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Chapter 18 – A Name Revealed
~ Sebastian Gray/Harry Potter ~
The weight of the conversation with Sirius hung over Harry like a shroud of lead. The cool night air of the Hogwarts grounds whipped around them as they walked, cutting through the thick fabric of his coat, but it did little to dissipate the ghosts of a childhood he had tried to burn away. For the first time since he had stepped foot back in Britain, the iron-clad mask of Sebastian Gray had slipped completely. The cold, calculating mercenary was fracturing, leaving the raw, jagged edges of Harry Potter exposed to the pale moonlight.

He had actually hugged the man.
He had stood there in the corridor and let Sirius Black wrap his arms around him, let the older man cry into his shoulder, let the agonizing reality of his survival shatter the grief that had consumed his godfather for years. Grindelwald had taught him to put a lid on his emotions when needed so that the trembling boy he had saved, the boy who experienced the nightmare that was his childhood every night in his dreams, could remain sane. But standing there with Sirius, Harry had felt the boy clawing his way back to the surface.

Fleur felt it.
As they walked back toward the Beauxbatons carriages parked near the edge of the Forbidden Forest, the silence between them wasn't the usual comfortable hum of shared secrets or witty banter. It was a vibrating with a volatile edge to it. She walked close to his side, her fur-lined cloak wrapping around her, but her sapphire eyes kept darting to his profile.

She could feel the turbulence in his magic. It wasn't the contained, lethal hum she was used to. It was erratic. The shadows at his feet seemed to writhe with a restless, hungry energy, stretching out across the frost-covered grass as if trying to grab onto something solid. 

They reached the ornate blue carriage of the Beauxbatons delegation. Harry opened the heavy door for her, stepping aside to let her enter first. The moment they stepped into the plush, lavender-scented sanctuary of her private quarters, the heavy wooden door clicking shut behind them, she turned on him.

The soft glow of the enchanted lamps caught the deep worry in her sapphire eyes. She tossed her cloak onto a nearby velvet chair and stepped directly into his space.

"Sebastien," she whispered, her hand reaching out. She cupped his jaw, her cool fingers pressing against his heated skin, her thumb gently tracing the line of a faded silver scar on his cheek. "You are... vibrating. Your magic, it feels like a storm about to break. Tell me what ze dog-man said to you."

Harry stiffened. His body went rigid, the instinct to deflect slamming into place like a steel portcullis falling over a castle gate. He looked away from her piercing gaze, focusing instead on the intricate gold filigree carved into the carriage walls.

"It was nothing, Fleur," Harry said, his voice dropping into a flat, gravelly register that he used to shut people out. "Just old ghosts and political posturing. He thinks he knows me. He doesn't. It's just business."

"You are a liar," Fleur said softly. She didn't back down. Instead, she took a half-step closer, stepping entirely into his personal space. Her scent—a rich, intoxicating blend of jasmine and vanilla—enveloped him, cutting through the smell of the cold Scottish night, trying to ground the restless energy racing through his veins. "I saw ze way you looked at 'im when we were leaving. You were... unguarded. For ze first time since I met you. You looked like you were bleeding on ze inside."

She moved her other hand to rest flat against the centre of his chest, right over his rapidly beating heart. "You can trust me, Sebastien. I know you hide things. I know you wear a mask. But I am your shield as much as you are mine. Tell me."

Harry finally looked at her. He dropped his gaze from the wall and met her eyes. His emerald eyes were dark, swirling with a radioactive intensity that made the air in the small room crackle. He saw the genuine, desperate devotion in her face, the fierce, unyielding loyalty of the Veela who had decided, against all odds, that he was her mate.

He wanted to tell her. Merlin, he wanted to open his mouth and let the truth spill out, show her the same level of trust that she had, the way she laid herself bare for him to gaze at. He wanted to tell her that he was the ghost everyone in this wretched castle was mourning, the boy who had burned to ash, the discarded brother of the golden child. But the shadow of Grindelwald’s lessons, the brutal training that had kept him alive, clamped down hard on his tongue.
It was not the right time now.

