of rope The way to climb back up's unclear The walls you build around yourself I guess they also keep you here Are you afraid of what they think? Whoever "they" happen to be Or are you hiding from the scars of Your own reality? ―Harry, you‘ve got to let me tell them. You‘ve got to tell him!‖ Draco commanded in frustration getting to his feet so that he could glare down at Harry. Harry merely shook his head, still staring off into space. ―You could die!‖ Draco exclaimed angrily sinking to his knees in front of Harry and grabbing his shoulders to shake him. ―You will die if you don‘t tell him, Harry! Do you get that! You‘re fucking dying, Harry!‖ Harry merely hid his face in his hands once again and remained silent as Draco embraced him. ―Harry, you can‘t make me do this,‖ Draco choked, voice overwhelmed with emotion. ―Please Harry, don‘t make me watch you do this.‖ The monster you're feeding Your lack of perception The things that you do To fulfill your addictions The light at the end of your tunnel is closing What is it that you're so afraid of exposing? You'd give it all up for what's theirs for the taking Whatever it takes to keep Your hands from shaking The same things you're thinking Might make you feel better The same things that probably got you here



Song: Reality, By: Staind



 Chapter Sixteen Angels Take a Soul After the words left Draco‘s mouth Harry stared across the room vacantly and counted down the seconds. The scene of seven fully grown vampires trying to squeeze through a small doorway, and eventually ripping the door off its hinges along with part of the doorframe, would have been cause for amusement had the situation not been so serious. Harry just stared blankly at the scene as Draco‘s head shot up from where it had landed in his lap to stare in shock. ―I didn‘t set a Silencing Ward on the room yet,‖ Harry answered hollowly, before Draco could even ask. Draco‘s eyes widened at the secret he had unknowingly revealed, but as it sunk in he didn‘t seem too disappointed – not that Harry thought he would be. ―Well I won‘t say I‘m sorry that they heard. You should have told them a long time ago,‖ Draco stated, confirming Harry‘s previous thoughts of him not being sorry for it. Harry merely let out a long breath and rubbed the back of his neck, staring vacantly at the floor. He felt himself being crushed in a strong embrace seconds later, a cold face buried against his neck, and by the whimpering sound escaping the vampire‘s throat, he knew that it was Esme. Harry couldn‘t bring himself to look at her, or anyone else for that matter so he just bowed his head and continued to stare at the floor. ―Harry, what‘s going on?‖ Carlisle asked, although Harry could hear the commanding tone in his voice. His father wasn‘t going to simply take one of his bullshit answers and leave him alone this time – but that didn‘t mean Harry wasn‘t going to try. Harry licked his lips, but still didn‘t look up at them. ―You heard Draco – what more is there to explain?‖ In the next second, Harry found himself ripped from Esme‘s embrace and forcefully stood on his feet in front of his father with Carlisle‘s iron grip on his arm. It wasn‘t painful exactly, but it was forceful. Harry knew that Carlisle would never hurt him though, so he wasn‘t scared – just startled. ―Dad,‖ he heard Jasper say taking a cautious step forward. ―Dad, calm down.‖ Carlisle didn‘t hear him though and shook Harry by the arms. ―Harry, you tell me what is going on now! I‘ve waited for you to come to me, but I‘m not waiting anymore. You tell me right now, Harry!‖ his father demanded as a desperate, bordering on full-blown panicked look took over his eyes.



 Harry looked passed Carlisle to see his brothers and sisters standing behind him with stricken, wary, and disbelieving looks on their faces. Then he looked back to his father and knew that he couldn‘t keep this from them any longer. ―I‘m – I‘m dying,‖ Harry stated, deciding it was best to be blunt about it. There was no way not to be blunt about it… how did you ease someone into hearing something like that? Esme whimpered heartbrokenly, Alice gasped covering her mouth, Rosalie became a complete statue, Emmett spluttered a few choice obscenities, Jasper swallowed reflexively, Carlisle closed his eyes as if he were the one in physical pain, and Edward‘s knees went weak and he stumbled over to sit beside Esme. ―This is – this is because of your mate?‖ Carlisle asked in a tight voice hitting the nail on the head. Harry closed his eyes this time, there went his chance of playing it off as some obscure Wizarding cancer… but then again in a way it was. Harry pulled out of Carlisle‘s loosened grip and walked over to stand facing the opposite side of the room. There was no way he could look at them. ―I‘ve gone a long time without him – a lot longer than most wizards would have been able to,‖ he answered fiddling with a few knobs on his soundboard. He had an idea for a new song and was wondering if they‘d come back later so that he could let off some steam with it. ―What are the symptoms? What‘s happening – are you in pain now? – there‘s got to be something I can do,‖ Carlisle said trying to think like a doctor instead of a panicked father – it wasn‘t really working out very well though. Harry shook his head though. ―It‘s – it‘s my magic. It‘s attacking me. There isn‘t anything you can do.‖ ―Why?‖ Esme breathed and Harry felt his own heart bursting for her pain as well as his own. He hated doing this to her – hated it more than anything. ―Because, umm – because –‖ Harry couldn‘t talk to them about this. He hadn‘t even fully faced it himself yet, and his emotions were getting the better of him. Luckily, he didn‘t have to because Draco stepped in. ―His magic is turning on him, because he doesn‘t have his mate to help control it, and he‘s too fucking noble to say their fucking name!‖ Draco snapped, crossing his arms over his chest and glaring. ―Well then who is it, Harry?‖ Emmett asked. ―Give me his name and I‘ll track him down.‖ ―No Em,‖ Harry interrupted with a soft smile despite the situation. He could always trust Emmett to beat someone up for him. ―Why not?‖ Emmett asked disbelievingly. ―Harry, if it‘s killing you we should find him and bring him here.‖



 ―There‘s no need, Emmett,‖ Jasper suddenly stated, causing Harry‘s head to snap up and look at him in surprise. He‘d known Carlisle knew, but he hadn‘t thought his father had told any of the others yet. ―He‘s already here.‖ ―What do you mean?‖ Rosalie asked looking from Harry to Jasper to everyone else in the room as if she was missing someone or someone would suddenly pop out of nowhere. Harry felt his heart pounding in his throat, and wanted to plead with Jasper not to say anything, but he knew Jasper wouldn‘t listen – not when it meant Harry could lose his life over it. ―It‘s one of us,‖ Jasper answered never taking his eyes off of Harry, but Harry had to turn away from them again, not being able to stand their eyes on him in such a horrified way. ―What?‖ Edward asked in a voice that made Harry flinch. He felt a hand on his shoulder and suddenly he was turned around to look into the face of his angry mate. ―It‘s one of us and you didn‘t say anything!‖ Harry pursed his lips and adverted his eyes. ―Carlisle realized that it was someone in this house that Harry had been running from, and Harry had already admitted to his mate being male. So it‘s one of us,‖ Jasper explained to his other two brothers. ―Carlisle?‖ Esme questioned shakily taking her husband‘s hand. ―It isn‘t me,‖ Carlisle answered watching Harry closely. ―Harry at least told me that.‖ ―Is it me, Harry?‖ Jasper asked, feeling Alice take his hand in support. ―Alice and I have discussed it, and if it‘s me you need Harry, then –‖ ―No!‖ Harry cut in sharply, before Jasper could finish that statement. ―It‘s not me…‖ Jasper breathed and Harry could clearly see the relief flood both his brother and Alice. ―I‘m not telling you who it is,‖ Harry snapped defiantly, crossing his arms over his chest despite the hold Edward still had on them. ―But Harry!‖ Alice protested. ―You have to –‖ ―I don‘t have to do a fucking thing!‖ Harry snarled growing angry. Couldn‘t they see that he was doing this for them? Couldn‘t they see this wasn‘t their problem? He was letting them off the hook. They could go on and be happy with their lives. ―Harry, think rationally about this –‖ Emmett began.



 ―Good luck with that,‖ Draco snorted sitting in the back of the room. ―I‘ve been trying to get him to tell for the past two years.‖ ―You know?‖ Rosalie questioned in betrayal, walking over to stand before the other blond. ―You know which one of them it is?‖ ―Yes,‖ Draco answered, but he couldn‘t say anything more. ―Well?‖ Rosalie asked in annoyance, tapping her stiletto impatiently. Draco was silent for a long moment, face scrunched up in concentration. ―I can‘t tell you,‖ Draco pouted crossing his arms over his chest and sending Harry a glare. ―I can‘t even consciously think about a way to unconsciously tell you.‖ ―Did he threaten you?‖ Rosalie asked her new best friend while looking back at Harry with narrowed eyes. Harry snorted, feeling a bit of amusement despite the situation. Draco and Rosalie were really two of a kind. ―No I didn‘t threaten him,‖ he answered drawing their attention back to him and off of the pouting Dragon in the corner. ―A wizard can‘t reveal another wizard‘s mate to anyone unless said wizard‘s mate already knows… Fates fucked up way of actually giving us a choice.‖ ―What choice?‖ Alice asked incredulously. ―To tell or die!‖ ―Exactly,‖ Harry drawled. He was getting a massive fucking headache from all of this. He managed to jerk away from Edward‘s grasp and walked over to his beside drawer, reached in and pulled out the bottle of aspirin. ―What are you taking?‖ Carlisle said, walking over quickly. ―Just some aspirin,‖ Harry answered looking at his father curiously. What did Carlisle think he was taking? Carlisle took the bottle from him and opened it, pouring two pills out and handing them back to Harry. Normally Harry would have taken nearly triple that amount, but he simply rolled his eyes at having a doctor for a father, and downed the pills without anything to drink. ―Do you pop pills often?‖ Emmett tried to joke, but no one found it funny. ―Well I have to do something since Draco stopped giving me my potions,‖ Harry replied reaching for the bottle to put it back in the drawer, but Carlisle held it tightly in his hand, still reading over the label. ―You know that they‘re addictive, Potter. You were already taking three times the amount you should have been,‖ Draco replied from his corner. ―That‘s the least of my worries,‖ Harry sighed, pressing his fingers to the side of his head and staring at the blue wall, wishing that they would all just go away so that he could vent, or pass out, or something.



 ―Harry, you have to tell us who it is,‖ Esme‘s voice trembled, and Harry clenched his jaw tightly for a moment. He absolutely hated causing her pain; he deserved what was happening to him for that. ―Why?‖ Harry asked disdainfully. ―So I can break Alice, Jasper, Emmett, Rosalie, or Merlin forbid Edward and precious Isabella apart. Do you want that for them?‖ ―But Harry you‘re – you‘re dying,‖ Esme whimpered heartbrokenly. Harry shrugged his shoulders, trying to remain unaffected. ―And if I forced someone to be with me and they resented me for it… I couldn‘t live with myself anyway,‖ he answered her softly. ―I don‘t want my mate to be with me out of pity. I want them to want to be with me.‖ ―Harry, I thought we were over this,‖ Carlisle sighed. He‘d thought they had gotten rid of these particular fears of Harry‘s years ago. ―We love you. We‘re your family, we want you here, and I‘m sure whoever your mate is – we could figure something out.‖ Harry shook his head, blinking rapidly as he stared at the wall. ―We can‘t just figure it out dad. It doesn‘t work like that. They‘d have to want me, they would have to love me as a lover; we would have to bond on every level. It isn‘t as simple as ―figuring it out‖ or even just having sex with them once or twice a month. They would have to leave the person they love to be with me, there cannot be any other bonds, and I won‘t make them do that.‖ ―But I don‘t want you to die, Harry,‖ Alice whispered eyes wide, but dry despite how much she felt like weeping. ―Me either,‖ Rosalie added as Emmett stepped forward to take her hand in support and comfort. ―It isn‘t your choice,‖ Harry sighed. ―You weren‘t even supposed to find out that I had a mate, much less that it was one of you.‖ ―So what? You were just going to die without telling us why!‖ Edward hissed angrily. Harry laughed, but there was no humor to it. ―That was the idea,‖ he answered. Harry could see the pain in his mate‘s eyes, the anger at the situation, the helplessness, and somehow seeing that Edward was so passionate about it made it easier for Harry. At least Harry knew Edward cared, even if it was only as his brother. ―Harry, what‘s going to happen to you?‖ Carlisle asked, resigned to the fact that they wouldn‘t be getting anything out of Harry just yet. He at least wanted to know what to expect until they could figure it out. ―It‘s just, sort of like a cancer I guess. That‘s the only way I know how to explain it,‖ Harry answered not wanting to go into details about it, especially with Esme



 already as distraught as she was. ―Because I‘m so powerful, I have a lot of wasted magic. It builds up, and that is what my mate is for. He‘s my perfect match – my magic‘s match. Once we bond, we‘ll be connected – my magic would recognize him, and he would be able to help me control it. Sort of Fates fucked up way of controlling the population of powerful wizards – most never find their mates in time, and most of those that do, well, their mates don‘t fall in love with them.‖ ―How does your mate help you?‖ Alice asked, although from what Harry had said earlier in his outburst she thought she already knew. Harry felt a blush creeping up his neck despite himself, and checked to make sure the wards he placed on Jasper to block human scent was still strong. It was nearly time to replace them. Dumbledore had placed the wards around the vampire when Harry had first come to live with them, so Jasper wouldn‘t have problems being around humans anymore, and when Harry had turned eleven and was able to get his own wand he‘d learned the spells himself so that he could place them on his brother each year. ―Through, umm, intercourse he‘d be able to siphon it from me, and the stronger the emotional bond between us the better. If he doesn‘t fall in love with me it would only prolong my life for a few more years and eventually I would die anyway,‖ Harry answered calmly. These questions weren‘t so bad he guessed, as long as they didn‘t try to get him to say who his mate was. ―There‘s no cure? No other way to fix it?‖ Carlisle asked trying once again to think like a doctor. Draco snorted from his corner. ―Unless you want him to rip his mate‘s soul out because he doesn‘t want anyone to have power over him, put it in a snake, and become a snake Animagus so he could fuck it every now and then – then no, there isn‘t. Besides, the last freak who tried that wasn‗t exactly sane by the end of it…‖ Harry sent Draco a glare and a look of disgust for bringing what Voldemort had done to his own mate into it – or at least that was the rumor – but Draco merely shrugged. ―They asked,‖ he said, amused at the varying looks of horror and disgust on the vampires‘ faces. ―There is no way to stop it from happening without my mate, but I have found ways to hold the process off,‖ Harry sighed bringing back the somber atmosphere. ―At first it was potions, then physical exercise worked for a while, but when that wore off… sex helped,‖ he answered feeling for the first time really ashamed about that. ―Then we, Draco and I that is, found out that he was able to alleviate the symptoms almost completely.‖ ―So that‘s why you sleep together even though you aren‘t in a relationship?‖ Edward asked, seeing Draco in a whole new light now. ―He really is the only reason you‘re here.‖



 ―Yeah,‖ Harry answered glancing at the sober blond in the corner. ―Draco‘s helped me a lot over the last few years.‖ Esme was up in an instant and had Draco in a tight hug, and surprisingly Draco didn‘t push her away. ―And now?‖ Carlisle asked, realizing that the symptoms must have been coming back considering the episode Harry‘d had earlier. ―Now it seems Draco won‘t be able to help anymore,‖ Harry answered simply, playing idly with a lamp switch. ―Harry, you can‘t just –‖ Carlisle began wanting to talk some sense into his son. ―If you don‘t want me staying here then I‘ll –‖ ―Harry no! No, you‘re staying here,‖ Carlisle interrupted firmly. There was no way any of them were letting Harry leave now. He‘d be lucky if Esme let him out of her sight. ―You‘re staying here and we‘re going to figure this out okay. I just need you to talk to me.‖ ―I just told you everything you need to know. There‘s nothing else to talk about,‖ Harry replied as he shook his head, and that‘s when he noticed it. Harry hadn‘t noticed it before because of the headache, but now that the aspirin seemed to be kicking in a little he could feel it. ―Edward,‖ Harry growled through clenched teeth, shifting his eyes to glare at his mate. Edward was looking right back at him, eyebrow creased, eyes searching. It was rare that Edward actually pushed himself into someone else‘s mind. Normally the vampire only caught surface thoughts and dug no deeper. Edward understood how intimate someone‘s thoughts were, and never tried to violate their privacy, but the circumstances were different in this case. ―Edward, get out!‖ Harry snapped as he felt Edward pressing against his Occlumency shields that kept even Harry‘s surface thoughts from reaching the mind reader. Draco as well was proficient in Occlumency; therefore, Edward couldn‘t read his thoughts either. It had set the vampire on edge for days. He wasn‘t used to having so many minds in one place that he couldn‘t read. ―Harry, just tell us which one of us it is!‖ Edward replied in frustration as Harry continued to repel him. ―No! Get out!‖ Harry snapped back, feeling his magic tingling just beneath the surface, rising to his defense. ―Harry, you can‘t just tell us you‘re dying and expect us to accept it!‖ Edward replied stepping forward as his mind pressed against Harry‘s with a new force. Harry was barely able to hold him out, and he knew that any moment his shields would crack.



 ―I said NO!‖ Harry finally shouted letting his magic lose. It hit Edward in the chest and sent him flying back a few feet, but being a vampire Edward was able to catch himself before he slammed into anything. ―Stay out of my fucking head, Edward!‖ Draco was standing beside Harry now, wand raised and ready. Harry was breathing hard and trembling again, but so was Edward, despite the fact that he didn‘t have to. They glared at each other for a long moment, before Edward backed down and his eyes suddenly softened as he pleaded with Harry. ―Please Harry, just tell us who,‖ the vampire begged desperately, and Harry nearly broke down right then. ―It‘s better this way, Edward – trust me,‖ Harry answered softly. ―But you aren‘t even giving us the choice, Harry. You aren‘t giving us the chance to try. This should be our choice too, and none of us want you to lose your life over this,‖ Jasper cut in. The empath was still clinging to Alice‘s hand, just like Rosalie was clinging to Emmett‘s, and Harry imagined – just like Bella would be clinging to Edward‘s if she were awake, which he thanked every deity he knew that she somehow had managed to sleep through this. That single gesture though, more than anything else told Harry that he was right – his mate would only be with him out of pity. Edward would come to resent him in the end, because always in the back of his mind he would wonder what could have been with Isabella. ―It‘s a choice you shouldn‘t have to make,‖ Harry answered looking from Jasper to Alice. He could see the love between them and it twisted his heart to know he would never have anything like that. ―You shouldn‘t have to either,‖ Edward replied eyeing Harry sadly – clearly unhappy with the way things were turning out. ―But I do, and I‘ve made it… now could you just respect that and leave me alone. I‘m tired,‖ Harry replied with resolve, and they knew that they would get nothing else out of him, but that didn‘t mean that they were going to give up. They still had a choice too – they could choose to simply let Harry do this and leave them again as he wanted or they could choose to fight it and wear Harry down until he told them – and if there was one thing vampires were known for, it was that they had a never ending supply of patience. () Early the next morning as the vampires sat around the living room in silence, simply trying to absorb everything, they heard a song beginning to play from Harry‘s room. It was like nothing they had ever heard from him before, dark and angry on a whole new level. It expressed everything they imagined him to be going through at this moment, and it killed something inside of them to hear it come out of him like this.



 Not only did Jasper hear every word, he felt it, which in turn allowed Edward to feel it, and the bronze-haired vampire vowed in that moment to not let Harry go through this alone. He would do anything to save him from this – Edward just had to figure out how. For this life I think she knows There's nothing left to show Lose your faith in a world And the seeds can't be re-sown Curtains drawn She looks behind No magic left to find The truth you're not supposed to know Her eyes saw long ago Walk the wire We walk the wire With all I am I stand alone In fields that I have grown But if there's nothing left to hold Let the angels take a soul I'm sick of it all I don't care I'm blissfully aware Old too fast and smart too slow From dust to dust we go Walk the wire We walk the wire With all I am I stand alone In fields that I have grown But if there's nothing left to hold Let the angels take a soul Sick I am Of fighting alone The blood I taste, my own So if there's nothing left to hold Let the angels take a soul The angels take a soul With all I am I stand alone In fields that I have grown



 But if there's nothing left to hold Let the angels take a soul Sick I am Of fighting alone The blood I taste, my own So if there's nothing left to hold Let the angels take a soul The angels take a soul



Song: Angels Take A Soul By: Fuel



 Chapter Seventeen World So Cold When passion's lost And all the trust is gone Way too far For way too long Children crying Cast out and neglected Only in a world so cold Only in a world this cold Seven year old Harry was at the orphanage, and all the kids were buzzing with excitement. The “nice” families were coming by that day to walk around and see the children, and if you were one of the lucky ones they would take you home with them to keep. The children worked all morning to clean their areas and themselves to hopefully attract the attention of a nice gentleman or lady - but as it were things had never worked out so easily for little Harry. When it was time to go down and greet them all the children raced down to the entrance hall to stand in a perfect line so that the couples could look at each one of them. Then if they spotted a child they liked they would reach out their hand and that special child would get to spend the afternoon with them, and show them all their favorite places, and even eat at the table with them. Little Harry stood at the end of the line, with his head bowed, as one by one the couples came and the children were picked. He was never picked as one of those special children, because the other children wouldn‟t let him be. His best clothes were always dirty, soiled, and ripped by the time the nice couples started arriving because the other boys would push him down in the mud or throw dirt at him when there was no mud. Harry always looked like he‟d just gotten into a fight too because they would push him around and bloody his lip. They would hide his only pair of shoes so he would look like a “hooligan”, and the Matrons would always scowl at him in disgust and push him to the back of the line so that the couples wouldn‟t see him most of the time. His roommates would destroy his area so that it looked like he hadn‟t spent hours cleaning it, and once they had even locked him in the kitchen cupboard so that he didn‟t even make it in time to meet the families. Little Harry watched as one by on the couples came in and the children were picked off. He stood in that very spot all afternoon, until he thought he would get sick from standing so long in one spot. He watched each of them go, until he was the last one left, and felt the disappointment filling him once again. Just as the Matron was about to reprimand him once again for it, the doors opened and another couple walked in. Harry felt his heart fill with excitement. They would have to pick him - he was the only one left.



 Harry watched them walk in, trying his hardest not to bounce over to them and grab their hands in excitement. This would be his first family. He‟d been at the orphanage for nearly two years now and this would be his first time getting a couple. They were a lovely man and woman, with nice clothes, and black hair just like his! They would be perfect! They took one look at Harry though and turned away to speak with the Matron. They were asking if there was any other children and Harry felt his heart sinking surely they saw how perfect he would be for them. Their hair was the same and everything… But the Matron was shaking her head and telling them that he was all that was left to be chosen. The couple looked at him once again, and Harry put on his best smile. Then they looked at each other, spoke a few words, thanked the Matron, and walked away. () Harry woke from his dream - memory with the feeling of disappointment and worthlessness still weighing heavy on his heart. He sat up and put his face in his hands for a moment, before extracting himself from Draco and standing to his feet. Padding silently out of the room Harry made his way into the main living room to find his family sitting around doing various task as it was only midnight. ―Harry?‖ Esme asked coming around the counter in concern, and drawing the attention of the others. Harry moved pass her though and went straight to Edward who was sitting on the couch watching Emmett and Alice play guitar hero. He wasn‘t too worried about it looking suspicious to them, because ever since he was seven he‘d always gone to Edward when he‘d had a bad dream. Harry was just hoping that now that Edward at least suspected that there was a slight possibility that he could be Harry‘s mate he wouldn‘t turn Harry away because of it. Harry shouldn‘t have worried though because all Edward had to do was look at him, before the vampire was moving over and opening his arms for Harry to come sit next to him. The others all went back to their various tasks silently, but the fact that they were silent told Harry that they were paying attention to him. ―Bad dream,‖ Edward murmured softly, running his fingers through Harry‘s hair. Harry could already feel his heart settling, and the pain fading, and before he fell into a deep sleep all he could reply was with a quiet, ―They didn‘t want me.‖ Hold the hand of your best friend Look into their eyes Then watch them drift away Some might say We've done the wrong things For way too long, For way too long



 Draco ran his fingers through Harry‘s unruly hair and over his scalp, trying to massage the headache away. He‘d been awakened from sleep a few hours ago to see Edward Cullen carrying Harry back into the room and laying him on the bed. All the vampire had said in way of explanation was ―bad dream,‖ before walking out once again. They‘d been in Harry‘s bedroom all day since, and Draco felt like his stomach was about to eat itself, but he couldn‗t just leave Harry in here like he was. ―You know you‘ll have to face them eventually,‖ the blond said sweeping Harry‘s hair out of his face and pushing it behind his ear. ―Hmm… I‘m hoping that if I lay here long enough I‘ll either starve to death or my magic will take pity and go ahead and put me out of my misery.‖ Harry replied from where he was lying on his back, eyes closed, with his head in Draco‘s lap. Draco tugged the brunet‘s hair sharply. ―OWW!‖ Harry exclaimed, eyes flying open as he grabbed Draco‘s fist to stop him from doing it again. ―Don‘t say things like that Potter!‖ Draco hissed angrily. Harry sighed and relaxed back against him, caressing his fist until Draco loosened his grip on his hair. ―I‘m sorry,‖ he apologized seeing that he had really upset Draco. ―I‘m just avoiding Edward right now until the headache goes away.‖ ―I thought he couldn‘t read your mind?‖ Draco asked, having heard that like Isabella, Edward had never been able to see into Harry‘s mind. ―He can‘t - at least under normal circumstances,‖ Harry answered, but seeing that Draco was still curious he continued. ―I‘ve had a natural Occlumency shield since I was born.‖ ―How?‖ Draco blurted in shock. He‘d never heard of that before. Harry simply shrugged. ―I guess the same way I‘ve been able to talk to snakes all my life, or the same reason I can do wandless magic - I just can,‖ he answered as if it were no big deal. Harry didn‘t like when people ask him about how powerful he was - it was uncomfortable to talk about. Draco knew this so he didn‘t ask any further questions only, ―so how is Edward able to break through now?‖ Again Harry shrugged. ―He‘s never actually tried before,‖ he answered honestly. ―Edward doesn‘t‘ make it a habit of invading other people‘s minds, especially the families. He respects us too much, just like Jasper doesn‘t go around digging through people‘s emotions, and Alice doesn‘t go around blurting out everyone‘s futures… although she can‘t see mine - or yours for that matter. Your shields block her and Edward - and Jasper to a degree.‖



 ―I was wondering why Edward hadn‘t ripped my head off already for some of the things I‘ve thought about his human.‖ Draco stated. Harry snorted in amusement and rolled over to bury his face in Draco‘s lap. ―How are you feeling?‖ Draco asked gently, twirling the hair at the nap of Harry‗s neck. Harry sighed and snuggled closer. ―Not so good,‖ he admitted softly, knowing he‘d never be able to lie to the blond. Draco was like a human lie detector, but Harry knew from experience that it came with growing up in Slytherin territory. Draco slid down until he was lying under the body of the larger wizard, and then wrapped his arms around Harry‘s shoulders and back securely. Harry‘s head was resting on the pillow beside his own now, and they simply laid there in the silence, with Draco holding Harry - because that was all he could do. Fever inside the storm So I‟m turning away Away from the name (calling your names) Away from the stones (throw sticks and stones) Cause I‟m through mending the wounds of us Keep your thorns Because I‟m running away Away from the games (The fucking head games) Away from the space (I hate this head space) The circumstances of a world so cold Harry walked into the kitchen with Draco and sat down heavily in the empty chair the blond pulled out for him. This was the first day he was coming out of his room for more than five minutes, and everyone just sat around silently as they tried to come up with something to say that wouldn‗t upset him. Harry merely rolled his eyes at them and reached for the pancakes Esme had just set on the table. He felt pretty good today so he would try to eat a full meal. ―These look delicious mom,‖ Harry stated, deciding that he should be the one to break the silence. ―Thank you, here‘s some blueberries too,‖ Esme stated handing over a small bowl of them. ―I thought the grocery store was out of them?‖ Harry questioned taking the berries gratefully. They were his favorite. He normally had them every morning with breakfast, but the last couple of weeks the stores had been out of them.