"I know I can trust you," he murmured, his voice breaking slightly into a low, gravelly rasp. He reached up, catching the hand that rested on his jaw. He pulled it down, turning her palm upward and pressing a soft, lingering kiss to the centre of it before setting it back at her side. "But now is not the time. We are in the middle of an international political event, and tomorrow is the selection. You need your focus. You need to be the champion France expects you to be."

He took a half-step back, trying to put physical distance between them before his control snapped entirely. "Go to sleep, Fleur. Prepare for tomorrow. I'll check the wards on the carriage."

"I do not want sleep," she hissed.

The soft, worried girl vanished in a heartbeat, replaced by the ancient, predatory fire of her Veela heritage. Her blue eyes darkened with a sudden, overwhelming heat, her pupils dilating until they almost swallowed the iris. She stepped right back into his space, grabbing the lapels of his coat with both hands.

"I want you," Fleur demanded, her voice dropping into a husky, demanding purr. "I want to feel ze reality of you before ze world tries to take you away again. Make me forget tomorrow. Make me focus on you."

The emotional discharge Harry desperately needed wasn't going to be found in words. It couldn't be talked out or shut out with Occlumency. It was only going to be found in the warmth of the woman in front of him, in the grounding friction of two bodies desperate to feel alive.

Harry didn't wait for her to ask again.

He grabbed her by the waist, his large hands digging almost bruisingly into the delicate silk of her robes. He yanked her forward, crushing her body against his, and pulled her into a kiss that tasted of desperation and raw need.

Fleur let out a muffled moan against his mouth, her arms instantly flying up to wrap around his neck, her fingers tangling in his messy blonde hair. She kissed him back with equal ferocity, their teeth clashing, their tongues battling for dominance. Harry backed her up, his heavy boots thudding against the floorboards, until he slammed her against the silk-lined wall of the carriage.

"Ah! Fuck, Sebastien," she gasped as he broke the kiss, dragging his mouth down her jawline to bite at the sensitive skin of her neck.

"You want me?" Harry growled against her pulse point, his hands roaming her body with a frantic, possessive need, mapping the curves of her hips, her waist, the swell of her ass through the fabric of her dress. "You want to feel reality?"

"Oui," she whimpered, arching her neck to give him better access. "Take me. Show me."

Harry dropped to his knees. The sudden change in height made Fleur gasp, her hands gripping his broad shoulders to keep herself steady against the wall. He didn't waste time with slow seduction. His hands immediately went to the hem of her light blue chiffon skirt, gathering the material and shoving it up around her waist.

She wasn't wearing any underwear. The sheer audacity of it, the fact that she had walked around the grounds completely bare beneath her dress, sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated lust straight to Harry's groin.

Her inner thighs were flush with heat, her slick, pink folds glistening in the soft light of the enchanted lamps. The intoxicating scent of her arousal hit him, thicker and sweeter than the lavender in the room.

Harry buried his face in the heat of her thighs.

Fleur let out a sharp, keening cry, her head throwing back against the silk wall as Harry’s mouth found her.

"Oh putain!" she screamed, her nails digging viciously into the heavy dragon-hide material covering his shoulders. "Right zere... ahhh!"

He was relentless. He parted her folds with his thumbs, spreading her wide open, and set to work. His tongue lashed out, finding her swollen clitoris and lapping at it with a rhythmic, punishing intensity.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.

The wet, dirty sounds of his mouth devouring her filled the quiet carriage, mingling with her frantic, breathless moans. He drank her in, tasting the slick sweetness of her arousal, using the melody of her screams to drown out the sound of Sirius’s weeping that was still echoing in the back of his mind. Every time he flicked his tongue over her sensitive bundle of nerves, Fleur bucked her hips forward, completely at his mercy.

"Fuck, Sebastien, yes! Please! Don't stop, mmmph!" she babbled, her French accent thickening into incoherence as the pleasure scrambled her brain.

He sucked her clit into his mouth, applying a firm, pulling suction while simultaneously slipping two thick fingers inside her slick, dripping canal. He pumped his fingers in and out of her tight wetness, curling them upwards to hit her G-spot in perfect time with the suction of his mouth.

Schlick. Schlick. Schlick.