 ―Edward found a small store in Port Angeles that had some and picked them up for you this morning before you woke up,‖ Esme answered causing Harry to glance quickly at his mate who was fiddling with a napkin as Isabella ate silently beside him with a deep frown. ―Thank you,‖ Harry said softly, feeling a lot better all of the sudden as he ate a few berries. ―You‘re welcome,‖ Edward replied finally looking up and smiling at him, making Harry's heart ten times lighter. ―How are you feeling?‖ He then asked, what everyone had wanted to know. Harry knew that he could lie, not only was his father a doctor, but a vampire - his eyes were trained to look for the smallest twitch of pain. ―Just tired, and a small headache - more of a constant annoyance really,‖ he answered with a nonchalant wave of his hand. ―Isn‘t there something you can take?‖ Carlisle asked with a concerned frown as he reached out a hand to feel Harry‗s forehead. It was a little warmer than what the average human felt like to him, but not alarmingly so. ―No,‖ Harry answered simply and left it at that before turning back to his food. Esme‘s lip trembled and she quickly turned to grab something from the kitchen before Harry could see. Carlisle sighed, but let it go for the moment. He‘d written Albus again last night explaining things to the old headmaster, and the man was supposed to send him all the medical books he would need to understand what Harry was going through. His old friend had told him though that there wouldn‘t be much he could do for his son. It was all up to Harry. If Harry didn‘t tell them soon then there was nothing anyone could do for him. They just had to figure out how to get it out of him then. Burning whispers, Remind me of the days I was left alone, In a world this cold Guilty of the same things, Provoked by the cause I've left alone in a world so cold The eleven year old, green eyed boy ran through the halls of Hogwarts trying to find his way to his first class without getting trampled over by the much bigger teenagers. He‟d been so nervous about leaving his family that he hadn‟t slept at all last night - or the entire week before leaving them actually. It also hadn‟t helped that his roommates had immediately not liked him - because he was Harry Potter. Carlisle had made sure to prepare Harry for what he would meet when arriving in the Wizarding World, but as much as his dad had prepared him, it still hadn‟t



 stopped the feeling of isolation and disappointment. Harry had thought that for once he would have friends his own age - people just like him. Of course he loved being with Edward and his family, but there was only so much an eleven year old wizard boy could do with eternal teenage vampires. Harry had thought that coming here, with kids just like him, would be a good thing but so far it had done nothing but make him sad and even more homesick than he already was. There were three reactions people had to him when they found out who he was - awe, fear, or resentment. They were either in awe of him because he was Harry Potter, afraid of the power he supposedly possessed, or they hated him because someone in their family had been a follower of Voldemort. Turning a corner Harry ran headlong into someone and crashed to the ground, dropping his bag and everything in it. “Sor - sorry,” he managed to get out while trying to gather his things. ―Watch where you‟re going next time Potter!” The redheaded boy snapped, shrugging off Harry‟s helpful hand angrily. ―I- I‟m sorry. I didn‟t mean -” Harry tried to apologize again, not surprised that the boy, who looked around his age, knew who he was - everyone seemed to already know who he was. ―You think just cause you‟re rich and famous that everyone should just bow down and move out of your way -” The boy began to rant, and Harry took a step back because the boy was much bigger than him - which nearly everyone was bigger than him. ―N - no I -” ―Well let me tell you something Potter,” The boy shouted, face going as red as his hair, as he backed Harry against the wall. “The Wizarding World has been just fine while you were away, and we don‟t need or want some hot shot savior - especially a Slytherin one! You‟re nothing but the next Dark Lord in training and we don‟t want you here!” The boy finished his rant by pushing Harry into the wall and causing him to drop all of his books again before walking off in the opposite direction. Harry waited a few moments, trying to catch his breath and still his racing heart, before picking up all of his books again. He blinked back tears fiercely, even as his lip trembled - but that night would be only one of many that the young eleven year old would cry himself to sleep. Fever inside the storm So I‟m turning away Away from the games (fucking head games) away from the stones (throw sticks and stones) Cause I'm through mending the wounds of us



 Keep your thorns Cause I‟m running away Away from the games (fucking head games) Away from the space (hate this head space) The circumstances of a world so cold Harry, Draco, and Isabella were the only three in the house at the moment. The others had gone hunting in the mountains and most likely wouldn‘t return until tomorrow afternoon. Harry was making his way to the bathroom, while Draco was rummaging around the kitchen, when he heard it - not that he had been trying to listen… okay so maybe he was - but that was beside the point. The fact was he heard it. Isabella was on the phone with someone, obviously a friend of hers from the way she was talking to this person, and Harry only had to wait a second before he got the name Jessica out of the conversation. They spoke for a few moments about school, and Harry felt rather pathetic for spying on Edward‘s girlfriend, but he just couldn‘t help it, especially when they began talking about him. ―Yeah, Edward says he has some kind of disease.‖ The girl said with a scrunched up face, which wasn‘t a good look for her. ―Yeah he said it‘s fatal… I wouldn‘t be surprised if it‘s aids or something. I mean he is gay, and the magazines were true he‘s a total slut.‖ Harry felt his anger rising at the insults, but he pushed it down with a reserve of control he hadn‗t known he possessed. ―Edward wants me to try and get along with him,‖ She admitted to the girl on the other line. ―Eww No!‖ She then exclaimed. ―I‘m not going anywhere near him or the blond boy. They‘re total freaks, and I don‘t want to catch whatever it is he has.‖ Isabella shivered in disgust just at the thought, and Harry‘s anger intensified. If only Edward were here listening to this. ―I swear once Edward marries me we‘re leaving this place and never looking back,‖ Isabella stated certainly, but Harry simply snorted - good luck getting Edward to agree to that. ―I can‘t stand it here! I mean his families nice enough, with the exception of the gay one, but they‘re always around! Esme‘s so overbearing, and she treats the gay one like he‘s the sun and everything should revolve around him. I wouldn‘t be surprised if it was her fault he‘s so spoiled, and Carlisle never corrects him for anything - they all spoil him!‖ ―I think it‘s best if I get Edward away from him. I mean the way he looks at Edward sometimes - it isn‘t exactly what I would call brotherly, and you know they aren‘t really related.‖ Bella stated, and Harry could feel his magic rising up to the threat of her taking Edward away from him, but he kept a tight lid on it, hands clenching so tightly that he was sure his nails would break skin. ―No, Edward isn‘t



 gay! I‘m just saying… there‘s a pattern here of them pairing off with whoever Carlisle adopts next. It‘s weird, and I‘d rather Edward not be around it - and me neither for that matter. It‘s just a few more months though before the wedding…‖ Harry listened for a few more minutes before he decided that he really didn‘t care what color Isabella chose for her wedding and continued on to the bathroom. For the first time though he really doubted if what he was doing was the right thing. Would Edward really be happy with that girl in the long run? Harry could make Edward happier… couldn‘t he? What if they got married and suddenly Isabella became a totally different person - which Harry knew she would if that conversation was anything to go by… unless Edward knew that side of Isabella - which Harry seriously doubted. There was no way Edward would allow anyone, even his fiancée, to speak of his family in such a way, and if Harry wasn‗t so exhausted he probably would have gone into the room and said something to the girl himself. As it was though Harry was barely able to contain his magic, and would most likely kill her if he got into a confrontation with her. Also shaky legs, bags under the eyes, and a flushed face wasn‘t exactly an intimidating look. No, Harry would wait, because if there was one thing Harry knew it was that karma was a bitch. I'm flying I'm flying away Away from the names (calling your names) Away from the games (fucking head games) The circumstances of a world so cold



Dear Edward, Guess what! I made a new friend today… well my only friend… well he‟s not really my friend yet - I haven‟t met him, but Severus says we should become great friends, and he‟s Severus‟ godson so Severus should know. Severus said he‟s in my house, but I‟ve never talked to him before… I don‟t really stay in the dorms very much as you know, but I don‟t think he‟s one of the mean ones I told you about - at least I hope not. Anyway, Severus is supposed to pair us up on a potion next class so that we can meet. I‟m so nervous Edward. What if he doesn‟t like me? I know you said to ignore all those other cruel bastards I told you about (don‟t show mom this) but I want at least one friend. It would be nice to have someone to talk too and explore with, and we get to go to Hogsmeade now, but I haven„t gone yet because I don„t have anyone to go with and fourth years have to go in pairs.



 I wish you could come visit me, we‟d have so much fun exploring, but I know it„s too dangerous. I‟m sending back some blood pops that I owl ordered from Hogsmeade since I can‟t go, but I thought you guys would like them. They‟re made for vampires, and if the barrier wears off on Jasper before I get back to reset it then he can eat them at school and no one will ever know! Also I‟ve charmed some more fake food that disappears when you put it in your mouth - just in case the people at school were getting suspicious of you eating the same meal over and over again. It‟s amazing what you can learn in the books here that they don‟t teach in class. The libraries huge! I‟ll never read everything! Even if I spend all my nights here too! … but I think I‟ve told you that before. I‟ve ordered Jasper some more history books too so they should be coming in any day now. They‟re all about the vampire/wizard wars of 1650. I hope he likes them… but if he doesn‟t he can send them back. It won‟t hurt my feelings. I can just look for him something else. Tell Alice that I‟m sending her the new Weird Sisters CD. They‟re a very popular group around here, and I‟ve got Emmett an American football that he can‟t crush no matter how hard he squeezes or throws it! I found the charm in an advanced charm book, but it really wasn„t that hard to do. For Rosalie I got her some hair pins that are never supposed let her hair fall, no matter how fast she runs or how many branches catch her when she‟s out hunting. For mom I got her some special rose seeds that bloom all year long and grow three times as fast as the normal ones - my Herbology teacher gave them to me in exchange for cleaning the green house, but it wasn‟t a big deal because I knew mom would love them! Then you won‟t believe what I got Professor Snape to make for dad Edward! It‟s a healing drought for that little boy dad‟s treating - remember, the one with the brain tumor he isn‟t able to help. Severus says that if he places two drops in the boys drink every afternoon for two weeks the cancer should go away completely! Dad‟s going to be so happy don‟t you think Edward! He‟s always so sad when he can‟t save someone. The potions expensive and hard to make though so I had to pay for the ingredients out of my school money and promise to clean Severus‟ classroom and storage cupboard for a whole month to get him to make it - but don‟t tell dad that! It‟ll just make him sad, but saving the little boy will make him happy! Oh! And I didn‟t forget about you Edward. I‟ve got you something too, and I‟ve put it here with this letter… I hope you like it. It‟s my first time writing music on my own, but I wrote this piano melody and it‟s for you. Professor Dumbledore showed me this nifty room that can give you anything you want when your inside, so I can practice my music. By the way Professor Tonks is supposed to take me to a real studio in the next couple of weeks so that I can start recording. Isn‟t that so cool Edward! I wish you could be here with me. I‟ll send you the very first copy when we‟re finished. Okay so I better go. I have class in ten minutes, so hopefully no one will trip me this time otherwise I„ll be late again and Professor McGonagall will give me even more



 detentions. Anyway, tell everyone I love them, and miss them, and that I can‟t wait to come home. All My Love, Harry. () Harry remembered writing that first letter to Edward regarding Draco fourth year. The next day Harry had written again telling Edward how much of a jerk the blond boy was, and that he‘d rather have no friends at all than be friends with someone as arrogant as Draco Malfoy. Now here they were Harry and that same blond boy he‘d thought so conceited - holding him on the bathroom floor as he puked his guts out. Why does everyone feel like my enemy? Don't want any part of depression, or darkness, I've had enough Sick and tired, Bring this on, or I'm gone Or I'm gone Edward watched Harry out of the corner of his eye as his youngest brother wrote in his song journal. He would look off into space every now and then, mind composing something none of them could imagine, before hurriedly writing it down. Edward had asked Harry once if he‘d ever thought about composing for orchestras, and Harry had laughed thinking it a joke, but Edward truly believed that he could do it. There wasn‘t anything Harry couldn‘t do if he set his mind to it. Edward had been watching Harry with Jasper and Emmett, as he knew his brothers were doing with him and each other, but nothing Harry did ever gave him away. Harry was careful when he interacted with them and when he spoke to them. There was nothing that would indicate that any of them were his mate - that he was in love with one of them. Suddenly Harry‘s pen and journal tumbled out of his hands and he stood quickly to his feet - and swayed dangerously. Edward was there in seconds, taking in Harry‘s pale face, accelerated breathing, and shaky hands. ―Bathroom,‖ Harry hissed, clutching his head and breathing deeply through his nose. Without a thought Edward lifted him completely off his feet and rushed him to the small downstairs guest bathroom. After he sat Harry back down Harry tried to push him out, but Edward wouldn‘t budge, and Harry had no choice but to spin around and collapse next to the toilet. Edward fell to his knees beside him, heartbreaking as he watched and listened to his brother retch and sob in pain, breathing harsh, and hands trembling violently. He rubbed Harry‘s back and murmured soothing words to him, hoping it would help, and after about ten minutes Harry collapsed forward, but Edward gently caught him around the chest before he could hurt himself.



 ―Shh… shh… Harry. You‘re okay. I‘ve got you. I‗m going to take care of you. Everything‗s going to be okay.‖ Edward murmured as Harry continued to cry for a few more moments. It took all of Edward‘s restraint not to bite his brother right then if just to take away this torture for a little while longer. Edward sat Harry back against the wall, and quickly got a wet washrag to wipe his sweaty face off. There was a soft knock at the door and Edward cracked it open to see Rosalie standing there with a glass of water. He took it gratefully, but closed the door again, knowing that Harry wouldn‘t want them to see him like this. He would probably be furious that Edward had stayed. Once Harry was cleaned up Edward gathered him into his arms and lifted the half conscious man off the hard floor. When he walked out Carlisle immediately rushed over with Esme hovering behind him, obviously upset. Carlisle checked Harry over, but there was nothing he could do for this, and it made Carlisle want to rip something apart in frustration. This was the worst kind of torture, not only for a doctor, but for a father. ―I‘ll take him to his room,‖ Edward murmured once everyone had got the chance to touch Harry‘s arm, hair or face lovingly - just to make sure he was okay. () Late the next morning they heard music coming from Harry‘s studio. It was the first time all week, which was odd because Harry rarely went a day without playing something - it was just a testament to how sick and drained he‘d been. The song was so powerful that they didn‘t need Jasper‘s empathy to feel the emotions coming from it. In fact, the emotions were so powerful that Jasper had to sit down. ―How does he sing like that?‖ Emmett whispered in awe. They‘d never heard Harry sound quite so feral before, almost like he was one of them. ―He did grow up like a vampire,‖ Draco answered with a shrug as he carried two full plates over to the bedroom door and entered, despite the magic they could feel pulsing from the room. Jasper had placed his head in hands and merely sat there as still as a statue. Then toward the end of the song Jasper made a distressed sound in the back of his throat and reached for Alice. Alice immediately responded to him, and Jasper wrapped his arms around her middle, burying his face in her stomach, and clutching her as if his life depended on it. () I'm backing out, I'm no pawn No mother fucking slave to this Never lied Never left Never lived



 Never loved Never lost Never hurt Never worry about being me, or anyone else Not a care, no concern, don't give a shit about anything Backing out, giving up, no mother fucking slave to this Never lied Never left Never lived Never loved Never lost Never hurt Never worry about being me, or anyone else Not a care, no concern, don't give a shit about anything I need to find a darkened corner, A lightless corner Where it's safer and calmer I'm turning away Away from the games (fucking head games) Away from the space (hate this head space) Cause I'm through mending the wounds of us I'm running away Away from the games (fucking head games) Away from the space (hate this head space) The circumstances of a world so cold I‟m flying I‟m flying away Away from the games Away from the games The circumstances of a world so cold



Song: World So Cold By: Mudvayne



 Chapter Eighteen Your Arms Feel Like Home It was a relatively peaceful day, and Harry was feeling rather good, so everyone had relocated outside to enjoy the nice weather. Jasper, Alice, Rosalie, and Emmett were all playing a game of tackle football – girls against boys or spouses against spouses, and Harry wasn‘t too sure if there were actual rules involved in the game or not. He was sitting beside Carlisle on the patio chairs watching them, while Draco was asking Esme all kinds of questions about the grill she was using to cook their food on. Edward had run inside to grab the lemonade, and came out seconds later with a glass already prepared for Harry. Harry thanked him with a soft smile and a small thrill of happiness that Edward had chosen to give Harry his first. It was pathetic really – Harry knew, but these small moments of being put first in Edward‘s life were all that he had to look forward to. Isabella was standing over near Esme and Draco, and she kept glancing at the forest for some reason. Harry guessed that she was looking for her friend Jacob, who she had invited over to eat with them, but surely, the werewolf wouldn‘t come through the forest, would he? Harry decided not to question it – the guy was a friend of Isabella‘s after all. Harry felt it before he saw it. He was looking down at his lemonade when the magic in the air suddenly snapped, and it wasn‘t his own. Springing to his feet, Harry raced to Draco‘s side and caught the blond as he gave a small cry and pitched forward. ―Draco? Draco!‖ Harry shouted as he collapsed to the ground with his best friend cradled in his arms. Draco‘s breathing was harsh and his magic was whipping around them wildly. Harry knew what was happening because he‘d gone through the same thing when he first realized who his mate was, although luckily he‘d been at Hogwarts in his own dorm room. Harry looked around to see Esme hovering anxiously above them with Carlisle coming to kneel on Draco‘s other side, checking his rapidly beating pulse. The others were all hovering around in concern too, but it was the dazed werewolf standing across the yard that Harry‘s eyes zeroed in on.



 ―Move! You fucking idiot!‖ Harry hissed at him, and instantly it was like someone had thrown cold water over Jacob and he jerked himself back into awareness before running full-speed over to them. ―Mine – my mate – my – mine. He‘s mine – my mate,‖ the werewolf was mumbling as his eyes bleed gold in disbelief as he reached for Draco, who had fallen unconscious with the magical overload his body had just been through. The werewolf fell to his knees and reached for Draco, and Harry let Jacob take him, knowing that Draco needed the contact just as much as the wolf did. Careful,‖ Harry murmured when it looked like the wolf would squeeze Draco too hard. ―I‘m not going to hurt him!‖ Jacob growled fiercely, and Harry felt someone grab his shoulder and push him behind them protectively. Harry was still sitting on the ground though, and he looked up in surprise at Edward‘s back. Harry grabbed Edward‘s leg and pushed, trying to get him to move out of the way. ―It‘s okay, Edward,‖ he said to his own mate before turning back to Jacob, who didn‘t look like he was going to release Draco any time soon. ―I know you‘re not going to hurt him – look I‘m his best friend okay. My name‘s Harry and his name‘s Draco.‖ ―Draco,‖ Jacob repeated, stroking the blond‘s face admiringly. ―It means dragon.‖ ―Yes,‖ Harry agreed with an amused smile. ―He has the temper of one too.‖ The werewolf chuckled softly before bending down and inhaling Draco‘s scent like it was the only thing keeping him alive and Harry would have lied if he said he wasn‘t a little bit jealous, but he pushed it aside to focus on what was happening with his best friend. Jacob‘s hand moved to caress Draco‘s neck, where it paused, and the wolf in him growled low in his throat as he saw the markings there. ―It‘s okay,‖ Harry quickly reassured, ―it just means that he‘s found his mate. They represent you. All wizards get them when they find out who their mate is. It‘s so others know that he‘s taken and so you can identify him,‖ he explained as he glanced down at the tattoo in the shape of a black wolf and silver dragon wrapping around Draco‘s neck like a collar. Harry‘s hand unconsciously went to his own neck where his markings were hidden under a glamour. ―Me,‖ Jacob whispered, caressing the wolf marking fondly. ―Mine.‖ ―Yes, you – he‘s your mate,‖ Harry agreed. Jacob‘s wolf was really close to the surface at the moment, and he didn‘t want the wolf to think for a second that Harry would try to take Draco from him, because he knew his scent was probably all over Draco. Harry was surprised that the wolf hadn‘t overreacted already from it, but then again wolves had odd senses and Jacob could probably



 sense friend from lover, and Draco and Harry had never really been lovers, more like friends with benefits. There was a whole different level of emotion involved with lovers. ―He‘s a wizard?‖ Jacob questioned with a thoughtful frown. ―Yes, his magic is recognizing you as his mate – do you feel it?‖ Harry asked trying to feel Draco‘s magic himself. ―Yes,‖ the werewolf whispered closing his eyes and relishing the feelings for a moment. ―It‘s touching my skin, like a caress, flowing through me, filling me – it‘s so warm…‖ ―It‘s the first step. He‘s acknowledging you as his mate,‖ Harry explained, feeling truly happy for his friend. ―Harry, why hasn‘t –‖ Esme began to ask, but Harry cut in already knowing what she was going to say before she said it. ―Because it can‘t happen until the mate knows and accepts it too. Jacob obviously imprinted on Draco, and Draco obviously has no problems with Jacob either,‖ Harry answered not wanting to make this about himself – it was Draco‘s moment. ―Perhaps we should bring him inside and set him on the couch where he‘ll be more comfortable,‖ he suggested, relieved when Jacob nodded and began to stand with Draco in his arms. ―What‘s wrong with him?‖ Carlisle asked with a frown. ―Magical overload, it happens when a wizard realizes who their mate is and receives their mark, barriers they didn‘t know existed open and their full potential is known. That‘s why really powerful wizards find out who their mates are when they reach their majority around the age of sixteen – most of the time through dreams or visions of them. Other wizards like Draco, who are powerful, but not quite powerful enough, may receive some blurry dreams, but unless they meet their mate face to face they will never actually need them because their full magical potential was not unlocked.‖ Harry tried to explain to the best of his ability. ―As long as the other mate accepts the bond then the magic will start to calm down soon, and if the mate doesn‘t or the wizard refused their mate then well…‖ Harry trailed off waving a hand at himself. He then turned away from his shocked family and followed closely behind the very… very large werewolf. ―You went through this?‖ Esme asked in horror as Draco‘s body gave another shudder and another, smaller wave of magic rippled through the air. ―Yeah,‖ Harry answered with a frown. ―All wizards do to some extent, but it‘s like Draco‘s reaching his majority all over again. He‘ll be more powerful after this since he now has his mate to help him control it. I was too powerful to begin with.‖ Harry remembered Draco bursting into his room in the middle of the night when the castle had literally shaken with the magic he‘d released. They‘d brought him to



 the hospital wing, and warded it so that the external damage to the castle would be minimal, but Harry didn‘t remember very much beyond seeing Edward‘s face and the pain of not having Edward there with him as his magic ripped through his body in search of something to anchor it. It had taken Harry over a week to reign it all in and regain control. Then he‘d slept in the hospital wing for another week. Thankfully, the Headmaster hadn‘t thought to mention anything to Carlisle, probably thinking Harry would tell his mate and his family as soon as possible – as most people would have. Harry‘s situation though, as he found out on his return home a few days later, turned out to be a bit more complicated than that. ―He should wake up once his magic settles again, but he‘ll most likely be exhausted,‖ Harry explained as he put a pillow down so that Jacob could lay Draco‘s head on it. ―Is he in pain?‖ Rosalie questioned standing stiffly behind the couch as the werewolf knelt down beside Draco and ran his finger comfortingly through Draco‘s hair as his body continued to shudder and release magic that would immediately seek out Jacob to strengthen the bond. ―Not as long as his mate is here,‖ Harry answered getting a cool, wet cloth to place over Draco‘s forehead. ―Were you?‖ Edward asked with a heavy frown. ―I didn‘t have my mate,‖ Harry stated in way of answer, which told them clearly that yes he had been. It was another fifteen minutes before the magic started to settle thanks to the anchoring presence of Jacob, and another twenty before Draco began to stir. ―Draco?‖ Harry asked leaning over his friend. Jacob actually scooted back a bit so that Harry could check him over, which surprised the rest of the vampires. ―Draco? Draco, can you hear me?‖ Draco blinked open bleary eyes and focused them straight on Harry. He sat up quickly and clutched Harry‘s shirt in his fist. ―Harry! You won‘t believe it! I saw the most gorgeous guy and – I passed out!‖ Draco exclaimed eyes widening as he fell back against the couch, throwing an arm over his eyes. ―Oh Merlin! Tell me he didn‘t see that!‖ he pleaded in complete embarrassment. ―Draco,‖ Harry said tugging on his friend‘s arm to get him to move it. This was entirely too amusing – yes Jacob was quite a sight – but gorgeous enough to make someone pass out? – this was definitely Draco‘s drama queen coming out. ―Draco, look to your left and tell me what you see.‖ Draco looked at Harry with a frown before turning his head and seeing Jacob‘s face not four inches away from his own, golden brown eyes dancing with happiness. He was speechless for a whole five minutes, which was quite a feat, before a breathless ―Wow!‖ escaped his lips.