"Ah! Ah! Ahhh!" Fleur sobbed, her knees buckling. If Harry hadn't been holding her hips, pinning her firmly against the wall, she would have collapsed to the floor.

He worked her with a desperate, animalistic focus. He needed this just as much as she did. He needed to make her fall apart to prove that he was still in control, that he was still the man who commanded the room, not the broken boy who cried in the dark.

"Cum for me, Fleur," Harry growled against her wet flesh, his hot breath making her shiver violently. "Shatter for me."

"I am! I'm—oh fuck! Sebastien!"

She stiffened, her back arching entirely off the wall, her toes curling into the plush carpet. A violent, soul-shaking climax ripped through her body. She clamped down on his fingers, her inner muscles spasming uncontrollably as she cried out, her juices flooding his hand and coating his chin. She trembled violently in his arms, sobbing out her release, utterly broken and remade by his mouth.

Harry slowly pulled his fingers out, wiping his wet mouth with the back of his hand. He stood up, his towering frame looming over her. His emerald eyes were wild, feral, glowing with a dangerous, dark magic. His breathing was ragged, his chest heaving under his jacket.

He didn't give her a single moment to recover.

While she was still panting, her eyes glazed over with the aftershocks of her orgasm, Harry grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her firmly down.

"Down," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Fleur didn't hesitate. She dropped to her knees on the soft carpet, looking up at him with absolute reverence.

Harry reached down and grabbed the neckline of her blue chiffon dress. With a sharp, violent tug, he pulled the fabric down, ripping the delicate seams. The dress pooled around her waist, completely exposing her upper half. Her breasts were magnificent—heavy, pale, and perfectly full, her rosy nipples pebbled and hard in the cool air of the carriage.

Without breaking eye contact, Harry reached for the fastenings of his own trousers. He shoved the heavy material down his thighs, springing his cock free. It was heavy, thick, and throbbing angrily with the pressure of the night, standing rigidly at attention, leaking a drop of pre-cum from the tip.

"Sebastien..." Fleur gasped, her eyes going wide at the size of him. She leaned forward, her mouth opening, her tongue darting out to take him in. She wanted to taste him, to return the favour, to swallow the length of him down her throat.

Instead of entering her mouth immediately, Harry stepped forward and grabbed her.

He didn't grab her head. He reached out with his large, calloused hands and grabbed her heavy, perky breasts. He squeezed the soft, yielding flesh, mashing them tightly together until they formed a deep, inviting valley of cleavage.

"No," Harry hissed, guiding his rigid shaft between the mounds of her breasts. "Here."

He slid his cock into the deep ravine of her cleavage. The friction of the soft, silk-smooth skin sandwiching his hard, throbbing shaft was exquisite. Fleur let out a surprised, breathy moan, looking up at him as he began to move.

He fucked her tits with a guttural, animalistic growl. He drove his hips forward, sliding his length through the tight, warm valley of her breasts, the head of his cock popping out just beneath her chin before he pulled back and slammed forward again.

Slap. Squelch. Slap.

The sound of his hips hitting her chest, the wet friction of his cock sliding between her tits, echoed loudly in the room. He used her liberally, his hands clamping down on the outside of her breasts to keep them squished tightly around his dick, making sure he felt every single inch of friction.

"Ah, fuck, you feel so good," Harry grunted, his pace quickening. He watched the way her pale breasts jiggled with the force of his thrusts, the way her hard nipples brushed against his knuckles, pebbling even harder in the cool air. His wild green eyes remained locked on hers, demanding her total submission.

"Yes! Fuck me! Use zem, Sebastien!" Fleur encouraged, leaning into his thrusts, her hands reaching up to grip his hips, trying to pull him even deeper into her cleavage.

Harry ground his teeth together, the pressure building rapidly at the base of his spine. The combination of the tight friction, the visual of his thick cock sliding between her beautiful breasts, and the sheer, territorial need to claim her was driving him over the edge.

"Mine," he hissed, the word dropping from his lips like a dark, unbreakable vow. "You belong to me."

"Oui," she sobbed, her head falling back, exposing her long, elegant throat as she took the punishing rhythm of his thrusts. "Yours. Always yours, Sebastien."