 ―Harry,‖ Draco breathed again tugging on Harry‘s shirtsleeve, but he never took his eyes off of Jacob‘s. ―Harry, I-I have a mate. I really have a mate,‖ he said in disbelief. ―I know,‖ Harry answered smiling softly. He was truly happy for Draco. He could see the blond was already quite enamored with the werewolf, but it tugged at his heart to know that he couldn‘t have this. ―Harry, can you believe it. He‘s my mate – him. He‘s bloody gorgeous!‖ Draco continued still in a daze. Draco reached out and reverently touched Jacob‘s face, gasping at the feeling of his magic‘s response. ―Wow,‖ he breathed again. ―Harry, this is amazing it‘s – I‘m so happy. So full… I mean I never knew I was so empty before, but now I‘m–‖ Suddenly Draco cut himself off and looked at Harry with horrified eyes. ―I‘m so sorry Harry, I didn‘t mean–‖ ―It‘s alright, Draco.‖ Harry calmly shook his head. ―You deserve this.‖ ―But–‖ ―No buts,‖ Harry cut in again, ―you‘ve found your mate, Draco.‖ ―Yeah,‖ Draco sighed looking back at Jacob dreamily. ―He‘s gorgeous.‖ ―His name‘s Jacob, Draco – Isabella‘s wolf remember? He‘s from the Quileute tribe,‖ Harry explained gently, seeing as Jacob had lost all ability to speak as soon as Draco had opened his eyes. ―My wolf now,‖ Draco stated firmly, and Harry let out a sigh of relief. He hadn‘t been too sure how Draco would take his mate being a werewolf, much less a destitute one according to Draco‘s standards of living, but that really wasn‘t a subject that was any of Harry‘s business. Besides, Draco had more than enough money for the both of them to live like kings. All that was Harry‘s business was that Draco was happy, and right now, he seemed more than happy. After they made sure Draco was okay, everyone relocated outside once again to finish their day. Draco and Jacob sat away from everyone talking and getting to know one another. Harry hadn‘t taken notice of Isabella until she suddenly decided to open her big mouth, and it took all of Harry‘s willpower not to hit her. ―Jacob… Jake – Jacob!‖ the girl hissed in frustration, trying to get the werewolf‘s attention off of his newly discovered mate, but it wasn‘t working as well as she obviously wanted. ―Jacob, are you really gay?‖ she finally asked. ―I‘m whatever my mate needs me to be,‖ Jacob answered simply, nuzzling Draco‘s neck in affection. ―But – but–‖ Isabella floundered for a moment unable to put a proper thought together. ―You never told me! You‘ve had a crush on me since forever!‖



 ―Well obviously he doesn‘t anymore,‖ Draco drawled glaring at the annoying girl who was interrupting his time with his mate. ―I don‘t see why you care anyway. You have your vampire over there don‘t you? Leave my mate alone.‖ ―But what about your tribe, Jacob? What will Sam say? You‘re the real alpha, you‘re supposed to carry on the alpha line,‖ Isabella protested rather stupidly, and Harry decided to step in. He wouldn‘t allow this brainless girl to mess up his friend‘s happiness. ―Actually he can,‖ Harry stated surprising even his own family. ―What?‖ Carlisle asked his son in shock. He‘d never read anything about this in any of the books Albus had sent him, but then again he hadn‘t been looking for a section on male pregnancy. He‘d been more focused on the section dealing with wizards without their mates. ―In a magical match involving two males the submissive partner – who is always the wizard when one of the mates is a magical creature – is able to have one child. The child is always a male, an heir to carry on both lines,‖ Harry explained, amazing everyone. ―Even you?‖ Alice asked her youngest brother in disbelief. ―Even though your mate is a vampire?‖ ―Yes,‖ Harry answered looking into the surprised faces of his family members. ―Even though my mate is a vampire I would be able to carry his child.‖ Harry then decided to have pity on them and explain a bit further. ―All powerful wizards come from pureblood lines; no Muggle-born would ever be as powerful as Draco or I. Now even though my mother was a Muggle-born the Potter line stems from a long line of very powerful wizards. Therefore, even though I‘m considered a half-blood, technically my magic is purer than Draco‘s, and in turn has made my blood pure. Now, considering Draco and I are the only heirs to our respective lines our magic gives us the ability to bear ourselves an heir to continue our lines.‖ ―Will your child be just as powerful as you are?‖ Jasper asked still trying to wrap his mind around the fact that his little brother could have a baby with one of them. ―You never know how powerful a wizard will turn out to be, but as long as our mates aren‘t completely Muggle, and do have some sort of magic in them, like a Magical Creature, the magic will make up for the impurity in the bloodline,‖ Harry explained, growing a headache from all the explaining he was having to do. ―You okay?‖ Draco suddenly asked, seeing Harry‘s hand go to his head. ―Yeah, just a headache,‖ Harry said standing to his feet. ―I think I‘ll go lie down for a while. Draco stood as well, but then hesitated, looked from Jacob back to Harry, and bit his lip. Harry smiled reassuringly at him. ―Stay with your mate. I‘ll be fine.‖



 ―You‘re sure?‖ Draco asked, unconvinced. ―Yeah,‖ Harry waved him off. ―You two need to spend all the time you can together. It‘s very important in the first few days that you aren‘t separated, and you need to get to know each other.‖ ―If – if you‘re sure…‖ Draco trailed off. Jacob seeing his mate‘s distress over the situation stood and took Draco‘s hand in comfort. ―I think we‘ll stop by the reservation so I can explain what‘s going on to everyone and introduce him to the pack. Then I‘ll grab some clothes and if it‘s alright with the Cullens crash here for a few days,‖ Jacob asked looking over at Carlisle and Esme. They had gotten used to Jacob being around, and even his smell didn‘t bother them as much anymore. Esme nodded her head immediately. She‘d come to really see Draco as another member of their family. ―I‘m sure you two can use Harry‘s old studio. Draco can you transfigure a bed?‖ she questioned as she turned to face him and he immediately nodded his head in relief. Harry smiled and waved his family‘s helping hands off as he made his way to his bedroom to try and console himself. He was happy for Draco – he really was, but it still hurt.



I think I‟ve walked too close to love And now I‟m falling in There‟s so many things this weary soul can't take Maybe you just caught me by surprise The first time that I looked into your eyes There's a life inside of me That I can feel again It's the only thing that takes me Where I‟ve never been I don't care if I lost everything that i have known It don't matter where I lay my head tonight Your arms feel like home Feel like home This life ain‟t the fairy tale we both thought it would be But I can see your smiling face as it's staring back at me I know we both see these changes now I know we both understand somehow There's a life inside of me That I can feel again It's the only thing that takes me Where I‟ve never been



 I don't care if I lost everything that I have known It don't matter where I lay my head tonight Your arms feel like home They feel like home (hold on, you're home to me) There's a life inside of me That I can feel again It's the only thing that takes me Where I‟ve never been I don't care if I lost everything that I have known It don't matter where I lay my head tonight Your arms feel like home They feel like home



Song: Your Arms Feel Like Home By: 3 Doors Down



 Chapter Nineteen Colors Can you feel it crush you? Does it seem to bring the worst in you out? There's no running away from these things that hold you down. Do they complicate you because they make you feel like this? Of all the colors that you've shined, this is surely not your best. But you should know These colors that you're shining are, Surely not the best colors that you shine. Surely not the best colors that you shine. Harry watched with a small smile as Jacob and Draco walked into the dining room the next morning hand in hand. Draco‘s skin looked positively radiant, as did the smile plastered across his face. It was a far cry from Harry‘s less than vibrant appearance, and for the first time they could really see the difference between a wizard with his mate and a wizard suffering without. Harry‘s smile was strained, his face tight with the constant pain of headaches and sickness. His skin was frighteningly pale – completely washed out of healthy color. He had dark rings around both eyes, which were sunken, blank, and dull. It hadn‘t been as noticeable to them before, considering what they had Harry to compare to was themselves, but seeing Harry next to Draco‘s glow now seemed to bring it all into sharp focus. ―How are you feeling?‖ Draco asked as he walked over to Harry and smoothed Harry‘s hair back from his forehead, before planting a small kiss on the heated skin. Draco didn‘t release his wolf‘s hand though and Jacob didn‘t seem to mind the affection Draco was showing to Harry. ―I‘m okay,‖ Harry answered truthfully. He didn‘t feel great, but it wasn‘t as bad as some of his other mornings. Draco frowned at him but took his seat, pulling Jacob into the one next to him. ―What are your plans today?‖ Harry asked, knowing that Draco and Jacob needed to get to know each other better. ―Well-‖ Draco began looking from Harry to Jacob and back uncertainly. ―Draco,‖ Harry sighed, grabbing Draco‘s free hand to get his attention, ―it would make me really happy if you stopped worrying about me. Now, what did you and Jacob have planned for today? You can‘t possibly think to stay around here and



 baby-sit me all day. I‘ll be fine. I‘m not going anywhere right now, and my father is a doctor you know.‖ Draco bit his lip uncertainly but answered Harry anyway. ―Jacob wanted to take me out on a date.‖ ―That‘s wonderful!‖ Harry exclaimed trying to show as much enthusiasm as his tired body would let him. He knew that he‘d just woken up, but he felt exhausted, like he‘d never gone to sleep. ―Well, when we‘re finished eating I‘ll help you get ready,‖ he offered. () ―Harry, you should really tell him.‖ Draco was able to speak after Harry had silenced the room. ―Draco, I‘m not talking to you about that again so drop it,‖ Harry stated firmly, but softened at the concern shining in Draco‘s eyes. ―Look I‘m fine – I wanted to ask you about Jacob.‖ ―What do you want to know?‖ Draco asked immediately brightening up. ―Are you happy with who your mate turned out to be? I mean he isn‘t exactly umm, like the guys you‘ve dated before,‖ Harry said not wanting to insult Jacob by saying he was poor and a werewolf. Draco waved his hand uncaringly, which was surprising to Harry. ―He‘s gorgeous, smart, funny, and amazing in bed-‖ ―You had sex with him!‖ Harry exclaimed in shock. The two had just met yesterday. Being mates, Harry thought they would at least take the time to get to know each other first. This wasn‘t like one of Draco‘s one-night stands, this was a relationship, and relationships needed to be taken slowly. ―No Potter! We just talked last night, but look at him – there‘s no way he can be bad,‖ Draco answered with his own logic. Harry merely rolled his eyes and sat down on his bed. ―So you like him?‖ he asked, just to make sure. ―Yeah,‖ Draco answered dreamily. Harry‘d never thought he‘d see the day when Draco would be able to overlook a person's money, power, blood, and social standing, but here it was, and Harry had to admit to himself that he couldn‘t have been happier for his friend. If Jacob was good enough to be able to make Draco see beyond all his previous prejudices then Fate had really chosen well for Draco. ―Come on then, let‘s get you ready for your date,‖ Harry said as he steered Draco over to the closet where Draco‘s clothes still remained.



 That‘s when Harry saw Draco Malfoy get nervous about something for the first time in his life. ―I‘ve never been on a date before,‖ Draco whispered tugging anxiously on his shirtsleeve as Harry buttoned it up for him. ―Well… neither have I actually,‖ Harry said with a small laugh, ―but I‘ve heard that it‘s mostly talking, getting to know one another. Where is he taking you?‖ ―I think he wants to take me to a Muggle cinema,‖ Draco answered hesitantly. ―Well that should be fun. You‘ve never been to one of those.‖ Harry encouraged trying to ease his friend‘s nerves. ―Yeah,‖ Draco said biting his lip. ―And… where else?‖ Harry prompted, knowing that couldn‘t be it. ―Then I think he wants to go to the café he likes for lunch, then the park – I‘ve never fed ducks before, Harry. Should I wear gloves? Do they bite?‖ Draco asked as he anxiously turned to search through Harry‘s drawers for a pair of gloves. Harry grabbed Draco and stopped him before he could make more of a mess of his room. They already had about fifty different outfits strewn around the room, which was enough of a mess for Harry to have to clean up when Draco left. ―Draco, you‘re going to be fine, and I‘m sure you‘re going to love it. You look perfect. I‘m positive Jacob‘s going to think so too. It‘ll be fun,‖ Harry said trying to calm his friend‘s fears. ―After that he wants to take me to eat dinner with his father and his pack… I - I didn‘t exactly get to spend a long time with them last night,‖ Draco admitted, finally getting to the heart of where all the nerves were coming from. ―It‘ll be great, Draco,‖ Harry stated without hesitation. ―They‘ll love you. How could they not? You‘re charming, smart, and bloody gorgeous! You‘re Draco bloody Malfoy for fuck‘s sake!‖ Harry exclaimed and watched in amusement as Draco‘s shoulders seemed to straighten, and his confidence grew tenfold. ―Now go out there and make him fall madly in love with you – if he isn‘t already.‖ ―What about you?‖ Draco asked as he turned back to study Harry as Harry tried to push him out the door. ―I‘m fine, Draco. I‘ll most likely just sleep all day,‖ Harry answered, giving Draco a particularly hard push to make him move. Draco sighed knowing he wouldn‘t win with Harry, but when he turned and saw his mate, he couldn‘t help the huge smile that spread across his face. Once Draco was gone Harry walked back to his bedroom and collapsed on the bed – he was really, really tired of this, and he didn‘t know how much longer he could hide it from them. He‘d lost at least ten or fifteen pounds since coming home and his mask was getting harder and harder to hold the more unrelenting the pain became.



 () I know you feel alone yeah, and no one else can figure you out. But don't you ever turn away from the ones that help you down. Well they'd love to save you; don't you know they love to see you smile? But these colors that you've shined, are surely not your style. But you should know these colors that you're shining are, Surely not the best colors that you shine. Surely not the best colors that you shine.



Harry lay on his back staring up at the ceiling. Something was wrong; he could feel it. Sitting up, Harry took inventory of his body. His heart was beginning to race like he‘d run a mile flat-out, and his breathing was beginning to hitch in his chest. His limbs ached fiercely and were trembling badly as he tried to stand and make his way to the door. Harry only managed to get halfway before his legs began to give out on him. Harry stumbled the rest of the way and grabbed the door handle. He knew that there was nothing his family could do for him – well unless he told them, but the truth was… he was scared, and didn‘t want to be alone. His hand had just touched the knob when Harry suddenly felt like he was being sucked through a vacuum. When he landed on the other side of his door he was dazed and disoriented for a moment before he realized with horror that his magic had just forced him to Apparate. By the feeling that was tugging at the pit of his stomach Harry knew that it was about to do it again, and by the sudden urge Harry felt to be next to Edward he thought he knew where to. Harry looked around, breathing hard, heart pounding, and eyes watering from the pain of fighting his magic to stay in one place. There was no one in the living room. Where was his father? ―Dad! DAD!‖ Harry finally managed to shout, as the first one came out no louder than a whisper. He wasn‘t able to stand any longer and felt himself clutching his stomach and falling to his knees just as the room was flooded with chaos. Carlisle, Edward, Emmett, and Jasper all rushed in at the sound of Harry‘s frantic cry. What they saw upon entering almost caused them to stop in horror. Harry was falling to his knees, face clearly showing the pain he was in, as he seemed to flicker in and out of existence. ―Dad,‖ Harry gasped in pain, and it didn‘t sound like he could breathe. The pure fear in Harry‘s voice and the terror in eyes was enough to kick Carlisle into gear and he rushed out of the room to do the only thing he knew he could do for his son.



 When Carlisle came back down the stairs, it was to see his other boys hovering over Harry in near panic, not daring to touch him for fear of what would happen as he continued to flicker in and out. Carlisle knew he had to do it quickly, so he uncovering the needle on the syringe, he got rid of any potential air bubbles, and plunged the needle into Harry‘s arm when he flickered back in. It took a few seconds for the sedative to begin to take effect, but soon Harry was sagging until the flickering stopped completely and Harry collapsed. Emmett was there immediately with Harry in his arms as the others all rushed to stand close. Carlisle checked Harry‘s pulse and breathing before ordering Emmett to lay his unconscious brother on the couch. ―What – what was happening to him?‖ Edward asked running a shaky hand through his hair. He never wanted to feel that helpless ever again. ―I don‘t know.‖ Carlisle sighed in frustration, while running his hand through Harry‘s hair to calm himself. This was the worst part: not knowing. The books had told him that being without a mate was different for each wizard. Nearly all became depressed and most took their own life before their magic could kill them. There was nothing Carlisle could do about these attacks, but the book had said that sedating the wizard in question was the best option for everyone. It wouldn‘t stop Harry‘s magic from hurting him, but it would at least knock him out so he didn‘t have to deal with the pain. () Harry was lying peacefully on the sofa with his feet on Jasper‘s lap as the vampire read a book, and his head in Edward‘s lap as his mate watched Emmett flip through the channels at super human speed. Edward twirled his fingers absently in Harry‘s hair and Harry had to fight hard not to purr in pleasure. It was hard being this close to Edward, but it eased the pain enough that Harry couldn‘t make himself pull away. Harry was dozing in and out when he heard Isabella storming down the stairs. The reason he knew it was her was because she was the only one in the house who walked that loud. In fact, Harry was pretty sure he felt Edward wince. Living with vampires had taught him how to walk softly, while Draco was naturally graceful – Isabella on the other hand was like a galloping horse. Harry closed his eyes and pretended to doze some more as the girl came to stand in front of Edward with a frown. ―Edward, aren‘t you coming? I have to be at Angela‘s house in fifteen minutes for the sleepover,‖ she stated reaching for Edward‘s hand to pull him off the couch. Edward didn‘t budge. Instead, the vampire hesitated and bent over to look at Harry‘s face, as the TV was too loud for him to get a proper reading on Harry‘s heart rate. Seeing that Harry was sleeping peacefully, he sat back and shook his head. ―He‘s a really light sleeper.‖



 ―Harry hasn‘t been sleeping well lately and I really don‘t want to take the chance of waking him,‖ Edward stated, and Harry had to fight back the grin threatening to escape as he heard Isabella‘s whinny voice. ―But Edward, he‘s been asleep all day! It‘s late and you know I‘m not a good driver at night; plus you promised that you would bring me!‖ the girl protested, and her voice was grating on Harry‘s nerves. He couldn‘t imagine what it did to the rest of his family. ―Shh!‖ Jasper hushed when her voice got too loud. It was obvious to Harry that she‘d done it on purpose to try and ‗wake him‘ – good thing Harry was already awake then, so he just pretended to shift a little in his sleep, and grabbed a fistful of Edward‘s pant leg to make it even more impossible for the vampire to get up without ‗waking him‘. Harry knew that it was petty, but he didn‘t exactly care if he hurt the girl‘s feelings, and the fact that Edward was choosing his well-being over Isabella‘s made Harry‘s heart want to burst with happiness. Harry felt Edward shift a bit before he asked, ―Alice, do you mind driving Bella to her friend‘s house for a sleepover? I don‘t want to wake Harry up, he‘s had a rough day.‖ ―Rough day! He hasn‘t done anything all-‖ Isabella began, but Alice quickly grabbed her arm to drag her away. ―Sure,‖ Alice answered happily, and seconds later Harry felt her hand stroking his hair affectionately as she moved passed him with the fuming girl in tow. () I know you're feeling like you're lost, But you should know These colors that you're shining are. I know you're feeling like you're lost, You feel you've drifted way too far. Did you know these colors that you‟re shining are, Surely not the best colors that you shine. Surely not the best colors that you shine. When Alice came back a little while later, there was something off about her. ―Alice, are you okay?‖ Jasper asked his wife with a heavy frown. Her emotions were warring somewhere between anger, wariness, disbelief, upset, and cautious. ―Emmett, can you turn off the TV for a second?‖ Alice asked coming around to stand in front of them with a grim look on her face. Emmett immediately turned off the TV and brought himself to full alert. It was rare that Alice was ever in a somber mood, and when she was, it was usually about something very serious.



 Jasper reached forward and took her hand in comfort. ―What is it, Alice?‖ he asked once again, but Alice didn‘t look at him. Instead, she kept her eyes on Edward. ―Edward, look into my mind,‖ Alice said, and Edward‘s eyes widened in shock. ―Did something happen to Bella?‖ he asked preparing to get up, but pausing because Harry‘s head was still resting in his lap. ―Just look,‖ Alice implored, and with a curious frown, Edward pushed into the memory that Alice was pushing to the front of her mind. () Alice smiled in amusement as giggling erupted inside the house. She walked over to her car and got in, but a niggling in the back of her mind caused her to pause. She decided to go ahead and wait for a moment, knowing from experience that it was bad to ignore what her instincts told her. ―Is it true that Jacob Black is gay?” she heard one of the girls – Jessica – ask, followed by a giggle. ―Yeah, I saw him with that blond boy at the movies earlier today. They were holding hands and everything. They couldn‟t take their eyes off each other. Jacob opened the door for him and it was so sweet!” Angela added with excitement. ―It wasn‟t sweet Angela, it‟s disgusting!” Alice suddenly heard Bella snap, and her eyes widened in shock – had that really come from Bella? “Two boys shouldn‟t be together, it‟s sick! It‟s all Edward‟s arrogant little brother‟s fault! If he hadn‟t come back that Draco boy wouldn‟t have come, and Jake wouldn‟t be so confused right now.” Alice couldn‟t believe what she was hearing. She‟d known Harry and Bella hadn‟t gotten along, but she hadn‟t known Bella‟s dislike for her baby brother ran this deep. ―So you aren‟t friends with Jacob anymore?” Angela questioned in confusion. ―Not as long as he continues to date that blond boy, and if he refuses to break up with him then our friendship is over,” Bella exclaimed with disgust. “I can‟t wait until Edward and I are married so that we can get away from here. It‟s disgusting the way Edward‟s brother acts. He‟s a complete slut!” ―So what the tabloid said was true then? I heard he had someone new in his bed every night when he went to the boarding school…” () Alice twitched as Edward pulled out of her mind. The future she‘d been getting visions of the last few months about Edward and Bella‘s wedding suddenly went fuzzy.



 (Surely not the best) I know you're feeling like you're lost, (Colors that you shine) But you should know These colors that you're shining are (Surely not the best) I know you're feeling like you're lost, You feel you've drifted way too far. Did you know These colors that you're shining are...



Song: Colors By:Crossfade



 Chapter Twenty So Cold Crowded streets are cleared away One by one Hollow heroes separate As they run You're so cold Keep your hand in mine Wise men wonder while strong men die



Without thinking Edward stood to his feet, mind replaying the memory he‘d just read from Alice‘s mind. He was numb. Had Bella really said that? Of course, she had – Alice wouldn‘t lie about something like that. Alice liked Bella, or had liked Bella, but if Bella really thought like that, if she really hated Harry because of that then – then what? ―Edward?‖ a sleepy voice mumbled and immediately Edward turned and was on his knees beside Harry‘s head. ―I‘m sorry, I didn‘t mean to wake you,‖ he apologized softly to his dazed brother, cursing himself for not thinking about Harry when he had jumped up. ―Go back to sleep.‖ ―What‘s wrong?‖ Harry asked instead, pushing himself up. He could tell something was wrong. The tension in the room was palpable, and the hurt in Edward‘s eyes was clear. ―It‘s nothing for you to worry about, Harry. I‘ll deal with it,‖ Edward said running his fingers through Harry‘s hair – it had always helped put Harry to sleep before, and indeed Harry‘s eyes drifted shut, but he wouldn‘t lay back down. ―What happened? Something happened, I know it,‖ Harry asked again, trying to shake off the lingering lethargy, and concentrate through the feeling of Edward touching him. ―I‘d like to know what‘s going on too,‖ Jasper stated as well, while Emmett nodded in agreement behind Edward‘s back. Edward sighed, running a hand through his own hair, trying to figure out how he would explain this when he couldn‘t believe it himself. He didn‘t have to though as Alice jumped in and began talking, telling them everything she had heard, everything Bella had said.



 Edward felt a gentle hand touch his cheek and looked up into Harry‘s worried eyes. ―Edward, I-I‘m sorry,‖ he said sincerely. ―I didn‘t mean to cause any problems.‖ ―Harry,‖ Edward breathed in disbelief. Was Harry really apologizing? ―Don‘t you dare apologize for that! You haven‘t done anything wrong, and I‘m sorry for-for – has she hurt you, said anything to you?‖ Edward asked. He got a sinking feeling in his chest at the thought, and a sick feeling at even having to ask that question. Harry bit his lip and shook his head, but he didn‘t make eye contact. ―Harry,‖ Edward growled, grabbing Harry‘s chin to make him look at him. ―Tell me the truth.‖ ―I – she hasn‘t said anything to my face, but I-I heard her talking about it to her friend – Jessica, I think was her name,‖ Harry answered, and then went on to explain the conversation he had heard on his way to the bathroom. Harry wanted nothing more than to rip Isabella apart right now and not because of the things she had said about him, but for the pain she had put in Edward‘s eyes right now. ―She said that? She told that gossiping bitch you were sick? She had no right to say anything, and to say you had – why didn‘t you say anything, Harry?‖ Edward asked, shocking Harry at his language. Edward never cursed, and was entirely too proper to call a girl such a name. ―I didn‘t want to cause you any problems,‖ Harry answered hesitantly. ―Harry!‖ Edward exclaimed grabbing Harry by the arms and pulling him forward so that they were face to face and Harry couldn‘t look away. Emmett reached out a hand and held Edward back in case he accidentally hurt Harry. Sometimes when emotions were high enough they tended to forget that Harry wasn‘t as durable as the rest of them. ―If someone is treating you badly, saying things about you that are mean, calling you names, hurting you – you tell me! I don‘t care who it is! No one is allowed to hurt you. You‘re my baby brother. You come before anyone. I promised to protect you from everyone.‖ ―But I thought – you love her, don‘t you?‖ Harry questioned in confusion. He‘d thought it would be better not to tell Edward – that it would only hurt Edward more to know that his fiancée wasn‘t as understanding as he thought she was. Harry thought that Edward would stay with Isabella anyway. They had been together for two years after all. That wasn‘t exactly a relationship you just dropped because of a minor setback. So Isabella didn‘t agree with Harry‘s lifestyle – would Edward really leave her over it? Edward suddenly pulled back, eyes wide. ―I-I need to think,‖ he said, and with that, he was gone. ()



 Show me how we'll end this, It's alright Show me how defenseless you really are Satisfied and empty inside Well that's alright Let's give this another try When Draco and Jacob got back to the Cullens‘ house late that night it was to see everything in the living room, dining room, and kitchen floating about a foot in the air. The magical charge was almost visible, and Draco immediately threw off his coat to search for the source. As he walked through the house, Draco also noticed that it was hot. In fact, it felt like the heater had been turned on. When they reached the living room Draco‘s eyes immediately landed on Harry, who was sitting up on the couch, with his head buried in between his knees, and a pile of blankets surrounding him. The Cullens were standing around in concern, and Esme was flittering anxiously unable to even touch her son because he was already shivering violently. ―What happened?‖ Draco asked them as he raced over to kneel in front of Harry. His teeth were chattering, eyes closed in exhaustion from all the shivering and his lips were tinted blue. ―We don‘t know,‖ Carlisle answered, eyes staring at his son worriedly. ―He was fine one minute then freezing the next. It‘s been like this for an hour now,‖ Carlisle explained waving a hand at all the floating objects in the room. ―It‘s magical drain, and his body seems to be going into shock from it,‖ Draco explained to them. ―We need to get his temperature back to normal, and get him to relax.‖ ―We‘ve been trying to do that, but nothing seems to be helping,‖ Jasper said, as Draco pulled out his wand and began muttering every Warming Charm he knew. Draco bit his lip in worry when that didn‘t help either. He touched Harry‘s face and cursed at how cold it felt. Where the fuck was Edward? Even though he and Harry weren‘t bonded, Edward‘s presence alone would have been enough to help at least a little bit, but Draco couldn‘t even ask where the vampire was out loud because that could potentially be the clue the others needed to figure out whom Harry‘s mate was. Draco looked around frantically, trying to think, as Esme‘s dishes began falling off of the shelves and crashing to the floor, but the woman didn‘t even flinch. She was only worried about her son; the dishes could be replaced. ―Here, give him to me,‖ Jacob suddenly said, moving Draco out of the way with a gentle hand on his waist. ―What are you doing,‖ Rosalie asked quickly, moving to step in front of the wolf, but Emmett placed a calming hand on her arm.



 ―I‘m going to warm him up,‖ Jacob answered as he lifted Harry easily into his arms and slid behind him before placing Harry into his lap and wrapping his muscular arms around him. ―Draco told me how he‘s been helping Harry over these last few years. I think warmth from another body may work, and my body temperature is about twice as high as a normal human‘s.‖ Draco wasn‘t at all fazed that his best friend was now sitting in his mate‘s lap and that said mate was wrapped tightly around him. In fact, Draco was so thankful that Jacob had offered to do this that he leaned in and gave Jacob a kiss – the first kiss they had shared. ―Thank you,‖ Draco breathed still kneeling in front of Harry. He rubbed Harry‘s arms, trying to help Jacob with his own body heat, and was relieved when after about fifteen minutes Harry‘s skin began warming and his color began coming back. After another ten, the items floating around the room began to settle and Harry‘s magic calmed once again. Carlisle moved forward then and Jacob released Harry, but didn‘t move away from him just yet. As the doctor checked over his son, Esme did something that surprised them all; she walked right up to Jacob and hugged him. Jacob didn‘t push her away, but merely sat there in shock for a moment after she had released him. ―Thank you so much for helping. I know you didn‘t have to, but thank you,‖ Esme said sincerely. ―Whatever is important to Draco is important to me,‖ Jacob said in way of answer as he reached out and took Draco‘s hand reassuringly. Draco smiled thankfully to him, and wondered how in the world he‘d been blessed with such an amazing mate. ―He seems fine now,‖ Carlisle stated picking Harry up so that Jacob could slide out from underneath him. Then Carlisle simply laid Harry back down on the couch and covered him again with the blankets. ―He can rest in here tonight though, that way someone will always be with him.‖ The rest of the family nodded, but then they just stayed there not ready to leave Harry‘s side just yet. () If you find your family Don't you cry In this land of make believe Dead and dry You're so cold But you feel alive Lay your hand on me One last time



 Little Harry was sitting under the large oak tree on the other side of the playground while he watched the other kids play tag and kickball. They never picked him to be on their teams, because he was so small, because the teams would be uneven, because his glasses would fall off, because he was a freak, there was always some kind of excuse. Harry wrapped his arms around his knees and rubbed his face against his pant leg. He wouldn‟t cry; he wouldn‟t give them the satisfaction. Out of nowhere, Harry felt something collide with his face, knocking his glasses off. Where the red kickball had hit pain erupted, and tears fell whether Harry was going to allow them to or not. He heard the other kids laughing as he got on his hand and knees to search for his glasses, which were probably broken again, as all that had been holding them together in the first place was a small piece of tape. Then Harry‟s heart sank as he heard a telling crunch and squinted to his left to see the outline of a large foot. “Oops, were you looking for those Freak?” the bigger boy – Tommy, asked causing more laughter to ring out. Tommy was a ten year old that reminded Harry a lot of his fat cousin Dudley. He was the oldest kid at the orphanage, having been sent here after running away from his foster family for the third time. He was a bully, and particularly fond of making Harry‟s life a living hell. ―Awww… did that hurt? Is the baby crying?” the bigger boy taunted pushing Harry back down when he tried to stand. ―Stop! Leave me alone!” Harry shouted, although his voice didn‟t come out as strong as it had sounded in his head. ―What are you going to do about it, you freak?” Tommy laughed, pushing Harry against the tree. “What are you going to do about it?” ―Stop it! Let me go!” Harry tried again, this time managing to pull away, but without his glasses, he couldn‟t see and ended up tripping over a root, which only caused more laughter. Harry began to really cry then. He hated it here – hated it. He curled up into a tight ball, wrapping his arms around his legs, and burying his face in his knees, trying to be as small and insignificant as possible. Harry didn‟t notice when the laughing stopped, he didn‟t notice the approaching figures, but he noticed when a hand gently touched his hair; no one had ever touched him that tenderly. Harry lifted his tear-streaked face to see the two most beautiful people he‟d ever seen in his life. “Hello little one,” the man kneeling beside him whispered in the kindest voice Harry had ever heard directed toward him.



 Harry uncurled a bit more, instantly feeling as if he could trust this nice man. “Hello,” he whispered back shakily. The man smiled kindly, and Harry was a bit overwhelmed, no one had ever smiled at him either. ―My name is Carlisle and this is my wife Esme,” the man spoke, waving to a woman standing a few feet behind him beside the Matron. Harry instantly liked her too. He wanted her to hug him, and was jealous of the looks of awe the other children were giving her, particularly the boys. Harry waved shyly at her, and she waved back, causing him to duck his head with a blush. He heard a deep chuckle from beside him and glanced up to see that Carlisle was the one laughing, and that made Harry happy too. ―What‟s your name?” the man then asked, and Harry felt his heart leap in happiness. They wanted to know his name! ―Mine?” Harry asked in wide-eyed disbelief and Carlisle nodded his head with an encouraging smile. “H-Harry,” he answered timidly. ―Are you hurt anywhere, Harry?” Carlisle then asked cupping his cheek and studying the cut on his small nose and under his left eye where his glasses had dug into the skin and the angry red mark from where the ball had hit – it would probably bruise later. Then the man‟s keen eyes swept over the cuts on his hands and knees from falling, but Harry tried to cover those. “I‟m fine, I-I‟m just clumsy. It happens all the time,” he whispered feeling embarrassed and ashamed – what must this man think of him? He probably thought he was a dirty, little troublemaker like everybody else, and the thought of the nice lady possibly thinking that too broke Harry‟s little heart. ―Well how would you like to come spend the day with me and my wife?” the man asked and Harry‟s breath caught. ―Really? Yo-you want to spend the day wi-with me?” he asked, unable to believe that this was really happening. ―Yes, we would love to spend the day with you,” Carlisle answered the small child with a soft smile. Harry‟s whole face lit up like Christmas morning and he stood to his feet, grabbed Carlisle‟s hand in his smaller one, and tugged him excitedly. “Do you want to see my space?” the boy asked pulling him along. Carlisle looked at his wife and shared a large smile as they followed behind the eager seven year old, with the Matron trailing behind. When they reached the boys‟ dorm room, however, Harry stopped abruptly and a look of complete devastation swept his face. He bowed his head and walked over to a bed that was completely flipped over, the contents of his nightstand were strewn everywhere, and the small lap lay broken on the floor.



 ―It was clean this morning when I left it,” Harry whispered tearfully, bowing his head in shame. The woman behind them huffed in annoyance. “That‟s the same excuse you use every time boy! Now clean this mess up, again!” she shouted, causing Harry to flinch away. The annoyed woman then turned back to the Cullens, and gave them an apologetic look. “I‟m extremely sorry about this Dr. Cullen, would you like to see one of the other children now. I‟m afraid there is just no hope for this one.” There was a sniff behind them, and they saw that Harry had bowed his head and was crying silently again as he began to pick up his torn and dirty clothes. Esme immediately went to comfort him, and the small child tensed for a moment before sagging into her embrace and only crying harder. Carlisle listened to his broken sobs for a moment and realized that he was apologizing to them for not being good enough and that more than anything made Carlisle‟s decision for him. “No thank you Madam, I think we‟ve found our son.”



()



Show me how it ends, It's alright Show me how defenseless you really are Satisfied and empty inside Well that's alright Let's give this another try



Carlisle rubbed his face with a frustrated sigh as he sat the book down with the others he‘d read through about a hundred times already. There had to be something he was missing. Harry was getting worse, and in turn, Esme was growing more and more depressed. Carlisle had to find a way to end this, as Harry‘s father and doctor it was his job to stop his son‘s pain. Harry had been growing paler and paler as the days wore on, as if the life was literally being sucked out of him. His hands would tremble at odd moments and he would drop things, trying to blame it on clumsiness, but Carlisle now knew the symptoms he was looking for. His son‘s breathing would grow short and he‘d disappear into his room for hours on end choosing to suffer silently and alone. The headaches were the worst, and Harry had collapsed to his knees twice already because of them. They would hear and see him at all hours of the night running to and from the bathroom. It was a rare sight to see him actually eating, and an even rarer one to see him sleeping soundly. Carlisle had even played with the idea of prescribing him a sleeping aid.



 Harry had blown up four amplifiers trying to play music and had somehow thrown his drum set through the wall. Emmett had been put on high alert to watch out for his new flat screen TV. The worst part though was watching what the magic was doing to Harry‘s body. His son‘s health had taken a major turn for the worse over just these last few days. Harry was losing weight rapidly, and was becoming too weak to stay awake most of the day. Carlisle knew that he had to do something quickly or there was a good chance he would lose his son. ―Dad?‖ Edward‘s questioning voice came from the door, effectively snapping Carlisle out of his thoughts. ―Edward? When did you get back?‖ Carlisle asked as he offered his son a seat. He had been told by Alice what had happened with Bella, and Edward had been gone all night. ―Just now Alice said Harry had another attack after I left and that Jacob Black saved him,‖ Edward said with a worried frown. ―Yes, we were lucky to have Jacob here,‖ Carlisle answered. ―How are you doing?‖ ―I‘m okay, confused but-‖ Edward answered taking a seat across from his father‘s desk. ―I called Bella; I haven‘t said anything about what Alice overheard to her yet, but I told her I thought it was best if she stayed away from the house for a few days.‖ ―That‘s a good idea,‖ Carlisle encouraged. He didn‘t want to see the human any time soon himself after hearing what she had said, and Esme was completely heartbroken by the whole affair, but Carlisle would support Edward no matter what. ―I think it‘s best if you take a break to think everything through. It‘s understandable – you‘ve been together for over two years. You‘re planning to get married. You love her-‖ ―That‘s just it!‖ Edward suddenly interrupted in frustration, standing to his feet and pacing to the window. ―I don‘t – I don‘t think that I do, that I ever actually did.‖ ―What do you mean?‖ Carlisle asked walking around his desk so that he could stand beside Edward. He could see the confusion in Edward‘s eyes, and the pain as well. ―I think – I think I was in love with the idea of her,‖ Edward finally answered after a long pause. ―She was the first – well second – person that ever drew me in, that ever got me to notice them. I knew that it was only because of her blood at first, but I thought – I thought that – I don‘t know what I thought actually…‖ Edward trailed off with a frustrated sigh. ―Everyone seemed to like her, even Rosalie came around eventually, and I was just so happy to have found someone that I didn‘t – I don‘t – I don‘t know what her favorite color is, her favorite movie, her favorite food, what she thinks of the Clair de Lune-‖



 ―You‘ve waited a long time for someone to catch your attention Edward, and it‘s understandable to confuse a singer as that, and you and Bella have been together for a long time, but if you aren‘t happy-‖ ―That‘s just it – I thought I was,‖ Edward whispered, staring out the window blankly. ―But looking back now… I can‘t believe I actually thought it could work… I was such an idiot.‖ That comment seemed to trigger something in Carlisle‘s memory, and suddenly, it hit him like a ton of bricks, and Carlisle just stared in shock at his own stupidity. ―I mean, God, what the hell was I thinking – you know? I was such a naïve little shit! I was actually happy when I found out who it was – can you believe it? I actually thought, Wow this could be great! It could work. It was so easy to fall in love with him. I‟d loved him for so long already. I just never knew that it could be that type of love, but thinking about it – I knew everything about him. We‟d clicked from the start – had so much in common already, and I thought – I actually thought that he could love me too – God, I was such a fucking idiot!” Carlisle couldn‘t believe he had missed that. God how had he missed that? ―Edward, what‘s Harry‘s favorite color?‖ Carlisle asked hoping Edward was too lost in his own thoughts to realize the suddenness of the question. ―Blue,‖ Edward answered absentmindedly, and now that Carlisle knew what he was looking for he remembered that Harry particularly liked the color on Edward. ―What‘s his favorite movie?‖ ―Dracula, the old 1931 version with Bela Lugosi, he thinks it‘s completely hysterical,‖ Edward answered again, and Carlisle remembered for a long time after watching that movie with Emmett, Harry claiming he wanted a coffin to lay in when he was turned and asking Edward if they could really turn into bats. ―And his favorite food?‖ Edward chuckled, but still stared out the window blankly, not realizing what he was answering. ―Basically anything Esme cooks, but he‘s particularly fond of steak and potatoes… oh, and blueberries of course.‖ ―And what does Harry think of the Clair De Lune, Edward?‖ Carlisle asked already knowing Edward knew the answer, just like he‘d know all the others, just like Harry knew all of them as well. ―It‘s his favorite piece and mine as well. He thinks I play it better than Debussy. He says it helps him sleep when I…‖ Edward suddenly trailed off, and Carlisle could see the moment it sunk in. ―Edward, who was the first person you were ever really drawn to?‖ Carlisle asked softly, watching as Edward‘s eyes widened in realization and his body tensed.



 Edward looked up at his father with disbelief, as everything seemed to finally fall into place. ―Harry.‖ Show me how it ends, It's alright Show me how defenseless you really are Satisfied and empty inside Well that's alright Let's give this another try It‟s alright



Song: So Cold by: Breaking Benjamin



 Chapter Twenty One All I Want What I leave, When you go, What I see, And what you show, And what I guess, And when I don't, Is something you Already, already know, I can't live without, All I think about, All I want is you, You're all I dream about, I can't live without, All I want is you,



After the thought finally sank in Edward simply remained standing there, staring at his father in wide-eyed disbelief. Surely, Harry would have told him if it was true, but he knew that it was. Now that the thought had entered Edward‘s mind he could feel the truth of it in every bone of his body. What was he supposed to do? He looked to his father—Carlisle always knew what to do. ―What do I do?‖ Edward asked feeling like something was crushing his chest. He was lucky that he didn‘t have to breathe, because if he were human he most likely wouldn‘t have been able to. ―Sit down,‖ Carlisle answered, grabbing Edward‘s arm and leading Edward over to a chair before his legs gave out. He could clearly see that his son was in shock, which was good for the moment. He couldn‘t have Edward rushing off and doing something he may regret later. ―We‘ll think this through together. We can‘t just rush into it.‖ Edward simply nodded his head—there was nothing else he could do. Carlisle sat down beside Edward and scooted closer, offering as much comfort and support as he could. ―You just told me that you were not in love Bella, so do you think—is there a chance that you could possibly love Harry?‖ he asked needing to know for both his sons‘ sake. Carlisle would not force Edward to be in a relation-



 ship he was not happy in, and Harry would not want Edward to be with him if he didn‘t love him. ―I already do. I‘ve always loved Harry,‖ Edward answered immediately, which was what Carlisle had expected, but not what he needed confirmed. He knew that Edward loved Harry, but could he possibly be in love with him or if he wasn‘t already, could something more possibly grow. ―You‘ve loved him as a brother, Edward. I‘m asking if you could love him as more. Do you think you could love Harry as a lover would? Do you think you could be intimate with him on every level, because that is what Harry is going to need?‖ Carlisle corrected his previous question, watching Edward intently for any hint in his face or eyes. ―I-I don‘t know,‖ Edward answered truthfully after a small pause. ―I never allowed myself to think about him that way. I mean—he‘s always been my baby brother.‖ Carlisle rubbed his face with a sigh, trying to think. ―You would have to get past that somehow Edward or—‖ ―Or he‘ll die,‖ Edward cut in. ―Damn it!‖ he then snapped grabbing his hair in frustration. ―When you look at Harry, when you think of him, what do you feel, Edward? What do you see?‖ Carlisle asked trying to help Edward along. He knew that there had to be more there than just brotherly affection, Edward just had to realize it for himself. ―Harry—he-he‘s… amazing,‖ Edward finally breathed. ―He‘s the most amazing person I know. He‘s fun and interesting and beautiful and so smart. I love spending time with him. We just click, you know. I‘m happy when he‘s with me. I love and hate that I can‘t read his mind: love it because it makes him so intriguing to me and hate it because I want to know everything there is to know about him. I want to know where his genius comes from. I wanted to know every secret, every thought, and I-I just – I don‘t know I—‖ ―Okay that‘s good, Edward. Keep going,‖ Carlisle encouraged, as Edward seemed to grow frustrated at not being able to put it into words like he wanted to. ―I-I was jealous when I saw him with Draco during the photo shoot,‖ Edward admitted staring at the wall over Carlisle‘s shoulder, lost in the emotions he had forced himself to push away and forget about that day. ―I hated Draco touching him, and everyone staring at him—I hated it. I wanted to cover him up and tell all of them to back off.‖ ―Do you think that was because you were feeling protective of your brother, or because you didn‘t want anyone else to touch him?‖ Carlisle asked gently, trying to help Edward understand his own feelings. He felt like a therapist, but then again he did have a degree in it—although that had been about thirty years ago.



 ―I didn‘t want anyone to touch him,‖ Edward answered easily. He remembered the feeling clearly now, he‘d wanted to rip Draco‘s hands off of Harry and blind anyone who dared to look at him so dirtily. Then having to hear their thoughts as well had nearly driven Edward over the edge. Edward hadn‘t allowed himself to really think of Harry in this capacity before though, as a lover, and now that he was allowing his mind to run with it-it just seemed to click. ―I love him dad, I do. There‘s a difference, there always has been with Harry. I knew it before, but I never allowed myself to think on it, to explore it, but I-I can acknowledge it now. I mean—I love Emmett and Jasper,‖ Edward continued trying to explain this to both Carlisle and himself, ―but I love Harry. There‘s nothing I wouldn‘t do for him. There isn‘t anything I wouldn‘t try to protect him from. After I saw what Bella had said my first thought wasn‘t about what this would mean for her and me, but about what she could have said to Harry, how she could have hurt Harry. There‘s no one more important to me than Harry—there never has been.‖ ―So you are in love with him then?‖ Carlisle questioned, although there was really no question about it. All you had to do was look at Edward and you could see it radiating from him. ―Yeah, yes, I am,‖ Edward answered in a bit of a daze at the realization. ―I‘ve never allowed myself to think on this. He was always too young, or I was always too scared because of what I thought our relationship was, but I‘ll admit the idea of being with him crossed my mind more than once—before Bella that is. Then I tried not to even allow it to cross my mind. I felt like I was betraying her, and I never thought Harry would actually—but seeing Alice and Jasper, and Emmett and Rosalie together… I used to think that Harry and I—it was only natural, that once he turned eighteen and was turned we could be like them, but then he was just always my little brother, and then Bella came along—‖ ―What about now, Edward? Can you see it now? Can you see Harry as a lover?‖ Carlisle asked trying to calm Edward‘s rambling and needing Edward to be one hundred percent certain. Edward rested his chin in his hands, and his eyes became distant as he thought. He tried to simply think of Harry, allowing the way he felt about Harry to overwhelm his senses. Edward thought about the way Harry walked with grace and confidence, the way Harry spoke with a hint of a British accent, the way Harry‘s eyes lit up when he was happy, and the way they darkened in desire like they had during the photo shoot. Edward thought about the way Harry‘s fingers moved over the piano keys effortlessly, the way he looked when he was singing, the way his magic raised the hair on the back of Edward‘s neck and sent a shiver down his spine, the way Harry‘s laughter filled every crevice of his heart. Then he tried to think of Harry more intimately, Harry kissing him, Harry touching him, Harry moving beneath him.



 Edward gasped as the images he hadn‘t dared allowed himself to think before suddenly flooded his mind, and he would have flushed in embarrassment if he had been able to. Instead, Edward closed his eyes for a long moment, and pushed those thoughts to the back of his mind again and tried to reign in the effect they were having on him. Edward couldn‘t look at his father, but he could feel Carlisle‘s amusement. Why hadn‘t he allowed himself to think on this before? Why had he always pushed those thoughts aside? Perhaps if he hadn‘t they wouldn‘t be in this position. Perhaps if Edward had allowed himself those few fantasies he would have realized sooner what this really was between them. Harry had always been too young before though, even at fourteen and fifteen the thoughts had felt inappropriate to Edward. Besides, Harry had always seen him as a brother or a best friend—or so Edward had thought. ―Yes, I can see him as a lover, but I-I don‘t know how it‘s done,‖ Edward finally answered shifting uncomfortably under his father‘s amused smile. If Edward were human he would have been blushing ten shades of red at the moment, but even though it wasn‘t showing physically he was still completely mortified about having to admit that to his father. In all of Edward‘s hundred or so years he‘d never studied exactly how two males made love, and he didn‘t think he would like hearing it explained to him by his father who was married to his mother. Carlisle chuckled softly at his son‘s expense, but decided to save Edward from further embarrassment. ―I will see if I can find something at the hospital for you to look at. I‘m sure we have a pamphlet or book somewhere on sex education that explains the dynamics of both gay and straight intercourse, or perhaps…‖ Carlisle trailed off looking at his own extensive collection of books. They went from floor to ceiling and covered three of the four walls completely, and all of them were well worn and used. After a moment of scanning the titles Carlisle stood to his feet and walked to the far corner and retrieved a dusty book from the shelf that looked fairly new despite the dust. It was a bit worn, but not nearly as much as the others. ―Ah, here you go. This is the book I found for Harry. It should explain everything to you and if you have any questions you can come to me, Edward. I am a doctor after all, it‘s my job to know these kinds of things, and I promise to be completely professional about it,‖ Carlisle said handing Edward the slim book as his eyes continued to dance with barely contained laughter. Edward swallowed down his embarrassment and stiffly took the book from his father. Did all teens feel this way when their parents brought out the sex talk, which luckily Edward would not be getting to the extent of most normal teens. Edward vaguely remembered having it when he was human, but not clearly, and after seeing some of Emmett‘s movies, he pretty much knew how it worked between a male and a female.