With a final, violent thrust, Harry’s control completely snapped. He let out a loud, roaring groan, his hips locking into place, burying his cock as deeply as he could between her breasts.

He erupted.

He let the thick, hot jets of his seed paint her chest and face. The first pulse hit her right on the collarbone, splashing up to paint her chin. The second struck her cheek, white streaks stark against her pale, flushed skin. He pumped his release over her, groaning as his balls emptied completely, covering her cleavage, her neck, and her face in a messy, carnal display.

He stood there for a moment, his chest heaving, his cock twitching between her breasts as the final drops spilled out. He didn't reach for a towel. He didn't wipe it away.

Instead, he pulled back slightly, turning his softening, yet still impressively thick cock up toward her face.

"Clean it," he ordered, his voice a low, dominant rasp.

Fleur didn't hesitate. She leaned forward, her eyes looking up at him through her lashes with a look of absolute, triumphant adoration. She wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and sucked, using her tongue and throat to meticulously clean the remaining seed from his flesh. She hummed happily around him, swirling her tongue over the sensitive ridge, thoroughly enjoying the taste of him.

It was an act of claiming her as his territory right here.

When she was finished, Sebastian pulled away, adjusting his clothes and zipping his trousers back up. Fleur stayed there on her knees, pinned by the invisible weight of his dominance, panting softly. She looked down at the mess he had made of her—her torn dress, her breasts and face painted with his semen—and smiled.

He hauled the Veela up on her feet, picking her up by the luscious curves of her ass and carried her to the bed. The day had been heavy, full of reunions and revelations that had drained the disguised Potter child, but for now, the warmth of his Veela was what mattered. The voices had become silent in her arms, and Sebastian wanted to remain in them for a while longer. 

~ Sebastian Gray/Harry Potter ~


The next morning, Halloween arrived with a vicious bite in the air and a grey, sullen sky that looked like a bruised plum hanging over the Scottish Highlands.

Harry and Fleur trained in the early hours, well before the rest of the castle had even begun to stir. They stood in the centre of the deserted Quidditch stadium, the sharp crack of deflected spells echoing off the empty wooden stands. 
They moved in perfect sync, the fruits of being trained by a skilled mercenary shining through for the Veela. Fleur was faster today, more grounded, her Veela magic humming in contentment after the events of the previous night.

When the sun finally began to peek over the distant mountains, casting a pale light over the pitch, Fleur finally lowered her wand. She walked over to him, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft, lingering kiss to his cheek, completely ignoring the sweat on his skin, before she left to join the other Beauxbatons students for the final selection preparations.

Harry stayed behind. He stood there taking in the view around the pitch, the cold wind whipping at his loose training shirt.

He reached into his pocket, pulling out a heavy, silver pocket watch. He flipped the lid open, staring at the date as the clock ticked away on the face.

October 31st.

"Happy Halloween, Master," a deep, grinding voice rumbled from the shadows stretching beneath his feet near the hoops.

Wrath materialized behind him. The Obscurus rose from the darkness, coalescing into a hulking, eight-foot-tall silhouette of black energy and shifting, heavy knightly armor. The ragged, shadowy cape billowed in the wind, and the red pinpricks of his eyes glowed with a cynical, highly amused light from within the darkness of his helm.

"You know," Harry said, snapping the pocket watch shut and leaning casually against one of the thick wooden pillars of the goalposts, "nothing good ever happens to me on this day. It’s the anniversary of my death, one way or another. Botched missions, angry husbands or boyfriends or fathers chasing me through the city."

"True," Wrath quipped, his tone dripping with dry humour that contrasted wildly with his terrifying appearance. "Though I’d advise you to keep a firm grip on your temper today, my liege. The castle is practically vibrating with the stench of overly enthused teenagers. It’s quite nauseating, really. I can feel the old fool's machinations grinding gears all the way from here."

Harry snorted, running a hand through his messy hair. "I'll be careful, Wrath. I’m just here to do a job. I'm just here to watch the show, guard the girl, and get paid. Let the people who wish for glory seek it."

"I do hope so, my liege," the Obscurus murmured, his red eyes curving in what could only be described as a sinister smile, before dissolving completely back into the shadows at Harry's feet, leaving the mercenary alone with the freezing wind.

~ Sebastian Gray/Harry Potter ~


The Great Hall was saturated with absolute, suffocating tension that evening.

The Halloween feast had been cleared away, leaving the golden plates empty and gleaming under the floating candles. The chatter that usually filled the massive room had died down to a nervous, buzzing whisper.

The Goblet of Fire sat in the very centre of the stage, resting atop a raised wooden dais. Its blue-white flames licked the air like a hungry ghost, casting eerie, flickering shadows across the faces of the hundreds of students watching it.

Harry sat with the Beauxbatons delegation near the back of the room, leaning against the cold stone wall, his arms crossed over his chest. He watched the High Table, where the judges sat with grim, serious expressions.

Albus Dumbledore stood before the Goblet, his face grave and ancient in the blue light. The entire hall held its breath.

Suddenly, the blue-white flames flared violently, turning a vicious, bloody red. A shower of sparks erupted into the air, and a single, charred piece of parchment fluttered out of the cup.

Dumbledore reached out and caught it deftly.

"The champion for Durmstrang," Dumbledore announced, his magically amplified voice booming across the silent hall, "is Viktor Krum!"

The hall erupted into cheers. The Durmstrang students pounded their fists on the tables, roaring their approval as the sullen, heavy-browed Bulgarian Seeker stood up and slouched toward the side chamber.

The flames turned blue again, only to flare red a moment later. Another piece of parchment shot into the air.

"The champion for Beauxbatons," Dumbledore read, unrolling the paper, "is Fleur Delacour!"

Harry watched as Fleur stood up from the other end of the Ravenclaw table. She threw her chin high, radiating the fierce, untouchable confidence he had helped her build. She looked like a queen stepping up to claim her throne. As she walked toward the front of the hall, she turned her head just slightly. She caught his eye for a split second, a secret, knowing smile touching her lips, a silent acknowledgment of gratitude and familiarity, before she disappeared into the side chamber with Krum.

A minute passed. The Goblet flared red for a third time.

"The Hogwarts champion..." Dumbledore caught the final slip of parchment, a broad smile finally breaking across his face. "Cedric Diggory!"

The Hufflepuff table went absolutely wild. Students jumped onto the benches, screaming and cheering, stamping their feet so hard the floor shook. Cedric, looking stunned but incredibly handsome, stood up and made his way to the chamber, clapping his friends on the back.

The three champions were set. The Triwizard Tournament was officially beginning.

Dumbledore smiled, raising his hands to quiet the roaring crowd. He began his closing speech, his voice booming over the lingering cheers. "Excellent! We now have our three champions! I know I can count upon all of you, including the remaining students from Beauxbatons and Durmstrang, to give your champions every ounce of support you can muster. By cheering your champion on, you will contribute in a very real—"

Dumbledore stopped abruptly.

The words died in his throat. He turned back to the Goblet.

The Great Hall fell dead silent.

The Goblet of Fire hissed loudly, a sound like water hitting hot iron. The flames, which had settled back to a calm blue, suddenly roared higher than before. They didn't just turn red; they turned a dark, violent crimson.

A fourth piece of parchment fluttered high into the air, spinning on the heat currents.

Dumbledore stepped forward and caught it, his long fingers visibly trembling. The hall went silent—a heavy, suffocating, terrifying silence. No one breathed. No one moved.

Dumbledore looked at the name written on the charred scrap of parchment. And for the first time since Harry had returned to this castle, the Headmaster looked truly, profoundly afraid. His blue eyes lost their twinkle, widening in absolute horror.

"Harry Potter," Dumbledore whispered.

The magically amplified whisper echoed into the furthest corners of the Great Hall.

The silence broke into a collective, horrified gasp. 
Everyone turned, their eyes darting frantically to the Gryffindor table. They looked at Adam Potter, who was sitting frozen, his face pale as a sheet. Lily Potter, their professor, looked a moment away from sobbing. Rose Potter, the youngest child who had forever heard the name spoken in hushed whispers looked around in confusion. Everyone looked around the hall, then back to Dumbledore, then to each other in sheer confusion and mounting panic.