 Edward remembered however, Harry coming down the stairs at the tender age of thirteen, looking paler than Edward had ever seen him, clutching what looked like a book underneath his shirt, and racing to his room without speaking to anyone. He also remembered his father coming down the stairs and sharing an amused chuckle with Esme. Edward hadn‘t understood what had happened then, and Harry had adamantly refused to tell him anything that had been said in Carlisle‘s office that morning. Edward had even tried to spot the book lying around in Harry‘s room somewhere, but had never seen it out or Harry looking at it in the open. Harry would blush the cutest shade of pink anytime Edward asked, but now Edward understood perfectly why his brother had looked flushed and traumatized for a few days afterwards. Taking pity on his son and wanting to push through the awkward moment himself Carlisle decided to get back to the serious matter at hand. ―I think it‘s best if we wait to tell Harry that we know—‖ ―But we can‘t wait!‖ Edward protested immediately, as Carlisle knew he would. ―He‘s getting sicker every day, there isn‘t any time to wait.‖ ―And are you ready, Edward?‖ Carlisle asked sharply. ―Are you ready to go down there right now and confess your love for him.‖ ―Yes!‖ Edward exclaimed standing to his feet. ―Yes, if that is what it takes to save him then yes. I‘ll do anything.‖ ―Edward sit,‖ Carlisle commanded softly, grabbing Edward‘s wrist and pulling him back to his seat before he could run off and do just that. ―You are not as ready as you may think and neither is Harry ready to accept you if you did.‖ ―What do you mean?‖ Edward asked retaking his seat, but he was still tense, as if ready to spring into action at a moment‘s notice. ―Edward, think—why hasn‘t Harry told you yet?‖ Carlisle asked. ―Because I was with Bella—‖ ―No,‖ Carlisle interrupted with a shake of his head. ―That is precisely the reason why I had all but ruled you out. It wasn‘t until recently that I realized that perhaps I too had been wrong in my idea of why Harry refused to tell. It thought that it was Jasper or Emmett and that Harry wasn‘t saying anything because of Rosalie and Alice, but I was wrong. I forgot to consider Harry‘s past relationships.‖ Edward‘s eyes seemed to widen in realization. ―All his life Harry‘s been abandoned, his parents, his aunt and uncle, his godfather, the countless families at the orphanage, the kids at the orphanage and at Hogwarts… Harry‘s known rejection his whole life. Do you remember how long it took for him to settle here, to realize that we weren‘t going to give up on him?‖ Carlisle asked, and Edward nodded silently. ―You have to prove to Harry that you



 want him, that you aren‘t going to give him up. Telling Harry you love him does nothing, you‘re going to have to show him that you love him.‖ ―But there‘s no time for that—‖ Edward began, but again Carlisle cut him off by grabbing one of the books off his desk and flipping through it. ―Not necessarily, it says here that if you accept your half of the bond it should give Harry more time. It won‘t last, but it should at least give you longer to think and figure out what you‘re going to do. I know you love him, and I know you‘re willing to do this tonight if he asked you, but Edward this is for life—you need to be one hundred percent certain that you can do this,‖ Carlisle stated glancing pointedly down at the book in Edward‘s hands. Edward looked down at the rather innocent looking book as well, and knew that Carlisle was right. No matter how much he wanted to see Harry better, he couldn‘t just jump into this. There was a lot to consider and a lot he needed to understand. Edward needed to think things through, and he needed to be one hundred percent positive, otherwise he would just end up hurting the both of them even more. () The things I do, What I go through, And all I say, When I‟m awake, And what I make, The shit I take, Is something you Already, already know I can't live without, All I think about, All I want is you, You're all I dream about, I can't live without, All I want is you, Is you. Edward and Carlisle made their way down the stairs half an hour later, following the smell of Esme cooking, and Edward couldn‘t help but pause at the sight of Harry sleeping on the sofa. ―He seems to be doing better,‖ Alice commented, leaning over Harry and moving a bit of hair out of his face. More of his color did seem to be coming back, and his breathing, which had sounded almost painful before, now seemed even and slow. Edward stepped forward, with Carlisle trailing cautiously behind, as he studied Harry intently. This was his mate, the person he was going to protect and cherish



 and spend the rest of forever loving. ―Wow.‖ He breathed feeling the weight that just the thought carried. ―Carlisle, what‘s going on?‖ Esme asked walking into the living room and staring at Edward curiously. ―It‘s Edward,‖ Carlisle answered, knowing that it was best to go ahead and tell them, to give Jasper, Alice, Emmett, and Rosalie that peace of mind. ―Finally!‖ Draco exclaimed from the kitchen table, where he had been eating silently with Jacob. ―It‘s about bloody time! I thought I was going to go insane trying to tell you what was right in fucking front of you!‖ ―We aren‘t going to tell Harry yet,‖ Carlisle added, and was surprised when Draco agreed. He thought more than anyone that it would be he who protested to waiting. ―You know how hard it is for Harry to accept people and relationships. We‘re going to have to show Harry that Edward wants to be with him, not that he‘s forcing Edward to.‖ ―Wait, so you do want to be with Harry?‖ Rosalie asked, and it wasn‘t hostile or mocking, she actually seemed happy. ―Yes, I want him,‖ Edward answered, trying to add as much sincerity in his voice as he could. ―You love him,‖ Jasper whispered, and it wasn‘t a question. ―You‘re really in love with him.‖ Jasper had always felt that Edward‘s love for Harry was deep, deeper than his love for the rest of them, but now that Edward had acknowledged it, it just seemed to expand and fill him like his emotions for Bella had never done before—had never even come close to before. This was the kind of love that Jasper and Alice shared, the kind Emmett and Rosalie shared. In fact, it felt like it surpassed that of even Carlisle and Esme who‘d been together for over eighty years. ―So what‘s your plan?‖ Alice asked, looking between her love-struck brother and her relieved father. This was the first time in a long time that she had seen Carlisle look so stress free. ―To get him better first,‖ Edward answered, never taking his eyes off of Harry. It was times like now that he knew he couldn‘t stand the thought of being apart from Harry. ―Just the fact that I‘ve accepted the bond, and my presence, should help him at least get him back on his feet. Then I‘ll get close to him. I‘ll show him, and hopefully when I tell him he‘ll believe me.‖ ―What about Bella?‖ Esme asked with a frown. She wasn‘t very pleased with the girl, and loved that Harry‘s mate was Edward, but she didn‘t think Edward should completely ignore the girl. They had been together for over two years—Edward had to at least tell her that it was over between them.



 ―I‘ll tell her,‖ Edward sighed, running a hand through his hair. ―But right now I think I should focus on Harry getting better, Bella can wait.‖ ―Wow I can‘t believe it‘s you, well actually I can. This is so awesome!‖ Alice squealed, but with a look from Edward, she clamped her mouth shut and pretended to lock her lips. ―Secret, right…‖ Edward rolled his eyes, but he couldn‘t help the large grin that spread across his face, and then suddenly both Alice and Esme tackled him in a hug. He caught them and hugged them back hearing both their thoughts of relief and excitement. ―Okay, let‘s wake him up. I‘ve just finished cooking,‖ Esme stated once she‘d pulled away with a huge smile that they hadn‘t seen in the last couple of weeks. ―I‘ll wake him,‖ Edward answered as everyone stood, smiling and relieved, to move to the dining room. It was like a two-ton weight had been lifted off of everyone‘s shoulders, and things just suddenly seemed so much brighter. Edward leaned over Harry and took a moment to study his face. He pushed a piece of hair from Harry‘s eyes and allowed his fingers to trail down and across the arch of Harry‘s cheekbone. Harry‘s skin was flawless and a beautiful ivory color, he could have been mistaken for one of them if not for the warmth and softness of it. Edward had always thought Harry quite eye-catching, but now, getting to view him in the context of a lover, he took Edward‘s breath away. He was beautiful. There was really no other way to describe him, and a part of Edward had always realized it, always known it, but had never allowed his conscious mind to acknowledge it. Edward guessed that‘s where some of his anger at Harry had come from when he‘d first come back to them—on some unconscious level Harry had in fact broken his heart. It wasn‘t like Harry to just abandon someone, and Edward had truly believed he would never come back to them—to him. Everything he‘d ever been searching for had been right here beside him all along, and he‘d been too damn scared to acknowledge it. Here was his mate, right here, masquerading as his little brother this whole time. God, how could he have been so stupid? Harry must have felt Edward‘s touch, or perhaps it was simply his presence, but he began to stir and then his beautiful green eyes fluttered open, and as sappy as it sounded, Edward‘s breath caught in his throat. ―Edward?‖ Harry mumbled looking up at him in confusion as his sleep fogged mind tried to focus. ―When did you get back? Are you okay? Is everything alright now?‖ Edward stepped back from Harry a bit, although reluctantly, to give him his space. ―Earlier this morning, I‘m perfectly fine, and yes everything is perfect,‖ Edward answered softly, touching Harry‘s forehead briefly. ―Esme‘s finished breakfast. Will you come eat?‖



 Harry suddenly flushed at the question and averted his gaze. ―I‘m really not that hungry,‖ he answered, but his grumbling stomach told Edward differently. ―Yes you are,‖ Edward tried to tease with a smile. ―Now come on, Esme‘s cooked all your favorites, and Emmett found some more blueberries for you.‖ ―Really I-I‘ll probably just throw it up anyway,‖ Harry tried again and there was a small tremor in his voice as he didn‘t even try to move. ―Harry, please, just try—for me,‖ Edward pleaded. He knew it was low to pull out the guilt card, but they really needed Harry to eat. Edward didn‘t intend to allow him to lose any more weight than he already had. Harry looked away, and his blush suddenly spread down his neck. ―Harry?‖ Edward asked in concern. Harry‘s lack of movement hadn‘t exactly gone unnoticed by him, and Edward looked up into the concerned eyes of his other family members. ―Harry, what‘s wrong? Tell me.‖ Harry mumbled something that wouldn‘t have been understandable by human, vampire, werewolf, or any other creature on the planet. ―What was that?‖ Edward asked with a frown. Why was Harry suddenly so embarrassed? Harry licked his lips then finally spoke. ―I said I‘m-I‘m too weak to move and I-I have to go to the bathroom.‖ As if to prove his point, Harry tried to sit up but could barely lift his head off the cushion before falling back in exhaustion. ―Well that‘s alright Harry, I‘ll just help you then,‖ Edward said softly, eyes saddened by the state Harry was in. As Edward put his arms under Harry‘s knees and cradled him to his chest, Harry looked away again in shame and a few tears leaked out of the corner of his eyes. Edward wiped them away gently with his own fingers, but didn‘t comment as he knew Harry was embarrassed enough as it was. Esme was about to walk over and help, but Carlisle held out a hand to stop her, and Edward smiled gratefully at his father. He needed to do this. He needed to show Harry that he would be willing to do anything for him, that he would be there for him through anything, sickness and health, and all the times in between. Edward carried Harry to the bathroom and stood him on his feet in front of the toilet. He then moved behind Harry allowing Harry to lean back against him for support as Edward undid his pants. Harry was able to move his hands and arms enough to hold himself, but Edward had to wrap an arm around his waist to keep him from crumbling to the ground. When Harry was finished Edward helped him put himself back together, trying his best to not think too much about where his hands were currently at. When they were finished, Edward brought Harry over to the sink and helped him wash his



 hands. It was when Edward was about to carry him back into the living room that Harry began crying. At first, he tried to hold it in, but just couldn‘t, and soon his whole body was convulsing with the power of his sobs. Harry turned to hide his face in Edward‘s chest and Edward wrapped his arms around him and sank to the floor, and simply rocked Harry silently as Harry let his emotions take control for the first time since all of this had started. You're all I dream about, I can't live without, All I want is you… I can't live without, All I think about, All I want is you. You're all I dream about, I can't live without, All I want is you. You‟re all I dream about, I just can't live without, And all I think about is you, And all I want is you.



Song: All I Want By: Staind



 Chapter Twenty Two Never Gonna Be Alone Time, is going by, so much faster than I, And I'm starting to regret not spending all of it with you. Now I'm, wondering why, I've kept this bottled inside, So I'm starting to regret not telling all of it to you. So if I haven't yet, I've gotta let you know... You're Never gonna be alone! From this moment on, if you ever feel like letting go, I won't let you fall... You're never gonna be alone! I'll hold you 'til the hurt is gone.



Over the next few days it seemed as if Harry's condition was going in reverse - undoing all the damage it had done. His color had come back, the nightmares had stopped, the trembling had stopped, the outburst of magic was nearly nonexistent, and the trips to the bathroom were far less frequent. Harry was eating once again, laughing at Emmett‘s antics, and most importantly spending more and more time with Edward. Bella had called at least fifty times already, but Edward had always managed to come up with some kind of excuse to put her off - or sometimes he just didn‘t answer his phone at all. Harry would give him curious looks when he‘d hang up with Bella after lying to her to get her to stay away, but thankfully Harry wouldn‘t ask. Edward used every excuse to stay close to Harry, and again if Harry noticed he didn‗t mention it. Now that Bella was gone though it was like Edward‗s eyes were suddenly being opened to everything he had missed. Harry‗s smell was just as intoxicating as Bella‗s blood. Harry smelled like vanilla and cinnamon, both soothing and exciting all at once. Harry‘s eyes had always captured Edward‘s attention, whereas Bella‘s had always been a rather dull brown. In fact, if there was one thing Edward would want to keep when Harry was turned it would be his eye color, but Edward didn‘t think that was possible. He‘d never seen a vampire without red or topaz eyes. It would be heartbreaking to lose the opportunity to look into such beautiful eyes all the time, but a price Edward was willing to pay to have Harry forever. Then there was Harry‘s hair, Edward absolutely adored Harry‘s wild raven locks. He loved running his fingers through it. He loved smelling it. He loved it when it was wet or when it was dry and flowing. He loved it when Harry first woke up in



 the morning or when it was all windblown - Edward just loved it, and that was one thing Harry would get to keep, vampire or not. There were other things though that Edward was noticing about Harry that he had never really taken note of before. Like the way Harry‘s full lips always looked like he‘d just eaten a bunch of strawberries, how the curve of Harry‘s lower back was the perfect place for Edward to rest his hand, or the way Harry‘s hips swung from side to side, back and forth, when he walked. Edward was beginning to notice the way Harry‘s long, pale, pianist fingers curved around certain things, which became embarrassing and uncomfortable when that thing was something Harry was about to put into his mouth. Edward noticed how Harry‘s laughter was the biggest aphrodisiac he had ever come across, and how Harry‘s smile could melt Edward instantly - which was nothing new actually. Edward was finally looking though - and noticing. He couldn‘t believe how blind he‘d been before - in fact, he must have been blind to have missed this! Harry was just so… perfect for him. Suddenly laughter rang through the house, and instantly Edward knew that it was Harry‘s by the catch in his chest. A large smile stretched across Edward‘s face even as he glanced up to meet Jasper‘s amused smirk, and Emmett‘s teasing grin. Harry burst through the door seconds later, followed closely by Draco and Jacob. Not three seconds later Edward had a breathless, giggling wizard flopped across his lap. Have fun?‖ Edward asked with an amused smile, unable to resist letting his fingers twirl through Harry‘s eternally messy hair. ―Yeah,‖ Harry breathed calming down and closing his eyes at Edward‘s touch, and again Edward was hit with how obvious it was now that he knew. The others were as well as they all looked from Harry‘s suddenly peaceful form to meet each other‘s eyes with knowing looks. ―You‘re warm,‖ Edward said, resting his cool hand against Harry‘s overheated cheek. ―Mmhmm,‖ Harry agreed leaning into Edward‘s hand - Edward wasn‘t even sure Harry realized what he was doing. ―Been outside all day - suns out,‖ he explained sleepily. Edward leaned down and sniffed Harry‘s hair. Harry scent was there, made even more potent by the heat coming off of him, but there was also a layer of… wolf that had Edward‘s nose twitching. Now that Jacob was around more often he could stand the scent, but having any scent on Harry that wasn‘t his own bothered him. ―You should probably go take a shower before you fall asleep, and Esme will have dinner ready in a little while.‖ Edward stated, hearing Harry‘s heart rate slowing into a doze.



 ―Hmm probably, I‗m all sweaty,‖ Harry murmured only turning onto his side and snuggling closer to Edward, and while Edward was thrilled and a little turned on at the thought of Harry sweaty, he really wanted to get that smell off of his mate he would have opted for replacing it with his own, but well, that was moving a little fast. ―Harry don‘t go to sleep,‖ Edward sing-songed with a playful chuckle as he tugged lightly on Harry‘s hair. ―Too late,‖ Harry sing-songed back with a smile lifting the sides of his lips. ―Is that so?‖ Edward asked slyly, and before Harry knew it he was flipped over onto his back with Edward looming over him in a tickle attack. Harry shrieked in surprise and tried to get away, but Edward held him easily. ―Alright I‘m up! I‘m up!‖ Harry shrieked through his ringing laughter, and Edward stopped and sat up, allowing Harry to catch his breath, but feeling slightly disappointed at the absence of the beautiful sound. Edward was straddling Harry stomach, smiling down at him in amusement when suddenly Harry froze - entire body going rigid as the blood left his face. ―Harry?‖ Edward asked, as the amusement died, but Harry didn‘t answer. He merely lurched his body out from under Edward and ran to the bathroom as if the hounds of Hell were snapping at his heels. ―What?‖ Edward asked, confused by the sudden change in the atmosphere. Then a suppressed chuckle suddenly rang from Jasper‘s direction and Edward‘s head snapped over to look at his empathic brother, who had a hand covering his face as he tried to hold in his laughter. Finally, when it seemed Jasper was able to open his mouth without laughing he answered everyone‘s curious gaze. ―I‘m surprised I could sense it, but it seems Harry lets his guard down when he‘s around you Edward and he uhh… got aroused - then he panicked,‖ Jasper answered with another amused chuckle as Edward‗s eyes widened in surprise. Alice clapped her hands excitedly and smiled widely. ―Well this is working out perfectly isn‘t it!‖ she exclaimed enthusiastically only causing the others to burst into laughter. () And now, as long as I can, I'm holding on with both hands, 'Cause forever I believe that there's nothing I could need but you, So if I haven't yet, I've gotta let you know... You're never gonna be alone! From this moment on, if you ever feel like letting go, I won't let you fall. When all hope is gone, I know that you can carry on.



 We're gonna see the world out, I'll hold you 'til the hurt is gone.



Draco walked into Harry‘s studio as Harry sat on his bed writing in his song journal. ―I‘m happy that you‘re feeling better,‖ he said walking over, plopping down beside Harry, and resting his head in Harry‘s lap. ―Why do you think that is?‖ Draco then asked nonchalantly, wondering if Harry even had a clue what was going on around him. Harry shrugged though, answering Draco‘s question before he even opened his mouth. ―I don‘t know, but I think that maybe it‘s because Edward and I are spending more time together. With Bella staying at her dads it‘s given Edward and me time to rebuild our relationship. I think that for now my magic is satisfied with us being close friends again.‖ ―Huh, that‘s a good theory,‖ Draco said wanting to roll his eyes at Harry‗s obliviousness. How Harry Potter-Cullen had ever become a Slytherin Draco would never know, but that was all Draco was going to say on the subject. Yes, he wanted Harry to know that Edward knew and accepted their bond, but Draco also knew his best friend, and Harry would have to realize that Edward loved him on his own, otherwise Harry would never believe that Edward really wanted to be with him. ―So what are your plans for today - Jacob planning another date?‖ Harry asked writing down a few more things before closing the book with a snap. Draco shook his head. ―Actually we were planning to take you out. Tomorrow is your birthday after all, and I know your mom has plans for you so I thought we‘d all go out tonight if you think you‘re up for it.‖ ―That night club in Port Angeles you found?‖ Harry questioned raising an eyebrow. ―It‘s not exactly Hex,‖ he said naming one of the most popular clubs in the Wizarding World. ―Oh it will be by the time I‘m through with it,‖ Draco said causing Harry to pause and look down at the blond looking innocently up at him. ―Draco what did you do?‖ Harry asked warily, not really sure he wanted to know what Draco had gotten himself into now - what Draco had gotten him into now. ―Well Daddy said it would be a good investment, and Mother said I needed to find a hobby if I planned on staying here in this small, Muggle town,‖ Draco answered, causing Harry‘s mouth to drop open. ―You‘re staying here?‖ Harry asked in surprise, forgetting for a moment that his friend had just purchased a nightclub.



 ―Well of course,‖ Draco answered sitting up and looking at Harry like he was stupid. ―Jacob‘s clan is here, and when he is ready he‘ll take over as alpha. I can‘t very well ask him to leave them - and I kind of like it here.‖ ―You - you like it here?‖ Harry asked trying to wrap his mind around that. Draco fucking Malfoy - domesticated house wife. ―Well of course the mansion will be a bit out of place but -‖ Draco began, but Harry cut him off, his mind not getting past the word mansion. ―Mansion - as in… mansion?‖ Harry asked knowing how stupid he sounded, but in too much shock to care. ―You don‘t expect me to live like a peasant Potter!‖ Draco exclaimed incredulously. ―I bought the land along the border so Jacob can be by his clan and you and your family can still visit. Although, Jacob says that the treaty really won‘t matter anymore once he‘s alpha - construction starts in a few days - Daddy‘s taken care of everything.‖ ―And what does Jacob say about all of this?‖ Harry questioned calmly now and with an amused smile, happy to see the over the top arrogance and narcissism returning to Draco - it had been missing the last couple of weeks as Harry had grown sicker, and he had to admit that he‗d missed it. Draco smiled dreamily at this question and answered, ―he says he wants whatever makes me happy!‖ he stated, and Harry wondered if Draco knew exactly how sappily love struck he looked at that moment. If not Harry was definitely going to save it for later to use as blackmail material. ―Now about this club of yours - when exactly did you have time to do this?‖ Harry questioned curiously. ―Well when Jacob brought me to Port Angeles to go shopping I decided to go by that club I found, and it was horrible Harry - a complete disaster!‖ Draco exclaimed in horror. ―If I‘m going to be living here then I need a better place to go than that dump - so I bought it, asked daddy to get some contractors, called my designer, and now it‘s all fixed up. The grand opening is tonight and I need you to come show your gorgeous face.‖ ―Draco?‖ Harry questioned narrowing his eyes on his friend. Draco had done something - he could sense it. Draco adverted his eyes and that only confirmed Harry‘s suspicions. ―I might have mentioned to a few people that you would be there…‖ he trailed off, standing from the bed and inching his way toward the door. ―Draco,‖ Harry said in warning. ―Okay so I kind of mentioned to Witch Weekly, the Daily Prophet, and a few American tabloids here and there that you were my best friend and that you would be there for my grand opening and a few times after that…‖



 ―Draco,‖ Harry growled again knowing that there was more to it than that. ―And perhaps… it might have slipped out that maybe - you would sing,‖ Draco finished quickly before darting out of the room. Harry jumped out of his bed with a growl and chased after the blond as best he could with his legs tangled in the sheets. He dragged his sheets and comforter halfway through the living room with him before he was free of them and able to catch up with Draco, who was conveniently sitting in Jacob‘s lap at the breakfast table now. ―Don‘t think he can protect you forever! You are so going to pay for this later!‖ Harry promised through clinched teeth as he flopped down in his seat beside Edward angrily. ―Oh come on Harry!‖ Draco exclaimed not liking it when Harry was cross with him. ―You need to get out. You‘ve been stuck in this fucking house since you got here. People are starting to think you‘ve become a hermit - with a beard and everything!‖ he exclaimed in horror. ―You used to love to go out and to the clubs, and this isn‘t just any club - it‘s my club - you‘re best friend remember?‖ Harry deflated some, as what Draco said was true. He and Draco used to go out all the time. ―You didn‘t have to tell everyone that I was going to be there or that I was going to sing. I won‘t be able to move around without getting mauled,‖ he said still holding onto his pout as Edward began fixing his plate for him. ―Harry I needed something to draw in a crowd if I‘m going to be popular in this small fucking city, and face it, you draw in a crowd. I won‘t let everyone in. I‘ve got bouncers and wards and stuff to keep out all the truly crazy fans and the ugly people. I‘ve even made you your own VIP lounge. You‘ll be totally safe with your brothers there - Emmett can be your body guard! He‗d scare anyone away, and I promise I‘ll never ask you to sing again - ever! Won‘t you do this for me Harry please…‖ Draco pleaded, hitting Harry full force with that fucking pout he‘d never been able to resist. ―Fine,‖ Harry agreed petulantly. ―But I get free drinks, and you‘re not allowed to play Party Like a Rockstar when I enter the club,‖ he demanded, having grown annoyed that every time he entered a club that song immediately came on no matter if the song before it had finished playing or not. ―Promise,‖ Draco said beaming with happiness, and Jacob too seemed quite pleased that Draco had gotten his way. At least now Harry wouldn‘t have to worry about the werewolf cornering him later for making Draco upset, and Harry wouldn‗t have to feel bad for it either. Besides, this could turn out to be fun. ()



 You've gotta live every single day, Like it's the only one, what if tomorrow never comes? Don't let it slip away, Could be our only one, you know it's only just began. Every single day, Maybe our only one, what if tomorrow never comes? Tomorrow never comes... Time, is going by, so much faster than I, And I'm starting to regret not telling all of this to you. So if I haven't yet, I've gotta let you know... ―You‘re going with us?‖ Harry asked Edward as he walked out of his room to see Edward standing there with Draco, Jacob, Emmett, Rosalie, Jasper, Alice, and even Carlisle and Esme. To most it would have seemed odd that their parents were going with them, but the fact remained that Carlisle had been turned when he was only twenty three and Esme when she was twenty five, and even then, compared to the others, Esme was one of the youngest vampires there. Edward was even older than Esme, which was sometimes forgotten even by Harry considering Esme naturally fell into the role of mother to them all. ―Uh, yes,‖ Edward answered, tugging at his blue silk shirt uncertainly - it was the one Harry had bought him for Christmas last year. ―Do you not want me to join you?‖ ―No, I do,‖ Harry answered quickly - probably a little too quickly. ―I just thought… that Isabella wouldn‘t approve.‖ Edward froze for a second in surprise - hadn‘t Harry realized yet? ―I don‘t need her permission,‖ he stated, only causing Harry to look at him in confusion so Edward elaborated. ―Bella and I aren‘t together anymore Harry.‖ Edward - and everyone else, heard Harry‘s breath catch in his throat at that announcement and he seemed to go into shock for a moment. ―You didn‘t actually think that I would stay with her after what she said about you?‖ Edward asked, feeling hurt that Harry had actually thought he would choose Bella over him. ―I - I thought you guys were just taking a break,‖ Harry answered finally blinking out of his shock. Edward stepped forward, until he could feel Harry‘s body heat caressing his skin. Then he grabbed Harry‘s chin and gently lifted his face until their eyes were connected. Edward could hear Harry‘s heart suddenly start racing, and his breath catch once again, as Harry‘s eyes unconsciously landed on his lips. Edward al-



 lowed a small smirk - if it hadn‘t been obvious to them before it was obvious now, although Harry was too stupefied at the moment to realize what was happening. ―Harry I would never allow someone to hurt you - you must know that by now,‖ Edward said softly when Harry‘s eyes rose again to meet his own. ―I would never choose someone over you.‖ Harry‘s body seemed to give a small jerk as Edward said that, and he made a small whimpering noise in the back of his throat. His eyes suddenly became guarded and Harry pulled away from Edward gently, not meeting his eyes again. ―You don‘t know what you‘re doing,‖ Harry mumbled and before Edward could say anything else Harry was out the door and on his way to the waiting limo that would carry them to Draco‘s new club. Never gonna be alone! From this moment on, if you ever feel like letting go, I won't let you fall. When all hope is gone, I know that you can carry on. We're gonna see the world out, I'll hold you 'til the hurt is gone. I'm gonna be there always, I won't be missing one more day, I'm gonna be there always, I won't be missing one more day.



Song: Never gonna Be Alone By Nickelback



 Compound 1080: One of the deadliest poisons in the world. It is an odorless, tasteless, white powder, and without antidote, 1080 blocks cellular metabolism causing a violent death with convulsions and pain.



Chapter Twenty Three This Is It The drive to Draco‘s new club was mostly silent, with Harry sitting in the back of the limo smoking a cigarette, his eyes closed, and his head leaning back against the black leather seat. When they got to the club though there was already a line wrapped around the building waiting to get in, and as soon as they saw the limo, all hell broke loose and the screaming began. Harry groaned, but Draco chuckled and patted his shoulder in reassurance. ―Don‘t worry most of them won‘t make it in,‖ he stated, grimacing at a particularly unattractive group that had obviously come together as they were squealing and clinging to each other. When they pulled up to the front doors, three very, very large bouncers stood there holding back the crowd. Harry took one look at them and instantly knew that they were from the reservation with their mocha skin and long, black hair – not to mention their size. ―You have werewolves guarding you club?‖ Harry questioned looking to Draco incredulously. Being with Jacob was really affecting Draco‘s perception of things if he was actually hiring werewolves to work for him now. Draco merely smiled back smugly. ―Yeah, they‘re a couple of Jacob‘s friends from the reservation. Paul, Embry, and Quil – and wait until you see the bartender she‘s no pushover herself. Her names Leah, right?‖ he asked looking to Jacob for confirmation. Jacob nodded his head. ―Yeah, and she doesn‘t take shit from anyone so be careful around her, she‘s a real bitch, but she likes Draco – everyone at the reservation does,‖ he answered looking at his mate fondly, it caused a small smile and a flicker of longing to sweep across Harry‘s face before he could cover it once again. ―Did you hire the entire reservation?‖ Harry asked eyeing the three large wolves, although they weren‘t nearly as large as Jacob or Emmett, they were still rather intimidating.



 ―Well, all the money earned at the club goes to the reservation, for its school and housing and other reservation stuff, and well, look at them, they‘re huge!‖ Draco answered, waving a hand at the three wolves and surprising Harry again that he was actually giving the money made by the club away; as it already appeared the club would be making lots of it. Already Draco had started changing for the better, since he‘d found Jacob his more compassionate side had began coming out, and Harry was happy to see it out in the open where others could witness it as well. In school, Draco had been considered the Ice Prince of Slytherin, and now he was just a Prince… well technically a Queen – and in more ways than one, Harry thought to himself with a smirk. ―Plus they were looking for jobs anyway,‖ Draco continued. ―And Leah bartended when she was younger. She‘s hot in leather – I mean for a girl and all.‖ ―So what‘s the name of this club?‖ Harry asked looking for the glowing sign. He found it easily, glowing red and hanging in the air for the entire city to see, but Draco answered him anyway. ―Compound 1080.‖ ―Hmm, sounds dirty and dangerous,‖ Harry stated sharing a smirk with his friend. Leave it to Draco to find a name that would sound just as dirty as it did deadly if you didn‘t know the meaning of it. When they pulled to a stop the driver came around and opened the door. Harry let the others get out of the limo with their partners before stepping out last to face the hoard of fans under the legal age that had come out just to see him. He felt someone step up behind him protectively as the camera flashes and screaming reached a whole new level, and leaned back into the familiar comfort, as a hand on his lower back steered him towards the door because he couldn‘t see properly. ―You know they‘re going to think we‘re together,‖ Harry whispered, turning his face toward Edward‘s ear, knowing Edward would still be able to hear it despite the noise. Harry could feel Edward‘s shrug, as his back was pressed tightly against Edward‘s chest, and Harry felt a small thrill of excitement run through him at the thought of Edward not caring that the world would think they were together after this. He didn‗t want to look too much into it though, that was only setting himself up for disappointment. Once inside things were actually calmer if that were at all possible with the thumping music



 and writhing bodies, but at least no one was screaming at him or trying to rip his clothes off. They did pause to look as Harry though as his group was led upstairs to his exclusive VIP lounge, but with Emmett and Jacob leading the way behind Draco no one was stupid enough to make a move. The people already inside the club were a far cry from the screaming fans standing in line outside, for one they were all rich and beautiful. Most of them were magical as well, Draco‘s friends, or friends of Draco‘s friends, or acquaintances of Draco‘s friend‘s friends. There were a few Muggles who had gotten in simply on their looks, and Harry could also sense some other magical creatures as well, but most were wizards. Harry wasn‘t surprised that the place was already full – leave it to a Malfoy to turn what was a dump in the middle of nowhere into the hottest nightclub in any world. The inside of the club was also a far cry from the industrial look of the buildings outside. In fact, it was about five times larger, and looked like something right out of the Cirque Du Soleil. There were performers dressed in the most amazing, and sometimes the most revealing costumes Harry had ever seen. They were each on their own little stages with their own themes, and decorations performing and putting their bodies into positions that Harry couldn‘t have dreamed up in his wildest fantasies. From the ceiling hung beautiful chandeliers, but not only were the chandeliers exceptionally beautiful, the people hanging from, or reclining in the chandeliers were quite eye-catching themselves. Also twirling and whirling around in the air above their heads were other performers, scantily clad, some even naked hanging by single pieces of fabric strung from the black ceiling. ―Draco this is just like the—‖ Harry began, remembering when he and Draco had gone to see the Cirque Du Soleil in Paris. ―Oh it is,‖ Draco answered nonchalantly. ―You bought the Cirque Du Soleil!‖ Harry exclaimed, although really he shouldn‘t have been surprised. He should have known that Draco could never just open any nightclub. ―Daddy thought it would be a good investment, and it‘s only for the week then they‘ll go back on tour – of course then we‘ll gain the profit from that as well,‖ Draco answered, as he led them up the winding staircase to Harry‘s personal lounge. ―I‘ve already got next week‘s theme all planned out. It‘s called ‗In the Jungle‘. Just imagine it Harry: men in animal skins swinging from vines, stripping in cages like animals with real lions and tigers, collared and leashed, sweaty and dirty and—‖ ―Draco, your mate,‖ Harry reminded when it seemed Draco was about to get lost in his fantasy world.



 Draco looked at Harry in confusion before looking at Jacob. ―Jacob‘s going to help me pick the men out. He‘s got an eye for spotting the good ones,‖ Draco stated causing Harry to choke in surprise as he looked at the smirking werewolf before Draco grabbed Jacob‘s hand to drag him along. Emmett burst into laughter along with Jasper, as Edward leaned in close to whisper in Harry‘s ear. ―Well that‘s going to be an interesting relationship,‖ he said with amusement, and again – considering it was Draco – Harry really shouldn‘t have been surprised. When they finally reached the lounge Harry smiled in approval. It was dimly lit with candles and lamps and the walls were draped with a deep red colored fabric giving the balcony they were on an intimate tent affect. Against the far wall, facing the tent‘s opening and looking out over the dance floor, was a wraparound booth nearly as low as the floor with large cushions and pillows in the same deep red as the walls. It was obviously meant to be lounged on, and it surrounded a black table littered with burning candles. A scantily clad, very nice looking, male waiter stood in the far corner with a tray of Harry‘s favorite chocolates and wine, all he was wearing was a black, silk thong, a bowtie, and a smirk. Harry smirked back and walked over to him, letting his eyes enjoy the eye candy, as he took one of the chocolates and wine glasses then walked over to the edge of the balcony to get a better look at Draco‘s creation. From this vantage point, Harry could see the entirety of the club. It wasn‘t just a nightclub. It was in fact broken into sections. There was of course the dance floor, sunken down a few feet below everything else, and placed right in the center of everything. The different performances and things went on all around it; everywhere you turned, there was something new to see. Then to the left, divided by a half wall there was a nice restaurant with pink and wine colored tones, and a bar most likely stocked with the rarest and most expensive drinks Draco could find. The balcony Harry was on wrapped all the way around the club, with other VIP lounges, all in different tones and color schemes, but Harry smirked as he noticed that his was obviously the center of them all and the largest as well. ―How do the humans not notice this?‖ Esme asked watching as a man breathed out a flame of fire that took the shape of a dragon. ―They do, but there are spells to dissuade their curiosity and the thought of magic from entering their minds, and once they leave the club they‘ll forget specific details about certain things they may have seen – except for the fact that it was like nothing they had ever experienced before,‖ Draco answered grabbing a glass of wine himself. ―I think Esme and I are going to go watch a few of the shows,‖ Carlisle said taking Esme‘s hand as they made their way down the stairs and off to one of the blocked off sections that was strictly for a show and not dancing. ―You kids behave your-



 selves,‖ he said eyes twinkling in amusement as Jasper and Emmett rolled their eyes. ―You two better behave yourselves,‖ Emmett mumbled, but Carlisle‘s laughter told them that he had heard. ―So when am I performing?‖ Harry asked, feeling the nerves creeping in. He never really preformed in front of large crowds – not that he cared what any of them thought of him anyway, but he would definitely need a few more glasses of wine before he was ready. ―In about an hour,‖ Draco answered checking his watch. You‘ll be performing over there,‖ he continued pointing to the center stage, which was currently vacant, except for the instruments Harry would need and a large glowing sign with his band‘s name. ―Brilliant,‖ Harry breathed downing his glass of wine and going for another. Draco caught his wrist however and gave him a look that clearly told him he wasn‘t about to get away with it. ―You are not getting drunk before you go on stage,‖ Draco reprimanded. Harry rolled his eyes with a sigh of annoyance, but didn‘t go for another glass. ―Now come dance with me.‖ Draco began pulling Harry toward the stairs as one of his favorite songs came on. Harry glanced at Jacob, but the werewolf merely smiled as he held Draco‘s wine glass and sipped his own. Harry followed Draco down to the dance floor and lost himself in the music with Draco, not dancing nearly as close as they normally would have, but they still moved and looked great together. ―I didn‘t know Harry could actually dance,‖ Emmett stated in surprise as they stood looking at the two friends laughing and dancing together. ―He‘s really good; they both are,‖ Alice added, eyes twinkling as she looked at Edward watching Harry, completely captivated. If he could have, she imagined he would have been drooling. ―Edward, close your mouth before you catch something.‖ Edward snapped his mouth closed and cleared his throat, ripping his eyes away from Harry in embarrassment, but it only took a few seconds before they were straying back like a burning man searching for water. Alice and Jasper and Emmett and Rosalie soon joined Harry and Draco on the dance floor while Edward and Jacob stayed on the balcony watching over their mates and making sure none of the other men and women currently staring longingly at them actually acted out on their longing. Both Paul and Emmett were good buffers for that though, as Paul stood nearby in case someone tried to ap-



 proach Harry that Harry didn‘t want, so Edward and Jacob were content to simply watch their mates‘ bodies move to the music. ―Do you dance?‖ Jacob suddenly questioned causing Edward to shift uncomfortably. ―You should ask Harry to dance.‖ ―I don‘t know – I‘ve never danced that kind of dance,‖ Edward admitted. He‘d never been to a club before, mostly because he‘d never had anyone to go with and Bella had hated dancing of any kind. Therefore, Edward didn‘t actually know if he could dance like this. ―What about you?‖ Jacob snorted in amusement and turned his eyes back on his mate. ―I mostly just stand there and let Draco dance around me.‖ Edward looked back down at Harry and swallowed thickly. He remember teaching Harry all of the old styles of dance from his time, perhaps Harry could show him how it was done in this time. Edward was nervous though, what if he made a complete fool of himself, although it didn‘t look that hard really, and the dancing was rather… intimate – just the thought of being that close to Harry had Edward‘s groin tightening. Perhaps he would wait a little while then. Half an hour later, Draco and Paul led Harry to the back of the stage so that he could have a few moments to prepare. Esme and Carlisle made their way back over to them just as Draco was announcing to everyone that Harry was going to perform. All the other music and performers stopped what they were doing to watch along with everyone else. It was really interesting to see Harry‘s fans react to his music. Of course, Edward knew Harry had a rather rabid fan base, but none of the family had ever seen Harry perform live in front of an audience before. Edward was nervous for Harry as he watched Harry walk out onto the stage almost shyly, as those below the balcony clapped and cheered for him. Emmett gave a loud whistle that caused Harry to look up at them with a smirk, and Edward felt his nerves ease. Harry would be fine; he was born to be famous. ―How is he supposed to perform without a band?‖ Alice asked as Draco rejoined them. ―Magic,‖ Draco answered simply. ―The Muggles will see an illusion if they try to look for other members to the band, but there are spells in place to keep their attention focused on Harry.‖ It took a few more moments of preparation before Harry was ready. Then the music started, and it wasn‘t a song Edward had ever heard Harry sing or even practice before. He kept one eye on Harry and one eye on the crowd to see their reaction. Harry was a natural performer. His very presence demanded that you look at him and take notice, and by the course of the song, the fans had definitely taken notice.



 Here we are There's nowhere else to go and That's so far From where we all could be but If you feel like disappearing You should take this for what it‟s worth This is it And it fits And it feels like this is good enough For me… could it be That the grass is always green They surrounded the stage as close as they were allowed to get, not a single person was anywhere else in the club, and not a single person was paying attention to anything other than Harry. Even the other performers had left their own stages and platforms to join in the wild crowd of fans. ―They love him,‖ Carlisle stated never taking his eyes off of Harry as he watched his son proudly. It was truly amazing to see this. People just flocked to Harry; they adored him. ―He‘s bloody brilliant!‖ Draco replied as if it were obvious, which it was. There you are You dream of something better What's so wrong with what you thought Was to end All the colors are disappearing You should take this for what's worth This is it And it fits And it feels like this is good enough For me… could it be That the grass is always green Harry was captivating to watch. He engaged the crowd, making eye contact, jumping and moving right along with them, getting just close enough for their fingers to brush him, singing to them. A few of the fans tried to get on the stage, which had Edward tensing, but the wards and werewolf bodyguards worked in keeping them off. At one moment, Harry actually got too close to the edge and a few of the more enthusiastic fans closest to him managed to latch onto his pant leg. Edward nearly bolted over the balcony



 right there, but Harry didn‘t let it faze him. He merely stood in that spot and kept performing as Paul stepped forward to escort those particular fans out. This is it (this is it) This is it (this is it) You should take this for what it's worth If you feel like disappearing Then Harry eyes lifted to them and Edward felt his breath catch. The intensity in Harry‘s eyes was breathtaking. Harry didn‘t just sing the song; he felt it. Every word, every cord, every beat came from Harry‘s very soul. ―He‘s beautiful,‖ Edward whispered to himself not really realizing that he had said the words out loud and gotten the others‘ attention. There was something significant about this song – Edward could feel it. Harry was saying something important, unconsciously telling Edward something. ―This is it,‖ Edward whispered taking a steadying breath. Harry was inadvertently handing the choice over to him. He was unknowingly telling Edward that this was it – it was time to make a decision. Either Edward would take the plunge or he would choose to forget about it, and Harry would accept what he could have and it would just have to be good enough. The choice was clear to Edward though – he‘d made it the second he knew he was the one Harry needed. ―I‘m going to tell him – tonight.‖ This is it And it fits And it feels like this is good enough For me … could it be That the grass is always green This is it This is it



Song: This is It By: Staind



 Chapter Twenty Four Tangled Up In You Harry preformed a few more songs after that, but it was the very last one that cemented Edward‘s decision that it was time to speak up. Embry brought Harry a bottle of water as Harry grabbed a nearby stool and moved it to the center of the stage. He sat down with only his guitar and fixed the mike so that it was at the right level. Harry strummed the acoustic guitar thoughtfully for a moment before looking out over the crowd and giving them one of his stunning smiles. They were completely silent, watching Harry captivated, just waiting to see what he was about to do next. The stillness in the room was heavy with everyone‘s anticipation as Harry merely gazed over them all thoughtfully and his fingers still fiddled with the guitar strings. ―How are you guys doing tonight?‖ he finally asked into the mike, gaining a cheer from the crowd, who instantly went silent again as Harry leaned in to say more. ―This next song is one I actually wrote last night. I‘ve never attempted to play it before now… but I guess – well, we‘ll just see how it goes,‖ he told them as he sat up straighter and began to play, earning another round of encouraging cheers. Harry smiled at them once more before leaning in to start the song, and the first line alone told Edward everything he would ever need to know about Harry‘s feelings for him.



You're my world The shelter from the rain You're the pills That take away my pain You're the light That helps me find my way You're the words When I have nothing to say And in this world Where nothing else is true Here I am Still tangled up in you I'm still tangled up in you Still tangled up in you



 As sappy as it sounded Edward felt as if his entire body had melted against the edge of the railing he‘d been leaning on while he watched Harry sing that song. It was just so perfectly romantic, and apparently, others were thinking the same because suddenly couples began pairing off holding each other and dancing as Harry continued to sing. Even Carlisle, Esme, and the others were holding their respective mates, offering each other loving kisses and smile. ―That‘s so beautiful,‖ Esme whispered with a sigh as she leaned her head on Carlisle‘s shoulder and he wrapped an arm around hers. Watching them, Edward felt a longing so deep well up inside of him that he nearly bolted over the balcony and jumped on the stage right then and kissed Harry breathless. He contented himself however, with just listening to the lyrics Harry was singing and losing himself in the obvious love Harry had for him. It amazed him that Harry had loved him for so long and he‘d never noticed. Why hadn‘t he ever noticed this sooner? Why hadn‘t Harry said anything sooner? They‘d lost so much time, but Edward would make it up now. He wouldn‘t let them lose another moment, and he‘d make sure they had forever to make up for the time already lost.



You're the fire That warms me when I‟m cold You're the hand I have to hold as I grow old You're the shore When I am lost at sea You're the only thing That I like about me And in this world Where nothing else is true Here I am Still tangled up in you I'm still tangled up in you



A sudden cheering erupted from somewhere and Edward glanced over to see a rather attractive man getting onto one knee in front of a very beautiful girl. ―That‘s Blaise,‖ Draco explained as he looked over his shoulder from where he and Jacob were embracing and swaying to the music. ―He was hoping Harry would play something like this so that he could propose to Julia – she‘s a big fan of Harry‘s music. They‘ve been dating since seventh year. She was a Ravenclaw so I didn‘t know her that well, but Blaise‘s mother and my mother were best friends. We grew up together. It looks like she said yes.‖



 Edward looked back over just in time to see Blaise getting up off his knee and twirling a girl around in joy. They pulled apart and kissed each other happily a few times before Blaise released her and the woman twirled around to show her friends the ring and Blaise‘s friends came forward to pat him on the back in congratulations. Harry simply continued singing, but when Edward looked back at him he was smiling softly at the couple and there was a new look in his eyes that Edward knew all too well – longing. How long has it been Since this storyline began And I hope it never ends And goes like this forever In this world Where nothing else is true Here I am Still tangled up in you Tangled up in you I'm still tangled up in you Still tangled up in you



When the song was finished, Harry took his leave and the crowd cheered for him as he exited the stage to rejoin them on the balcony. The club music started up again soon after and it wasn‘t long before everything was back to the way it had been when they‘d first walked in. Draco sent a free bottle of the club‘s best and most expensive wine over to Blaise‘s VIP room to congratulate him on his engagement, and Harry walked over there with him to congratulate their old classmate personally. After dancing for a while longer they came back to get drinks. Suddenly a song came on and Draco gasped, immediately latching onto Harry. ―Oh come on Harry, this is your favorite song!‖ Draco exclaimed, but Harry shook his head no, and unfazed, Draco bounced over to his own mate and dragged Jacob back down to the dance floor. Jacob gave Edward a meaningful look before looking pointedly at Harry, and Edward felt his nerves returning to him. He had to start somewhere right, and asking for one little dance wasn‘t that big of a deal – of course if you didn‘t know how to dance it was, but Harry had already danced with Emmett, Alice, Draco, Rosalie, and even Jasper once so surely he wouldn‘t turn him down. ―He‘s been waiting for you to ask him all night,‖ a voice suddenly whispered in his ear, and Edward turned to see his father standing there. ―He‘s turned down quite a few offers, and he keeps glancing at you. You should ask him. He‘s not going to wait around forever, Edward.‖



 Edward nodded and swallowed thickly before walking over to stand just behind Harry. ―You did great – singing I mean, not that you aren‘t good all the time. You‘re amazing! I‘ve just never seen you perform before – I mean in front of a crowd on a stage – it was really… amazing—‖ he rambled feeling pathetic as the words left his mouth. Why couldn‘t he just come out and ask? Why did he have to make such an idiot of himself? He sounded like one of Harry‘s star-struck fan girls. ―Thanks,‖ Harry replied throwing him a smile before turning back to face the crowd as he sipped his drink. There was a bit of an awkward pause after that as Harry looked around at all the dancing bodies and Edward rubbed the back of his neck nervously. Edward caught Alice‘s eye and she gave him an encouraging thumbs up from where she was dancing with Jasper. Edward opened his mouth, but what came out was again, not what he wanted. ―Are you having fun?‖ Immediately, Edward cursed himself for asking something so stupid when Harry was simply waiting for him to ask him to dance. How lame could he get! Edward wanted to kick himself as Harry‘s face fell a bit. ―Yes, it‘s been more enjoyable than I thought it would be,‖ Harry answered with another smile, although this time it wasn‘t as vibrant as when Edward had first walked over. Harry turned away again, staring down into his glass – still waiting, and Edward decided to do it right then. He was going to just jump in and ask. ―Harry, do you— ‖ ―—want to dance?‖ another male voice suddenly cut in, stepping in front of Harry. Harry sighed, but he smiled and set his glass down before taking the guy‘s hand and allowed him to lead him out onto the dance floor. Edward wanted to bang his head against the bar in frustration. He‘d waited too long and Harry had obviously given up. ―It‘s okay, you‘ll get another chance,‖ Esme soothed walking over to him and giving his forearm a comforting squeeze. ―Just try to get your nerves under control before you approach him next time,‖ she chuckled softly in amusement. Edward sighed before turning away from the dance floor where Harry was dancing with the other guy. If he watched them any longer he would most likely lose the small bit of control he had left. Just as Edward was turning away though he heard a startled shout closely followed by the ringing smack of a fist connecting with skin. Edward spun around just in time to see the guy who had been dancing with Harry stumble back a few steps and Harry, flushed red with anger, about to lunge at him. Edward was there in seconds, catching Harry around the waist, as Emmett



 and Jacob grabbed the guy and held him until Paul and the others got there to deal with him. ―Come on – come on, Harry,‖ Edward whispered into Harry‘s ear, nearly picking him up and carrying him away from the scene as Harry glared daggers at the guy. ―Come on, they‘ll take care of him,‖ Edward reassured as he saw Emmett and Jasper disappearing out the door behind Paul and Embry. Edward half steered, half carried Harry back up to the VIP room for some privacy. He saw Draco move to follow, but Jacob held his mate back, which Edward was grateful for. He wanted a moment alone with Harry to find out exactly what had happened and to talk about other things. ―What happed? Are you hurt?‖ Edward asked releasing Harry‘s waist and moving to step in front of him so that he could look at him properly. ―I‘m fine,‖ Harry bit out, shaking his bruised hand angrily. Edward knew that Harry wasn‘t angry at him, therefore, didn‘t take offence to Harry‘s snappy tone. ―Let me see,‖ Edward said, taking Harry‘s hand and grabbing some ice out of the wine bucket. Harry hissed as Edward gently ran a piece of it over his red knuckles. Edward then removed the ice, brought the hand up to his lips, and blew on the knuckles gently, feeling a small smirk forming when Harry‘s breath caught and a visible shiver raced through his body. ―What did he do?‖ Edward asked once again when it looked as if Harry‘s eyes were about to flutter completely closed. ―Didn‘t want to take no for an answer,‖ Harry answered in a bit of a daze. Edward could hear Harry‘s heart practically fluttering out of his chest. Edward felt a growl bubbling up in his throat. ―Did he touch you?‖ Harry shook his head and Edward sighed in relief. He would allow Emmett and Jasper to take care of the guy then. Harry began stepping away, but Edward grabbed his wrist before he could. ―Do you want to dance, Harry?‖ he finally managed to ask and realized that his nerves had suddenly left him. This was Harry – his mate, there was no need to be nervous. ―Uh, it‘s a slow song, Edward,‖ Harry replied with a small blush staining his cheeks, and listening to the song now playing Edward realized that indeed it was. Edward actually felt a sigh of relief that it wasn‘t one of the faster songs, this was working out perfectly in fact. ―So,‖ he answered with a smile as he pulled Harry close. Harry seemed stunned and definitely didn‘t protest to Edward‘s arm slipping around his waist, but Edward could feel Harry‘s trembling as Harry‘s hands rested uncertainly on his shoulders.