A prank? Who would play such a sick, twisted joke? Who would dare bring up the tragic story of the Boy-Who-Lived’s dead brother? The boy who had turned to ash in a horrific fire years ago. The ghost whose memory hung over the Potter family like a curse.

Harry, still seated at the end of the table at the back of the hall, felt the world stop spinning.

He didn't gasp. He didn't move. But deep within his chest, he felt it.

He felt the ancient, unbreakable magic of the Goblet's binding contract reach out across the hall. It bypassed the disguise, bypassed his aliases, and snapped into place around his very soul with the heavy, metallic clink of a shackle.

A cold, familiar rage began to boil in his chest.
It started as a spark, then roared into a black, consuming tide of magical energy that wanted to tear the roof off the Great Hall and level the castle to the ground.
They couldn't let him be. Even now, even hiding under a fake name, the universe refused to let him walk away from the name that had brought him nothing but pain.

CRACK.

The sharp sound echoed through the immediate area around him. Harry looked down. The heavy silver fork he had casually picked up from a nearby abandoned plate was crushed completely in his fist, the thick prongs twisted and mangled into scrap metal under the sheer, terrifying force of his uncontrolled, magically-enhanced grip.

Beside him, in the dark, metaphysical space of his mind, Wrath’s voice echoed. It wasn't the usual dry sarcasm. It was a sound of cynical, anticipatory glee that bit like a jagged blade against the back of Harry's skull.

"Well," Wrath laughed, a sound like a nightmare waking up, the Obscurus now wide awake, responding to the hate and turmoil within his master's mind. "Happy Halloween indeed, Master."
Author’s Note
DUN DUN DUNNNNNNNNNN.
[image: ]We finally have the reveal. Up next, the consequences.
image1.png





Disclaimer: I do not have any rights of ownership for the characters used except the  OC's. All the credit goes to the authors. Only the plot belongs to me.   Chapter 18  –   A Name Revealed   ~ Sebastian Gray/Harry Potter ~   The weight of the conversation with Sirius hung over Harry like a shroud of lead. The cool  night air of the Hogwarts grounds whipped around them as they walked, cutting through the  thick fabric of his coat, but it did little to dissipate the ghosts of a childhood he had tried to  burn away. For the first time since he had stepped foot back in Britain, the iron - clad mask of  Sebastian Gray had slipped completely. The cold, calculating mercenary was fracturing,  leaving the raw, jagged edges of Harry Potter expo sed to the pale moonlight.     He had actually hugged the man.   He had stood there in the corridor and let Sirius Black wrap his arms around him, let the  older man cry into his shoulder, let the agonizing reality of his survival shatter the grief that  had consumed his godfather for years. Grindelwald had taught him to put a lid on his  emotions when needed so that the trembling boy he had saved, the boy who experienced  the nightmare that was his childhood every night in his dreams, could remain sane. But  standing there with Sirius, Harry had felt the boy clawing his way  back to the surface.     Fleur felt it.   As they walked back toward the Beauxbatons carriages parked near the edge of the  Forbidden Forest, the silence between them wasn't the usual comfortable hum of shared  secrets or witty banter. It was a   vibrating with a   volatile edge to it. She walked close to his  side, her fur - lined cloak wrapping around her, but her sapphire eyes kept darting to his  profile.     She could feel the turbulence in his magic. It wasn't the contained, lethal hum she was used  to. It was erratic. The shadows at his feet seemed to wri the with a restless, hungry energy,  stretching out across the frost - covered grass as if trying to grab onto something solid.       They reached the ornate blue carriage of the Beauxbatons delegation. Harry opened the  heavy door for her, stepping aside to let her enter first. The moment they stepped into the  plush, lavender - scented sanctuary of her private quarters, the heavy wooden door clicking  shut behind them, she turned on him.     The soft glow of the enchanted lamps caught the deep worry in her sapphire eyes . She  tossed her cloak onto a nearby velvet chair and stepped directly into his space.     "Sebastien," she whispered, her hand reaching out. She cupped his jaw, her cool fingers  pressing against his heated skin, her thumb gently tracing the line of a faded silver scar on  his cheek. "You are... vibrating. Your magic, it feels like a storm about to break. Tell me what  ze dog - man said to you."    