 ―You don‘t mind do you?‖ Edward asked, pulling Harry even closer as they began moving slowly. Harry‘s head reached just below his nose, just an inch closer and Edward‘s lips could brush Harry‘s forehead, and his nose could bury in Harry‘s wild hair. ―N-no,‖ Harry answered a bit shakily. ―Then relax,‖ Edward whispered, allowing his hand to rest on Harry‘s lower back and his other to lift and cup the side of Harry‘s neck while his thumb stroked the sensitive skin at Harry‘s pulse point. He could feel and hear Harry‘s pulse racing, and that only encouraged Edward further. It took a few moments but Harry did relax, practically melting into Edward‘s embrace with a sigh that was as much of a confession as Harry saying the actual words. Harry didn‘t have to say anything because Edward could see it clearly in Harry‘s body language. He was practically screaming for Edward to hold him tighter – to take him right there, and never let go. A few moments later Harry had tentatively rested his head on Edward‘s shoulder as his fingers burrowed in Edward‘s shirt, clinging tightly to the fabric as if someone were about to rip him away. It didn‘t escape Edward‘s notice that as soon as the slow song they were dancing to ended another began immediately after, and on one of the slow turns Edward spotted Esme clinging to Carlisle as she and the others glanced up at him and Harry with smiles of happiness and barely contained excitement. Edward focused his attention back on Harry and reveled in the feeling of the heat radiating from Harry‘s body, and the way Harry‘s fingers clung to him. Harry was warm from all the dancing he had done before, and his scent practically overwhelmed Edward‘s senses as it burned off of Harry like scented oil. Unable to resist Edward leaned forward and buried his nose in Harry‘s hair, breathing in deeply, and unconsciously pulling Harry closer until their bodies brushed together. ―Edward, what are you doing?‖ Harry asked in a shaky voice, both wary and a bit overwhelmed himself as he lifted his head up to look at Edward‘s face. ―Dancing with you,‖ Edward answered simply, not holding back any of the emotions he could feel bleeding through his eyes as he allowed his hand to drift up from Harry‘s neck and brush across his jaw and cheek. Harry‘s breath caught as he stared up at him, and he grabbed the wrist of Edward‘s hand, which was now tangled in his hair. ―Edward—‖ Harry breathed, almost as a warning or almost as a prayer, Edward couldn‘t decide, perhaps a bit of both. They had stopped moving and were simply holding onto each other now and Edward leaned in. This was it, the moment of truth, but then to Edward‘s shock he felt warm lips crashing against his own, and for a moment Edward was too stunned to move.



 This hadn‘t been part of Edward‘s plan. He was supposed to be the one to initiate the kiss, not that he minded Harry kissing him, but Edward had wanted to show Harry that he wanted to kiss him. It took Edward a second, but then he was kissing Harry back, nearly lifting him off his feet, and pulling him closer. Edward felt a growl rumble from the back of his throat as a desperate whimper escaped Harry. Harry‘s hand raked at the front of Edward‘s shirt urgently as he pressed his body as close as it could get to Edward‘s with clothes still between them. It was like something has suddenly snapped in Harry, and he couldn‘t think of anything besides having Edward right there. Harry‘s mouth opened beneath his and Edward took the opportunity given to him and deepened the kiss into something visceral. Edward groaned into the kiss, feeling his legs turning to jelly. The warmth of Harry‘s mouth was like nothing he had ever tasted before. It was better than any blood he had ever tasted and left him shaking and longing for more. Edward vaguely registered that Harry was pushing him back, and didn‘t come back to his senses until he felt his calves collide with something solid. ―Harry, stop – wait,― he said grabbing Harry‘s wrist quickly knowing that Harry didn‘t want to do this here. They needed to slow down, to talk. With more force than Edward thought Harry had, or most likely with the help of a little of the magic singing in the air, Harry pushed him back onto the cushions and straddled the surprised vampire. The heat radiating from between Harry‘s legs was intense and as Harry groin pressed flush against Edward‘s own, Edward found that he could do nothing but groan and fall back against the cushions. As Harry shifted though Edward grabbed his hips and tried one more time to be reasonable. ―Harry, wait… we need – need to… talk…‖ Edward gasped, but Harry was moving against him, rolling his hips hard and fast as he leaned over Edward, clinging to Edward‘s shoulders. ―Edward, please – just give me something – anything – please…‖ Harry pleaded desperately against Edward‘s neck, and Edward felt what little control he had left snap. Edward grabbed Harry‘s hips and pulled them down tightly against his own as he captured Harry‘s mouth once again. Harry mewled and gasped as Edward began thrusting up against him, using his Vampiric strength to pick Harry up and move him to meet Edward‘s pace. Edward had never done anything close to this before, but he guessed that he was doing it right as Harry moaned for more, but Edward couldn‘t give him more. He wanted to – oh god did he want to – but they weren‘t ready yet, and Edward definitely didn‘t want the first time he made love to Harry to be in the VIP room of a nightclub. ―Edward, fuck—‖ Harry choked brokenly as he ripped their mouths apart to gasp for air.



 Edward could feel Harry‘s thighs trembling and clenching convulsively and knew that Harry was close. Edward could also feel Harry‘s magic building up around them, filling him. He felt suddenly powerful, like every crevice of his own body was filled with this boundless energy, and Edward wondered if he would burst himself or if he could cast a spell if he tried to. Harry fingers were digging into Edward‘s shoulders hard enough that if he were human it probably would have broken skin. Also, Harry‘s chest was hitching with every breath he tried to draw in as he mumbled and whimpered pleas incoherently into Edward‘s neck, and really, Edward wasn‘t doing much better himself as he moved the both of them closer and closer to their completion. Then they were there, and Edward felt his toes literally curl as his back arched and Harry‘s thighs clamped like a vice around his own. He cried out and heard Harry do the same, but that was about all he registered as he saw stars, and wondered briefly if it were possible for a vampire to fall unconscious, that was something he would have to ask Carlisle later. Harry crumbled against him, breathing heavily and still trembling and twitching in the aftermath. Edward fell back against the lounge as well. All of that wonderful energy it seemed had drained from him with his release, leaving nothing but a pile of Vampire goo behind. Edward didn‘t think he would be able to move for quite a while – that is, until Harry suddenly sat up with a horrified gasp. Harry stared down at Edward with wide eyes, shock and horror written in every line of his face. ―Oh my god,‖ he breathed, before scrambling off of Edward and over to the other side of the room. Edward tried to jump up as well, but only ended up stumbling, as it seemed his own energy hadn‘t replenished itself ―I‘m so sorry, Edward – I made you—‖ Harry breathed again still staring at him with wide eyes. ―No, Harry – no wait—‖ Edward tried, but it seemed as if Harry was too far gone to register anything other than the panic he was feeling at that moment. ―I forced myself on you – I-I begged you to – oh my god,‖ Harry continued in horror. ―No, Harry – you didn‘t – just—‖ Edward tried again, reaching for Harry, but it was too late because with an almost silent pop Harry was gone. () Harry landed with a crash inside his house, shattering the glass top of the coffee table. Harry couldn‘t believe what he‘d just done. He‘d practically raped Edward – he‘d forced himself on his mate, his brother! He‘d begged Edward to fuck him. Merlin Edward must think he was such a slut, which in a way he was, but Edward must really be disgusted with him now. Harry couldn‘t stay here, this was the first place they were bound to look for him, and he couldn‘t face them right now. He couldn‘t face that disgust, that rejection.



 Harry quickly ran to the front door and grabbed his car keys off one of the hooks Esme had put there for their many sets of keys, and raced out to the garage. It probably wasn‘t the best idea to drive right now after having drunk a few glasses of wine and the few shots. Not to mention Harry still felt shaky and weak from the magical drain he‘d undergone, not only from his activities with Edward, but from Apparating such a long distance; he was surprised he‘d made it back in one piece. Harry‘s panicked mind wouldn‘t allow him to think rationally though and he jumped into his car. Harry sped down whichever road would lead him the furthest away from the house and Port Angeles. He didn‘t know exactly where he was going all he knew was that he was getting away – far away. Harry couldn‘t wrap his mind around what he had just done, couldn‘t believe he‘d just done that to Edward. Now they would know that Edward was his mate for sure. Edward probably hated him now, but even so there was a part of Harry that couldn‘t regret it, and it was that part that disgusted Harry the most. Harry had practically jumped Edward; he had begged Edward to take him right there in the club like the secondhand whore he was. His magic and body had just taken over – even though Harry had wanted it, but the point was he had forced Edward into it, had pleaded with Edward to give him something, anything, knowing Edward had never said no to him before. Knowing that Edward was a virgin – Harry made himself sick. Yet, despite the self loathing and despite the guilt Harry was feeling at the moment, still all Harry could think about was Edward asking him to dance, Edward‘s arms around him, Edward holding him close, pulling him closer, Edward caressing his face, tilting his head back, tangling his fingers in his hair, looking deeply into his eyes, leaning in, and—‖ Harry suddenly slammed on his breaks, stopping his car hard enough that his seat belt had to catch him and he would definitely have bruises in the morning. Only one thought was permeating his brain at that moment as Harry set there breathing hard, heart pounding with the realization he‘d just made. ―He kissed me back,‖ Harry breathed. ―He kissed me back.‖ He laughed almost hysterically. Suddenly, flashes of the past few weeks began slamming through Harry‘s head like a stampeding hippogriff: Edward taking care of him, Edward blowing off Bella every time she called, Edward answering to his every whim, Edward laying with him on the couch, sitting with him at the table while he ate, keeping him company when everyone else went out or even when everyone else was there, Edward staring at him constantly, Edward being the first person he saw when he woke up and the last to kiss him on the forehead goodnight – Edward always being there. ―FUCK!‖ Harry shouted as he hit the steering wheel. They‘d known – Edward had known. They‘d somehow found out, and Edward had been trying to tell Harry this



 whole time. Harry had thought he was just being nice, being a big brother – what if he was? Harry didn‘t know, but he intended to find out. ―What am I doing?‖ Harry suddenly whispered, a whole new panic setting in as he put his car in reverse and began to spin it around back in the direction of home. He had to get back… he had to get back to Edward. At some point it had started raining without Harry noticing, and he could barely see a foot in front of him, but that didn‘t lessen the pressure his foot was putting on the accelerator, as the only thought in Harry‘s head was getting back to Edward. It wasn‘t a good idea to not pay attention to exactly how fast he was going considering that the Aston Martin was one of the fastest cars money could buy, but it didn‘t even register until suddenly Harry felt himself losing control as he rounded a curve. Harry‘s life didn‘t flash before his eyes, he didn‘t send out a prayer to whoever would listen, didn‘t think of how much he regretted not telling Edward he loved him – he didn‘t even scream. Harry simply took a breath, closed his eyes, and waited for the impact.



Song: Tangled Up In You By: Staind



 Chapter Twenty Five It’s Raining Again A piece of glass In the sand under your feet It cuts you deep And makes you hate the beauty That you see And you wonder where you are How you ever got so far Now you question what went wrong It's your heart It's raining again There's a dark cloud Over your head It follows you 'round It's bringing you down It's raining It's raining again () ―Edward, what happened?‖ Carlisle asked racing up the stairs as they heard Edward shout frantically for Harry. ―Never mind, don‘t answer that,‖ Carlisle then stated once he reached the top and could smell what must have happened. ―He kissed me, and then we – and then he started blaming himself. He thought he‘d forced me, and then he just left,‖ Edward explained too worried to even feel embarrassed as Draco waved his wand to clean the mess in his pants and freshen the air. ―You didn‘t–‖ ―No!‖ Edward exclaimed, putting that thought to rest before Carlisle could even say it. He didn‘t need the others thinking he‘d had sex with Harry right here in the middle of the VIP room. ―We didn‘t really do anything – well I mean we did, but we didn‘t do everything!‖ ―Okay, just – calm down, Edward. I‘m sure Harry just panicked and went home,‖ Carlisle soothed searching for his cell phone to dial home. ―Esme, do you have my phone?‖ he asked his wife when he couldn‘t find it. Esme dug through her purse, but couldn‘t find it either.



 ―Emmett, can you call the house and see if Harry answers. I must have left my phone in the limo,‖ Carlisle requested giving up on his own phone for the moment; they had more important things to find. Emmett dialed the house, but no one answered. ―Okay then, we‘ll run home; we can get there faster than a car, and Jacob can carry Draco to the Reservation and wait there. Maybe Harry will show up there if he‘s trying to avoid Edward right now,‖ Carlisle suggested levelheadedly. ―Can‘t you just Apparate?‖ Edward asked Draco impatiently, but Draco shook his head. ―It‘s too far, and you have wards around your house – not to mention I have wards around the club,‖ Draco explained to them. ―But Harry just did it,‖ Edward stated in shock. ―Yes, and he‘s Harry Bloody Potter,‖ Draco cut in impatiently. ―The laws of the universe don‘t really apply to him. He can do whatever the fuck he wants.‖ ―Okay, if everyone has everything let‘s get going,‖ Carlisle stated ushering them all down the steps. When they got outside and away from all the humans Edward was the first to take off running with the others following closely behind. Even Jacob managed to keep up with them as he carried Draco on his back. It took them about twenty minutes to get back, nearly half the time it would take a car; then the werewolf and wizard went their separate directions as they crossed into Forks. It took them another seven minutes to get home, simply because they lived on the opposite side of town, but when they got there the house was completely empty. Their glass coffee table was shattered however, telling them that Harry had definitely landed there and his car keys were gone. Emmett ran out to the garage and seconds later confirmed that Harry‘s car was missing as well. ―Damn it!‖ Edward hissed through clenched teeth. He never cursed, but definitely felt that this occasion called for it. Jasper placed a calming hand on his shoulder just as the house phone began to ring. Carlisle answered it immediately, and it was Jacob calling to inform them that Harry hadn‘t shown up there. ―Okay, well he‘s been here and he has his car so can you and Draco stay there in case he shows up, and maybe check the roads and woods for him? Who knows what he may do – Harry can be… reckless when he‘s not thinking straight,‖ Carlisle asked, getting an immediate agreement from the werewolf. ―I‘m not staying here. I‘m going to look for him,‖ Edward stated anxiously and before he could get an answer from any of them, he was off.



 ―I‘ll go after him,‖ Jasper offered before he too was out the door and following Edward. ―Edward‘s probably going to check the roads on the outside of town – Alice and I will check the ones in town,‖ Rosalie offered, already going for her car keys with Alice following closely behind. ―Then Emmett and I will check the forest. Harry has a few spots he likes to go to think and we can check those first,‖ Carlisle stated getting a nod from his son. ―Then I‘ll stay here in case he comes back or one of you calls,‖ Esme offered before Carlisle could even ask. They soon took off too and Esme sat down to wait. () A wilted rose Your decay is all you see You buy the flaws And miss the beauty That is yours for free Realize you are so far From the things that matter now And you only wonder how It's your heart It's raining again There's a dark cloud Over your head It follows you 'round It's bringing you down It's raining It's raining again () Beep. ―Carlisle, this is Dr. Johnson at Forks Medical Center, I‟ve been trying to reach your cell phone for the past hour and a half, but it goes straight to voicemail. Look, I know it‟s late and I hate to be calling you about this, Carlisle – I really do, but you need to get to the hospital quickly. There‟s been an accident involving your son Harry, he lost control and flipped his car and his blood alcohol level was – it looks serious, Carlisle. You need to get here as quickly as possible. He‟s on the third floor, room 308.” Beep. Bella paused as she heard the message play out on the Cullens‘ answering machine. She‘d gotten into the house using the hidden key, underneath the third potted plant from the left, which Edward had shown to her. Edward had been



 putting her off for the last couple of weeks and wasn‘t returning her phone calls. Bella had finally had enough and decided to just come over so that they could talk. She knew that it had to do with that boy Edward called a brother. It was his fault Edward felt that they needed to take a break, and it was his fault that the Cullens told her that it was best she stay with her father. He had ruined everything. It wasn‘t fair, he‘d brainwashed Edward and made her look like the bad guy, and now look he‘d gone and gotten himself drunk and wrecked his car. Well it was good for him, Bella thought as she walked over to the answering machine, and out of spite pressed the delete button. ―Message deleted.‖ ―Bella?‖ Bella spun around in surprise as Esme walked in closing the front door behind her. ―What are you doing?‖ the woman asked, looking from Bella to the answering machine with a frown marring her beautiful face. ―Nothing,‖ Bella answered quickly – too quickly. ―What did you just delete?‖ Esme asked suspiciously. She had gotten impatient just waiting around and had decided to go outside and check the nearby forest. ―It was nothing, just a message I left for Edward telling him I was coming over, but I‘m here now so there was no need for it,‖ Esme could tell the girl was lying, she could hear her heart rate increasing. Before Esme could call her out on it, Carlisle came back through the door followed closely by the others. They stopped short however as they saw Bella standing there. Bella didn‘t seem to notice the tension and walked straight over to Edward with a large smile, but before she could embrace him, Rosalie caught her wrist and Edward jerked back. ―Did any of you find him?‖ Esme questioned, ignoring Bella for the moment. ―No,‖ Carlisle answered with a frown. ―Edward, what‘s the matter, we haven‘t seen each other in weeks?‖ Bella asked a confused look overtaking her face. ―And if I have anything to say about it you won‘t ever been seen again,‖ Rosalie growled advancing on the human girl menacingly. Emmett quickly caught her and pulled her back though. They didn‘t need Rosalie to kill the chief of police‘s daughter in their house. ―Edward, tell her to back off,‖ Bella whined, and they wondered how they had never found her voice annoying before. ―What‘s wrong?‖ ―Oh, I don‘t know, does, „I can‟t wait until Edward and I are married so that we can get away from here. It‟s disgusting the way Edward‟s brother acts. He‟s a complete slut!‟ ring any bells?‖ Edward asked through clenched teeth.



 ―How did you – he told you I said that didn‘t he! Well it‘s a complete lie Edward, you can‘t believe a word–‖ ―No, Harry didn‘t say anything, even when he heard you telling Jessica he had Aids! Do you realize the damage that could have done had the papers gotten a hold of that?‖ Edward snarled advancing on the girl who was now paler than they had ever seen her. ―Edward, you can‘t possibly believe him over me! I–‖ Bella began, but Edward had had enough. He just wanted to find Harry. ―I know alright, Bella – I know! You can stop lying to me because I‘m not falling for it anymore! It‘s finished – it‘s over – it should have never even started!‖ Edward exclaimed, barely refraining from grabbing the girl and throwing her out. Her blood didn‘t even entice him anymore; it only made him cringe now. ―But Edward, you don‘t mean that! He‘s brainwashed you!‖ Bella cried, and Edward growled, but Carlisle‘s hand on his shoulder held him back from attacking her. ―Bella, I think it‘s best if you left now,‖ Carlisle stated firmly. ―Okay, I‘ll come back after you‘ve had time to calm down,‖ she answered, grabbing her car keys from where she had sat them beside the answering machine. ―Didn‘t you hear what I said – it‘s over between us!‖ Edward growled glaring at the girl, as Jasper grabbed his arm too and began sending calming waves through him. ―Fine!‖ Bella suddenly snapped after a long, silent pause. ―Fine if that‘s the way you want it… I‘ll – I‘ll tell everyone – everything! I‘ll go to all the papers!‖ she threatened, face flushing red in anger and eyes wild. ―And who do you think is going to believe you – the most famous boy in the world was adopted by vampires and no one noticed? In fact, go right ahead, tell everyone. The Ministry of Magic will erase your memories faster than you can blink,‖ Rosalie stated with a smirk. Bella gave an enraged scream and stomped her foot. ―I hope – I hope he dies then!‖ she finally screamed when they didn‘t react to her threat the way she wanted them too, and with that she ran out of the house slamming the door behind her. () Come on Come on get it right Come on Come on make it right Come on Come on it's alright



 It's raining again There's a dark cloud Over your head It follows you 'round It's bringing you down It's raining It's raining again ―Mr. Potter – Mr. Potter can you hear me… Mr. Potter, we need a number – someone to call. We‘ve called your family, but they haven‘t responded. Is there someone else we can get in contact with – Mr. Potter focus on my voice – Mr. Potter are you with me–‖ Harry‘s head was pounding, and it felt like his entire body was on fire. There was an annoying beeping sound coming from somewhere nearby, and the distinct taste and smell of blood, there was something shoved down his throat, his vision was blurry, and Harry couldn‘t seem to focus on anything but the pain and panic starting to settle into him. ―No, Mr. Potter, calm down – calm down… don‘t try to move, don‘t try to talk. You‘re having trouble breathing on your own so let the machine breathe for you, Mr. Potter… I know it hurts but you need to stay calm. You were in a bad car accident, and we‘ve contacted your father, but your family hasn‘t come yet – is there anyone else we can contact – no, don‘t try to speak! I‘m putting a pen in your hand… can you write it down?‖ the voice asked as they grabbed his wrist and obviously guided it over some paper. Harry wrote the first name and number that came to mind before he blacked out again. () Draco paced back and forth as he waited for Jacob to return with the rest of his pack and tell him if they had found anything. The cell phone Harry had bought him suddenly began ringing and he raced to it, but it was a number he didn‘t recognize. Draco answered it anyway hoping that Harry was using some other phone to call him on, as Draco had been getting only Harry‘s voicemail all night. ―Hello,‖ Draco answered frantically, but the voice on the other end wasn‘t one he recognized. ―Hello, is this Draco Malfoy?‖ the voice asked, and Draco growled impatiently. ―Look if this is one of those tell a maker things then the answer is no, I don‘t need a vacuum cleaner – I don‘t own a vacuum that needs cleaning!‖ ―No Mr. Malfoy, I‘m Dr. Johnson at Forks Medical Center,‖ the voice quickly interrupted before Draco could hang up. ―I‘m calling because your number was the only one we were able to get out of Mr. Potter before we lost him again and…‖ Draco listened to what the doctor had to say before dropping his phone and running out the door, and straight into the chest of his mate. Draco didn‘t even realize



 he was crying until Jacob was frantically wiping his tears away and asking him what was wrong. ―Draco – Draco what‘s wrong? What happened?‖ Jacob asked frantically. He‘d never seen Draco cry before, had never seen Draco near tears before, and even Draco seemed to be surprised that he was crying, but he couldn‘t stop them from coming. ―Harry‘s in the hospital. He was in a car accident, it rolled and he wasn‘t wearing a seat belt and – it‘s critical – I need to–‖ Jacob nodded before looking at Sam. ―Can I use your truck?‖ he asked the man, and without hesitation, Sam threw him the keys. Jacob picked Draco up and ran them to the old Chevy before strapping Draco in and taking off. ―It‘s okay, it‘s going to be okay, Draco. I‘m sure Carlisle‘s already there. They‘ll change Harry before they allow him to die. Don‘t worry, one way or another he‘s going to be fine,‖ Jacob said, trying to soothe his mate, as he drove wildly with one hand and ran his fingers through Draco‘s hair with the others. He could feel the fear rolling off of Draco in waves, and would do anything to be able to take that away. () Harry was tired, and weak, and in pain, and sick… and tired. How much time had passed – an hour, a day… a week? They weren‘t coming. That was what the doctor had said to him last time he was conscious right – they weren‘t coming. Maybe Harry should just save them all the trouble and pull the plug himself. And now – and now he was supposedly paralyzed – at least, that‘s what he‘d heard the doctors whispering over him while he‘d drifted in and out of consciousness. He was a cripple, and he really couldn‘t blame his family for not coming, who would want to deal with that. Harry didn‘t really know where these depressing thoughts were coming from, but oh were they coming, and with a vengeance too. Edward didn‘t really want him or he would be here… Draco wasn‘t even here. Harry wasn‘t beautiful anymore. He could feel the bandages on his face – couldn‘t see out of his left eye… maybe he didn‘t have an eye there anymore. He was useless to all of them now. He probably wouldn‘t be able to sing anymore – who would want to see a disfigured cripple on stage? And he‘d probably have to have this fucking tube down his throat forever. Maybe it was just better if he gave up – who would want him like this? Harry shifted and a spike of pain shot through his body as the annoying beeping picked up speed. Harry lifted a hand – at least that wasn‘t paralyzed – and felt for all the wires connected to his body. There were quite a few of them, and in a fit of rage, he began ripping them out. The beeping turned into an even more annoying squeal as Harry grabbed the end of the tube lodged down his throat and ripped



 that out too. Then he collapsed against the bed and gave a breathless laugh before darkness took him. It's raining Raining again There's a dark cloud Over your head



Staind, It's Raining Again



 Chapter Twenty Six Save Me This dark room Another cigarette The carpets strewn I'm getting sick of this The end is near I'm in the thick of it And I‟ll be there soon If you can handle it Just save me From all that I am You save me For the fuck of it Save me Just hold out your hand You save me From all of it The Cullens stood in silence for a long while after Bella left not knowing what to say to one another. ―Are you okay, Edward?‖ Carlisle finally questioned looking up at his youngest, yet oldest, son. Edward shook his head though. ―Not until I have Harry back,‖ he answered. Esme put her arm around him in comfort just as the phone began ringing. Carlisle answered it quickly. ―Hello.‖ ―Carlisle, thank god! I‘ve been trying to get a hold of you all night. I must have left about fifty messages on your cell phone before calling your house – didn‘t you get my message?‖ ―Dr. Johnson?‖ Carlisle questioned, finally putting a name to the frantic voice he was hearing. ―Dr. Johnson, listen I‘m sorry, but I can‘t come in tonight, you‘ll have to call someone else. You see my son Harry has gone missing and we—‖ ―That‘s what I‘ve been trying to call you about, Carlisle! Didn‘t you get my message? He‘s here!‖ Dr. Johnson interrupted anxiously. ―I didn‘t get a message,‖ Carlisle answered, feeling Edward step up behind him to listen in closer. Suddenly there was a gasp behind them and Carlisle turned to see Esme with a hand over her mouth. ―Bella,‖ she stated in disbelief. ―I can‘t believe she – I



 stepped out to look around the forest nearby and I thought I heard voices so I came back, when I walked in Bella had deleted a message—‖ ―I‘ll kill her,‖ Rosalie snarled furiously, but Emmett quickly grabbed her as they turned their attention back to the phone conversation. ―What happened?‖ Carlisle asked, knowing that if his heart could beat it would have been beating out of his chest. Carlisle couldn‘t believe that this was happening to him. He‘d called so many parents before, watched so many parents break down and lose it as soon as they heard their child‘s name followed soon after by the word hospital, and never – never did Carlisle consider that he would actually be in this position. ―I‘m not one hundred percent sure,‖ Johnson began. ―The police are guessing that he must have been on his way home as that seems to be the direction he was going, and there was a place down the road where it looks as if he slammed on his breaks and turned around. It was raining pretty hard, and it seems he was going extremely fast – his blood tested positive for alcohol Carlisle – and he – he lost control. The car must have rolled at least a hundred feet before it stopped, it was nearly unrecognizable – and Harry – Harry wasn‘t wearing his seatbelt.‖ Carlisle felt – well he didn‘t feel much of anything actually, he was pretty numb from it all, but he definitely heard something crack behind him and guessed that Edward had either hit the granite counter top or had been gripping it so tightly that it broke. Esme was making a mixture of whimpering and keening sounds behind him, like some kind of wounded animal, and the others were so still that they looked like living statues. ―Is he – is he alive,‖ Carlisle whispered, holding the phone so tightly that he could hear the plastic beginning to crack. No one noticed that Alice had suddenly frozen in place and that her eyes had gone blank with the first vision she‘d ever had of Harry – a vision she would most likely never forget. ―When they found him – he‘d fallen out of the car, we‘re guessing one of the back windows because the – the car had rolled on top of him and – I‘m sorry Carlisle,‖ Johnson breathed truly meaning it. He and Carlisle had worked together for nearly four years now, and had been friends just as long. ―We did everything we could for him, but the damage – it was irreparable. His legs – his pelvis – they were crushed, and his spine – he‘d be paralyzed. Not to mention the internal damage, Carlisle. He‘s not breathing on his own, but it‘s the bleeding – we can‘t stop the bleeding.‖ ―But he is alive,‖ Carlisle asked quickly. If Harry was alive then there was still a chance – if only they had gotten this message a few moments sooner! ―Yes, he‘s woken up a few times already, but it‘s – I‘m sorry Carlisle, but he doesn‘t have much longer maybe half an hou—‖ Suddenly, there was a loud commotion before the phone on the other end fell with a clatter.



 ―Dr. Johnson! Johnson! Rick!‖ Carlisle shouted frantically, but there was no answer. He threw the phone down and spun around only to see Alice collapsing to the ground. Alice sat there for a moment simply staring in wide-eyed shock as Jasper knelt down beside her, for once looking at a loss as to what he was supposed to do. Then suddenly Alice‘s head snapped to a clock hanging nearby, and her face contorted into the worst kind of pain Carlisle had ever seen. She buried her face in her hands and began sobbing, even though there were no tears her body convulsed and she let out a heart-wrenching wail. Jasper collapsed completely beside her and took her into his arms, burying his face in her shoulder and rocking her back and forth. He‘d never felt so much pain coming from Alice before. It was like she‘d had her heart ripped out of her chest, like – like someone she loved dearly had just died. ―I‘m so sorry, Edward! I‘m so sorry I couldn‘t see it sooner! I‘m so sorry!‖ she gasped and immediately Edward was kneeling in front of her as well and pushing into her chaotic mind. Harry lying in the hospital bed. Harry waking up and finding no one there. Harry pulling his own wires and breathing tube out. Harry blacking out as he gasped for air. Harry flat-lining. The doctors, trying everything to revive him even though they knew it was hopeless either way. The doctors not succeeding. Harry dying. The doctor looking at the clock. ―Time of death 3:16 a.m. Saturday, July 31...” Edward pulled out of Alice‘s mind, eyes flying to the nearby clock that read 3:22 a.m. ―Alice, show me the alternative - show me the alternative!‖ Edward half demanded, half pleaded as he grabbed Alice by the shoulders and shook her. Alice merely shuddered harder and shook her head. ―There was none – no alternative, and it‘s too late… I‘m sorry, Edward, I‘m so sorry!‖ she whimpered painfully, as Jasper held her tightly, and felt himself making a keening noise in the back of his throat as he too was overwhelmed with his own despair as well as the others in the room; it was obvious to them all what had happened.



 ―Alice, no – no please… please show me an alternative – please…‖ Edward pleaded as he gripped his hair tight enough to pull it out, and his face contorted into the picture of agony. Seconds later Edward felt someone kneeling beside him and was pulled into strong arms and against a broad chest, and realized almost instantly by the fact that he couldn‘t have broken free if he‘d tried that it was Emmett trying to keep him anchored – trying to keep him from hurting himself. I try to speak myself You can do it too I need no one's help I'm needing only you So just pray for me And deliver it You never take from me What I‟m giving Just save me From all that I am You save me For the fuck of it Save me Just hold out your hand You save me From all of it Draco and Jacob entered the hospital running. Jacob had to practically steer and even carry Draco to keep him from running in circles and to put him on the elevator. When they reached the third floor Draco took off before the doors were even fully open and Jacob had to squeeze through the tiny space to keep up with him. When Jacob finally burst into Harry‘s room it was to see Draco frantically calling Harry‘s name and the wires and tubes that were supposed to be connected to Harry, hanging from the bed and lying on the floor beside him. ―Jacob! Jacob, do something – do something!‖ Draco pleaded with him desperately, and Jacob couldn‘t have refused even if he had wanted to. He just hoped that he could do something. Jacob raced forward, hearing a faint pulse but no breathing. He immediately began going over the CPR classes he‘d taken the year he‘d wanted to be a life guard down at La Push beach. He then looked up at his panicked mate and grabbed Draco‘s arm to shake him gently and get him to focus past his panic. ―Draco, Harry needs help – go and get help,‖ Jacob commanded softly, and then taking a deep breath began administering CPR to Harry‘s pale, lifeless form. ()



 ―I‘m sorry, Edward, I‘m so sorry…‖ Alice continued to plead as the phone began ringing, but no one moved to answer it, each lost in despair and heartache. That is – until the answering machine picked up. ―Edward, please – Edward, please, you‘ve got to help him! He‘s dying – please – please pick up!‖ the frantic voice of Draco begged, and in an instant, Edward had the phone in his hand. ―Draco,‖ he breathed, almost unable to draw in enough air to speak. ―Edward! Edward, oh god! You‘ve got to get here – he‘s dying! Harry pulled his tubes out, but Jacob kissed him and it kept him alive, but they can‘t keep the machine beeping, you‘ve got to get here!‖ Draco sobbed not knowing half of what he was talking about, but knowing that his best friend was dying. Edward threw the phone down and made his way to the door, but just as he reached it, Alice had another vision and Edward caught it. Bella was driving down the road, it was dark, and she was still furious with the way things had turned out. She wasn‟t paying attention to the road. Therefore, she didn‟t see the sharp curve ahead. She slammed on the breaks, but it was too late. She hit the tree head on, and no more than ten minutes later she took her last breath. That one ended and another option began playing out. It was the same scenario, but this time there was one major difference. Edward ran to the smashed truck and pulled Bella out, and soon after, she became one of them. Edward looked at Alice, but Alice didn‘t say anything. She didn‘t have to though because Edward knew what she was thinking – he had a choice. There was almost no chance that he would make it in time to save Harry, but he could at least keep one person from dying tonight, keep one father from mourning the loss of his child. Edward turned and ran.



And all that I‟ve become Is you The only good in me Is you And after all of this The day will come to find out Will you take me Or forsake me So pray for me



 Am I forgiven For what you take from me Just save me From all that I am You save me For the fuck of it Save me Just hold out your hand You save me From all of it Come save me



Edward made it to the hospital in record time, with Carlisle coming in not long after. Carlisle just managed to make it to the elevator doors and slipped in beside his son before they closed. Edward would need him here though to clear the room of the other doctors, and to form an idea about how they were going to remove Harry from the room without attracting suspicion. He had an idea, but he wasn‘t sure if it was possible. Edward ran down the hall of the third floor, nurses and doctors shouting at him and Carlisle both, but neither of them paid it any mind as they threw open the door to Harry‘s room. It was eerily silent except for the faint beep of the heart monitor and the whooshing sound of the breathing machine, and to their surprise, no one was there except for Draco and Jacob, sitting on either side of Harry and holding his hands tightly. Draco jumped to his feet the moment he saw them. ―You‘re here! You made it!‖ he exclaimed in choked relief. ―Jacob caught it in time and the doctors stabilized him and then left us alone with him, they said we should say goodbye; he doesn‘t have much time left.‖ ―Jacob, could you stand outside and make sure no one comes in?‖ Carlisle asked, and Jacob gave a single nod before standing and exiting the room. Carlisle then turned to Edward and didn‘t have to have Jasper‘s power to see and feel the relief Edward felt at having made it on time. ―Draco, come stand over here with me,‖ he requested, holding out his hand to Draco as Edward walked forward as if in a trance. Draco came over to stand beside him, and Carlisle immediately began relaying his plan. ―I have an idea – how good are you at memory modification? If we can just get him out and hold them off long enough for me to call Albus…‖ Edward tuned the rest of their conversation out as he walked forward, not once taking his eyes off of Harry. He would allow Carlisle to take care of all the small details.



 Harry looked horrible, and it killed Edward to know that he had been hurt so badly. He had bandages covering the left half of his face, where the doctors had said he‘d hit the glass. They‘d managed to save his left eye, but he would most likely be blind in it, and left with horribly disfiguring scars – that is if it would have been allowed to heal naturally. The hospital blanket was pulled up to cover everything but his face, and his hands peeking out of the sides, which Edward was grateful for, as it was hard enough having heard what the damage must have looked like underneath. ―Draco, can you wake him up for a moment? I want him to know that I‘m here,‖ Edward asked as he sat down beside Harry and leaned over him. He heard Draco murmur something and after a moment, Harry‘s right eye began to flutter open. Harry looked up through his blurring vision at the face of an angel leaning over him, coming closer and closer. His breathing was getting shallower, eyes getting heavier as he felt the darkness threatening to take him once again, and he could literally feel himself drifting away. It would only be a few moments now – was he hallucinating? He hoped not, because this was the most beautiful sight he had ever seen. ‗What are you doing?‟ Harry asked out loud, or he thought he had – maybe he had simply thought it. His shields had fallen at some point so, either way, Edward heard him. ―Choosing you,‖ was the answer Harry got in return, and the next second he felt an eruption of pain, but it was the sweetest pain he had ever felt, and this time he embraced it and smiled up at Edward in contentment as the most peaceful darkness took him.



Song: Save Me By: Staind



 Chapter Twenty Seven



In The Middle Epilogue What would you do if we woke up and the whole world was gone, Well would you believe with me is where you belong, Well there goes the world and we're right in the middle There goes the world and we're right in the middle I said leave me here I said leave me here… with you Two Years Later



Edward took a deep breath of fresh air as he stood in the middle of their meadow waiting for his other half to finish hunting. Since Harry was younger, it took more to satisfy his thirst. Therefore, Edward normally finished before him and came to wait here. While he waited, Edward allowed his mind to wander over the events leading up to this point. Unfortunately, Draco hadn‘t been very good at memory modification, as it took a lot of practice and skill not to screw it up, but Draco had been pretty good at Confounding Charms, and had managed to hold the doctors and nurses off until Carlisle had gotten in contact with Albus. Dumbledore still hadn‘t been able to come himself, due to everything going on back in England, but he had sent Harry‘s professors: McGonagall, Flitwick, Snape, and Tonks over to help them. The highly trained wizards had been able to modify doctors‘, and nurses‘ memories, and they now believed that Harry had survived the accident and had been taken home by Carlisle to recover, which technically he had. Harry‘s accident had already reached the news however, and Draco had quickly gone on damage control and released a statement on Harry‘s behalf telling the public that he would be taking a few years off to recover from it, which again was technically the truth. A few days after Harry‘s release, Edward, Alice, and Esme had attended Bella‘s funeral to keep up appearances. It was known that she and Edward had been dating after all, and watching them lower the casket into the ground Edward was a bit surprised that he didn‘t feel anything but a sense of irony about the whole situation.



 By all senses of logic, it should have been Harry there in that casket, but instead it was Bella – who had died by the same means Harry should have – that she had hoped Harry would have. Even if Harry had ended up dying that night as well, Edward wouldn‘t have regretted his decision to go after Harry and leave Bella to her fate. Does that mean that Edward was glad that Bella was dead, despite the fact that it lifted a huge weight off of the Cullens‘ shoulders with Bella knowing their secret and all? No, Edward didn‘t think he was as cold hearted as all that. He didn‘t think it was right for any young life to be cut so short. No matter how closeminded Bella was, she hadn‘t deserved a death sentence, and if Edward felt the least bit saddened by the situation then it was for Charlie, the poor guy really hadn‘t deserved to lose his daughter. But if Edward was forced to choose Harry would always be his first choice, and he would have killed anyone himself if it meant saving Harry. After the funeral, construction had started on Draco‘s manor, and it had quickly become the talk of the town. The population in Forks had never seen anything quite like it; of course, they‘d never seen anyone quite like Draco either. To the amusement of everyone, he was quickly becoming something of a local celebrity. Jacob had been rather nervous and jumpy the past few weeks as in the next few days Draco‘s parents would be flying in to meet their son‘s mate. Edward had heard from Harry that Draco‘s father was a rather intimidating man, and looked forward to seeing how Jacob reacted to Lucius Malfoy. At least, with Harry, Edward never had to worry about something like that. Instead, Edward only had to worry about a highly energetic, extremely strong newborn diving out of one of the trees and tackling him to the ground – as that was what was happening at that moment. As the city crumbles I see that there's nothing left behind As we lay here together I feel your heart beat with mine With time standing still, here is where we've always been Well there goes the world and we're right in the middle again I said leave me here I said leave me here I said leave me here I said leave me here… with you Harry‘s laughter rang through the forest as Edward braced himself for impact and seconds later he felt their bodies collide like two large boulders. He was plowed into the ground with Harry on top of him, and he probably could have moved out of the way in time and avoided this, but where would the fun in that be. Harry still had blood splattered on his clothing as he sat up, straddling Edward‘s stomach, and grabbed Edward‘s wrists to pin them above his head. He leaned



 down and captured Edward‘s mouth in a deep kiss that lasted for nearly ten minutes before Harry decided to pull away. ―Mmm… mountain lion, female, and a deer too – three years old at least,‖ Edward stated, after tasting the lingering blood in Harry‘s mouth. ―Male,‖ Harry corrected as he bent down and nuzzled Edward‘s neck, humming in delight, before kissing it several times. ―Bear: brown fur, male, at least six summers, right?‖ he asked in between kisses. It was a game they played after every hunt, trying to guess what the other had eaten. ―You‘re right on every account,‖ Edward answered letting his head fall back to give Harry more access. ―You know what that means,‖ Harry smirked devilishly as he sat up and kept his hold on Edward‘s wrists. He tapped his chin thoughtfully. ―Hmm, what am I going to do with you now?‖ Edward laughed huskily, looked up at his mate‘s face, and froze. ―Harry.‖ He choked in astonishment, eyes widening as Harry‘s smile widened. Harry leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss to Edward‘s lips as he pressed their foreheads together and looked deeply into Edward‘s eyes. ―I feel so free, Edward,‖ he whispered sliding down Edward‘s body so that their groins were pressed tightly together now. ―My head‘s clear for the first time in two years … I‘m ready.‖ ―Harry,‖ Edward breathed, as Harry released his wrist. His hands immediately went to cup Harry‘s face, as he couldn‘t rip his eyes away from Harry‘s glowing emerald orbs. There was such power behind them, such clarity and life that it took the breath Edward didn‘t need away. Not two hours ago, when they had separated to go hunt, Harry had still had the wild, red eyes of a newborn, and now here he was, staring back at Edward with eyes Edward had thought he‘d only ever get to see in his memories. They were clear, alert, and filled with love for the first time in two years. They were also filled with lust, but not the bloodlust that consumed all newborn‘s thoughts and actions, but a human lust – lust for Edward. ―Harry,‖ Edward breathed again before he pulled Harry forward and crushed their lips together once again. Harry kissed him back just as fiercely, as Edward sat up, with Harry still straddling his lap. ―Edward, I‘m ready – I want you now… please,‖ Harry pleaded as he tugged at Edward‘s shirt. Edward pulled back and looked into Harry‘s clear green eyes for a moment, seeing the real need there, before crushing their lips together once more and pushing Harry onto his back without separating their hungry mouths. They had been together for two years now, and they had fumbled around a bit, but they had yet to actually go all the way.



 Edward had wanted their first time to be something special though. He‘d wanted Harry to be fully conscious and aware of what they were doing and what it meant to them. He‘d wanted Harry to feel every second of it. For the first few years though all newborn vampires thought about was the bloodlust. It was the center of their universe, and nothing else really mattered to them. Their emotions were volatile and things like love and pleasure didn‘t really mean as much to them as it normally would have. Now however, Harry was back – his Harry was finally back. ―I love you… I love you…‖ Edward murmured as his lips left Harry‘s and he began kissing along Harry‘s jaw and down his neck. Harry began pulling at Edward‘s shirt, popping the buttons off in his haste to remove it. Harry‘s shirt didn‘t fare much better, although Harry was still a messy eater so it didn‘t matter much anyway considering Esme would have never been able to remove the blood stains. Next came their trousers, and Edward has to grab Harry‘s eagerly wandering hands on his torso so that he could focus long enough to unbuckle their belts – that is if Harry would stop capturing his mouth in a kiss every two seconds so that he could see what he was doing. Edward finally managed to remove them though and once every piece of clothing was gone, they paused in their frantic kissing and groping to just look at one another. They had seen each other naked before, but that was coming out of the shower or changing clothes kind of naked, not, about to have sex kind of naked. It hit Edward though that he was about to lose his virginity – or at least what little of it he had left if that made any sense. ―You ready?‖ Edward asked Harry, trying to mask how nervous he suddenly was. He‘d read about this – a lot, but reading about it and actually doing it were two totally separate things. Harry looked confused for a moment, but then his eyes suddenly cleared again and he sat up, pushing Edward up as well. ―I‘d forgotten – you‘ve never done this before,‘ he stated, as his human memories were still slowly coming back to him. If Edward could‘ve he would have been blushing like an innocent little schoolgirl. Harry cocked his head to the side for a moment, before putting his hand on Edward‘s chest and pushing him onto his back, and straddling him. Edward groaned softly as their groins nestled perfectly together and Harry slowly began rocking his hips, while leaning down to whisper into Edward‘s ear. ―I‘ll just have to show you how it‘s done then,‖ Harry said before sitting back up, but still keeping the slow rocking movement. Harry ran his fingers lightly over Edward‘s face, down his neck, over his chest, across his stomach, and down to his thighs, before making the path back up



 again. Then he repeated the process, but this time putting more pressure and using his nails to trace different patterns. Edward felt his skin explode with tingling sensations that caused him to breathe too quickly and a needy whimper to escape the back of his throat. Then Harry‘s nails scraped over his hardened nipples and Edward arched, gasping at the shock the touch sent through him. Edward‘s hands found Harry‘s hips as Harry continued to rock against him slowly, and Edward moaned low in his throat as Harry continued to make lazy circular patters around his obviously sensitive nipples with his thumbs. Then Harry bent down low and began blowing a path of cool air up Edward‘s body until he reached Edward‘s ear. ―You like that,‖ Harry whispered breathily, and Edward could do nothing but whimper in response as he twisted beneath Harry‘s hands. ―Then you‘ll love this,‖ Harry continued, and before Edward knew it, Harry had one of his nipples in his mouth and Edward had cried out in shock, scaring a few nearby birds from their trees. Harry teethed and tongued both hardened nubs until Edward was nearly incoherent with pleasure, then Harry pulled back, blowing gently and petting Edward‘s stomach soothingly to get him to calm down again. Harry stopped rocking his hips and captured Edward‘s lips in a slow, languid kiss, until Edward thought that he was calm enough to continue without exploding too soon, and really embarrassing himself. Then Harry sat up, and still straddling Edward‘s hips, lifted himself up onto his knees fully so that he was hovering a few inches above Edward. With a wave of his hand a bottle of clear, fragrant oil suddenly appeared and Edward felt his throat tighten. This was the part that had him so nervous in the first place. Harry merely smiled and leaned down to kiss him gently once again, as he uncorked the bottle and poured some of the oil onto his own hand. Edward felt his stomach tighten once again, as a new thought suddenly occurred to him. Edward hadn‘t considered this possibility just yet, and he didn‘t know if he was ready for Harry to– Edward needn‘t have worried though as Harry braced himself with one hand on Edward‘s chest and brought his own hand down to his own opening and slowly inserted one lubricated finger. Edward felt his eyes fix with fascination as Harry‘s finger slowly disappeared in and out, until he added a second and then both began disappearing and reappearing in the same smooth motion. ―You‘ll need to go slow, one finger at a time, every time we do this I‘ll be just as tight as the first time,‖ Harry said, voice breathy as the pleasure began to take over. ―God Harry,‖ Edward groaned, as he watched Harry‘s fingers speeding up as Harry‘s thighs began to tremble while he pleasured himself. He didn‘t think he‘d ever seen anything more erotic in his life. Harry slowly added a third finger, and he moaned as his head fell forward against Edward‘s shoulder, his eyes closed tightly, and the hand on Edward‘s stomach tried to grab a hold of something.



 ―Mmm, I want you to do this, Edward – I want to feel you. I need you to touch me, to feel me,‖ Harry moaned as he rode his own fingers. Edward grabbed the oil Harry had dropped beside them and poured some onto his own fingers, never taking his eyes off of Harry‘s still disappearing deeply into that tight channel. All nerves were gone as Edward‘s own body trembled with the need he felt to touch Harry like that, and he gently grabbed Harry‘s wrist to stop his movements. Harry removed his own fingers and grabbed Edward‘s hand to guide him. Edward let his finger slowly sink into Harry, and Harry leaned forward to kiss him deeply, while they kissed Edward inserted another and Harry moaned deeply. ―Yes, just like that,‖ Harry breathed as Edward began moving his fingers like he had seen Harry doing. Edward soon added a third and groaned himself as Harry‘s tight heat clenched around him convulsively. Edward moved his fingers around experimentally, trying different speeds and angles to see what would get Harry to react more, and at one particular point he guessed he hit what the books called the prostate, because Harry‘s back suddenly arched beautifully and he gave a cry of pleasure. ―Right there! Right there,‖ Harry moaned as he held onto Edward‘s shoulders tightly. Edward hit it again and again until Harry was moaning constantly and his hips were twitching uncontrollably. ―I need you – I need you inside of me,‖ he gasped, pulling himself off of Edward‘s fingers and grabbing the oil. Harry oiled his hand once again and grabbed Edward‘s throbbing cock that didn‘t need any encouragement to thrust into Harry‘s hand. Then Harry lifted himself up, guided Edward to the right place, and sunk down. Edward barely bit back a scream, as it was his turn to arch his back in mind numbing pleasure once again. ―Oh God,‖ Edward groaned, grabbing Harry‘s twitching hips to keep him still for a moment. He took a few deep breaths before he let Harry go. Harry looped his arms around Edward‘s neck and began moving. Edward‘s mind was completely overwhelmed with the pleasure Harry was showing and giving to him. They‘d done stuff before, kissing, frotting, heavy petting, groping, even one blowjob when Harry had been particularly insistent, but this – nothing compared to this. Being inside Harry – it was like – like the closest to heaven Edward would probably ever get. ―I love you,‖ Edward moaned as he felt himself getting close. He could feel Harry‘s magic building around them, filling him like it had that first time. Harry‘s magic had been rather quiet since the turning, but now it was back with a vengeance filling the air around them with an energy that caused their still hearts to race. Edward clutched Harry tightly as Harry wasn‘t pulling up anymore and instead was merely keeping Edward deep inside of him and rocking. Edward shifted slightly until he was at that angle he remembered, and on Harry‘s next deep rock Harry cried out arching against Edward and only pushing him deeper and more firmly against his prostate.



 Harry‘s orgasm hit stealing the air from his lungs, and his channel suddenly clamped and convulsed around Edward violently, causing Edward‘s own orgasm to be ripped from him as well. The magic that had been building in the air seemed to be flowing through Edward now, only doubling the intensity of the moment. When it was over and the last of the magic was gone, Edward collapsed back against the ground, pulling Harry‘s trembling body down with him. ―I love you too,‖ Harry whispered against his neck, and as Edward traced his fingers over the tattoo around Harry‘s neck he wondered if his life could have turned out to be any more perfect. Hey you, where are we going from here? Hey you, where are we going from here? Hey you, where are we going? Cuz there goes the world and I'm right in the middle with you, I'm right in I'm right in I'm right in I'm right in
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Song: In The Middle By: Theory of a Deadman
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